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PREFACE

I have attempted in the following pages to present specimens of the most repre-
sentative non-dramatic poetry and prose produced in England between 1660 and
1700, and also the best—with the notable exception of Milton’s three great poems.
The strict observance of these dates has resulted, perhaps, in giving a somewhat un-
just representation of some of the poets included. Waller, for example, would ap-
pear to better advantage in some of the lyrics he published before 1660 than in the
best of his work during the reign of Charles II. Aside, however, from the argument
of limited space, which always confronts an anthologist, the plan I have adopted—
of admitting only those pieces which were published during the forty years follow-
ing the Restoration or which were written then and published later—results in giv-
ing the reader a reliable impression of England during the Restoration, an age more
nearly unique than any other in the history of the English pcople.

The texts are the most authentic I could procure, although I should explain that
I'have not made a fetish of best editions to the point of slavishly copying an obvious
crror from an approved text when it might be corrected by reference to another.
In the case of Pepys, 1 deliberately chose Lord Braybrooke’s edition in preference
to the fuller text given by A. B. Wheatley because it enabled me to present more of
Pepys himself in the allotted space. I acknowledge my gratitude to Mr. P. J. Dobell
for permission to use Bertram Dobell’s edition of Thomas Fraherne’s prose and
poetry. It is hardly necessary to say that all of the texts have heen modernized,
especially i matters of capitalization and punctuation. I should like to think that
the changes have been made upon a consistent plan, but I fear that this is a counsel
of editorial perfection.

The notes following the text consist of a biographical sketch for each author, a
selected list of the most important editions and critical studies of his works, and
such explanations of the text itself as may be needed by readers who are not famil-
iar with the historical references and allusions. In addition, there is a Bibliography
including the most important general studies of the period.

C. A M.
UnN1vERSITY OF MINNESOTA
MINNEAPOLIS
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JOHN DRYDEN (1631-1700)

ASTRZA REDUX

A POEM ON THE HAPPY RESTORATION AND RETURN OF HIS SACRED
MAJESTY CHARLES THE SECOND
Jam redit et Virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna.—VIRGIL.

[1660].

Now with a gen'ral peace the world was blest,
While ours, a world divided from the rest,
A dreadful quiet felt, and worser far
Than arms, a sullen interval of war.
Thus, when black clouds draw down the lab’ring skies,
Ere yet abroad the winged thunder flies,
An horrid stillness first invades the ear
And in that silence we the tempest fear.
Th’ ambitious Swede like restless billows toss’d,

1o On this hand gaining what on that he lost,
Though in his life he blood and ruin breath’d,
To his now guideless kingdom peace bequeath’d ;
And Heav'n, that seem’d regardless of our fate,
For France and Spain did miracles create,
Such mortal quarrels to compose in peace
As nature bred and int’rest did increase.
We sigh’d to hear the fair Iberian bride
Must grow a lily to the Lily’s side;
While our cross stars denied us Charles his bed

2 Whom our first flames and virgin love did wed.
For his long absence Church and State did groan;
Madness the pulpit, faction seiz’d the throne.
Experienc’d age in deep despair was lost
To see the rebel thrive, the loyal cross’d:
Youth that with joys had unacquainted been
Envied gray hairs that once good days had seen:
We thought our sires, not with their own content,
Had, ere we came to age, our portion spent.
Nor could our nobles hope their bold attempt

30 Who ruin’d crowns would coronets exempt :
For when, by their designing leaders taught
To strike at pow’r which for themselves they sought,
The vulgar, gull’d into rebellion, arm’d,
Their blood to action by the prize was warm’d;
The sacred purple then and scarlet gown,
Like sanguine dye to elephants, was shown.
Thus, when the bold Typhceus scal’d the sky
And forc’d great Jove from his own heav'n to fly,

3
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(What king, what crown from treason’s reach is free,

w If Jove and Heav’'n can violated be?)

The lesser gods that shar’d his prosp’rous state

All suffer’d in the exil’d Thund’rer’s fate

The rabble now such freedom did enjoy

As winds at sea, that use it to destroy:

Blind as the Cyclops and as wild as he,

They own'd a lawless savage liberty,

Like that our painted ancestors so priz'd,

Ere empire’s arts their breasts had civiliz'd.

How great were then our Charles his woes, who thus
so Was forc’d to suffer for himself and us!

Ile, toss'd by fate and hurried up and down,

Heir to his father’s sorrows, with his crown,

Could taste no sweets of youth’s desired age,

But found his life too true a pilgrimage.

Unconquer’d yet in that forlorn cstate,

His manly courage overcame his fate.

[lis wounds he took, like Romans, on his breast,

Which by his virtue were with laurels dress’d.

As souls reach Heav'n while yet in bodies pent,

e So did he live above his banishment.

That sun, which we beheld with cozen'd eyes
Within the water, mov’d along the skies.
How easy 'tis, when Destiny proves kind,
With full-spread sails to run before the wind!
But those that ’gainst stiff gales laveering go
Must be at once resolv’d and skillful too.

Ile would not. like soft Otho, hope prevent,
But stay'd and suffer'd Fortune to repent.
These virtues Galba in a stranger sought,

70 And Piso to adopted empire brought.

How shall T then my doubtful thoughts express
That must his suft'rings both regret and bless!
For when his early valor Heav’'n had cross’d,
And all at Worc'ster but the honor lost,

Forc'd into exile from his rightful throne,

He made all countries where he came his own,
And, viewing monarchs’ secret arts of sway,

A royal factor for their kingdoms lay.

Thus banish’d David spent abroad his time,

g When to be God’s anointed was his crime,
And, when restor'd, made his proud neighbors rue
Those choice remarks he from his travels drew.
Nor is he only by afflictions shown
To conquer others’ realms, but rule his own;
Recov’ring hardly what he lost before,

His right endears it much, his purchase more.
Inur'd to suffer ere he came to reign,
No rash procedure will his actions stain.
To bus'ness ripen’d by digestive thought,
9 His future rule is into method brought,
As they who first proportion understand



110

120

130

140

JOHN DRYDEN

With easy practice reach a master’s hand.

Well might the ancient poets then confer

On Night the honor’d name of Counselor;

Since, struck with rays of prosp’rous fortune blind,

We light alone in dark afflictions find.

In such adversities to scepters train’d,

The name of Great his famous grandsire gain’d:

Who, yet a king alone in name and right,

With hunger, cold, and angry Jove did fight;

Shock’d by a Covenanting League's vast pow’rs,

As holy and as catholic as ours:

Till Fortune’s fruitless spite had made it known

Her blows not shook but riveted his throne.
Some lazy ages, lost in sleep and ease,

No action leave to busy chronicles :

Such, whose supine felicity but makes

In story chasms, in epoches mistakes,

O’er whom Time gently shakes his wings of down,

Till with his silent sickle they are mown.

Such is not Charles his too too active age,

Which, govern’d by the wild distemper’d rage

Of some black star infecting all the skies,

Made him at his own cost, like Adam, wise.

Tremble, ye nations who, secure before,

Laugh’d at those arms that ’gainst ourselves we bore;

Rous’d by the lash of his own stubborn tail,

Our Lion now will foreign foes assail.

With alga who the sacred altar strows?

To all the sea-gods Charles an off’ring owes;

A bull to thee, Portunus, shall be slain,

A lamb to you, the tempests of the main.

For those loud storms that did against him roar

Have cast his shipwrack'd vessel on the shore.

Yet, as wise artists mix their colors so

That by degrees they from each other go,

Black steals unheeded from the neighb’ring white

Without offending the well-cozen’d sight,

So on us stole our blessed change, while we

Th’ effect did feel but scarce the manner see.

Frosts that constrain the ground and birth deny

To flow’rs that in its womb expecting lie

Do seldom their usurping pow’r withdraw,

But raging floods pursue their hasty thaw.

Our thaw was mild, the cold not chas’d away,

But lost in kindly heat of lengthen’d day.

Heav'n would no bargain for its blessings drive,

But what we could not pay for, freely give.

The Prince of Peace would, like himself, confer

A gift unhop’d without the price of war:

Yet, as He knew His blessing’s worth, took care

That we should know it by repeated pray'r,

Which storm’d the skies and ravish’d Charles from thence,

As Heav'n itself is took by violence.
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Booth’s forward valor only serv’d to show

He durst that duty pay we all did owe;

Th’ attempt was fair, but Heav’n’s prefixed hour
Not come: so, like the watchful travelour

That by the moon’s mistaken light did rise,

Lay down again and clos’d his weary eyes.

"Twas Monk, whom Providence design’d to loose
Those real bonds false freedom did impose.

The blessed saints that watch’d this turning scene
Did from their stars with joyful wonder lean

To see small clues draw vastest weights along,
Not in their bulk but in their order strong.

Thus pencils can by one slight touch restore
Smiles to that changed face that wept before.
With ease such fond chimeras we pursue

160 As fancy frames for fancy to subdue;

170

But when ourselves to action we betake,

It shuns the mint, like gold that chemists make.
How hard was then his task, at once to be
What in the body natural we see;

Man’s architect distinctly did ordain

The charge of muscles, nerves, and of the brain,
Through viewless conduits spirits to dispense,
The springs of motion from the seat of sensc.
"Twas not the hasty product of a day,

But the well-ripen’d fruit of wise delay.

e, like a patient angler, ere he strook,

Would let them play a while upon the hook.

Our healthful food the stomach labors thus,

At first embracing what it straight doth crush.
Wise leeches will not vain receipts obtrude,
While growing pains pronounce the humors crude:
Deaf to complaints, they wait upon the ill,

Till some safe crisis authorize their skill.

Nor could his acts too close a vizard wear

180 To ’scape their eyes whom guilt had taught to fear,

190

And guard with caution that polluted nest

Whence Legion twice before was dispossess’d:
Once sacred house, which when they enter’d in,
They thought the place could sanctify a sin;

Like those that vainly hop’d kind IHeav’'n would wink,
While to excess on martyrs’ tombs they drink.

And as devouter Turks first warn their souls

To part, before they taste forbidden bowls,

So these, when their black crimes they went about,
First timely charm’d their useless conscience out.
Religion’s name against itself was made;

The shadow serv’d the substance to invade.

Like zealous missions, they did care pretend

Of souls in show, but made the gold their end.

Th’ incensed pow’rs beheld with scorn from high

An heaven so far distant from the sky,

Which durst with horses” hoofs that beat the ground



JOHN DRYDEN

And martial brass belie the thunder’s sound.
"Twas hence at length just vengeance thought it fit
20 To speed their ruin by their impious wit;
Thus Sforza, curs’d with a too fertile brain,
Lost by his wiles the pow’r his wit did gain.
Henceforth their fogue must spend at lesser rate
Than in its flames to wrap a nation’s fate.
Suffer’d to live, they are like Helots set,
A virtuous shame within us to beget;
For by example most we sinn’d before,
And glass-like clearness mix’d with frailty bore.
But since, reform’d by what we did amiss,
20 We by our suff’rings learn to prize our bliss;
Like early lovers, whose unpractis'd hearts
Were long the May-game of malicious arts,
When once they find their jealousies were vain,
With double heat renew their fires again.
"Twas this produc’d the joy that hurried o’er
Such swarms of English to the neighb’ring shore
To fetch that prize by which Batavia made
So rich amends for our impoverish'd trade.
Oh, had you seen from Scheveline’s barren shore,
220 Crowded with troops and barren now no miore,
Afflicted [olland to his farewell bring
True sorrow, Holland to regret a king,
While waiting him his royal fleet did ride,
And willing winds to their lower’d sails denied ;
The wav'ring streamers, flags, and standard out,
The merry seamen’s rude but cheerful shout,
And last, the cannons’ voice that shook the skies,
And, as it fares in sudden ecstasies,
At once bereft us both of ears and eyes.
a0 The Naseby, now no longer England’s shame,
But better to be lost in Charles his name,
Like some unequal bride in nobler sheets,
Receives her lord; the joyful London meets
The princely York, himself alone a freight;
The Swiftsure groans beneath great Gloc'ster’s weight :
Secure as when the halcyon breeds, with these
He that was born to drown might cross the seas.
Heav'n could not own a Providence, and take
The wealth three nations ventur’d at a stake.
20 The same indulgence Charles his voyage bless’d
Which in his right had miracles confess’d.
The winds that never moderation knew,
Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blew;
Or out of breath with joy, could not enlarge
Their straighten’d lungs, or conscious of their charge.
The British Amphitrite, smooth and clear,
In richer azure never did appear,
Proud her returning Prince to entertain
With the submitted fasces of the main.
20 And welcome now, great Monarch, to your own!
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Behold th’ approaching cliffs of Albion,

It is no longer motion cheats your view;

As you meet it, the land approacheth you.

The land returns, and in the white it wears

The marks of penitence and sorrow bears.

But you, whose goodness your descent doth shew,
Your heav’nly parentage and earthly too;

By that same mildness which your father’s crown
Before did ravish, shall secure your own.

a0 Not tied to rules of policy, you find
Revenge less sweet than a forgiving mind.

Thus, when th’ Almighty would to Moses give
A sight of all he could behold and live,

A voice before His entry did proclaim
Long-suff’ring, goodness, mercy, in His name.
Your pow’r to justice doth submit your cause,
Your goodness only is above the laws,

Whose rigid letter, while pronounc’d by you,
Is softer made. So winds, that tempests brew,

70 When through Arabian groves they take their flight,
Made wanton with rich odors, lose their spite.
And as those lees that trouble it refine
The agitated soul of gen’rous wine,

So tears of joy, for your returning spilt,

Work out and expiate our former guilt.

Methinks I see those crowds on Dover’s strand,
Who in their haste to welcome you to land
Chok’d up the beach with their still growing store
And made a wilder torrent on the shore:

80 While, spurr’d with eager thoughts of past delight,
Those who had scen you court a second sight,
Preventing still your steps and making haste
To meet you often, wheresoe'er you pass’d.

How shall I speak of that triumphant day
When you renew’d th’ expiring pomp of May!
A month that owns an int’rest in your name;
You and the flow’rs are its peculiar claim.

That star that at your birth shone out so bright
It stain'd the duller sun’s meridian light,

20 Did once again its potent fires renew,

Guiding our eyes to find and worship you.

And now Time’s whiter series is begun,
Which in soft centuries shall smoothly run;
Those clouds that overcast your morn shall fly,
Dispell’d to farthest corners of the sky.

Our nation, with united int’rest blest,

Not now content to poise, shall sway the rest.
Abroad your empire shall no limits know,

But, like the sea, in boundless circles flow;

30 Your much-lov’d fleet shall with a wide command
Besiege the petty monarchs of the land;

And as old Time his offspring swallow’d down,
Our ocean in its depths all seas shall drown.
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Their wealthy trade from pirates’ rapine free,
Our merchants shall no more advent'rers be;
Nor in the farthest East those dangers fear
Which humble Holland must dissemble here.
Spain to your gift alone her Indies owes,
For what the pow’rful takes not he bestows;

sio And France that did an exile’s presence fear
May justly apprchend you still too near.
At home the hateful names of parties cease,
And factious souls are wearied into peace.
The discontented now are only they
Whose crimes before did your just cause betray:
Of those your edicts some reclaim from sins,
But most your life and blest example wins.
O happy Prince, whom Heav'n hath taught the way
By paying vows to have more vows to pay!

3% O happy age! O times like those alone
By fate reserv’d for great Augustus’ throne,
When the joint growth of arms and arts foreshew
The world a monarch, and that monarch you!

TO MY HONOR’D FRIEND DR. CHARLETON,

ON HIS LEARNED AND USEFUL WORKS, AND MORE PARTICULARLY THIS
OF STONEHENGE, BY HIM RESTOR’'D TO THE TRUE FOUNDERS
[1663].

The longest tyranny that ever sway’d

Was that wherein our ancestors betray’d

Their free-born reason to the Stagirite,

And made his torch their universal light.

So, truth, while only one supplied the state,

Grew scarce and dear, and yet sophisticate;

Until ’twas bought, like emp’ric wares, or charms,

Hard words scal'd up with Aristotle’s arms.

Columbus was the first that shook his throne,
10 And found a temp’rate in a torrid zone,

The fev'rish air fann’d by a cooling breeze,

The fruitful vales set round with shady trees,

And guiltless men, who danc’d away their time,

Fresh as their groves and happy as their clime.

Had we still paid that homage to a name

Which only God and Nature justly claim,

The western scas had been our utmost bound,

Where poets still might dream the sun was drown’d,

And all the stars that shine in southern skies
20 Had been admir’d by none but savage eyes.

Among th’ asserters of free reason’s claim,

Th’ English are not the Jeast in worth or fame.

The world to Bacon does not only owe

Its present knowledge, but its future too.

Gilbert shall live, till loadstones cease to draw,
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Or British fleets the boundless ocean awe,

And noble Boyle, not less in nature seen,

Than his great brother, read in states and men.

The circling streams, once thought but pools, of blood
(Whether life’s fuel or the body’s food)

From dark oblivion Harvey’s name shall save;

While Ent keeps all the honor that he gave.

Nor are you, learned friend, the least renown’d;
Whose fame, not circumscrib’d with English ground,
Flies like the nimble journeys of the light,

And is, like that, unspent too in its flight.

Whatever truths have been by art or chance
Redeem’d from error or from ignorance,

Thin in their authors, like rich veins of ore,

Your works unite, and still discover more.

Such is the healing virtue of your pen,

To perfect cures on books as well as men.

Nor is this work the least: you well may give

To men new vigor, who make stones to live.
Through you the Danes, their short dominion lost,

A longer conquest than the Saxons boast.
Stonehenge, once thought a temple, you have found
A throne, where kings, our earthly gods, were crown’d ;
Where by their wond’ring subjects they were scen,
Joy'd with their stature and their princely mien.
Our sov'reign here above the rest might stand,

And here be chose again to sway the land.

These ruins shelter’d once his sacred head,
Then when from Worc'ster’s fatal field he fled;
Watch’'d by the genius of this royal place,

And mighty visions of the Danish race,
His refuge then was for a temple shown:
But, he restor’d, 'tis now become a throne.

ANNUS MIRABILIS

THE YEAR OF WONDERS, MDCLXVI
[1667].

. . . . . . . . . .

And now four days the sun had seen our woes;

mo  Four nights the moon beheld th’ incessant fire:

It seem’d as if the stars more sickly rose,
And farther from the fev'rish north retire.

In th’ empyrean heav’n (the bless’d abode)

The Thrones and the Dominions prostrate lie,
Not daring to behold their angry God;

And an hush’'d silence damps the tuneful sky.

At length th’ Almighty cast a pitying eye,
And mercy softly touch’d His melting breast:
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He saw the town’s one half in rubbish lie,
And eager flames drive on to storm the rest.

An hollow crystal pyramid He takes,
In firmamental waters dipp’d above;
Of it a broad extinguisher He makes
And hoods the flames that to their quarry strove.

The vanquish’d fires withdraw from ev’ry place,
Or, full with feeding, sink into a sleep:

Each household genius shows again his face,
And from the hearths the little l.ares creep.

Our king this more than natural change beholds;
With sober joy his heart and eyes abound:

To the All-good his lifted hands he folds,
And thanks Him low on his redeemed ground.

As when sharp frosts had long constrain’d the earth,
A kindly thaw unlocks it with mild rain;
And first the tender blade peeps up to birth,

And straight the green fields laugh with promis’d grain:

By such degrees the spreading gladness grew
In ev'ry heart which fear had froze hefore;
The standing streets with so much joy they view,
That with less grief the perish’d they deplore.

The father of the people open’d wide
His stores, and all the poor with plenty fed:
Thus God’s anointed God's own place supplied,
And fill'd the empty with his daily bread.

This royal bounty brought its own reward,

And in their minds so deep did print the sense,
That if their ruins sadly they regard,

"Tis but with fear the sight might drive him thence.

But so may he live long, that town to sway,
Which by his auspice they will nobler make,

As he will hatch their ashes by his stay,
And not their humble ruins now forsake.

They have not lost their loyalty by fire;
Nor is their courage or their wealth so low,
That from his wars they poorly would retire,
Or beg the pity of a vanquish’d foe.

Not with more constancy the Jews of old,
By Cyrus from rewarded exile sent,
Their royal city did in dust behold,
Or with more vigor to rebuild it went.

11
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The utmost malice of their stars is past,
And two dire comets, which have scourg’d the town,
In their own plague and fire have breath’d their last,
Or, dimly, in their sinking sockets frown.

Now frequent trines the happier lights among,
Aud high-rais’d Jove, from his dark prison freed,
(Those weights took off that on his planet hung),
Will gloriously the new-laid works succeed.

Methinks already, from this chemic flame,
mpo I see a city of more precious mold,
Rich as the town which gives the Indies name,
With silver pav’d, and all divine with gold.

Already, lab’ring with a mighty fate,
She shakes the rubbish from her mounting brow,
And seems to have renew’d her charter’s date,
Which Heav'n will to the death of time allow.

More great than human, now, and more august,
New-deified she from her fires does rise:
Her wid’'ning streets on new foundations trust,
ns%  And, op'ning, into larger parts she flies.

Before, she like some shepherdess did show,
Who sate to bathe her by a river’s side;
Not answ'ring to her fame, but rude and low,
Nor taught the beauteous arts of modern pride.

Now, like a maiden queen, she will behold
From her high turrets, hourly suitors come:
The East with incense, and the West with gold,
Will stand, like suppliants, to receive her doom.

The silver Thames, her own domestic flood,
ngo  Shall bear her vessels like a sweeping train;
And often wind (as of his mistress proud)
With longing eyes to meet her face again.

The wealthy Tagus, and the wealthier Rhine,
The glory of their towns no more shall boast;

And Seine, that would with Belgian rivers join,
Shall find her luster stain’d, and traffic lost.

The vent'rous merchant, who design’d more far,
And touches on our hospitable shore,
Charm’d with the splendor of this northern star,
o0 Shall here unlade him, and depart no more.

Our pow'rful navy shall no longer meet,
The wealth of France or Holland to invade;
The beauty of this town, without a fleet,
From all the world shall vindicate her trade.
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And, while this fam’d emporium we prepare,
The British ocean shall such triumphs boast,
That those who now disdain our trade to share,
Shall rob like pirates on our wealthy coast.

Already we have conquer’d half the war,
120 And the less dang’rous part is left behind;
Our trouble now is but to make them dare,
And not so great to vanquish as to find.

Thus to the eastern wealth through storms we go,
But now, the Cape once doubled, fear no more;
A constant trade-wind will securely blow,
And gently lay us on the spicy shore.

SONG
[1668].

You charm’d me not with that fair face
Though it was all divine:

To be another’s is the grace
That makes me wish you mine.

The gods and Fortune take their part
Who like young monarchs fight;

And boldly dare invade that heart
Which is another’s right.

First mad with hope we undertake

1o To pull up ev'ry bar;

But once possess’d, we faintly make
A dull defensive war.

Now ev'ry friend is turn’d a foe
In hope to get our store:

And passion makes us cowards grow,
Which made us brave before.

EPILOGUE
TO THE SECOND PART OF “THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA”
[1672].

They who have best succeeded on the stage
Have still conform’d their genius to their age.
Thus Jonson did mechanic humor show,
When men were dull, and conversation low.
Then, Comedy was faultless, but 'twas coarse:
Cobb’s tankard was a jest, and Otter’s horse.
And, as their Comedy, their love was mean ;
Except, by chance, in some one labor’d scene,
Which must atone for an ill-written play:

10 They rose, but at their height could seldom stay.

13
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Fame then was cheap, and the first comer sped;
And they have kept it since, by being dead.

But, were they now to write, when critics weigh
Each line, and ev’ry word, throughout a play,
None of them, no, not Jonson in his height,
Could pass, without allowing grains for weight.
Think 1t not envy, that these truths are told;
Our poet’s not malicious, though he’s bold.

"Tis not to brand 'em that their faults are shown,
But, by their errors, to excuse his own.

If Love and Honor now are higher rais’d,

"Tis not the poet, but the age is prais’d.

Wit’s now arriv’d to a more high degree;

Our native language more refin’d and free.
Our ladies and our men now speak more wit

In conversation, than those poets writ.

Then, one of these is, consequently, true;

That what this poet writes comes short of you,

And imitates you ill (which most he fears),

30 Or else his writing is not

worse than theirs.

Yet, though you judge (as sure the critics will)
That some before him writ with greater skill,

In this one praise he has their fame surpass’d,
To please an age more gallant than the last.

DEFENSE OF THE EPILOGUE;
OR,
AN ESSAY ON THE DRAMATIC POETRY OF THE LAST AGE
[1672].

The promises of authors, that they will
write again, are, in effect, a threatening of
their readers with some new impertinence;
and they who perform not what they
promise will have their pardon on easy
terms. It is from this consideration that I
could be glad to spare you the trouble,
which I am now giving you, of a post-
script, if 1 were not obliged, by many
reasons, to write somewhat concerning our ro
present plays, and those of our predeces-
sors on the English stage. The truth is,
1 have so far engaged myself in a bold
Epilogue to this play, wherein I have
somewhat taxed the former writing, that
it was necessary for me either not to
print it, or to show that I could defend it.
Yet I would so maintain my opinion of
the present age as not to be wanting in my
veneration for the past: I would ascribe 2
to dead authors their just praises in those

things wherein they have excelled us; and
in those wherein we contend with them for
the pre-eminence, I would acknowledge
our advantages to the age, and claim no
victory from our wit. This being what I
have proposed to myself, I hope I shall
not be thought arrogant when [ inquire
into their errors. For we live in an age so
sceptical that, as it determines little, so it
takes nothing from antiquity on trust;
and I profess to have no other ambition
in this Essay than that poetry may not go
backward, when all other arts and sciences
are advancing. Whoever censures me for
this inquiry, let him hear his character
from Horace:

Ingeniis non ille favet, plauditque sepultis,
Nostra sed impugnat; nos nostraque lividus
odit.

He favors not dead wits, but hates the living.
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It was upbraided to that excellent poet,
that he was an enemy to the writings of
his predecessor Lucilius, because he had
said, Lucilium lutulentum fluere, that he
ran muddy; and that he ought to have re-
trenched from his satires many unneces-
sary verses. But Horace makes Lucilius
himself to justify him from the imputa-
tion of envy, by telling you that he would
have done the same, had he lived in an age
which was more refined:

St foret hoc nostrum fato delapsus in evum,

Detererct sibi multa, recideret omne quod
ultra

Perfectum traheretur, eic.

And, both in the whole course of that
satire, and in his most admirable Epistle
to Augustus, he makes it his business to
prove that antiquity alone is no plea for
the excellency of a poem; but that, one
age learning from another, the last (if we
can suppose an equality of wit in the
writers) has the advantage of knowing
more and better than the former. And
this, I think, is the state of the question
in dispute. It is therefore my part to make
it clear that the language, wit, and con-
versation of our age are improved and
refined above the last; and then it will not 30
be difficult to infer that our plays have
received some part of those advantages.

In the first place, therefore, it will be
necessary to state, in general, what this
refinement is, of which we treat; and that,
I think, will not be defined amiss: An
improvement of our Wit, Language, and
Conversation; or, an alteration in them
for the better.

To begin with Language. That an alter-
ation is lately made in ours, or since the
writers of the last age (in which I com-
prehend Shakespeare, Fletcher, and Jon-
son), is manifest. Any man who reads
those excellent poets, and compares their
language with what is now written, will
sec it almost in every line; but that this
is an improvement of the language, or an
alteration for the better, will not so easily
be granted. For many are of a contrary so
opinion, that the English tongue was then
in the height of its perfection; that from
Jonson’s time to ours it has been in a con-
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tinual declination, like that of the Romans
from the age of Virgil to Statius, and so
downward to Claudian; of which, not
only Petronius, but Quintilian himself so
much complains, under the person of
Secundus, in his famous dialogue de
Causis corrupte Eloquentie.

But, to show that our language is im-
proved, and that those people have not a
just value for the age in which they live,
let us consider in what the refinement of
a language principally consists: that is,
either in refecting such old words, or
phrases, which are ill sounding, or im-
proper; or in admitting new, which are
more proper, more sounding, and more
significant.

The reader will easily take notice that,
when I speak of rejecting improper words
and phrases, I mention not such as are
antiquated by custom only, and, as I may
say, without any fault of theirs. For in this
case the refinement can be but accidental;
that is, when the words and phrases which
are rejected happen to be improper.
Neither would I be understood, when I
speak of impropriety of language, either
wholly to accuse the last age, or to excuse
the present, and least of all myself; for all
writers have their imperfections and fail-
ings: but I may safely conclude, in the
general, that our impropricties are less
frequent and less gross than theirs. One
testimony of this is undeniable, that we
are the first who have observed them; and,
certainly, to observe errors is a great step
to the correcting of them. But, malice and
partiality set apart, let any man who
understands English read diligently the
works of Shakespeare and Fletcher, and I
dare undertake that he will find in every
page either some solecism of speech, or
some notorious flaw in sense; and yet these
men are reverenced, when we are not for-
given. That their wit is great, and many
times their expressions noble, envy itself
cannot deny:

Neque ego illis detrahere ausim
Herentem capiti multié cum laude coronam.

But the times were ignorant in which they
lived. Poetry was then, if not in its in-
fancy among us, at least not arrived to its
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vigor and maturity: witness the lame-
ness of their plots; many of which, espe-
cially those which they writ first (for
even that age refined itself in some meas-
ure), were made up of some ridiculous
incoherent story, which in one play many
times took up the business of an age. I
suppose I need not name Pericles, Prince
of Tyre, nor the historical plays of Shake-
speare: besides many of the rest, as The
Winter's Tale, Love’s Labor’s Lost, Meas-
ure for Measure, which were either
grounded on impossibilities, or at least so
meanly written, that the comedy neither
caused your mirth, nor the serious part
your concernment. If I would expatiate
on this subject, I could easily demonstrate
that our admired Fletcher, who writ after
him, neither understood correct plotting,

¢
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nor that which they call the decorum of zo

the stage. I would not search in his worst
plays for examples: he who will consider
his Philaster, his Humorous Lieutenant,
his Faithful Shepherdess, and many others
which I could name, will find them much
below the applause which is now given
them. He will see Philaster wounding his
mistress, and afterwards his boy, to save
himself; not to mention the Clown, who

enters immediately, and not only has the 30

advantage of the combat against the hero,
but diverts you from your serious concern-
ment with his ridiculous and absurd rail-
lery. In his Humorous Lieutenant, you
find his Demetrius and Leontius staying
in the midst of a routed army, to hear the
cold mirth of the Lieutenant; and Deme-
trius afterwards appearing with a pistol
in his hand, in the next age to Alexander

the Great. And for his Shepherd, he falls 4

twice into the former indecency of wound-
ing women. But these absurdities which
those poets committed may more properly
be called the age’s fault than theirs: for,
besides the want of education and learn-
ing (which was their particular unhappi-
ness), they wanted the benefit of converse:
but of that I shall speak hereafter, in a
place more proper for it. Their audiences
knew no better; and therefore were satis-
fied with what they brought. Those who
call theirs the Golden Age of Poetry have
only this reason for it, that they were then
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content with acorns before they knew the
use of bread, or that &\us 3pwds was be-
come a proverb. They had many who ad-
mired them, and few who blamed them;
and certainly a severe critic is the great-
est help to a good wit: he does the office
of a friend, while he designs that of an
enemy; and his malice keeps a poet within
those bounds which the luxuriancy of his
fancy would tempt him to overleap.

But it is not their plots which I meant
principally to tax; I was speaking of their
sense and language; and I dare almost
challenge any man to show me a page to-
gether which is correct in both. As for
Ben Jonson, I am loth to name him, because
he is a most judicious writer; yet he very
often falls into these errors: and I once
more beg the reader’s pardon for accusing
him of them. Only let him consider that
I live in an age where my least faults
are severely censured; and that I have no
way left to extenuate my failings but by
showing as great in those whom we ad-
mire :

Cedimus, inque vicem prabemus crura sagit-
ts.

I cast my eyes but by chance on Catiline;
and in the three or four last pages found
enough to conclude that Jonson writ not
correctly :—

Let the long-hid seeds
Of treason, in thee, now shoot forth in deeds
Ranker than horror.

In reading some bombast speeches of
Macbeth, which are not to be understood,
he used to say that it was horror; and I
am much afraid that this is so.

Thy parricide late on thy only son,

After his mother, to make empty way

For thy last wicked nuptials, worse than they

That blaze that act of thy incestuous life,

Which gained thee at once a daughter and a
wife.

The sense is here extremely perplexed;
and I doubt the word they is false gram-

5° mar.

And be free
Not Heaven itself from thy impiety.
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A synchysis, or ill-placing of words, of
which Tully so much complains in oratory.

The waves and dens of beasts could not re-
ceive

The bodies that those souls were frighted
from.

The preposition in the end of the sentence;
a common fault with him, and which I
have but lately observed in my own
writings.

What all the several ills, that visit earth,

Plague, famine, fire, could not reach unto,
The sword, nor surfeits, let thy fury do.

Here are both the former faults: for, be-
sides that the preposition unto is placed
last in the verse, and at the half period,
and is redundant, there is the former
synchysis in the words the sword, nor sur-

17
His is ill syntax with Heaven; and by un-
feared he means unafraid: words of quite
a contrary signification.

The ports are open.

He perpetually uses ports for gates;
which is an affected error in him, to in-
troduce Latin by the loss of the English
idiom; as in the translation of Tully’s
speeches he usually does.

Well-placing of words, for the sweet-
ness of pronunciation, was not known till
Mr. Waller introduced it; and, therefore,
it is not to be wondered if Ben Jonson
has many such lines as these:

But being bred up in his father’s necdy
fortunes; brought up in's sister’s prosti-
tution, etc.

But meanness of expression one would
think not to be his error in a tragedy,

10

feits, which in construction ought to have ® which ought to be more high and sound-

been placed before the other.
Catiline says of Cethegus that for his
sake he would

Go on upon the Gods, kiss lightning, wrest
The engine from the Cyclops, and give fire
At face of a full cloud, and stand his ire.

To go on upon is only to go on twice. To
give fire at face of a full cloud was not
understood in his own time; and stand his
ire, besides the antiquated word ire, there
is the article liis, which makes false con-
struction: and giving fire at the face of a
cloud is a perfect image of shooting, how-
ever it came to be known in those days to
Catiline.

Others there are,
Whom envy to the state draws and pulls on,
For contumelies received ; and such are sure
ones.

Ones, in the plural number: but that is
frequent with him; for he says, not long
after,

Cesar and Crassus, if they be ill men,

Are mighty ones—

Such men, they do not succor more the
cause, etc.

They redundant.

Though Heaven should speak with all his
wrath at once,
We should stand upright and unfear’d.

ing than any other kind of poetry; and
yet, amongst others in Catiline, 1 find
these four lines together:

So Asia, thou art cruelly even

With us, for all the blows thee given;
When we, whose virtues conquered thee,
Thus by thy vices ruin'd be.

Be there is false English for are; though
30 the rhyme hides it.

But I am willing to close the book,
partly out of veneration to the author,
partly out of weariness to pursue an argu-
ment which is so fruitful, in so small a
compass. And what correctness, after this,
can be expected from Shakespeare or from
Fletcher, who wanted that learning and
care which Jonson had? I will, therefore,
spare my own trouble of inquiring into

40 their faults; who, had they lived now, had
doubtless written more correctly. I sup-
pose it will be enough for me to affirm (as
I think I safely may) that these, and the
like errors, which I taxed in the most cor-
rect of the last age are such into which
we do not ordinarily fall. I think few of
our present writers would have left be-
hind them such a line as this:

Contain your spirit in more stricter bounds.

so

But that gross way of two comparatives
was then ordinary; and, therefore, more
pardonable in Jonson.
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As for the other part of refining, which And, in this way, he himself had a par-
consists in receiving new words and ticular happiness; using all the tropes, and
phrases, I shall not insist much on it. It particular metaphors, with that grace
is obvious that we have admitted many, which is observable in his Odes, where
some of which we wanted, and therefore the beauty of expression is often greater
our language is the richer for them, as it than that of thought; as, in that one ex-
would be by importation of bullion: others ample, amongst an infinite number of
are rather ornamental than necessary; yet others, Et vultus nimium lubricus aspici.
by their admission, the language is become And therefore, though he innovated little,
more courtly, and our thoughts are better 10 he may justly be called a great refiner of
dressed. These are to be found scattered the Roman tongue. This choice of words,
in the writers of our age, and it is not and heightening of their natural significa-
my business to collect them. They who tion, was observed in him by the writers
have lately written with most care have, of the following ages; for Pctronius says
I believe, taken the rule of Horace for of him, et Horatii curiosa felicitas. By
their guide; that is, not to be too hasty in this graffing, as I may call it, on old words,
receiving of words, but rather to stay has our tongue been beautified by the
till custom has made them familiar to us: three fore-mentioned poets, Shakespeare,

Quem penes arbitrium est, et jus, et norma IFletcher, and Jonson, wl}ose excel’lencie_s

loquend. 20 I can never enough admire; and in this
they have becen followed, especially by Sir

John Suckling and Mr. Waller, who re-

fined upon them. Neither have they who

succeeded them been wanting in their en-
deavors to adorn our mother tongue: but

‘it is not so lawful for me to praise my

living contemporaries as to admire my

dead predecessors.
I should now speak of the refinement
soof Wit; but I have been so large on the
former subject that I am forced to con-
tract myself in this. I will therefore only
observe to you that the wit of the last
age was yet more incorrect than their lan-
guage. Shakespcare, who many times has
written better than any poet, in any lan-
guage, is yet so far from writing wit al-
ways, or expressing that wit according
to the dignity of the subject, that he
40 writes, in many places, below the dullest
writer of ours, or any precedent age.

Never did any author precipitate himself

from such height of thought to so low

expressions as he often does. He is the
very Janus of poets; he wears almost
everywhere two faces; and you have
scarce begun to admire the one ere you
despise the other. Neither is the luxuri-
ance of Fletcher (which his friends have
so taxed in him) a less fault than the care-
lessness of Shakespeare. He does not well
Dizeris egregic, notum si callida verbum always; and, when he does, he is a true
Reddiderit junctura novum. Englishman; he knows not when to give

For 1 cannot approve of their way of
refining who corrupt our English idiom by
mixing it too much with French: that is
a sophistication of language, not an im-
provement of it; a turning Iinglish into
French rather than a refining of English
by French. We mecet daily with those fops
who value themsclves on their traveling,
and pretend they cannot express their
meaning in English, because they would
put off to us some French phrase of the
last edition; without considering that, for
aught they know, we have a better of our
own. But these are not the men who are
to refine us; their talent is to prescribe
fashions, not words: at best, they are only
serviceable to a writer so as Ennius was
to Virgil. He may auwrum ex stercore
colligere: for ’tis hard if, amongst many
insignificant phrases, there happen not
something worth preserving; though they
themselves, like Indians, know not the
value of their own commodity.

There is yet another way of improving
language, which poets especially have
practised in all ages; that is, by applying
received words to a new signification; and
this, I believe, is meant by Horace, in
that precept which is so variously con-
strued by expositors:
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over. If he wakes in one scene, he com- stamp? O, I cannot abide these limbs of
monly slumbers in another; and, if he satin, or rather Satan.
pleases you in the first three acts, he is But, it may be, you will object that this
frequently so tired with his labor that he was Asper, Macilente, or Carlo Buffone:
goes heavily in the fourth, and sinks under you shall, therefore, hear him speak in his
his burden in the fifth. own person, and that in the two last lines
For Ben Jonson, the most judicious of or sting of an epigram. 'Tis inscribed to
poets, he always writ properly, and as the Fine Grand, who, he says, was indebted
character required; and I will not contest to him for many things which he reckons
farther with my friends who call that wit: 10 there; and concludes thus:
it being very certain that even folly itself,

well represented, is wit in a larger sig- Forty things more, dear Grand, which you

\ . . know true,
nxﬁ?atlon, anq tl}at there is fancy, as well For which, or pay me quickly, or I'll pay you.
as judgment, in it, though not so much or )
noble: because all poetry being imitation, This was then the mode of wit, the vice

that of folly is a lower exercise of fancy, of the age, and not Ben Jonson’s; for you
though perhaps as difficult as the other; see, a little before him, that admirable
for ’tis a kind of looking downward in the wit, Sir Philip Sidney, perpetually play-
poet, and representing that part of man- ing with his words. In his time, I believe,
kind which is below him. 2 it ascended first into the pulpit, where (if
In these low characters of vice and you will give me leave to clench too) it
folly lay the excellency of that inimitable yet finds the benefit of its clergy; for they
writer; who, when at any time he aimed are commonly the first corrupters of elo-
at wit in the stricter sense, that is, sharp- quence, and the last reformed from vicious
ness of conceit, was forced cither to bor- oratory; as a famous Italian has observed
row from the ancients, as to my knowl- before me, in his Treatise of the Corrup-
edge he did very much from Plautus; or, tion of the Italian Tonguc; which he prin-
when he trusted himself alone, often fell cipally ascribes to priests and preaching
into meanness of expression. Nay, he was  friars.
not frce from the lowest and most grovel- 30 But, to conclude with what brevity I
ing kind of wit, which we call clenches, can, I will only add this, in defense of our
of which Every Man in his Humor is present writers, that, if they reach not
infinitely full; and, which is worse, the some excellencies of Ben Jonson (which
wittiest persons in the drama speak them. no age, I am confident, ever shall), yet,
His other comedies are not exempt from at least, they are above that meanness of
them. Will you give me leave to name thought which I have taxed, and which is
some few? Asper, in which character he frequent in him.
personates himself (and he neither was That the wit of this age is much more
nor thought himself a fool), exclaiming courtly may easily be proved by viewing
against the ignorant judges of the age, 4 the characters of gentlemen which were

speaks thus: written in the last. First, for Jonson:—
Truewit, in The Silent Woman, was his

How monstrous and detested is’t, to see masterpiece; and Truewit was a scholar-

A fellow, that has neither art nor brain, like kind of man, a gentleman with an
Sit like an Aristarchus, or stark-ass, al]oy of pedantry’ a man who seems mor-
Taking men'’s lines, with a tobacco face, tified to the world by much reading. The

In snuff, etc. best of his discourse is drawn, not from

the knowledge of the town, but books;
And presently after: I mar’le whose wit and, in short, he would be a fine gentle-
‘twas to put a prologue in yond Sackbut’s so man in an university. Shakespeare showed
mouth. They might well think he would be the best of his skill in his Mercutio; and
out of tune, and yet yow'd play upon him he said himself that he was forced to kill
too.—Will you have another of the same him in the third act to prevent being
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killed by him. But, for my part, I cannot
find he was so dangerous a person: I see
nothing in him but what was so exceed-
ing harmless that he might have lived to
the end of the play, and died in his bed,
without offense to any man.

Fletcher’s Don John is our only bug-
bear; and yet I may affirm, without sus-
picion of flattery, that he now speaks
better, and that his character is maintained
with much more vigor in the fourth and
fifth acts, than it was by Fletcher in the
three former. I have always acknowledged
the wit of our predecessors, with all the
veneration which becomes me; but, I am
sure, their wit was not that of gentlemen;
there was ever somewhat that was ill-
bred and clownish in it, and which con-
fessed the conversation of the authors.

And this leads me to the last and great-
est advantage of our writing, which pro-
ceeds from conversation. In the age
wherein those poets lived, there was less
of gallantry than in ours; neither did they
keep thc best company of theirs. Their
fortune has been much like that of Epi-
curus, in the retirement of his gardens;
to live almost unknown, and to be cele-
brated after their decease. I cannot find
that any of them had been conversant in 3o
courts, except Ben Jonson; and his genius
lay not so much that way as to make an
improvement by it. Greatness was not
then so easy of access, nor conversation
so free, as now it is. I cannot, therefore,
conceive it any insolence to affirm that,
by the knowledge and pattern of their wit
who writ before us, and by the advantage
of our own conversation, the discourse
and raillery of our comedies excel what 4
has been written by them. And this will
be denied by none but some few old fel-
lows who value themselves on their ac-
quaintance with the Black Friars; who,
because they saw their plays, would pre-
tend a right to judge ours. The memory
of these grave gentlemen is their only
plea for being wits. They can tell a story
of Ben Jonson, and, perhaps, have had
fancy enough to give a supper in theso
Apollo, that they might be called his sons;
and, because they were drawn in to be
laughed at in those times, they think them-
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selves now sufficiently entitled to laugh
at ours. Learning I never saw in any of
them; and wit no more than they could
remember. In short, they were unlucky to
have been bred in an unpolished age, and
more unlucky to live to a refined one. They
have lasted beyond their own, and are cast
behind ours; and, not contented to have
known little at the age of twenty, they
boast of their ignorance at threescore.

Now, if they ask me whence it is that
our conversation is so much refined, I
must freely, and without flattery, ascribe
it to the Court; and, in it, particularly to
the King, whose example gives a law to it.
His own misfortunes, and the nation’s,
afforded him an opportunity, which is
rarely allowed to sovereign princes, I
mean of traveling, and being conversant
in the most polished courts of Europe;
and, thereby, of cultivating a spirit which
was formed by nature to receive the im-
pressions of a gallant and generous edu-
cation. At his return, he found a nation
lost as much in barbarism as in rebellion;
and, as the excellency of his nature for-
gave the one, so the excellency of his
manners reformed the other. The desire
of imitating so great a pattern first
awakened the dull and heavy spirits of the
English from their natural reservedness;
loosened them from their stiff forms of
conversation, and made them easy and
pliant to each other in discourse. Thus,
insensibly, our way of living became more
free; and the fire of the English wit,
which was before stifled under a con-
strained, melancholy way of breeding, be-
gan first to display its force, by mixing
the solidity of our nation with the air and
gaiety of our neighbors. This being
granted to be true, it would be a wonder
if the poets, whose work is imitation,
should be the only persons in three king-
doms who should not receive advantage by
it; or, if they should not more easily imi-
tate the wit and conversation of the pres-
ent age than of the past.

Let us therefore admire the beauties and
the heights of Shakespeare, without falling
after him into a carelessness and, as 1
may call it, a lethargy of thought, for
whole scenes together. Let us imitate, as
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we are able, the quickness and easiness of
Fletcher, without proposing him as a pat-
tern to us, either in the redundancy of his
matter or the incorrectness of his lan-
guage. Let us admire his wit and sharp-
ness of conceit; but let us at the same
time acknowledge that it was seldom so
fixéd, and made proper to his character,
as that the same things might not be
spoken by any person in the play. Let us
applaud his scenes of love; but let us con-
fess that he understood not either great-
ness or perfect honor in the parts of any
of his women. In fine, let us allow that
he had so much fancy as when he pleased
he could write wit; but that he wanted so
much judgment as seldom to have written
humor, or described a pleasant folly. Let
us ascribe to Jonson the height and ac-
curacy of judgment in the ordering of his
plots, his choice of characters, and main-
taining what he had chosen to the end.
But let us not think him a perfect pattern
of imitation, except it be in humor; for

[N

a1

love, which is the foundation of all com-
edies in other languages, is scarcely men-
tioned in any of his plays; and for humor
itself, the poets of this age will be more
wary than to imitate the meanness of his
persons. Gentlemen will now be enter-
tained with the follies of each other; and,
though they allow Cobb and Tib to speak
properly, yet they are not much pleased
with their tankard or with their rags. And
surely their conversation can be no jest
to them on the theater when they would
avoid it in the street.

To conclude all, let us render to our
predecessors what is their due, without
confining ourselves to a servile imitation
of all they writ; and, without assuming
to ourselves the title of better poets, let us
ascribe to the gallantry and civility of our
age the advantage which we have above
them, and to our knowledge of the customs
and manner of it the happiness we have
to please beyond them.

SONG
[1673].

Why should a foolish marriage vow,
Which long ago was made,
Oblige us to each other now

When passion is decay’d?

We lov'd, and we lov’d, as long as we could,
Till our love was lov'd out in us both:

But our marriage is dead, when the pleasure is fled:
"Twas pleasure first made it an oath.

If I have pleasures for a friend,

10

And farther love in store,

What wrong has he whose joys did end,
And who could give no more?

"Tis a madness that he should be jealous of me,
Or that I should bar him of another:

For all that we can gain, is to give ourselves pain,
When either can hinder the other.

SONG
[1681].

Farewell, ungrateful traitor!
Farewell, my perjur’d swain!
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Let never injur’d creature
Believe a man again.

The pleasure of possessing

Surpasses all expressing,

But ’tis too short a blessing,
And love too long a pain.

"Tis easy to deceive us

10

In pity of your pain,

But when we love, you leave us
To rail at you in vain.

Before we have descried it,

There is no bliss beside it,

But she, that once has tried it,
Will never love again.

The passion you pretended,
Was only to obtain;
But when the charm is ended,

The charmer you disdain.

Your love by ours we measure
Till we have lost our treasure,
But dying is a pleasure

When living is a pain.

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL

A POEM

St propius stes
Te capict magis.
[1681].

To THE READER

’Tis not my intention to make an apology
for my poem: some will think it needs no
excuse, and others will receive none. The
design, I am sure, is honest; but he who
draws his pen for one party must expect
to make enemies of the other. For Wit and
Fool are consequents of Whig and Tory;
and every man is a knave or an ass to the
contrary side. There’s a treasury of merits
in the Fanatic church as well as in the
Papist, and a pennyworth to be had of
saintship, honesty, and poetry, for the
lewd, the factious, and the blockheads;
but the longest chapter in Deuteronomy
has not curses enough for an anti-
Bromingham. My comfort is, their man-
ifest prejudice to my cause will render

force its own reception in the world; for
there’s a sweetness in good verse, which
tickles even while it hurts; and no man
can be heartily angry with him who pleases
him against his will. The commendation
of adversaries is the greatest triumph of
a writer, because it never comes unless
extorted. But I can be satisfied on more
easy terms: if I happen to please the more
moderate sort, I shall be sure of an honest
party and, in all probability, of the best
judges; for the least concerned are com-
monly the least corrupt. And, I confess,
I have laid in for those, by rebating the
satire (where justice would allow it) from
carrying too sharp an edge. They who can
criticize so weakly as to imagine I have
done my worst may be convinced at their
own cost that I can write severely with

their judgment of less authority against . more ease than I can gently. I have but

me. Yet if a poem have a genius, it will

laughed at some men’s follies, when I
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could have declaimed against their vices;
and other men’s virtues I have commended
as freely as I have taxed their crimes.
And now, if you are a malicious reader,
I expect you should return upon me that
I affect to be thought more impartial than
I am. But if men are not to be judged
by their professions, God forgive you
Commonwealth’s-men for professing so
plausibly for the government. You cannot
be so unconscionable as to charge me for
not subscribing of my name; for that
would reflect too grossly upon your own
party, who never dare, though they have
the advantage of a jury to secure them.
If you like not my poem, the fault may
possibly be in my writing, (though ’tis
hard for an author to judge against him-
self) ; but more probably 'tis in your morals,
which cannot bear the truth of it. The
violent on both sides will condemn the
character of Absalom, as either too favor-
ably or too hardly drawn. But they are
not the violent whom I desire to please.
The fault on the right hand is to exten-
uate, palliate, and indulge; and, to confess
freely, I have endeavored to commit it.
Besides the respect which I owe his birth,
I have a greater for his heroic virtues;
and David himself could not be more
tender of the young man’s life than I
would be of his reputation. But since the
most excellent natures are always the most
easy, and, as being such, are the soonest
perverted by ill counsels, especially when
baited with fame and glory, it is no more
a wonder that he withstood not the temp-
tations of Achitophel than it was for
Adam not to have resisted the two devils,

the serpent and the woman. The conclu- o
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sion of the story I purposely forbore to
prosecute, because I could not obtain from
myself to show Absalom unfortunate. The
frame of it was cut out but for a picture
to the waist; and if the draught be so far
true, it is as much as I designed.

Were I the inventor, who am only the
historian, I should certainly conclude the
piece with the reconcilement of Absalom
to David. And who knows but this may
come to pass? Things were not brought
to an extremity where I left the story:
there scems yet to be room left for a com-
posure; hereafter therec may only be for
pity. I have not so much as an uncharit-
able wish against Achitophel, but am con-
tent to be accused of a good-natured error,
and to hope with Origen that the Devil
himself may at last be saved. For which
reason, in this poem, he is neither brought
to set his house in order, nor to dispose of
his person afterwards as he in wisdom
shall think fit. God is infinitely merciful;
and His vicegerent is only not so because
he is not infinite.

The true cnd of satire is the amend-
ment of vices by correction. And he who
writes honestly is no more an enemy to
the offender than the physician to the pa-
tient, when he prescribes harsh remedies
to an inveterate discase; for those are
only in order to prevent the chirurgeon’s
work of an ense rescindendum, which I
wish not to my very enemies. To conclude
all; if the body politic have any analogy
to the natural, in my weak judgment an
act of oblivion were as necessary in a hot
distempered state as an opiate would be in
a raging fever.

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL

In pious times, ere priestcraft did begin,

Before polygamy was made a sin,

When man on many multiplied his kind,

Ere one to one was cursedly confin’d,

When nature prompted and no law denied
Promiscuous use of concubine and bride,

Then Israel’s monarch after Heav'n’s own heart
His vig’rous warmth did variously impart

To wives and slaves, and, wide as his command,
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10 Scatter’d his Maker’s image through the land.
Michal, of royal blood, the crown did wear,
A soil ungrateful to the tiller’s care:
Not so the rest; for sev’ral mothers bore
To godlike David sev’ral sons before.
But since like slaves his bed they did ascend,
No true succession could their seed attend.
Of all this num’rous progeny was none
So beautiful, so brave, as Absalon:
Whether, inspir’d by some diviner lust,

20 His father got him with a greater gust,
Or that his conscious destiny made way
By manly beauty to imperial sway.
Early in foreign fields he won renown,
With kings and states allied to Israel’s crown;
In peace the thoughts of war he could remove,
And seem’d as he were only born for love.
‘Whate’er he did was done with so much ease,
In him alone ’twas natural to please’; \
His motions all accompanied with grace,

30 And Paradise was open’d in his face.
With secret joy indulgent David view’d
His youthful image in his son renew’d;
To all his wishes nothing he denied;
And made the charming Annabel his bride.
What faults he had (for who from faults is free?)
His father could not, or he would not see.
Some warm excesses, which the law forbore,
Were construed youth that purg’d by boiling o’er;
And Amnon’s murder, by a specious name,

4o Was call’d a just revenge for injur’d fame.
Thus prais’d and lov’d, the noble youth remain’d,
While David undisturb’d, in Sion reign’d.

But life can never be sincerely blest;

Heav’n punishes the bad, and proves the best.

The Jews, a headstrong, moody, murm’ring race,

As ever tried th’ extent and stretch of grace;
God’s pamper’d people, whom, debauch’d with ease,
No king could govern, nor no God could plcase;
(Gods they had tried of ev’ry shape and size

so That godsmiths could produce or priests devise;)

These Adam-wits, too fortunately free,

Began to dream they wanted liberty;

And when no rule, no precedent was found
Of men by laws less circumscrib’d and bound,
They led their wild desires to woods and caves
And thought that all but savages were slaves.
They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow
Made foolish Ishbosheth the crown forego;
Who banish’d David did from Hebron bring,

6 And with a gen’ral shout proclaim’d him King;
Those very Jews, who, at their very best,

Their humor more than loyalty express’d,
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Now wonder’d why so long they had obey’d

An idol monarch which their hands had made;

Thought they might ruin him they could create

Or melt him to that golden calf, a State.

But these were random bolts; no form’d design

Nor int’rest made the factious crowd to join:

The sober part of Israel, free from stain,

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign;

And, looking backward with a wise affright,

Saw seams of wounds dishonest to the sight,

In contemplation of whose ugly scars

They curs’d the memory of civil wars.

The mod’rate sort of men, thus qualified,

Inclin’d the balance to the better side;

And David’s mildness manag’d it so well,

The bad found no occasion to rebel.

But when to sin our bias'd nature leans,

The careful Devil is still at hand with means,

And providently pimps for ill desires:

The Good Old Cause, reviv’d, a plot requires:

Plots, true or false, are necessary things,

To raise up commonwealths, and ruin kings.
Th’ inhabitants of old Jerusalem

Were Jebusites ; the town so call’d from them,

And theirs the native right.

But when the chosen people grew more strong,

The rightful cause at length became the wrong ;

9o And ev’ry loss the men of Jebus bore,

110

They still were thought God’s enemies the more.
Thus worn and weaken'd, well or ill content,
Submit they must to David’s government:
Impov'rish’d and depriv’d of all command,
Their taxes doubled as they lost their land;
And, what was harder yet to flesh and blood,
Their gods disgrac’d, and burnt like common wood.
This set the heathen priesthood in a flame,

For priests of all religions are the same:

Of whatsoc’er descent their godhead be,

Stock, stone, or other homely pedigree,

In his defense his servants are as bold,

As if he had been born of beaten gold.

The Jewish Rabbins, though their enemies,

In this conclude them honest men and wise:
For ’twas their duty, all the learned think,

T’ espouse his cause by whom they eat and drink.
From hence began that P’lot, the nation’s curse,
Bad in itself, but represented worse,

Rais’d in extremes, and in extremes decried,
With oaths affirm’d, with dying vows denied,
Not weigh’d or winnow’d by the multitude,

But swallow’d in the mass, unchew’d and crude.
Some truth there was, but dash’d and brew’d with lies,
To please the fools and puzzle all the wise:
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Succeeding times did equal folly call

Believing nothing or believing all.

Th’ Egyptian rites the Jebusites embrac’d,

Where gods were recommended by their taste;

Such sav'ry deities must needs be good

As serv'd at once for worship and for food.

By force they could not introduce these gods,

For ten to one in former days was odds:

So fraud was us’d (the sacrificer’s trade) ;

Fools are more hard to conquer than persuade.

Their busy teachers mingled with the Jews

And rak’d for converts ev’n the court and stews:

Which Hebrew priests the more unkindly took,

Because the fleece accompanies the flock.

Some thought they God’s anointed meant to slay

By guns, invented since full many a day:

Our author swears it not; but who can know

How far the Devil and Jebusites may go?

This Plot, which fail'd for want of comimon sense,

Had yet a decp and dang’rous consequence ;

For as, when raging fevers boil the blood,

The standing lake soon floats into a flood,

And ev’ry hostile humor which before

Slept quiet in its channels bubbles o’er;

So sev’ral factions from this first ferment

Work up to foam, and threat the government.

Some by their friends, more by themselves thought wise,

Oppos’d the pow'r to which they could not rise.

Some had in courts been great and, thrown from thence,

Like fiends were harden’d in impenitence.

Some, by their monarch’s fatal mercy, grown

From pardon’d rebels, kinsmen to the throne,

Were rais’d in pow’r and public office high;

Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie.
Of these the false Achitophel was first,

A name to all succeeding ages curst:

For close designs and crooked counsels fit,

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit,

Restless, unfix’d in principles and place,

In pow’r unpleas’d, impatient of disgrace;

A fiery soul, which, working out its way,

Fretted the pigmy body to decay,

And o’er-inform’d the tenement of clay.

A daring pilot in extremity,

Pleas’d with the danger, when the waves went high,

He sought the storms ; but, for a calm unfit,

Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his wit.

Great wits are sure to madness near allied,

And thin partitions do their bounds divide;

Else, why should he, with wealth and honor blest,

Refuse his age the needful hours of rest?

Punish a body which he could not please,

Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of ease?
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And all to leave what with his toil he won

To that unfeather’d two-legg’d thing, a son,
Got, while his soul did huddled notions try,
And born a shapeless lump, like anarchy.

In friendship false, implacable in hate,
Resolv’d to ruin or to rule the State;

To compass this the triple bond he broke,

The pillars of the public safety shook,

And fitted Israel for a foreign yoke;

Then, seiz’d with fear, yet still affecting fame,
Usurp’d a patriot’s all-atoning name.

So easy still it proves in factious times

With public zeal to cancel private crimes.
How safe is treason, and how sacred ill,
Where none can sin against the people’s will!
Where crowds can wink and no offense be known,
Since in another’s guilt they find their own!
Yet fame deserv’d no enemy can grudge;
The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge.
In Israel’s courts ne’er sat an Abbethdin

With more discerning eyes or hands more clean,
Unbrib’d, unsought, the wretched to redress;
Swift of dispatch and easy of access.

Oh! had he been content to serve the crown
With virtues only proper to the gown,

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed
From cockle that oppress’d the noble seed,
David for him his tuneful harp had strung
And Heav'n had wanted one immortal song.
But wild Ambition loves to slide, not stand,
And Fortune’s ice prefers to Virtue’s land.
Achitophel, grown weary to possess

A lawful fame and lazy happiness,

Disdain’d the golden fruit to gather free,

And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree.
Now, manifest of crimes contriv’d long since,
He stood at bold defiance with his prince,

Held up the buckler of the people's cause
Against the crown, and skulk’d behind the laws.
The wish’d occasion of the Plot he takes;
Some circumstances finds, but more he makes;
By buzzing emissaries fills the ears

Of list'ning crowds with jealousies and fears
Of arbitrary counsels brought to light,

And proves the King himself a Jebusite.
Weak arguments ! which yet he knew full well
Were strong with people easy to rebel.

For, govern’d by the moon, the giddy Jews
Tread the same track when she the prime renews:
And once in twenty years, their scribes record,
By natural instinct they change their lord.

a0 Achitophel still wants a chief, and none

Was found so fit as warlike Absalon.

27
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Not that he wish’d his greatness to create,
(For politicians neither love nor hate) :

But, for he knew his title not allow’d,

Would keep him still depending on the crowd,
That kingly pow’r, thus ebbing out, might be
Drawn to the dregs of a democracy.

Him he attempts with studied arts to please,
And sheds his venom in such words as these:

230 “Auspicious prince, at whose nativity

Some royal planet rul’d the southern sky,

Thy longing country’s darling and desire,

Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire,

Their second Moses, whose extended wand

Divides the seas and shows the promis’d land,
Whose dawning day in ev'ry distant age

Has cxercis’'d the sacred prophet’s rage,

The people’s pray'r, the glad diviners' theme,
The young men’s vision and the old men’s dream!

20 Thee, Savior, thee the nation’s vows confess,

And, never satisfied with seeing, bless:

Swift, unbespoken pomps thy steps proclaim,

And stamim’ring babes are taught to lisp thy name.
How long wilt thou the gen'ral joy detain,
Starve and defraud the people of thy reign?
Content ingloriously to pass thy days

Like one of Virtue's fools that feeds on praise;
Till thy fresh glories, which now shine so bright,
Grow stale and tarnish with our daily sight.

a0 Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit must be

Or gather'd ripe, or rot upon the tree.

Heav'n has to all allotted, soon or late,

Some lucky revolution of their fate:

Whose motions if we watch and guide with skill,
(For human good depends on human will),

Qur fortune rolls as from a smooth descent

And from the first impression takes the bent;
But, if unseiz'd, she glides away like wind,

And leaves repenting folly far behind.

o Now, now she meets you with a glorious prize,
And spreads her locks before her as she flics.
Had thus old David, from whose loins you spring,
Not dar'd, when Fortune call’d him to be king,

At Gath an exile he might still remain,

And Heav'n’s anointing oil had been in vain.
Let his successful youth your hopes engage,
But shun th’ example of declining age.
Behold him setting in his western skies,

The shadows length'ning as the vapors rise;

;0 He is not now, as when, on Jordan’s sand,

The joyful people throng'd to see him land,
Cov'ring the beach and black’ning all the strand;
But, like the Prince of Angels, from his height
Comes tumbling downward with diminish’'d light:
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Betray’d by one poor Plot to public scorn
(Our only blessing since his curs’d return),
Those heaps of people, which one sheaf did bind,
Blown off and scatter’d by a puff of wind.
What strength can he to your designs oppose,

8 Naked of friends, and round beset with foes?
If Pharaoh’s doubtful succor he should use,
A foreign aid would more incensc the Jews;
Proud Egypt would dissembled friendship bring,
Foment the war, but not support the king:
Nor would the royal party e'er unite
With Pharaoh’s arms t’ assist the Jebusite;
Or, if they should, their int’rest soon would break,
And with such odious aid make David weak.
All sorts of men, by my successful arts,

x0 Abhorring kings, estrange their alter'd hearts
From David’s rule: and 'tis the gen’ral cry,
‘Religion, commonwealth, and liberty.’

If you, as champion of the public good,

Add to their arms a chief of royal blood,
What may not Israel hope, and what applause
Might such a gen'ral gain by such a cause?
Not barren praise alone, that gaudy flow'r,
Fair only to the sight, but solid pow'r;

And nobler is a limited command,

w0 Giv'n by the love of all your native land,
Than a successive title, long and dark,

Drawn from the moldy rolls of Noal's ark.”
What cannot praise effect in mighty minds,

When flatt’ry soothes, and when ambition blinds?

Desire of pow'r, on earth a vicious weed,

Yet, sprung from high, is of celestial seed;

In God ’tis glory : and when men aspire,

"Tis but a spark too much of heav'nly fire.

Th’ ambitious youth, too covetous of fame,

30 Too full of angels’ metal in his frame,
Unwarily was led from virtue’s ways,

Made drunk with honor and debauch’d with praise.
Half loth and half consenting to the ill,

(For loyal blood within him struggled still),

He thus replied: “And what pretense have 1

To take up arms for public liberty?

My father governs with unquestion’d right,

The faith’s defender and mankind’s delight,

Good, gracious, just, observant of the laws;

3o And Heav’'n by wonders has espous’d his cause.
Whom has he wrong’d in all his peaceful reign?
Who sues for justice to his throne in vain?

What millions has he pardon’d of his foes
Whom just revenge did to his wrath expose?
Mild, easy, humble, studious of our good,
Inclin’d to mercy and averse from blood.

1f mildness ill with stubborn Israel suit,
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His crime is God’s beloved attribute.
What could he gain his people to hetray

s Or change his right for arbitrary sway ?

Let haughty Pharaoh curse with such a reign
His fruitful Nile, and yoke a servile train.

If David’s rule Jerusalem displease,

The dog-star heats their brains to this disease.
Why then should I, encouraging the bad,
Turn rebel and run popularly mad?

Were he a tyrant, who by lawless might
Oppress’d the Jews and rais'd the Jebusite,
Well might I mourn; but Nature’s holy bands

30 Would curb my spirits and restrain my hands;
The people might assert their liberty,

But what was right in them were crime in me.
His favor leaves me nothing to require,
Prevents my wishes, and outruns desire;
What more can [ expect while David lives?
All but his kingly diadem he gives:
And that”"—DBut there he paus’d, then sighing said,
“Is justly destin’d for a worthier head;
For when my father from his toils shall rest
30 And late augment the number of the blest,
His lawful issue shall the throne ascend,
Or the collat’ral line, where that shall end.
His brother, though oppress’d with vulgar spite,
Yet dauntless and secure of native right,
Of ev'ry royal virtue stands possess'd,
Still dear to all the bravest and the best.
His courage foes, his friends his truth proclaim,
His loyalty the King, the world his fame.
His mercy ev'n th’ offending crowd will find,
s0 For sure he comes of a forgiving kind.
Why should I then repine at Heav'n's decree
Which gives me no pretense to royalty?
Yet oh that Fate, propitiously inclin’d,
Had rais’d my birth or had debas’d my mind,
To my large soul not all her treasure lent,
And then betray’d it to a mean descent !
I find. I find my mounting spirits bold,
And David’s part disdains my mother’s mold.
Why am I scanted by a niggard birth?

30 My soul disclaims the kindred of her earth;
And, made for empire, whispers me within,
‘Desire of greatness is a god-like sin.””

Him stagg'ring so when Hell’s dire agent found,
While fainting Virtue scarce maintain'd her ground,
He pours fresh forces in, and thus replies:

“Th’ eternal God, supremely good and wise,
Imparts not these prodigious gifts in vain.
What wonders are reserv’d to bless your reign!
Against your will your arguments have shown,

38 Such virtue's only giv'n to guide a throne.
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Not that your father’s mildness I contemn,
But manly force becomes the diadem.
"Tis true he grants the people all they crave,
And more perhaps than subjects ought to have:
For lavish grants suppose a monarch tame,
And more his goodness than his wit proclaim.
But when should people strive their bonds to break,
If not when kings are negligent or weak?
Let him give on till he can give no more,
a0 The thrifty Sanhedrin shall keep him poor;
And ev’ry shekel which he can receive
Shall cost a limb of his prerogative.
To ply him with new plots shall he my care,
Or plunge him deep in some expensive war;
Which, when his treasure can no more supply,
He must with the remains of kingship buy.
His faithful friends, our jealousics and fears
Call Jebusites and Pharaol’s pensioners,
Whom when our fury from his aid has torn,
100 He shall be naked left to public scorn.
The next successor, whom I fear and hate,
My arts have made obnoxious to the State,
Turn'd all his virtues to his overthrow,
And gain’d our elders to pronounce a foe.
His right, for sums of necessary gold,
Shall first be pawn’d, and afterwards be sold;
Till time shall ever-wanting David draw
To pass your doubtful title into law.
If not, the people have a right supreme
20 To make their kings, for kings are made for them.
All empire is no more than pow’r in trust,
Which, when resum’d, can he no longer just.
Succession, for the gen'ral good design'd,
In its own wrong a nation cannot bind:
If alt'ring that the people can relieve,
Better one suffer than a nation grieve.
The Jews well know their pow'r: ere Saul they chose
God was their king, and God they durst depose.
Urge now your piety, your filial name,
40 A father’s right, and fear of future fame;
The public good, that universal call,
To which ev’'n Heav’n submitted, answers all.
Nor let his love enchant your gen’rous mind;
"Tis Nature’s trick to propagate her kind.
Our fond begetters, who would never die,
Love but themselves in their posterity.
Or let his kindness by th’ effects be tried
Or let him lay his vain pretense aside.
God said, He lov’d your father; could He bring
430 A better proof than to anoint him king?
It surely show’d He lov’d the shepherd well,
Who gave so fair a flock as Israel.
Would David have you thought his darling son?
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What means he then to alienate the crown?
The name of godly he may blush to bear;
"Tis after God's own heart to cheat his heir.
He to his brother gives supreme command,
To you a legacy of barren land,
Perhaps th’ old harp on which he thrums his lays,
40 Or some dull Hebrew ballad in your praise.
Then the next heir, a prince severe and wise,
Already looks on you with jealous eyes,
Sees through the thin disguises of your arts,
And marks your progress in the people’s hearts;
Though now his mighty soul its grief contains,
He meditates revenge who least complains;
And like a lion, slumb’ring in the way
Or sleep dissembling, while he waits his prey,
His fearless foes within his distance draws,
450 Constrains his roaring, and contracts his paws,
Till at the last, his time for fury found,
He shoots with sudden vengeance from the ground,
The prostrate vulgar passes o'er and spares,
But with a lordly rage his hunters tears;
Your case no tame expedients will afford:
Resolve on death or conquest by the sword,
Which for no less a stake than life you draw,
And self-defense is Nature’s eldest law.
Leave the warm people no consid’'ring time,
460 For then rebellion may be thought a crime.
Prevail yourself of what occasion gives,
But try your title while your father lives;
And, that your arms may have a fair pretense,
Proclaim you take them in the King’s defense;
Whose sacred life cach minute would expose
To plots from seeming friends and secret foes.
And who can sound the depth of David’s soul?
Perhaps his fear his kindness may control:
He fears his brother, though he loves his son,
470 For plighted vows too late to be undone.
If so, by force he wishes to be gain’d,
Like women’s lechery, to seem constrain’d.
Doubt not: but, when he most affects the frown,
Commit a pleasing rape upon the crown.
Secure his person to secure your cause:
They who possess the prince possess the laws.”
He said, and this advice above the rest
With Absalom’s mild nature suited best;
Unblam’d of life (ambition set aside),
8 Not stain'd with cruelty nor puff’d with pride,
How happy had he been, if destiny
Had higher plac’d his birth or not so high!
His kingly virtues might have claim’d a throne
And blest all other countries but his own;
But charming greatness since so few refuse,
"Tis juster to lament him than accuse.
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Strong were his hopes a rival to remove,
With blandishments to gain the public love,
To head the faction while their zeal was hot,
40 And popularly prosecute the Plot.
To further this, Achitophel unites
The malcontents of all the Israelites,
Whose diff’ring parties he could wisely join
For sev’ral ends to serve the same design;
The best (and of the princes some were such)
Who thought the pow’r of monarchy too much;
Mistaken men and patriots in their hearts,
Not wicked, but seduc’d by impious arts;
By these the springs of property were bent
soo And wound so high they crack'd the government.
The next for int’rest sought t' embroil the State
To sell their duty at a dearer rate,
And make their Jewish markets of the throne;
Pretending public good to serve their own.
Others thought kings an useless heavy load,
Who cost too much, and did too little good.
These were for laying honest David by,
On principles of pure good husbandry.
With them join’d all th’ haranguers of the throng
sio That thought to get preferment by the tongue.
Who follow next, a double danger bring,
Not only hating David, but the King;
The Solymaan rout, well vers’d of old
In godly faction and in treason bold,
Cow’ring and quaking at a conqu’ror’s sword,
But lofty to a lawful prince restor’d,
Saw with disdain an Ithnic plot begun
And scorn’d by Jebusites to be outdone.
Hot Levites headed these; who, pull’d before
s2o From th’ ark, which in the Judges’ days they bore,
Resum’d their cant, and with a zcalous cry
Pursued their old belov’d theocracy,
Where Sanhedrin and priest enslav’d the nation,
And justified their spoils by inspiration;
For who so fit for reign as Aaron’s race,
If once dominion they could found in grace?
These led the pack ; though not of surest scent,
Yet deepest mouth’d against the government.
A num’rous host of dreaming saints succeed,
s:o Of the true old enthusiastic breed:
’Gainst form and order they their pow’r employ,
Nothing to build, and all things to destroy.
But far more num’rous was the herd of such
Who think too little and who talk too much.
These, out of mere instinct, they knew not why,
Ador’d their fathers’ God and property,
And by the same blind benefit of fate,
The Devil and the Jebusite did hate:
Born to be sav’d ev'n in their own despite,
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s Because they could not help believing right.
Such were the tools; but a whole Hydra more
Remains, of sprouting heads too long to score.
Some of their chiefs were princes of the land;
In the first rank of these did Zimri stand,

A man so various that he seem’d to be

Not one, but all mankind’s epitome:

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong,

Was ev'rything by starts, and nothing long;
But in the course of one revolving moon

sso Was chemist, fiddler, statesman, and butfoon;
Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking.
Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking
Bless’d madman, who could ev’ry hour employ
With something new to wish or to enjoy!
Railing and praising were his usual themes,

And both (to show his judgment) in extremes:
So over violent or over civil

That ev’'ry man with him was God or Devil.

In squand’ring wealth was his peculiar art;

s6o Nothing went unrewarded but desert.

Beggar’d by fools, whom still he found too late,
He had his jest, and they had his estate.
He laugh’d himself from Court; then sought relief
By forming parties, but could ne'er be chief :
For spite of him, the weight of bus'ness fell
On Absalom and wise Achitophel;
Thus wicked but in will, of means bereft,
He left not faction, but of that was left.
Titles and names ’twere tedious to rehearse

so Of lords below the dignity of verse.

Wits, warriors, Commonwealth’s-men were the best ,
Kind husbands and mere nobles all the rest.

And therefore in the name of dulness be

The well-hung Balaam and cold Caleby free;

And canting Nadab let oblivion damn,

Who made new porridge for the paschal lamb.

Let friendship’s holy band some names assure,
Some their own worth, and some let scorn secure.
Nor shall the rascal rabble herc have place

s80 Whom kings no titles gave, and God no grace:
Not bull-fac’d Jonas, who could statutes draw
To mean rebellion, and make treason law.

But he, though bad, is follow'd by a worse,

The wretch who Heav’n’s anointed dar’d to curse;
Shimei, whose youth did early promise bring

Of zeal to God and hatred to his king,

Did wisely from expensive sins refrain,

And never broke the Sabbath, but for gain:

Nor ever was he known an oath to vent,

s Or curse, unless against the government.

Thus, heaping wealth by the most ready way
Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray,
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The City, to reward his pious hate

Against his master, chose him magistrate.

His hand a vare of justice did uphold,

His neck was loaded with a chain of gold.
During his office treason was no crime,

The sons of Belial had a glorious time;

For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf,

Yet lov’d his wicked neighbor as himself.
When two or three were gather'd to declaim
Against the monarch of Jerusalem,

Shimei was always in the midst of them:

And if they curs’d the King when he was by,
Would rather curse than break good company.
If any durst his factious friends accuse,

He pack’d a jury of dissenting Jews;

Whose fellow-fecling in the godly cause

Would free the suff'ring saint from human laws:
For laws are only made to punish those

Who serve the King, and to protect his foes.
If any leisure time he had from pow'r,
(Because 'tis sin to misemploy an hour),

His bus’ness was, by writing, to persuade
That kings were useless and a clog to trade:
And that his noble style he might refine,

No Rechabite more shunn'd the fumes of wine.
Chaste were his cellars, and his shrieval board
The grossness of a City feast abhorr'd:

620 His cooks, with long disuse, their trade forgot;

630

Cool was his kitchen, though his brains were hot.
Such frugal virtue malice may accuse,

But sure 'twas necessary to the Jews:

For towns once burnt such magistrates require
As dare not tempt God's providence by fire.
With spiritual food he fed his servants well,
But free from flesh that made the Jews rebel:
And Moses’ laws he held in more account

For forty days of fasting in the mount.

To speak the rest, who better are forgot,
Would tire a well-breath’d witness of the Plot.
Yet, Corah, thou shalt from oblivion pass;
Erect thyself, thou monumental brass,

High as the serpent of thy metal made,

While nations stand secure beneath thy shade.
What though his birth were base, yet comets rise
From earthy vapors, ere they shine in skies.
Prodigious actions may as well be done

By weaver’s issue as by prince’s son.

This arch-attestor for the public good

By that one deed ennobles all his blood.

Who ever ask’d the witnesses’ high race

Whose oath with martyrdom did Stephen grace?
Ours was a Levite, and as times went then,
His tribe were God Almighty’s gentlemen.

35
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Sunk were his eyes, his voice was harsh and loud,

Sure signs he neither chol’ric was nor proud:

His long chin prov’d his wit, his saint-like grace

A church vermilion, and a Moses’ face.

His memory, miraculously great,

Could plots exceeding man’s belief repeat;

Which thercfore cannot be accounted lies,

For human wit could never such devise.

Some future truths are mingled in his hook,

But where the witness fail'd, the prophet spoke:

Some things like visionary flights appear;

The spirit caught him up, the Lord knows where;

And gave him his Rabbinical degree

Unknown to foreign university.

His judgment yet his mem’ry did excel,

Which piec’d his wondrous evidence so well,

And suited to the temper of the times,

Then groaning under Jebusitic crimes.

Let Israel’s foes suspect his heav'nly call,

And rashly judge his writ apocryphal;

Our laws for such affronts have forfeits made,

He takes his life who takes away his trade.

Were I myself in witness Corah’s place,

The wretch who did me such a dire disgrace

Should whet my memory, though once forgot,

To make him an appendix of my Plot.

His zeal to Heav'n made him his prince despise,

And load his person with indignities.

But zeal peculiar privilege attords,

Indulging latitude to deeds and words:

And Corah might for Agag’s murder call,

In terms as coarse as Samuel us’d to Saul.

What others in his evidence did join,

(The best that could be had for love or coin)

In Corah’s own predicament will fall,

For witness is a common name to all.
Surrounded thus with friends of ev'ry sort,

Deluded ‘Absalom forsakes the Court;

Impatient of high hopes, urg’d with renown,

And fir'd with near possession of a crown.

Th’ admiring crowd are dazzled with surprise

And on his goodly person feed their eyes.

His joy conceal’d, he sets himself to show,

On each side bowing popularly low;

His looks, his gestures, and his words he frames,

And with familiar ease repeats their names.

Thus form'd by nature, furnish’d out with arts,

He glides unfelt into their secret hearts;

Then, with a kind compassionating look,

And sighs, bespeaking pity ere he spoke,

Few words he said, but easy those and fit,

More slow than Hybla-drops, and far more sweet.
“I mourn, my countrymen, your lost estate,
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Though far unable to prevent your fate:
Behold a banish’d man, for your dear cause
Expos’d a prey to arbitrary laws!
Yet oh that I alone could be undone,
Cut off from empire, and no more a son!
Now all your liberties a spoil are made;
Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade,
And Jebusites your sacred rites invade.
My father, whom with rev'rence yet I name,
Charm’d into ease, is careless of his fame,
And, brib’d with petty sums of foreign gold,
Is grown in Bathsheba’s embraces old;
Exalts his enemies, his friends destroys,
And all his pow’r against himself employs.
He gives, and let him give, my right away;
But why should he his own and yours betray?
He, only he, can make the nation bleed,
And he alone from my revenge is freed.
Take then my tears (with that he wip’d his eyes),
"Tis all the aid my present pow'r supplies:
No court-informer can these arms accuse;
These arms may sons against their fathers use.
And ’tis my wish, the next successor’s reign
May make no other Israclite complain.”

Youth, beauty, graceful action seldom fail,
But common int’rest always will prevail ;
And pity never ceases to be shown
To him who makes the people’s wrongs his own.
The crowd, that still believe their kings oppress,
With lifted hands their young Messiah bless:
Who now begins his progress to ordain
With chariots, horsemen, and a num’rous train;
From east to west his glories he displays
And, like the sun, the promis’d land surveys.
Fame runs before him as the morning star,
And shouts of joy salute him from afar;
Each house receives him as a guardian god,
And consecrates the place of his abode.
But hospitable treats did most commend
Wise Issachar, his wecalthy western friend.
This moving court that caught the people’s eyes,
And seem’d but pomp, did other ends disguise;
Achitophel had form’d it, with intent
To sound the depths, and fathom, where it went,
The people’s hearts; distinguish friends from foes,
And try their strength before they came to blows.
Yet all was color’d with a smooth pretense
Of specious love and duty to their prince.
Religion and redress of grievances,
Two names that always cheat and always please,
Are often urg’d; and good king David’s life
Endanger’d by a brother and a wife.
Thus in a pageant show a Plot is made,
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And peace itself is war in masquerade.
O foolish Israel! never warn’d by ill!
Still the same bait, and circumvented still!
Did ever men forsake their present ease,
In midst of health imagine a disease,
Take pains contingent mischiefs to foresee,
Make heirs for monarchs, and for God decree?
What shall we think? Can people give away,
760 Both for themselves and sons, their native sway?
Then they are left defenseless to the sword
Of each unbounded, arbitrary lord;
And laws are vain by which we right enjoy,
If kings unquestion’d can those laws destroy.
Yet if the crowd be judge of fit and just,
And kings are only officers in trust,
Then this resuming cov’nant was declar’d
When kings were made, or is forever barr’d.
If those who gave the scepter could not tie
770 By their own deed their own posterity,
How then could Adam bind his future race?
How c¢ould his forfeit on mankind take place?
Or how could heav'nly justice damn us all
Who ne’er consented to our father’s fall?
Then kings are slaves to those whom they command,
And tenants to their people’s pleasure stand.
Add that the pow'r, for property allow'd,
Is mischievously seated in the crowd;
For who can be secure of private right,
5% If sov'reign sway may be dissolv’d by might?
Nor is the people’s judgment always true:
The most may err as grossly as the few,
And faultless kings run down by common cry
For vice, oppression, and for tyranny.
What standard is there in a fickle rout,
Which, flowing to the mark, runs faster out?
Nor only crowds but Sanhedrins may be
Infected with this public lunacy,
And share the madness of rebellious times,
790 To murder monarchs for imagin’d crimes.
If they may give and take whene’er they please,
Not kings alone, the Godhead’s images,
But government itself at length must fall
To Nature's state, where all have right to all.
Yet grant our lords, the people, kings can make,
What prudent men a settled throne would shake?
For whatsoe’er their suff’rings were before.
That change they covet makes them suffer more.
All other errors but disturb a state,
80 But innovation is the blow of fate.
If ancient fabrics nod and threat to fall,
To patch the flaws and buttress up the wall,
Thus far ’tis duty: but here fix the mark;
For all beyond it is to touch our ark.
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To change foundations, cast the frame anew,
Is work for rebels who base ends pursue,

At once divine and human laws control,

And mend the parts by ruin of the whole.
The tamp'ring world is subject to this curse,

810 To physic their disease into a worse.

Now what relief can righteous David bring?
How fatal 'tis to be too good a king!
Friends he has few, so high the madness grows;
Who dare be such must be the people’s foes.
Yet some there were ev'n in the worst of days;
Some let me name, and naming is to praise.

In this short file Barzillai first appears,
Barzillai, crown’d with honor and with years.
Long since, the rising rebels he withstood

80 In regions waste, beyond the Jordan's flood:

830
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Unfortunately brave to buoy the State,

But sinking underneath his master’s fate.

In exile with his godlike prince he mourn’d,

For him he suffer’'d, and with him return’d.

The court he practis’d, not the courtier’s art:
Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart,
Which well the noblest objects knew to choose,
The fighting warrior, and recording Muse.

His bed could once a fruitful issue boast;

Now more than half a father’s name is lost.

His eldest hope, with ev'ry grace adorn’d,

By me, so Heav’n will have it, always mourn’d,
And always honor'd, snatch’d in manhood’s prime
B’ unequal fates and Providence’s crime:

Yet not before the goal of honor won,

All parts fulfill'd of subject and of son;

Swift was the race, but short the time to run.

O narrow circle, but of pow’r divine,

Scanted in space, but perfect in thy line!

By sea, by land, thy matchless worth was known,
Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own:

Thy force, infus’d, the fainting Tyrians propp’d;
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune stopp’d.
O ancient honor! O unconquer’d hand,

Whom foes unpunish’d never could withstand !
But Israel was unworthy of thy name:

Short is the date of all immod’rate fame.

It looks as Heav'n our ruin had design’d,

And durst not trust thy fortune and thy mind.

sso Now, free from earth, thy disencumber’d soul

Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and starry pole:
From thence thy kindred legions may’st thou bring

To aid the guardian angel of thy King.

Here stop, my Muse, here cease thy painful flight ;

No pinions can pursue immortal height :

Tell good Barzillai thou canst sing no more,

And tell thy soul she should have fled before:
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Or fled she with his life, and left this verse
To hang on her departed patron’s hearse?

8o Now take thy steepy flight from Heav’n, and see
If thou canst find on earth another he:
Another he would be too hard to find;
See then whom thou canst see not far behind.
Zadoc the priest, whom, shunning pow’r and place,
His lowly mind advanc’d to David’s grace.
With him the Sagan of Jerusalem,
Of hospitable soul and noble stem;
Him of the western dome, whose weighty sense
Flows in fit words and heav’nly eloquence.

8o The Prophets’ sons, by such example led,
To learning and to loyalty were bred:
For colleges on bounteous kings depend,
And never rebel was to arts a friend.
To these succeed the pillars of the laws,
Who best could plead, and best can judge a cause.
Next them a train of loyal peers ascend;
Sharp-judging Adriel, the Muses’ friend,
Himself a muse: in Sanhedrin’s debate
True to his prince, but not a slave of state;

880 Whom David’s love with honors did adorn
That from his disobedient son were torn.
Jotham of piercing wit and pregnant thought,
Endued by nature and by learning taught
To move assemblies, who but only tried
The worse a while, then chose the better side;
Nor chose alone, but turn’d the balance too,

So much the weight of one brave man can do.
Hushai, the friend of David in distress,
In public storms, of manly steadfastness;

80 By foreign treaties he inform’d his youth,
And join'd experience to his native truth.

His frugal care supplied the wanting throne,
Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own:

"Tis easy conduct when exchequers flow,

But hard the task to manage well the low.

For sov'reign pow’r is too depress’d or high,
When kings are forc’d to sell or crowds to buy.
Indulge one labor more, my weary Muse,

For Amiel: who can Amiel’s praise refuse?

900 Of ancient race by birth, but nobler yet
In his own worth, and without title great :

The Sanhedrin long time as chief he rul’d,

Their reason guided and their passion cool'd:

So dext’rous was he in the crown’s defense,

So form’d to speak a loyal nation’s sense,

That, as their band was Israel’s tribes in small,

So fit was he to represent them all.

Now rasher charioteers the seat ascend,

Whose loose careers his steady skill commend:
91c They, like th’ unequal ruler of the day,
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Misguide the seasons and mistake the way,
While he, withdrawn, at their mad labor smiles,
And safe enjoys the sabbath of his toils.

These were the chief ; a small but faithful band
Of worthies, in the breach who dar’d to stand
And tempt th’ united fury of the land.

With grief they view’d such pow’rful engines bent
To batter down the lawful government.

A num’rous faction, with pretended frights,

In Sanhedrins to plume the regal rights;

The true successor from the Court remov’d;

The Plot by hireling witnesses improv’d.

These ills they saw, and, as their duty bound,
They show’d the King the danger of the wound;
That no concessions from the throne would please,
But lenitives fomented the disease;

That Absalom, ambitious of the crown,

Was made the lure to draw the people down;
That false Achitophel’s pernicious hate

Had turn’d the Plot to ruin Church and State;
The council violent, the rabble worse;

That Shimei taught Jerusalem to curse.

With all these loads of injuries oppress’d,
And long revolving in his careful breast
Th’ event of things, at last his patience tir'd,
Thus from his royal throne, by Heav’n inspir’'d,
The godlike David spoke; with awful fear
His train their Maker in their master hear.

“Thus long have I, by native mercy sway’d,
My wrongs dissembled, my revenge delay’d;

So willing to forgive th’ offending age;

So much the father did the king assuage.
But now so far my clemency they slight,

Th’ offenders question my forgiving right.
That one was made for many, they contend;
But ’tis to rule, for that’s a monarch’s end.
They call my tenderness of blood my fear,
Though manly tempers can the longest bear.
Yet since they will divert my native course,
*Tis time to show I am not good by force.
Those heap’d affronts that haughty subjects bring
Are burdens for a camel, not a king.

Kings are the public pillars of the State,
Born to sustain and prop the nation’s weight:
If my young Samson will pretend a call

To shake the column, let him share the fall;
But oh that yet he would repent and live!
How easy ’tis for parents to forgive!

With how few tears a pardon might be won
From nature, pleading for a darling son!
Poor pitied youth, by my paternal care

Rais’d up to all the height his frame could bear!
Had God ordain’d his fate for empire born,
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He would have giv'n his soul another turn:
Gull'd with a patriot’s name, whose modern sense
Is one that would by law supplant his prince;
The people’s brave, the politictan’s tool ;

Never was patriot yet but was a fool.

Whence comes it that religion and the laws

970 Should more be Absalom’s than David’s cause?
His old instructor, ere he lost his place,

Was never thought endued with so much grace.
Good heav’ns, how faction can a patriot paint!
My rebel ever proves my people’s saint.
Would they impose an heir upon the throne?
et Sanhedrins be taught to give their own.
A king's at least a part of government,

And mine as requisite as their consent:
Without my leave a future king to choose

o8 Infers a right the present to depose.
True, they petition me t’ approve their choice:
But Esau’s hands suit ill with Jacob’s voice.
My pious subjects for my safety pray,
Which to secure, they take my pow'r away.
From plots and treasons Heav'n preserve my years,
But save me most from my petitioners.
Unsatiate as the batren womb or grave,
God cannot grant so much as they can crave.
What then is left but with a jealous eye

o0 To guard the small remains of royalty?
The law shall still direct my peaceful sway,
And the same law teach rebels to obey :
Votes shall no more establish’d pow’r control,
Such votes as make a part exceed the whole.
No groundless clamors shall my friends remove
Nor crowds have pow'r to punish ere they prove;
For gods and godlike kings their care express
Still to defend their servants in distress.
Oh that my pow'r to saving were confin'd!

w0 Why am I forc'd, like Heav'n against my mind,
To make examples of another kind?

Must I at length the sword of justice draw?
Oh curs’d effects of necessary law!

How ill my fear they by miy mercy scan!
Beware the fury of a patient man.

Law they require, let Law then show her face;
They could not be content to look on Grace,
Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye

To tempt the terror of her front, and dic.

1010 By their own arts, ’tis righteously decrced,
Those dire artificers of death shall bleed.
Against themselves their witnesses will swear
Till, viper-like, their mother Plot they tear,
And suck for nutriment that bloody gore
Which was their principle of life before.
Their Belial with their Belzebub will fight;
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Thus on my foes my foes shall do me right.
Nor doubt th’ event; for factious crowds engage
In their first onset all their brutal rage.

1020 Then let ’em take an unresisted course;
Retire and traverse, and delude their force:
But when they stand all breathless, urge the fight
And rise upon 'em with redoubled might:
For lawful pow'r is still superior found,
When long driv’n back, at length it stands the ground.”

He said. Th’ Almighty, nodding, gave consent;

And peals of thunder shook the firmament.
Henceforth a series of new time began,
The mighty years in long procession ran;

1030 Once more the godlike David was restor’d,
And willing nations knew their lawful lord.

THE MEDAL
A SATIRE AGAINST SEDITION
BY THE AUTHOR OF ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL

Per Graium populos, medieque per Elidis urbem
Tbat ovans, divumque sibi poscebat honores.

[1682].

EpPISTLE TO THE WHIGS

For to whom can I dedicate this poem
with so much justice as to you? 'Tis the
representation of your own hero: ’tis the
picture drawn at length, which you admire
and prize so much in little. None of your
ornaments are wanting; neither the land-
scape of the Tower, nor the rising Sun,
nor the Anno Domini of your new sover-
eign’s coronation. This must needs be a
grateful undertaking to your whole party;
especially to those who have not been so
happy as to purchase the original. 1 hear
the graver has made a good market of it:
all his kings are bought up already; or the
value of the remainder so enhanced that
many a poor Polander who would be glad
to worship the image is not able to go to

they would draw a Nero or a Caligula;
though they have not seen the man, they
can help their imagination by a statue of
him, and find out the coloring from Sue-
tonius and Tacitus. Truth is, you might
have spared one side of your Medal: the
head would be seen to more advantage if
it were placed on a spike of the Tower, a
little nearer to the sun, which would

10 then break out to better purpose.

You tell us in your Preface to the No-
Protestant Plot that you shall be forced
hereafter to leave off your modesty: I sup-
pose you mean that little which is left you;
for it was worn to rags when you put out
this Medal. Never was there practised such
a piece of notorious impudence in the face
of an established government. I believe,
when he is dead, you will wear him in

the cost of him, but must be content to see 20 thumb-rings, as the Turks did Scanderbeg,

him here. I must confess I am no great
artist; but signpost painting will serve
the turn to remember a friend by, espe-
cially when better is not to be had. Yet for
your comfort the lineaments are true; and
though he sat not five times to me, as
he did to B., yet I have -consulted
history, as the Italian painters do, when

as if there were virtue in his bones to
preserve you against monarchy. Yet all
this while you pretend not only zeal for the
public good, but a due veneration for the
person of the King. But all men who can
see an inch before them may easily detect
those gross fallacies. That it is necessary
for men in your circumstances to pretend
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both is granted you; for without them
there could be no ground to raise a fac-
tion. But I would ask you one civil ques-
tion: What right has any man among you,
or any association of men (to come nearer
to you) who out of Parliament cannot be
considered in a public capacity, to meet, as
you daily do, in factious clubs, to vilify
the government in your discourses and to
libel it in all your writings? Who made 10
you judges in Israel? Or how is it con-
sistent with your zeal of the public wel-
fare to promote sedition? Does your def-
inition of loyal, which is to serve the King
according to the laws, allow you the li-
cense of traducing the executive power
with which you own he is invested? You
complain that his Majesty has lost the love
and confidence of his people; and by your
very urging it you endeavor what in you »
lies to make him lose them. All good sub-
jects abhor the thought of arbitrary power,
whether it be in one or many: if you were
the patriots you would scem, you would
not at this rate incense the multitude to
assume it; for no sober man can fear it,
either from the King’s disposition or his,
practice, or, even where you would
odiously lay it, from his ministers. Give
us leave to enjoy the government and the 3
benefit of laws under which we were born,
and which we desire to transmit to our
posterity. You are not the trustees of the
public liberty; and if you have not right
to petition in a crowd, much less have you
to inter-meddle in the management of af-
fairs, or to arraign what you do not like,
which in effect is everything that is done
by the King and Council. Can you imagine
that any reasonable man will believe you 4
respect the person of his Majesty, when
’tis apparent that your seditious pamphlets
are stuffed with particular reflections on
him? If you have the confidence to deny
this, tis easy to be evinced from a thou-
sand passages, which I only forbear to
quote, because I desire they should die and
be forgotten. I have perused many of your
papers, and to show you that I have, the
third part of your No-Protestant Plot is, so
much of it, stolen from your dead author’s
pamphlet, called The Growth of Popery, as
manifestly as Milton's Defense of the Eng-

LITERATURE

lish People is from Buchanan, De Jure
Regni apud Scotos, or your First Cove-
nant and New Association from the Holy
League of the French Guisards. Anyone
who reads Davila may trace your practices
all along. There were the same pretenses
for reformation and loyalty, the same
aspersions of the king, and the same
grounds of a rebellion. I know not whether
you will take the historian’s word, who
says it was reported that Poltrot, a Hu-
guenot, murdered Francis, Duke of Guise,
by the instigations of Theodore Beza, or
that it was a Huguenot minister, otherwise
called a Presbyterian (for our Church ab-
hors so devilish a tenet), who first writ a
treatise of the lawfulness of deposing and
murdering kings of a different persuasion
in religion; but I am able to prove, from
the doctrine of Calvin and the principles
of Buchanan, that they set the people
above the magistrate; which, if I mistake
not, is your own fundamental, and which
carries your loyalty no farther than your
liking. When a vote of the House of Com-
mons goes on your side, you are as ready
to observe it as if it were passed into a
law; but when you are pinched with any
former and yet unrepealed Act of Parlia-
ment, you declare that, in some cases, you
will not be obliged by it. The passage is
in the same third part of the No-Protestant
Plot, and is too plain to be denied. The
late copy of your intended Association you
neither wholly justify nor condemn; but
as the Papists, when they are unopposed,
fly out into all the pageantries of worship,
but in times of war, when they are hard
pressed by arguments, lie close entrenched
behind the Council of Trent, so now, when
your affairs are in a low condition, you
dare not pretend that to be a legal com-
bination, but whensoever you are afloat,
I doubt not but it will be maintained and
justified to purpose. For, indeed, there is
nothing to defend it but the sword; ’tis
the proper time to say anything, when
men have all things in their power.

In the mean time, you would fain be nib-
bling at a parallel betwixt this Associa-
tion and that in the time of Queen Eliza-
beth. But there is this small difference
betwixt them, that the ends of the one are
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directly opposite to the other: one with
the Queen’s approbation and conjunction,
as head of it; the other, without either the
consent or knowledge of the King, against
whose authority it is manifestly designed.
Therefore you do well to have recourse to
your last evasion, that it was contrived by
your enemies, and shuffled into the papers
that were seized; which yet you see the
nation is not so easy to believe as your
own jury. But the matter is not difficult,
to find twelve men in Newgate who would
acquit a malefactor.

I have one only favor to desire of you
at parting, that when you think of an-
swering this poem, you would employ the
same pens against it who have combated
with so much success against Absalom
and Achitophel; for then you may assure
yourselves of a clear victory, without the
least reply. Rail at me abundantly; and,
not to break a custom, do it without wit.
By this method you will gain a consider-
able point, which is wholly to waive the
answer of my arguments. Never own the
bottom of your principles, for fear they
should be treason. Fall severely on the
miscarriages of government; for if scandal
be not allowed, you are no freeborn sub-

waste-paper in the shop. Yet I half suspect
he went no farther for his learning than
the index of Hebrew names and etymol-
ogies, which is printed at the end of some
English Bibles. If Achitophel signify the
brother of a fool, the author of that poem
will pass with his readers for the next of
kin. And perhaps ’tis the relation that
makes the kindness. Whatever the verses

10 are, buy ’em up, I beseech you, out of pity;

for I hear the conventicle is shut up, and
the brother of Achitophel out of service.

Now footmen, you know, have the gen-
erosity to make a purse for a member of
their society who has had his livery pulled
over his ears; and even Protestant socks
are bought up among you out of venera-
tion to the name. A dissenter in- poetry
from sense and English will make as good

20 a Protestant rhymer as a dissenter from

the Church of England a Protestant par-
son. Besides, if you encourage a young
beginner, who knows but he may elevate
his style a little above the vulgar epithets
of profane, and saucy Jack, and atheistic
scribbler, with which he treats me, when
the fit of enthusiasm is strong upon him;
by which well-mannered and charitable ex-
pressions I was certain of his sect before

jects. If God has not blessed you with the so I knew his name. What would you have

talent of rhyming, make use of my poor
stock and welcome: let your verses run
upon my feet; and, for the utmost refuge
of notorious blockheads, reduced to the
last extremity of sense, turn my own lines
upon me; and, in utter despair of your
own satire, make me satirize myself. Some
of you have been driven to this bay al-
ready; but, above all the rest, commend

more of a man? He has damned me in
your cause from Genesis to the Revela-
tions, and has half the texts of both the
Testaments against me, if you will be so
civil to yourselves as to take him for your
interpreter, and not to take them for Irish
witnesses. After all, perhaps you will tell
me that you rctained him only for the
opening of your cause, and that your main

me to the Nonconformist parson who writ 4 lawyer is yet behind. Now if it so happen

the Whip and Key. I am afraid it is not
read so much as the piece deserves, be-
cause the bookseller is every week crying
help at the end of his gazette, to get it off.
You see I am charitable enough to do him
a kindness, that it may be published as
well as printed; and that so much skill
in Hebrew derivations may not lie for

he meet with no more reply than his pred-
ecessors, you may either conclude that I
trust to the goodness of my cause, or fear
my adversary, or disdain him, or what you
please, for the short on't is, ’tis indifferent
to your humble servant, whatever your
party says or thinks of him.

THE MEDAL

Of all our antic sights and pageantry
Which English idiots run in crowds to see,
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The Polish Medal bears the prize alone;

A monster, more the fav’rite of the town

Than either fairs or theaters have shown.
Never did art so well with nature strive,

Nor ever idol seem’d so much alive;

So like the man, so golden to the sight,

So base within, so counterfeit and light.

One side is fill'd with title and with face;

And, lest the King should want a regal place,
On the reverse a tow’r the town surveys,

O’er which our mounting sun his beams displays.
The word, pronounc’d aloud by shrieval voice,
Letamur, which in Polish is Rejoice.

The day, month, year, to the great act are join’d,
And a new canting holiday design’d.

Five days he sate for every cast and look,

Four more than God to finish Adam took.

But who can tell what essence angels are

Or how long Heav'n was making Lucifer?

Oh, could the style that copied every grace
And plow’d such furrows for an eunuch face,
Could it have forn’d his ever-changing will,
The various piece had tir'd the graver’s skill!
A martial hero first, with early care

Blown, like a pigmy by the winds, to war;

A beardless chief, a rebel ere a man,

(So young his hatred to his prince began.)
Next this (how wildly will ambition steer!)

A vermin wriggling in th’ usurper’s ear,
Bart’ring his venal wit for sums of gold,

He cast himself into the saint-like mold;
Groan'd, sigh’d, and pray’d, while godliness was gain,
The loudest bagpipe of the squeaking train.

But, as ’tis hard to cheat a juggler’s eves,

His open lewdness he could ne’er disguise.
There split the saint; for hypocritic zeal
Allows no sins but those it can conceal.
Whoring to scandal gives too large a scope;
Saints must not trade, but they may interlope.
Th’ ungodly principle was all the same ;

But a gross cheat betrays his partner’s game.
Besides, their pace was formal, grave, and slack;
His nimble wit outran the heavy pack.

Yet still he found his fortune at a stay,

Whole droves of blockheads choking up his way;
They took, but not rewarded, his advice;
Villain and wit exact a double price.

Pow’r was his aim; but thrown from that pretense,
The wretch turn’d loyal in his own defense,
And malice reconcil’d him to his prince.

Him in the anguish of his soul he serv'd,
Rewarded faster still than he deserv’d.

Behold him now exalted into trust;
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His counsel’s oft convenient, seldom just.
Ev’n in the most sincere advice he gave
He had a grudging still to be a knave.
The frauds he learnt in his fanatic years

6 Made him uneasy in his lawful gears:
At best, as little honest as he could,
And, like white witches, mischievously good.
To his first bias longingly he leans
And rather would be great by wicked means.
Thus, fram’d for ill, he loos’d our triple hold
(Advice unsafe, precipitous, and bold).
From hence those tears! that Ilium of our woe!
Who helps a pow'rful friend forearms a foe.
What wonder if the waves prevail so far,

70 When he cut down the banks that made the bar?

Seas follow but their nature to invade;

But he by art our native strength betray’'d.

So Samson to his foe his force confess'd,
And, to be shorn, lay slumb’ring on her breast.
But when this fatal counsel, found too late,
Expos’d its author to the public hate,

When his just sov'reign, by no impious way,
Could be seduc'd to arbitrary sway,

Forsaken of that hope, he shifts the sail,

8o Drives down the current with a pop’lar gale,
And shows the fiend confess'd without a veil.
He preaches to the crowd that pow'r is lent,

But not convey'd to kingly government,

That claims successive bear no binding force,
That coronation oaths are things of course;
Maintains the multitude can never err,

And sets the people in the papal chair.

The reason’s obvious, int'rest never lics;

The most have still their int'rest in their eyes,

90 The pow’r is always theirs, and pow’r is ever wise.
Almighty crowd! thou shorten’st all dispute;
Pow’r is thy essence, wit thy attribute !

Nor faith nor reason make thee at a stay,

Thou leap’st o’er all eternal truths in thy Pindaric way!

Athens, no doubt, did righteously decide,

When Phocion and when Socrates were tried ;

As righteously they did those dooms repent;

Still they were wise, whatever way they went.

Crowds err not, though to both extremes they run;
wo To kill the father and recall the son.

Some think the fools were most, as times went then,

But now the world’s o’erstock’d with prudent men.

The common cry is ev’'n religion’s test;

The Turk’s is at Constantinople best,

Idols in India, Popery at Rome,

And our own worship only true at home,

And true but for the time; 'tis hard to know

How long we please it shall continue so;
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This side to-day, and that to-morrow burns;
So all are God-a’mighties in their turns.

A tempting doctrine, plausible and new;
What fools our fathers were, if this be true!
Who, to destroy the seeds of civil war,
Inherent right in monarchs did declare;

And, that a lawful pow’r might never cease,
Secur’d succession to secure our peace.

Thus property and sov’reign sway at last

In equal balances were justly cast;

But this new Jehu spurs the hot-mouth’d horse,
Instructs the beast to know his native force,
To take the bit between his teeth and fly

To the next headlong steep of anarchy.

Too happy England, if our good we knew,
Would we possess the freedom we pursue!
The lavish government can give no more;

Yet we repine, and plenty makes us poor.

God tried us once; our rebel fathers fought;
He glutted 'em with all the pow’r they sought,
Till, master’d by their own usurping brave,
The free-born subject sunk into a slave.

We loathe our manna, and we long for quails;
Ah! what is man, when his own wish prevails!
How rash, how swift to plunge himself in ill,
Proud of his pow’r and boundless in his will !
That kings can do no wrong we must believe ;
None can they do, and must they all receive?
Help, Heav'n, or sadly we shall sce an hour
When neither wrong nor right are in their pow’r!
Already they have lost their best defense,
The benefit of laws which they dispense.

No justice to their righteous cause allow’d,

But baffled by an arbitrary crowd;

And medals grav'd, their conquest to record,
The stamp and coin of their adopted lord.

The man who laugh’d but once, to see an ass
Mumbling to make the cross-grain’d thistles pass,
Might laugh again, to see a jury chaw
The prickles of unpalatable law.

The witnesses that, leech-like, liv’d on blood,
Sucking for them were med’cinally good;

But when they fasten’d on their fester’d sore,
Then justice and religion they forswore,

Their maiden oaths debauch’d into a whore.
Thus men are rais’d by factions and decried,
And rogue and saint distinguish’d by their side;
They rack ev’'n Scripture to confess their cause,
And plead a call to preach in spite of laws.
But that’s no news to the poor injur’d page,

It has been us’d as ill in ev'ry age,

And is constrain’d, with patience, all to take,
For what defense can Greek and Hebrew make?
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Happy who can this talking trumpet seize,
They make it speak whatever sense they please |
"Twas fram’d at first our oracle t’ inquire;
But since our sects in prophecy grow high'’r,
The text inspires not them, but they the text inspire.
London, thou great emporium of our isle,
O thou too bounteous, thou too fruitful Nile!
How shall I praise or curse to thy desert!
Or separate thy sound from thy corrupted part.
I call’d thee Nile; the parallel will stand:
Thy tides of wealth o’erflow the fatten’d land ;
Yet monsters from thy large increase we find
Engender’d on the slime thou leav’st behind.
Sedition has not wholly seiz’d on thee,
Thy nobler parts are from infection free.
Of Israel’s tribes thou hast a num’rous band,
But still the Canaanite is in the land.
Thy military chiefs are brave and true,
Nor are thy disenchanted burghers few.
The head is loyal which thy heart commands,
But what’s a head with two such gouty hands?
The wise and wealthy love the surest way,
And are content to thrive and to obey.
But wisdom is to sloth too great a slave;
None are so busy as the fool and knave.
Those let me curse; what vengeance will they urge,
Whose ordures neither plague nor fire can purge,
Nor sharp experience can to duty bring,
Nor angry Heav’n nor a forgiving king!
In gospel-phrase their chapmen they betray;
Their shops are dens, the buyer is their prey;
The knack of trades is living on the spoil;
They boast ev'n when each other they beguile.
Customs to steal is such a trivial thing
That ’tis their charter to defraud their king.
All hands unite of ev’ry jarring sect;
They cheat the country first, and then infect.
They for God’s cause their monarchs dare dethrone,
And they’ll be sure to make His cause their own.
Whether the plotting Jesuit laid the plan
Of murd’ring kings, or the French Puritan,
Our sacrilegious sects their guides outgo,
And kings and kingly pow’r would murder too.
What means their trait’rous combination less,
Too plain t’ evade, too shameful to confess?
But treason is not own’d, when ’tis descried;
Successful crimes alone are justified.
The men who no conspiracy would find,
Who doubts but, had it taken, they had join’d?
Join’d in a mutual cov’'nant of defense,
At first, without, at last against, their prince?
If sov’reign right by sov’'reign pow’r they scan,
The same bold maxim holds in God and man:
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God were not safe; His thunder could they shun,
He should be forc’d to crown another Son.

Thus, when the heir was from the vineyard thrown,
The rich possession was the murd’rers’ own.

In vain to sophistry they have recourse;

By proving theirs no plot they prove ’tis worse,
Unmask’d rebellion, and audacious force,

Which, though not actual, yet all eyes may see
"Tis working, in th’ immediate pow’r to be;

For from pretended gricvances they rise

First to dislike, and after to despise;

Then, Cyclop-like, in human flesh to deal,

Chop up a minister at ev’ry meal;

Perhaps not wholly to melt down the king,

But clip his regal rights within the ring;

From thence t’ assume the pow’r of peace and war,
And ease him by degrees of public care.

Yet, to consult his dignity and fame,

He should have leave to exercise the name,

And hold the cards while Commons play’d the game.
For what can pow’r give more than food and drink,
To live at ease and not be bound to think?

These are the cooler methods of their crime,

But their hot zealots think 'tis loss of time;

On utmost bounds of loyalty they stand,

And grin and whet like a Croatian band

That waits impatient for the last command:

Thus outlaws open villainy maintan;

They steal not, but in squadrons scour the plain;
And if their pow’r the passengers subdue,

The most have right, the wrong is in the few.
Such impious axioms foolishly they show,

For in some soils republics will not grow:

Our temp’rate isle will no extremes sustain

Of pop’lar sway or arbitrary reign:

But slides between them both into the best,
Secure in freedom, in a monarch blest.

And, though the climate, vex'd with various winds,
Works through our yielding bodies on our minds,
The wholesome tempest purges what it breeds

To recommend the calmness that succeeds.

But thou, the pander of the people’s hearts,
(O crooked soul and serpentine in arts!)
Whose blandishments a loval land have whor’d,
And broke the bonds she plighted to her lord,
What curses on thy blasted name will fall,
Which age to age their legacy shall call,

For all must curse the woes that must descend on all!

Religion thou hast none: thy mercury
Has pass’d through ev'ry sect, or theirs through thee.
But what thou giv'st, that venom still remains,
And the pox'd nation feels thee in their brains.
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What else inspires the tongues and swells the breasts

Of all thy bellowing renegado priests,

That preach up thee for God, dispense thy laws,

And with thy stum ferment their fainting cause?

Fresh fumes of madness raise, and toil and sweat,

To make the formidable cripple great?

Yet should thy crimes succeed, should lawless pow’r

Compass those ends thy greedy hopes devour,

Thy canting friends thy mortal foes would be,

Thy god and theirs will never long agree;

For thine (if thou hast any) must be one

That lets the world and humankind alone;

A jolly god that passes hours too well

To promise Heav'n or threaten us with Hell,

That unconcern’d can at rebellion sit

And wink at crimes he did himself commit.

A tyrant theirs; the heav'n their priesthood paints

A conventicle of gloomy sullen saints;

A heav’n, like Bedlam, slovenly and sad,

Foredoom’d for souls with false religion mad.
Without a vision poets can foreshow

What all but fools by common sense may know :

If true succession from our isle should fail,

And crowds profane with impious arms prevail,

Not thou nor those thy factious arts engage

Shall reap that harvest of rebellious rage,

With which thou flatter’st thy decrepit age.

The swelling poison of the sev'ral sects,

Which, wanting vent, the nation’s health infects,

Shall burst its bag; and fighting out their way,

The various venoms on each other prey.

The Presbyter, putf'd up with spiritual pride,

Shall on the necks of the lewd nobles ride,

His brethren damn, the civil pow'r defy,

And parcel out republic prelacy.

But short shall be his reign; his rigid yoke

And tyrant pow’r will puny sects provoke,

And frogs, and toads, and all the tadpole train

Will croak to Heav'n for help from this devouring crane.

The cut-throat sword and clam’rous gown shall jar

In sharing their ill-gotten spoils of war;

Chiefs shall be grudg’d the part which they pretend ;

Lords envy lords, and friends with ev'ry friend

About their impious merit shall contend.

The surly Commons shall respect deny

And justle peerage out with property.

Their gen'ral either shall his trust betray

And force the crowd to arbitrary sway,

Or they, suspecting his ambitious aim,

In hate of kings shall cast anew the frame,

And thrust out Collatine that bore their name.
Thus inborn broils the factions would engage,

Or wars of exil’d heirs, or foreign rage,

51
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32 Till halting vengeance overtook our age,
And our wild labors, wearied into rest,
Reclin’d us on a rightful monarch’s breast.

Pudet hec opprobria, vobis
Et dici potuisse, et non potuisse refells.

MAC FLECKNOE

OR, A SATIRE UPON THE TRUE-BLUE-PROTESTANT POET
T. S.
BY THE AUTHOR OF ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL
[1682].

All human things are subject to decay,
And when Fate summons, monarchs must obey.
This Flecknoe found, who, like Augustus, young
Was call’d to empire and had govern’d long:
In prose and verse was own’d without dispute
Through all the realms of Nonsense absolute.
This aged prince, now flourishing in peace,
And bless’d with issue of a large increase,
Worn out with bus’ness, did at length debate
10 To settle the succession of the State;
And, pond’ring which of all his sons was fit
To reign and wage immortal war with wit,
Cried, “’Tis resolv’'d, for Nature pleads that he
Should only rule who most resembles me.
Shadwell alone my perfect image bears,
Mature in dulness from his tender years;
Shadwell alone of all my sons is he
Who stands confirm’d in full stupidity.
The rest to some faint meaning make pretense,
20 But Shadwell never deviates into sense.
Some beams of wit on other souls may fall,
Strike through, and make a lucid interval ;
But Shadwell’s genuine night admits no ray,
His rising fogs prevail upon the day.
Besides, his goodly fabric fills the eye,
And seems design’d for thoughtless majesty,
Thoughtless as monarch oaks that shade the plain
And, spread in solemn state, supinely reign.
Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee,
30 Thou last great prophet of tautology.
Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they,
Was sent before but to prepare thy way,
And coarsely clad in Norwich drugget came
To teach the nations in thy greater name.
My warbling lute, the lute I whilom strung,
When to King John of Portugal I sung,
Was but the prelude to that glorious day
When thou on silver Thames didst cut thy way,
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With well-tim’d oars before the royal barge,
Swell'd with the pride of thy celestial charge,
And, big with hymn, commander of an host;
The like was ne’er in Epsom blankets toss’d.
Methinks I see the new Arion sail,
The lute still trembling underneath thy nail.
At thy well-sharpen’d thumb from shore to shore
The treble squeaks for fear, the basses roar;
Echoes from Pissing Alley Shadwell call,
And Shadwell they resound from Aston Hall.
About thy boat the little fishes throng,
As at the morning toast that floats along.
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band,
Thou wield’st thy papers in thy threshing hand.
St. André’s feet ne’er kept more equal time,
Not ev’n the feet of thy own Psyche’s rhyme:
Though they in number as in sense excel,
So just, so like tautology, they fell
That, pale with envy, Singleton forswore
The lute and sword which he in triumph bore,
And vow’d he ne’er would act Villerius more.”
Here stopp’d the good old sire and wept for joy,
In silent raptures of the hopeful boy.
All arguments, but most his plays, persuade
That for anointed dulness he was made.

Close to the walls which fair Augusta bind,
(The fair Augusta much to fears inclin’d)
An ancient fabric rais’d t’ inform the sight,
There stood of yore, and Barbican it hight;
A watch-tow’r once ; but now, so fate ordains,
Of all the pile an empty name remains;
From its old ruins brothel-houses rise,
Scenes of lewd loves and of polluted joys,
Where their vast courts the mother-strumpets keep,
And, undisturb’d by watch, in silence sleep.
Near these a Nursery erects its head,
Where queens are form’d and future heroes bred,
Where unfledg’d actors learn to laugh and cry,
Where infant punks their tender voices try,
And little Maximins the gods defy.
Great Fletcher never treads in buskins here,
Nor greater Jonson dares in socks appear;
But gentle Simkin just reception finds
Amidst this monument of vanish’d minds;
Pure clinches the suburbian muse affords,
And Panton waging harmless war with words.
Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known,
Ambitiously design’d his Shadwell’s throne.
For ancient Dekker prophesied long since
That in this pile should reign a mighty prince,
Born for a scourge of wit and flail of sense,
To whom true dulness should some Psyches owe,
But worlds of Misers from his pen should flow;
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Humorists and Hypocrites it should produce,

Whole Raymond families and tribes of Bruce.
Now empress Fame had publish’d the renown

Of Shadwell’s coronation through the town.

Rous’d by report of FFame, the nations meet,

From near Bunhill and distant Watling Street.

No Persian carpets spread th’ imperial way,

But scatter’d limbs of mangled poets lay;

From dusty shops neglected authors come,

Martyrs of pies and relics of the bum.

Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby there lay,

But loads of Shadwell almost chok’d the way.

Bilk’d stationers for yeomen stood prepar’d,

And Herringman was captain of the guard.

The hoary prince in majesty appear’d,

High on a throne of his own labors rear’d.

At his right hand our young Ascanius sat,

Rome’s other hope and pillar of the State.

His brows thick fogs, instead of glories, grace,

And lambent dulness play’d around his face.

As Hannibal did to the altars come,

Sworn by his sire a mortal foe to Rome;

So Shadwell swore, nor should his vow be vain,

That he till death true dulness would maintain;

And, in his father’s right and realm’s defense,

Ne'er to have peace with wit nor truce with sense.

The king himself the sacred unction made,

As king by office and as priest by trade.

In his sinister hand, instead of ball,

He plac’d a mighty mug of potent ale;

Love’s Kingdowm to his right he did convey,

At once his scepter and his rule of sway;

Whose righteous lore the prince had practis’d young,

And from whose loins recorded Psvche sprung.

His temples, last, with poppies were o’erspread,

That nodding seem’d to consccrate his head.

Just at that point of time, if fame not lic,

On his left hand twelve rev'rend owls did fly.

So Romulus, ’tis sung, by Tiber's brook,

Presage of sway from twice six vultures took.

Th’ admiring throng loud acclamations make,

And omens of his future empire take.

The sire then shook the honors of his head,

And from his brows damps of oblivion shed

Full on the filial dulness: long he stood,

Repelling from his breast the raging god;

At length burst out in this prophetic mood:
“Heav'ns bless my son! from Ireland let him reign

To far Barbados on the western main;

Of his dominion may no end be known,

And greater than his father’s be his throne;

Beyond Love’s Kingdom let him stretch his pen!”

He paus’d, and all the people cried “Amen.”
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Then thus continued he: “My son, advance
Still in new impudence, new ignorance.
Success let others teach, learn thou from me
Pangs without birth and fruitless industry.
Let Virtuosos in five years be writ,

Yet not one thought accuse thy toil of wit.
Let gentle George in triumph tread the stage,
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage;

Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the pit,
And in their folly show the writer's wit.

Yet still thy fools shall stand in thy defense
And justify their author’s want of sense.

Let ’em be all by thy own model made

Of dulness, and desire no foreign aid,

That they to future ages may be known,

Not copies drawn, but issue of thy own.

Nay, let thy men of wit too be the same,

All full of thee and diff’ring but in name.

But let no alien Sedley interpose

To lard with wit thy hungry Epsom prose.
And when false flow’rs of rhet’ric thou wouldst cull,
Trust nature, do not labor to be dull;

But write thy best, and top; and in each line
Sir Formal’s oratory will be thine.

Sir Formal, though unsought, attends thy quill

170 And does thy northern dedications fill.

190

Nor let false friends seduce thy mind to fame
By arrogating Jonson’s hostile name;

Let father Ilecknoe fire thy mind with praise,
And uncle Ogleby thy envy raise.

Thou art my blood, where Jonson has no part:
What share have we in nature or in art?
Where did his wit on learning fix a brand,
And rail at arts he did not understand?

Where made he love in Prince Nicander’s vein,
Or swept the dust in Psyche’s humble strain?
Where sold he bargains, ‘whip-stitch, kiss my arse,’
Promis’d a play and dwindled to a farce?
When did his Muse from Fletcher scenes purloin,
As thou whole Eth’rege dost transfuse to thine?
But so transfus’d as oil on waters flow,

His always floats above, thine sinks below.

This is thy province, this thy wondrous way,
New humors to invent for each new play:

This is that boasted bias of thy mind,

By which one way to dulness ’tis inclin’d,

Which makes thy writings lean on one side still,
And, in all changes, that way bends thy will.
Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretense

Of likeness ; thine’s a tympany of sense.

A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ,

But sure thou ’rt but a kilderkin of wit.

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep;
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Thy tragic Muse gives smiles, thy comic sleep.
With whate’er gall thou sett’st thyself to write,

w0 Thy inoffensive satires never bite;
In thy felonious heart though venom lies,
It does but touch thy Irish pen, and dies.
Thy genius calls thee not to purchase fame
In keen iambics, but mild anagram.
Leave writing plays, and choose for thy command
Some peaceful province in acrostic land.
There thou may’st wings display and altars raise,
And torture one poor word ten thousand ways;
Or, if thou wouldst thy diff’rent talents suit,

a0 Set thy own songs, and sing them to thy lute.”

He said: but his last words were scarcely heard,

For Bruce and Longville had a trap prepar’d,
And down they sent the yet declaiming bard.
Sinking he left his drugget robe behind,
Borne upwards by a subterranean wind.
The mantle fell to the young prophet’s part,
With double portion of his father’s art.

THE SECOND PART OF
ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL

A POEM
S quis tamen hac quoque, st quis
Captus amore leget.
[1682].

w0 Levi, thou art a load, I'll lay thee down,
And show rebellion bare, without a gown;
Poor slaves in meter, dull and addle-pated,
Who rhyme below ev’'n David’s psalms translated ;
Some in my speedy pace I must outrun,
As lame Mephibosheth the wizard’s son;
To make quick way I’ll leap o’er heavy blocks,
Shun rotten Uzza, as I would the pox,
And hasten Og and Doeg to rehearse,
Two fools that crutch their feeble sense on verse;
410 Who, by my Muse, to all succeeding times
Shall live, in spite of their own dogg'rel rhymes.
Doeg, though without knowing how or why,
Made still a blund’ring kind of melody ;
Spurr’d boldly on, and dash’d through thick and thin,
Through sense and nonsense, never out nor in;
Free from all meaning, whether good or bad,
And, in one word, heroically mad:
He was too warm on picking-work to dwell,
But fagoted his notions as they fell,
420 And if they rhym’d and rattled, all was well.
Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a satire,
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For still there goes some thinking to ill-nature:

He needs no more than birds and beasts to think;

All his occasions are to eat and drink.

If he call rogue and rascal from a garret,

He means you no more mischief than a parrot;

The words for friend and foe alike were made,

To fetter ’em in verse is all his trade.

For almonds he’ll cry whore to his own mother;

And call young Absalom King David’s brother.

Let him be gallows-free by my consent,

And nothing suffer, since he nothing meant;

Hanging supposes human soul and reason,

This animal’s below committing treason.

Shall he be hang’d who never could rebel?

That’s a preferment for Achitophel.

The woman that committed buggery

Was rightly sentenc’d by the law to die;

But ’twas hard fate that to the gallows led

The dog that never heard the statute read.

Railing in other men may be a crime,

But ought to pass for mere instinct in him:

Instinct he follows, and no farther knows,

For to write verse with him is to transprose.

"Twere pity treason at his door to lay,

Who makes Heav'n's gate a lock to its own key:

Let him rail on, let his invective Muse

Have four-and-twenty letters to abuse,

Which if he jumbles to one line of sense,

Indict him of a capital offense.

In fireworks give him leave to vent his spite,

Those are the only serpents he can write;

The height of his ambition is, we know,

But to be master of a puppet-show :

On that one stage his works may yet appear,

And a month’s harvest keeps him all the year.
Now stop your noses, readers, all and some,

For here’s a tun of midnight work to come,

Og, from a treason-tavern rolling home.

Round as a globe, and liquor’d ev’ry chink,

Goodly and great he sails behind his link.

With all this bulk there’s nothing lost in Og,

For ev’ry inch that is not fool is rogue:

A monstrous mass of foul corrupted matter,

As all the devils had spew’d to make the batter.

When wine has giv’n him courage to blaspheme,

He curses God, but God before curs’d him;

And if man could have reason, none has more,

That made his paunch so rich, and him so poor.

With wealth he was not trusted, for Heav'n knew

What "twas of old to pamper up a Jew;

To what would he on quail and pheasant swell,

That ev’n on tripe and carrion could rebel ?

But though Heav’n made him poor (with rev’rence speaking),



58

490

500

RESTORATION LITERATURE

He never was a poet of God’s making.

The midwife laid her hand on his thick skull,
With this prophetic blessing: Be thou dull;
Drink, swear, and roar, forbear no lewd delight
Fit for thy bulk, do anything but write:

Thou art of lasting make, like thoughtless men,
A strong nativity—but for the pen;

Eat opium, mingle arsenic in thy drink,

Still thou may’st live, avoiding pen and ink.

I see, I see, ’tis counsel giv’'n in vain,

For treason botch’d in rhyme will be thy bane;
Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck,
"Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck:

Why should thy meter good King David blast?
A psalm of his will surely be thy last.

Dar’st thou presume in verse to meet thy foes,
Thou whom the penny pamphlet foil’d in prose?
Docg, whom God for mankind’s mirth has made,
O’ertops thy talent in thy very trade;

Doeg to thee, thy paintings arc so coarse,

A poet is, though he's the poets’ horse.

A double noose thou on thy neck dost pull,

For writing treason, and for writing dull;

To die for faction is a common evil,

But to be hang’d for nonsense is the devil:
Hadst thou the glories of thy king express’d,
Thy praises had becn satire at the best;

But thou in clumsy verse, unlick’d, unpointed,
Hast shamefully defied the Lord’s anointed :

I will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes,

For who would read thy life that reads thy rhymes?

But of King David’s foes, be this the doom,
May all be like the young man Absalom;
And for my foes may this their blessing be,
To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee.

. . . . . . . .

RELIGIO LAICI
OR, A LAYMAN'S FAITH
A POEM

Ornari res ipsa regat, contenta doceri.
[1682].

Dim as the borrow’d beams of moon and stars

To lonely, weary, wand’ring travelers

Is Reason to the soul: and as on high

Those rolling fires discover but the sky,

Not light us here, so Reason’s glimm’ring ray
Was lent, not to assure our doubtful way,

But guide us upward to a better day.

And as those nightly tapers disappear
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When day’s bright lord ascends our hemisphere,
So pale grows Reason at Religion’s sight,

So dies, and so dissolves in supernatural light.
Some few, whose lamp shone brighter, have been led
From cause to cause to Nature's secret head,
And found that one first principle must be;

But what, or who, that uNivErsaL Hg;
Whether some soul encompassing this ball,
Unmade, unmov’d, yet making, moving all,

Or various atoms’ interfering dance

Leapt into form (the noble work of chance)

Or this great All was from eternity,

Not ev’'n the Stagirite himself could see,

And Epicurus guess’d as well as he.

As blindly grop’d they for a future state,

As rashly judg'd of Providence and Fate.

But least of all could their endeavors find Opinions of
What most concern'd the good of humankind; the scveral
sects of Phi-

For Happiness was never to be found,
But vanish’d from ’em like enchanted ground. e th
One thought Content the good to be enjoy’d; Cse:lnl::;%m ‘;3 o-
This ev’ry little accident destroy'd. num.

The wiser madmen did for Virtue toil,

A thorny, or at best a barren soil;

In Pleasure some their glutton souls would steep,

But found their line too short, the well too deep,

And leaky vessels which no bliss could keep.

Thus anxious thoughts in endless circles roll,

Without a center where to fix the soul.

In this wild maze their vain endeavors end:

How can the less the greater comprehend?

Or finite Reason reach Infinity?

For what could fathom Gon were more than He.

The Deist thinks he stands on firmer ground, System of
Cries,“Efpexa, the mighty secret’s found: Deism.
God is that spring of good, supreme and best,

We, made to serve, and in that service blest.
If so, some rules of worship must be giv'n,
Distributed alike to all by Heav'n;

Else God were partial, and to some denied
The means His justice should for all provide.
This gen’ral worship is to PRAISE and PRAY;
One part to borrow blessings, one to pay;
And when frail nature slides into offense,
The sacrifice for crimes is penitence.

Yet since th’ effects of Providence, we find,
Are variously dispens’d to humankind;

That vice triumphs and virtue suffers here,
(A brand that sov’reign justice cannot bear)
Our Reason prompts us to a future state,
The last appeal from Fortune and from Fate,

losophers con-

60 Where God’s all-righteous ways will be declar’d,

The bad meet punishment, the good reward.”
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Of revealed Thus man by his own strength to Heav’n would soar
religion. And would not be oblig’d to God for more.

Vain, wretched creature, how art thou misled

To think thy wit these godlike notions bred!

These truths arc not the product of thy mind,

But dropp’d from Heav’n, and of a nobler kind.

Reveal’d Religion first inform’d thy sight,

And Reason saw not till Faith sprung the light.

7 Hence all thy natural worship takes the source:
*Tis Revelation what thou think’st discourse.
Else how com’st thou to see these truths so clear,
Which so obscure to heathens did appear?

Not Plato these, nor Aristotle found,
Socrates. Nor he whose wisdom oracles renown’d.

Hast thou a wit so deep or so sublime,

Or canst thou lower dive or higher climb?

Canst thou by Reason more of Godhead know

Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero?

8o Those giant wits, in happier ages born,

(When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn),
Knew no such system; no such piles could raise

Of natural worship, built on pray’r and praise

To one sole Gop:

Nor did remorse to expiate sin prescribe,

But slew their fellow-creatures for a bribe:

The guiltless victim groan’'d for their offense,

And cruelty and blood was penitence.

If sheep and oxen could atone for men,

9 Ah! at how cheap a rate the rich might sin!
And great oppressors might Heav'n's wrath beguile
By off'ring his own creatures for a spoil!

Dar’st thou, poor worm, offend Infinity?
And must the terms of peace be giv'n by thee?
Then thou art Justice in the last appeal;

Thy easy God instructs thee to rebel,

And, like a king remote and weak, must take

What satisfaction thou art pleas’d to make.

But if there be a pow'r too just and strong

100 To wink at crimes and bear unpunish’d wrong,

Look humbly upward, see His will disclose

The forfeit first, and then the fine impose:

A mulct thy poverty could never pay,

Had not Eternal Wisdom found the way,

And with celestial wealth supplied thy store;

His justice makes the fine, His mercy quits the score.

See God descending in thy human frame;

Th’ offended suff’ring in th’ offender’s name:

All thy misdeeds to Him imputed see,

o And all His righteousness devolv’d on thee.

For granting we have sinn’d, and that th’ offense
Of man is made against Omnipotence,

Some price that bears proportion must be paid,
And infinite with infinite be weigh’d.
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See then the Deist lost: remorse for vice
Not paid, or paid inadequate in price:
What further means can Reason now direct,
Or what relief from human wit expect?
That shows us sick; and sadly are we sure

1z Still to be sick, till Heav’n reveal the cure:

If then Heav’n’s will must needs be understood,

Which must, if we want cure and Heav'n be good,

Let all records of will reveal’d be shown;

With Scripture all in equal balance thrown,

And our one Sacred Book will be that one.
Proof needs not here; for whether we compare

That impious, idle, superstitious ware

Of rites, lustrations, off’rings, which before,

In various ages, various countries bore,

1o With Christian faith and virtues, we shall find
None answ’ring the great ends of humankind,
But this one rule of life; that shows us best
How God may be appeas’d and mortals blest.
Whether from length of time its worth we draw,
The world is scarce more ancient than the law:
Heav'n’s early care prescrib’d for ev'ry age,
First, in the soul, and after, in the page.

Or, whether more abstractedly we look,
Or on the writers, or the written book,

150 Whence but from Heav’n could men, unskill’d in arts,

In sev’ral ages born, in sev’ral parts,
Weave such agreeing truths? or how or why
Should all conspire to cheat us with a lie?
Unask’d their pains, ungrateful their advice,
Starving their gain and martyrdom their price.
If on the Book itself we cast our view,
Concurrent heathens prove the story true:
The doctrine, miracles; which must convince,
For Heav'n in them appeals to human sense;

150 And though they prove not, they confirm the cause,

When what is taught agrees with Nature’s laws.
Then for the style, majestic and divine,

It speaks no less than God in ev’ry line;

Commanding words, whose force is still the same

As the first fiat that produc’d our frame.

All faiths beside or did by arms ascend,

Or sense indulg’d has made mankind their friend;

This only doctrine does our lusts oppose,

Unfed by nature’s soil, in which it grows;

160 Cross to our int’rests, curbing sense and sin;
Oppress’d without and undermin’d within,

It thrives through pain; its own tormentors tires,
And with a stubborn patience still aspires.

To what can Reason such effects assign,
Transcending Nature, but to laws divine?
Which in that sacred volume are contain’d ;
Sufficient, clear, and for that use ordain’d.
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Objection of But stay: the Deist here will urge anew,
the Deist. No supernatural worship can be true;
170 Because a gen'ral law is that alone
Which must to all and ev’rywhere, be known:
A style so large as not this Book can claim,
Nor aught that bears Reveal’d Religion’s name.
"Tis said the sound of a Messiah’s birth
Is gone through all the habitable earth;
But still that text must be confin’d alone
To what was then inhabited, and known:
And what provision could from thence accrue
To Indian souls, and worlds discover’d new ?
8o In other parts it helps, that, ages past,
The Scriptures there were known, and were embrac’d,
Till Sin spread once again the shades of night:
What's that to these who never saw the light?
The objection Of all objections this indeed is chief
answered. To startle Reason, stagger frail belief :
We grant, ’tis true, that Heav'n from human sense
Has hid the secret paths of Providence;
But boundless wisdom, boundless mercy, may
Find ev'n for those bewilder’d souls a way;
o 1f from His nature foes may pity claim,
Much more may strangers who ne’er heard His name.
And though no name be for salvation known,
But that of His Eternal Son’s alone;
Who knows how far transcending goodness can
Extend the merits of that Son to man?
Who knows what reasons may His mercy lead,
*Or ignorance invincible may plead?
Not only charity bids hope the best,
But more the great Apostle has express’d:
w0 That if the Gentiles, whom no law inspir’d,
By nature did what was by law requir'd,
They who the written rule had never known
Were to themselves both rule and law alone:
To Nature's plain indictment they shall plead,
And by their conscience be condemn’d or freed.
Most righteous doom! because a rule reveal’d
Is none to those from whom it was conceal’d.
Then those who follow’d Reason’s dictates right,
Liv’d up, and lifted high their natural light,
a0 With Socrates may see their Maker’s face,
While thousand rubric-martyrs want a place.
Nor does it balk my charity to find
Th’ Egyptian Bishop of another mind;
For, though his Creed eternal truth contains,
"Tis hard for man to doom to endless pains
All who believ'd not all his zeal requir’d,
Unless he first could prove he was inspir’d.
Then let us either think he meant to say
This faith, where publish’d, was the only way;
a0 Or else conclude that, Arius to confute,
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The good old man, too eager in dispute,
Flew high; and, as his Christian fury rose,
Damn’d all for heretics who durst oppose.

Thus far my charity this path hath tried Digression to
(A much unskillful, but well-meaning guide) ; the Translator
Yet what they are, ev'n these crude thoughts were bred of Father Si-
By reading that which better thou hast read, i’;‘.”;“' C"?ct‘l"l
Thy matchless author’s work, which thou, my friend, 0]’3 ?I{Zst(;- ¢
By well translating better dost commend.

230 Those youthful hours, which of thy equals most
In toys have squander’d or in vice have lost,
Those hours hast thou to nobler use employ’d,
And the severe delights of truth enjoy’d.
Witness this weighty book, in which appears
The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years,
Spent by thy author in the sifting care
Of Rabbins’ old sophisticated ware
From gold divine, which he who well can sort
May afterwards make Algebra a sport;

20 A treasure which, if country curates huy,
They Junius and Tremellius may defy,
Save pains in various readings and translations,
And without Hebrew make most learn’d quotations;
A work so full with various learning fraught,
So nicely ponder’d, yet so strongly wrought,
As Nature’s height and Art's last hand requir'd :
As much as man could compass, uninspir’d.
Where we may see what errors have been made
Both in the copier’s and translator’s trade:

250 How Jewish, Popish int'rests have prevail’d,
And where infallibility has fail'd.

For some, who have his secret meaning guess’d,
Have found our author not too much a priest;

For fashion-sake he seems to have recourse
To Pope and Councils and Tradition’s force:

But he that old traditions could subdue

Could not but find the weakness of the new:

If Scripture, though deriv'd from heav'nly birth,
Has been but carelessly preserv'd on earth;

60 If God’s own people, who of God before
Knew what we know, and had been promis’d more,
In fuller terms of Heav'n’s assisting care,

And who did neither time nor study spare

To keep this Book untainted, unperplex’d,

Let in gross errors to corrupt the text,

Omitted paragraphs, embroil’d the sense,

With vain traditions stopp’d the gaping fence,
Which every common hand pull’d up with ease,
What safety from such brushwood-helps as these?

270 If written words from time are not secur’d,

How can we think have oral sounds endur’d?
Which thus transmitted, if one mouth has fail’d,
Immortal lies on ages are entail’d;

ment.
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And that some such have been, is prov'd too plain;
If we consider int’rest, Church, and gain.
“Oh, but,” says one, ‘“Tradition set aside,
Where can we hope for an unerring guide?
For since th’ original Scripture has been lost,
All copies disagreeing, maim’d the most,

80 Or Christian faith can have no certain ground,

Or truth in Church tradition must be found.”

Such an omniscient Church we wish indeed ;
"Twere worth both Testaments, and cast in the Creed;
But if this mother be a guide so sure
As can all doubts resolve, all truth secure,

Then her infallibility as well

Where copies are corrupt or lame can tell;
Restore lost canon with as little pains,
As truly explicate what still remains;

20 Which yet no Council dare pretend to do,
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Unless, like Esdras, they could write it new;

Strange confidence, still to interpret true,

Yet not be sure that all they have explain’d

Is in the bless’d original contain’d.

More safe and much more modest tis to say,

God would not leave mankind without a way;

And that the Scriptures, though not ev'rywhere

Free from corruption, or entire, or clear,

Are uncorrupt, sufficient, clear, entire

In all things which our needful faith require.

If others in the samc glass better sce,

"Tis for themselves they look, but not for me;

For My salvation must its doom receive,

Not from what oruEers, but what I, believe.
Must all tradition then be set aside?

This to affirm were ignorance or pride.

Are there not many points, some needful sure

To saving faith, that Scripture leaves obscure,

Which ev’ry sect will wrest a sev'ral way?

For what one sect interprets, all sects may.

We hold, and say we prove from Scripture plain,

That Christ is Gop; the bold Socinian

From the same Scripture urges he’s but MAN.

Naw what appeal can end th’ important suit?

Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute.
Shall T speak plain, and in a nation free

Assume an honest layman’s liberty ?

I think (according to my little skill,

To my own Mother Church submitting still)

30 That many have been sav'd, and many may,

Who never heard this question brought in play.
Th’ unlett’red Christian, who believes in gross,
Plods on to Heav’n, and ne'er is at a loss;

For the strait gate would be made straiter yet,
Were none admitted there but men of wit.

The few by Nature form’d, with learning fraught.
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Born to instruct, as others to be taught,
Must study well the sacred page; and see
Which doctrine, this or that, does best agree
With the whole tenor of the work divine,
And plainliest points to Heav'n’s reveal’d design;
Which exposition flows from genuine sense,
And which is forc’d by wit and eloquence.
Not that tradition’s parts are useless here,
When gen’ral, old. disinteress’d, and clear:
That ancient Fathers thus expound the page
Gives truth the rev’'rend majesty of age,
Confirms its force by biding ¢v'ry test,

For best authorities, next rules, are best;

o And still the nearer to the spring we go,

More limpid, more unsoil’d, the waters flow.
Thus, first traditions were a proof alone,

Could we be certain such they were, so known:
But since some flaws in long descent may be,
They make not truth, but probability.

Ev’'n Arius and Pelagius durst provoke

To what the centuries preceding spoke.

Such diff’rence is there in an oft-told tale,

But truth by its own sinews will prevail.

sso Tradition written, therefore, more commends

Authority than what from voice descends:
And this, as perfect as its kind can be,
Rolls down to us the sacred history :
Which, from the Universal Church receiv’d,
Is tried, and after for itself believ’d.

The partial Papists would infer from hence
Their Church, in last resort, should judge the sense.
But first they would assume, with wondrous art,
Themselves to be the whole, who are but part

wo Of that vast frame, the Church; yet grant they were

370

The handers down, can they from thence infer
A right t’ interpret? or would they alone
Who brought the present claim it for their own?
The Book’s a common largess to mankind,
Not more for them than ev’ry man design’d;
The welcome news is in the letter found;
The carrier’s not commission’d to expound.
It speaks itself, and what it does contain,
In all things needful to be known, is plain.

In times o’ergrown with rust and ignorance
A gainful trade their clergy did advance;
When want of learning kept the laymen low,
And none but priests were authoriz’d to know;
When what small knowledge was, in them did dwell,
And he a god who could but read or spell;
Then Mother Church did mightily prevail;
She parcel’d out the Bible by retail,
But still expounded what she sold or gave,
To keep it in her pow’r to damn and save.

65

The second
objection.

Answer to the
objection.
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3% Scripture was scarce, and, as the market went,

Poor laymen took salvatian on content,

As needy men take money, good or bad;

God’s word they had not, but the priest’s they had.
Yet, whate’er false conveyances they made,

The lawyer still was certain to be paid.

In those dark times they learn’d their knack so well,
That by long use they grew infallible.

At last, a knowing age began t’ inquire

If they the Book, or that did them, inspire;

10 And, making narrower search, they found, though late,
That what they thought the priest’s was their estate,
Taught by the will produc’d, the written word,
How long they had been cheated on record.

Then ev’'ry man who saw the title fair
Claim’d a child’s part and put in for a share,
Consulted soberly his private good,
And sav’d himself as cheap as e’er he could.

"Tis true, my friend (and far be flatt’ry hence),
This good had full as bad a consequence;

w0 The Book thus put in ev’ry vulgar hand,

Which each presum’d he best could understand,
The common rule was made the common prey,
And at the mercy of the rabble lay.

The tender page with horny fists was gall’d,
And he was gifted most that loudest bawl’d;
The spirit gave the doctoral degree,

And ev'ry member of a company

Was of his trade and of the Bible free.

Plain truths enough for needful use they found,

410 But men would still be itching to expound;

Each was ambitious of th’ obscurest place,

No measure ta’en from knowledge, all from GrACE.
Study and pains were now no more their care,
Texts were explain’d by fasting and by pray'r:
This was the fruit the private spirit brought,
Occasion’d by great zeal and little thought.

While crowds unlearn’d, with rude devotion warm,
About the sacred viands buzz and swarm,

The fly-blown text creates a crawling brood,

40 And turns to maggots what was meant for food.

A thousand daily sects rise up and die,
A thousand more the perish'd race supply:
So all we make of Heav'n's discover’d will
Is, not to have it, or to use it ill.
The danger’s much the same, on sev’ral shelves
If others wreck us, or we wreck ourselves.

What then remains but, waiving each extreme,
The tides of ignorance and pride to stem?
Neither so rich a treasure to forego,

4o Nor proudly seek beyond our pow’r to know?
Faith is not built on disquisitions vain;

The things we must believe are few and plain:
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But since men will believe more than they need,
And ev'ry man will make himself a creed,
In doubtful questions ’tis the safest way
To learn what unsuspected ancients say ;
For ’tis not likely we should higher soar
In search of Heav'n than all the Church before;
Nor can we be deceiv'd, unless we see
40 The Scripture and the Fathers disagree.
If after all they stand suspected still,
(For no man's faith depends upon his will),
"Tis some relief that points not clearly known
Without much hazard may be let alone;
And after hearing what our Church can say,
If still our reason runs another way,
That private reason ’tis more just to curb
Than by disputes the public peace disturb.
For points obscure are of small use to learn:
40 But common quiet is mankind’s concern.
Thus have I made my own opinions clear,
Yet neither praise expect nor censure fear;
And this unpolish’d, rugged verse I chose,
As fittest for discourse, and nearest prose;
For while from sacred truth I do not swerve,
Tom Sternhold’s, or Tom Shadwell’s rhymes will serve.

TO THE MEMORY OF MR. OL.LDHAM
[1684].

Farewell, too little and too lately known,
Whom I began to think and call my own:
For sure our souls were near allied, and thine
Cast in the same poetic mold as mine.
One common note on cither lyre did strike,
And knaves and fools we both abhorr’d alike.
To the same goal did both our studies drive:
The last set out the soonest did arrive.
Thus Nisus fell upon the slipp’ry place,
10 Whilst his young friend perform’d and won the race.
O early ripe! to thy abundant store
What could advancing age have added more?
It might (what nature never gives the young)
Have taught the numbers of thy native tongue.
But satire needs not those, and wit will shine
Through the harsh cadence of a rugged line:
A noble error, and but seldom made,
When poets are by too much force betray’d.
Thy gen’rous fruits, though gather’d ere their prime,
2 Still show’d a quickness; and maturing time
But mellows what we write to the dull sweets of rhyme.
Once more, hail, and farewell! farewell, thou young,
But ah! too short, Marcellus of our tongue!



68 RESTORATION LITERATURE

Thy brows with ivy and with laurels bound;
But fate and gloomy night encompass thee around.

TO THE PIOUS MEMORY OF THE ACCOMPLISH’'D YOUNG LADY
MRS. ANNE KILLIGREW,

EXCELLENT IN THE TWO SISTER-ARTS OF POESY AND PAINTING, AN ODE
[1686].

1

Thou youngest virgin-daughter of the skies,
Made in the last promotion of the blest;

Whose palms, new pluck’d from Paradise,

In spreading branches more sublimely rise,
Rich with immortal green above the rest:

Whether, adopted to some neighb’ring star,

Thou roll’st above us in thy wand’ring race,
Or, in procession fix’d and regular,

Mov’d with the heav’'ns’ majestic pace,

10 Or, call'd to more superior bliss,

Thou tread’st with seraphims, the vast abyss:

Whatever happy region be thy place,

Cease thy celestial song a little space;

Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine,

Since Heav'n’s eternal year is thine.

Hear then a mortal Muse thy praise rehearse,

In no ignoble verse,
But such as thy own voice did practise here,
When thy first fruits of poesy were giv'n,
30 To make thyself a welcome inmate there;
While yet a young probationer,
And candidate of Heav'n.

2

If by traduction came thy mind,
Our wonder is the less to find
A soul so charming from a stock so good;
Thy father was transfus’d into thy blood:
So wert thou born into the tuneful strain,
(An early, rich, and inexhausted vein).
But if thy pre-existing soul
0 Was form’d, at first, with myriads more,
It did through all the mighty poets roll.
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore,
And was that Sappho last, which once it was before.
If so, then cease thy flight, O heav'n-born mind!
Thou hast no dross to purge from thy rich ore:
Nor can thy soul a fairer mansion find
Than was the beauteous frame she left behind:
Return, to fill or mend the choir of thy celestial kind.
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3

May we presume to say that, at thy birth,
« New joy was sprung in Heav’n as well as here on earth?
For sure the milder planets did combine
On thy auspicious horoscope to shine,
And ev’n the most malicious were in trine.
Thy brother-angels at thy birth
Strung each his lyre, and tun’d it high,
That all the people of the sky
Might know a poetess was born on earth;
And then, if ever, mortal ears
Had heard the music of the spheres!
50 And if no clust’ring swarm of bees
On thy sweet mouth distill’d their golden dew,
"Twas that such vulgar miracles
Heav’'n had not leisure to renew :
For all the bless’d fraternity of love
Solemniz’d there thy birth, and kept thy holiday above.

4

O gracious God! how far have we
Profan’d Thy heav’nly gift of Poesy!
Made prostitute and profligate the Muse,
Debas’d to each obscene and impious use,
60 Whose harmony was first ordain’d above,
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of love!
O wretched we! why were we hurried down
This lubric and adult’rate age,
(Nay, added fat pollutions of our own)
T’ increase the steaming ordures of the stage?
What can we say t’ excuse our second fall?
Let this thy Vestal, Heav'n, atone for all:
Her Arethusian stream remains unsoil’d,
Unmix’d with foreign filth and undefil’d;
50 Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child.

5

Art she had none, yet wanted none,
For Nature did that want supply :
So rich in treasures of her own,
She might our boasted stores defy:
Such noble vigor did her verse adorn
That it seem’d borrow’d, where 'twas only born.
Her morals too were in her bosom bred,
By great examples daily fed,
What in the best of books, her father’s life, she read.
80 And to be read herself she need not fear;
Each test and ev'ry light her Muse will bear,
Though Epictetus with his lamp were there.
Ev'n love (for love sometimes her Muse express’d)
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Was but a lambent flame which play’d about her breast;
Light as the vapors of a morning dream,
So cold herself, whilst she such warmth express’d,
"Twas Cupid bathing in Diana’s stream.

6

Born to the spacious empire of the Nine,
One would have thought she should have been content

9 To manage well that mighty government ;

But what can young ambitious souls confine?
To the next realm she stretch’d her sway,
For Painture near adjoining lay,

A plenteous province and alluring prey.

A chamber of dependences was fram’d,

(As conquerors will never want pretense,

When arm’d, to justify th’ offense),

And the whole fief in right of Poetry she claim’d.

The country open lay without defense;

wo For poets frequent inroads there had made,

And perfectly could represent

The shape, the face, with ev’ry lincament,
And all the large demains which the dumb Sister sway’d;

All bow’d beneath her government,

Receiv’d in triumph wheresoc'er she went.
Her pencil drew whate'er her soul design’d,
And oft the happy draught surpass’d the image in her mind.

The sylvan scenes of herds and flocks

And fruitful plains and barren rocks;

no  Of shallow brooks that flow’d so clear,

The bottom did the top appear;

Of deeper too and ampler floods,

Which, as in mirrors, show’d the woods ;

Of lofty trees, with sacred shades

And perspectives of pleasant glades,

Where nymphs of brightest form appear,

And shaggy satyrs standing near,

Which them at once admire and fear:

The ruins too of some majestic piece,

1o Boasting the pow'r of ancient Rome or Greece,
Whose statues, friezes, columns, broken lie,
And, though defac’d, the wonder of the eye;
What nature, art, bold fiction, e’er durst frame,
Her forming hand gave feature to the name.
So strange a concourse ne’er was seen before,

But when the peopled ark the whole creation bore.

7

The scene then chang’d; with bold erected look
Our martial king the sight with rev'rence strook:
For, not content t’ express his outward part,
130 Her hand call'd out the image of his heart:
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His warlike mind, his soul devoid of fear,
His high-designing thoughts were figur’d there,
As when by magic ghosts are made appear.

Our Pheenix queen was portray’d too so bright,

Beauty alone could beauty take so right:

Her dress, her shape, her matchless grace,

Were all observ’'d, as well as heav’nly face.

With such a peerless majesty she stands,

As in that day she took the crown from sacred hands;
1o Before a train of heroines was seen,

In beauty foremost, as in rank the queen.

Thus nothing to her genius was denied,

But like a ball of fire, the farther thrown,

Still with a greater blaze she shone,

And her bright soul broke out on ev'ry side.
What next she had design’d, Heav’n only knows:
To such immod’rate growth her conquest rose
That Fate alone its progress could oppose.

8

Now all those charms, that blooming grace,
150 The well-proportion’d shape and beauteous face,
Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes;
In earth the much-lamented virgin lies!
Not wit nor piety could Fate prevent;
Nor was the cruel Destiny content
To finish all the murder at a blow,
To sweep at once her life and beauty too;
But, like a harden’d felon, took a pride
To work more mischievously slow,
And plunder’d first, and then destroy’d.
160 Oh double sacrilege on things divine,
To rob the relic, and deface the shrine!
But thus Orinda died:
Heav’n by the same disease did both translate ;
As equal were their souls, so equal was their fate.

9

Meantime, her warlike brother on the seas

His waving streamers to the winds displays,

And vows for his return with vain devotion pays.
Ah, gen’rous youth! that wish forbear,
The winds too soon will waft thee here!

1o Slack all thy sails, and fear to come;

Alas ! thou know’st not, thou art wreck’d at home.

No more shalt thou behold thy sister’s face,

Thou hast already had her last embrace.

But look aloft, and if thou kenn’st from far,

Among the Pleiads, a new-kindled star,

If any sparkles than the rest more bright,

*Tis she that shines in that propitious light.
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10

When in mid-air the golden trump shall sound,
To raise the nations under ground;
18 When in the Valley of Jehosophat
The judging God shall close the Book of Fate,
And there the last assizes keep
For those who wake and those who sleep;
When rattling bones together fly
From the four corners of the sky;
When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread,
Those cloth’d with flesh, and life inspires the dead ;
The sacred poets first shall hear the sound,
And foremost from the tomb shall bound,

10 For they are cover’d with the lightest ground;
And straight, with inborn vigor, on the wing,
Like mounting larks, to the new morning sing.
There thou, sweet saint, before the choir shalt go,
As harbinger of Heav’n, the way to show,

, The way which thou so well hast learn’d below.

THE HIND AND THE PANTHER

A POEM IN THREE PARTS
—Antiquam exquirite matrem.
Et vera, incessu, patuit dea.—VIRGIL.
[1687].

THE FIRST PART

A milk-white Hind, immortal and unchang’d,
Fed on the lawns and in the forest rang’d;
Without unspotted, innocent within,
She fear'd no danger, for she knew no sin.
Yet had she oft been chas’d with horns and hounds
And Scythian shafts; and many winged wounds
Aim’d at her heart; was often forc'd to fly,
And doom’d to death, though fated not to die.
Not so her young; for their unequal line

10 Was hero’s make, half human, half divine.
Their earthly mold obnoxious was to fate,
Th’ immortal part assum’1 immortal state.
Of these a slaughter’d army lay in blood,
Extended o'er the Caledonian wood,
Their native walk ; whose vocal blood arose,
And cried for pardon on their perjur'd foes.
Their fate was fruitful, and the sanguine seed,
Endued with souls, increas'd the sacred breed.
So captive Israel multiplied in chains,

2 A num’rous exile, and enjoy'd her pains.
With grief and gladness mix’d, their mother view’d
Her martyr’d offspring and their race renew’d;
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Their corps to perish, but their kind to last,
So much the deathless plant the dying fruit surpass’d.

Panting and pensive now she rang’d alone,

And wander’d in the kingdoms once her own.
The common hunt, though from their rage restrain’d
By sov’reign pow’r, her company disdain’d,
Grinn'd as they pass’d, and with a glaring eye
30 Gave gloomy signs of secret enmity.
"Tis true, she bounded by and tripp'd so light,
They had not time to take a steady sight;
For Truth has such a face and such a mien
As to be lov'd needs only to be seen.

The bloody Bear, an Independent beast,
Unlick’d to form, in groans her hate express’d.
Among the tim’rous kind the Quaking Hare
Profess’d neutrality, but would not swear.

Next her the buffoon Ape, as atheists use,

4 Mimick’d all sects, and had his own to choose;
Still when the Lion look’d, his knees he bent,
And paid at church a courtier’s compliment.
The bristled Baptist Boar, impure as he,

But whiten’d with the foam of sanctity,
With fat pollutions fill’d the sacred place,
And mountains level’d in his furious race;
So first rebellion founded was in grace.

But, since the mighty ravage which he made,
In German forests had his guilt betray’d,

so With broken tusks and with a borrow’d name,
He shunn’d the vengeance and conceal’d the shame;
So lurk'd in sects unseen. With greater guile
False Reynard fed on consecrated spoil;

The graceless beast by Athanasius first

Was chas’d from Nice, then by Socinus nurs’d,

His impious race their blasphemy renew’d,

And Nature’s King through Nature’s optics view’d;
Revers’d, they view’d him lessen’d to their eye,

Nor in an infant could a God descry.

6 New swarming sects to this obliquely tend,
Hence they began, and here they all will end.

What weight of ancient witness can prevail,

If private reason hold the public scale?
But, gracious God, how well dost Thou provide
For erring judgments an unerring guide!
Thy throne is darkness in th’ abyss of light,
A blaze of glory that forbids the sight.
Oh teach me to believe Thee thus conceal’d,
And search no farther than Thyself reveal'd;

70 But her alone for my director take,
Whom Thou hast promis’d never to forsake!
My thoughtless youth was wing’'d with vain desires;
My manhood, long misled by wand’ring fires,
Follow’d false lights; and when their glimpse was gone,
My pride struck out new sparkles of her own.
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Such was I, such by nature still I am;

Be Thine the glory, and be mine the shame!
Good life be now my task ; my doubts are done;
(What more could fright my faith than Three in One?)
Can I believe eternal God could lie

Disguis’d in mortal mold and infancy,

That the great Maker of the world could die?
And after that, trust my imperfect sense
Which calls in question His omnipotence?

Can I my reason to my faith compel,

And shall my sight and touch and taste rebel ?
Superior faculties are set aside;

Shall their subservient organs be my guide?
Then let the moon usurp the rule of day,

9o And winking tapers show the sun his way;

110

For what my senses can themselves perceive

I nced no revelation to believe.

Can they who say the Host should be descried

By sense, define a body glorified,

Impassable, and penetrating parts?

Let them declare by what mysterious arts

He shot that body through th’ opposing might

Of bolts and bars impervious to the light,

And stood before His train confess’d in open sight.

For since thus wondrously He pass’d, ’tis plain
One single place two bodies did contain,

And sure the same omnipotence as well
Can make one body in more places dwell.
Let Reason then at her own quarry fly,
But how can finite grasp infinity ?

*Tis urg’d again that faith did first commence
By miracles, which are appeals to sense,

And thence concluded that our sense must be
The motive still of credibility.

For latter ages must on former wait,

And what began belief must propagate.

But winnow well this thought, and you shall find
"Tis light as chaff that flies before the wind.
Were all those wonders wrought by pow’r divine
As means or ends of some more deep design?
Most sure as means, whose end was this alone,
To prove the Godhead of th’ Eternal Son.

God thus asserted: man is to believe
Beyond what Sense and Reason can conceive,
And for mysterious things of Faith rely
On the proponent Heav'n’s authority.

If then our Faith we for our guide admit,
Vain is the farther search of human wit;
As when the building gains a surer stay,
We take th’ unuseful scaffolding away.
Reason by sense no more can understand ;
The game is play’d into another hand.
Why choose we then like bilanders to creep
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Along the coast, and land in view to keep,

10 When safely we may launch into the deep?

140

In the same vessel which our Savior bore,

Himself the pilot, let us leave the shore,

And with a better guide a better world explore.

Could He his Godhead veil with flesh and blood

And not veil these again to be our food?

His grace in both is equal in extent;

The first affords us life, the second nourishment.

And if He can, why all this frantic pain

To construe what His clearest words contain,

And make a riddle what He made so plain?

To take up half on trust and half to try,

Name it not faith, but bungling bigotry.

Both knave and fool the merchant we may call

To pay great sums and to compound the small,

For who would break with Heav’'n, and would not break
for all?

Rest then, my soul, from endless anguish freed:

Nor sciences thy guide, nor sense thy creed.

Faith is the best insurer of thy bliss;

_ The bank above must fail before the venture miss.

150

170
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But Heav'n and heav'n-born IFaith are far from thee,
Thou first apostate to divinity.

Unkennel'd range in thy Polonian plains;

A fiercer foe, th’ insatiate Wolf remains.

Too boastful Britain, please thysclf no more
That beasts of prey are banish’d from thy shore;
The Bear, the Boar, and ev’ry savage name,

Wild in effect, though in appearance tame,

Lay waste thy woods, destroy thy blissful bow’r,
And, muzzled though they seem, the mutes devour.
More haughty than the rest, the wolfish race
Appear with belly gaunt and famish’d face;

Never was so deform’d a beast of grace.

His ragged tail betwixt his legs he wears,

Close clapp’d for shame; but his rough crest he rears,
And pricks up his predestinating ears.

His wild disorder’d walk, his haggard eyes,

Did all the bestial citizens surprise;

Though fear’d and hated, yet he rul’d a while,

As captain or companion of the spoil.

Full many a year his hateful head had been

For tribute paid, nor since in Cambria seen;

The last of all the litter 'scap’d by chance,

And from Geneva first infested France.

Some authors thus his pedigree will trace,

But others write him of an upstart race;

Because of Wickliff’s brood no mark he brings

But his innate antipathy to kings.

These last deduce him from th’ Helvetian kind,
Who near the Leman lake his consort lin’d:

That fiery Zuingj a i

pia-y
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And meagre Calvin bless’d the nuptial bed.

In Israel some believe him whelp’d long since,
When the proud Sanhedrin oppress’d the prince,
Or, since he will be Jew, derive him high'r,
When Corah with his brethren did conspire
From Moses’ hand the sov’reign sway to wrest,
And Aaron of his ephod to divest;

Till op’ning earth made way for all to pass,
And could not bear the burden of a class.

The Fox and he came shuffled in the dark,

If ever they were stow’d in Noah’s ark;

Perhaps not made; for all their barking train
The Dog (a common species) will contain;

And some wild curs, who from their masters ran,
Abhorring the supremacy of man,

In woods and caves the rebel-race began.

O happy pair, how well have you increas’d!
What ills in Church and State have you redress’d!
With teeth untried and rudiments of claws,
Your first essay was on your native laws:
Those having torn with ease and trampled down,
Your fangs you fasten’d on the mitr’d crown,
And freed from God and monarchy your town.
What though your native kennel still be small,
Bounded betwixt a puddle and a wall;

Yet your victorious colonies are sent

Where the North Ocean girds the continent.
Quicken’d with fire below, your monsters breed
In fenny Holland and in fruitful Tweed;

And, like the first, the last affects to be

Drawn to the dregs of a democracy.

As, where in fields the fairy rounds are seen,

A rank sour herbage rises on the green;

So, springing where these midnight elves advance,
Rebellion prints the footsteps of the dance.

Such are their doctrines, such contempt they show
To Heav’n above and to their prince below,

As none but traitors and blasphemers know.
God, like the tyrant of the skies is plac’d,

And kings, like slaves, beneath the crowd debas’d.
So fulsome is their food that flocks refuse

To bite, and only dogs for physic use.

As, where the lightning runs along the ground,
No husbandry can heal the blasting wound,

Nor bladed grass nor bearded corn succeeds,

But scales of scurf, and putrefaction breeds;
Such wars, such waste, such fiery tracks of dearth
Their zeal has left, and such a teemless earth.
But as the poisons of the deadliest kind

Are to their own unhappy coasts confin’d,

As only Indian shades of sight deprive,

And magic plants will but in Colchos thrive,

So Presbyt’ry and pestilential zeal
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Can only flourish in a commonweal.

From Celtic woods is chas’d the wolfish crew;
But ah! some pity e’en to brutes is due:
Their native walks, methinks, they might enjoy,
Curb’d of their native malice to destroy.
Of all the tyrannies on humankind
The worst is that which persecutes the mind.
Let us but weigh at what offense we strike;
"Tis but because we cannot think alike.
In punishing of this, we overthrow
The laws of nations and of nature too.
Beasts are the subjects of tyrannic sway,
Where still the stronger on the weaker prey;
Man only of a softer mold is made,
Not for his fellows’ ruin, but their aid:
Created kind, beneficent, and free,
The noble image of the Deity.

One portion of informing fire was giv'n
To brutes, th’ inferior family of Heav'n:
The Smith Divine, as with a careless beat,
Struck out the mute creation at a heat;
But, when arriv’d at last to human race,
The Godhead took a deep consid’ring space,
And, to distinguish man from all the rest,
Unlock’d the sacred treasures of His breast,
And mercy mix’d with reason did impart,
One to his head, the other to his heart;
Reason to rule, but mercy to forgive:
The first is law, the last prerogative.
And like his mind his outward form appear’d,
When, issuing naked to the wond’ring herd,
He charm’d their eyes; and for they lov'd they fear’d.
Not arm’d with horns of arbitrary might,
Or claws to seize their furry spoils in fight,
Or with increase of feet t’ o’ertake ’em in their flight:
Of casy shape, and pliant ev'ry way,
Confessing still the softness of his clay,
And kind as kings upon their coronation day;
With open hands, and with extended space
Of arms to satisfy a large embrace.
Thus kneaded up with milk, the new-made man
His kingdom o’er his kindred world began;
Till knowledge misapplied, misunderstood,
And pride of empire sour’d his balmy blood.
Then, first rebelling, his own stamp he coins;
The murd’rer Cain was latent in his loins;
And blood began its first and loudest cry
For diff'ring worship of the Deity.
Thus persecution rose, and farther space
Produc’d the mighty hunter of his race.
Not so the blessed Pan his flock increas’d,
Content to fold 'em from the famish’d beast:
Mild were his laws ; the Sheep and harmless Hind
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Were never of the persecuting kind.
Such pity now the pious Pastor shows,
Such mercy from the British Lion flows
That both provide protection for their foes.
O happy regions, Italy and Spain,
Which never did those monsters entertain !
The Wolf, the Bear, the Boar, can there advance
No native claim of just inheritance;
And self-preserving laws, severe in show,
May guard their fences from th’ invading foe.
Where birth has plac’d ’em, let 'em safely share
The common benefit of vital air;
Themselves unharmful, let them live unharm’d,
Their jaws disabled and their claws disarm’d ;
Here, only in nocturnal howlings bold,
They dare not seize the Hind nor leap the fold.
More pow’rful, and as vigilant as they,
The Lion awfully forbids the prey.
Their rage repress'd, though pinch’d with famine sore,
They stand aloof, and tremble at his roar;
Much is their hunger, but their fear is more.
These are the chief; to number o’er the rest,
And stand, like Adam, naming ev’ry beast,
Were weary work; nor will the Muse describe
A slimy-born and sun-begotten tribe,
Who, far from steeples and their sacred sound,
In fields their sullen conventicles found.
These gross, half-animated lumps I leave;
Nor can I think what thoughts they can conceive.
But if they think at all, 'tis sure no high’r
Than matter put in motion may aspire;
Souls that can scarce ferment their mass of clay,
So drossy, so divisible are they,
As would but serve pure bodies for allay,
Such souls as shards produce, such beetle things
As only buzz to heav’'n with ev'ning wings,
Striké in the dark, offending but by chance,
Such are the blindfold blows of ignorance.
They know not beings, and but hate a name;
To them the Hind and Panther are the same.
The Panther, sure the noblest next the Hind,
And fairest creature of the spotted kind;
Oh, could her inborn stains be wash’d away,
She were too good to be a beast of prey!
How can I praise or blame, and not offend,
Or how divide the frailty from the friend?
Her faults and virtues lie so mix'd that she
Nor wholly stands condemn’d, nor wholly free.
Then, like her injur’d Lion, let me speak;
He cannot bend her, and he would not break.
Unkind already, and estrang’'d in part,
The Wolf begins to share her wand'ring heart.
Though unpolluted yet with actual ill,
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She half commits who sins but in her will.

If, as our dreaming Platonists report,

There could be spirits of a middle sort,

Too black for Heav'n and yet too white for Hell,
Who just dropp’d half-way down, nor lower fell;
So pois’d, so gently she descends from high,

It seems a soft dismission from the sky.

Her house not ancient, whatsoe'er pretense

Her clergy heralds make in her defense;

A second century not half-way run,

Since the new honors of her blood begun.

A Lion, old, obscene, and furious made

By lust, compress’d her mother in a shade;
Then, by a left-hand marriage, weds the dame,
Cov’ring adult'ry with a specious name;

So Schism begot ; and Sacrilege and she,

A well match’d pair, got graceless Heresy.

God’s and kings' rebels have the same good cause,
To trample down divine and human laws;

Both would be call'd reformers, and their hate
Alike destructive both to Church and State.

The fruit proclaims the plant; a lawless prince
By luxury reforn’d incontinence ;

By ruins, charity; by riots, abstinence.
Confessions, fasts, and penance set aside;

Oh with what case we follow such a guide,
Where souls are starv’d and senses gratified !
Where marriage pleasures midnight pray'r supply,
And matin bells (a melancholy cry)

Are tun’d to merrier notes, [ncrease and imultiply.

170 Religion shows a rosy-color’d face,

380

390

Not hatter’d out with drudging works of grace:
A down-hill reformation rolls apace.
What flesh and blood would crowd the narrow gate,
Or, till they waste their pamper’d paunches, wait?
All would be happy at the cheapest rate.

Though our lean faith these rigid laws has giv'n,
The full-fed Mussulman goes fat to heav’'n;
For his Arabian prophet with delights
Of sense allur'd his Eastern proselytes.
The jolly Luther, reading him, began
T’ interpret Scriptures by his Alcoran;
To grub the thorns beneath our tender feet,
And make the paths of Paradise more sweet ; -
Bethought him of a wife, ere half-way gone,
(For ’twas uneasy travailing alone),
And in this masquerade of mirth and love
Mistook the bliss of Heav’n for Bacchanals above.
Sure he presum’d of praise, who came to stock
Th’ ethereal pastures with so fair a flock,
Burnish’d and batt’ning on their food, to show
The diligence of careful herds below.

Our Panther, though like these she chang’d her head,
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Yet, as the mistress of a monarch’s bed,
Her front erect with majesty she bore,
The crosier wielded, and the miter wore.
Her upper part of decent discipline
Show’d affectation of an ancient line;
And Fathers, Councils, Church and Church’s head,
Were on her reverend phylact’ries read.
400 But what disgrac’d and disavow’d the rest
Was Calvin’s brand, that stigmatiz'd the beast.
Thus, like a creature of a double kind,
In her own labyrinth she lives confin'd;
To foreign lands no sound of her is come,
Humbly content to be despis'd at home.
Such is her faith, where good cannot be had,
At least she leaves the refuse of the bad.
Nice in her choice of ill, though not of best,
And least deform’d, because reform’d the least.
w0 In doubtful points betwixt her diff’'ring friends,
Where one for substance, one for sign contends,
Their contradicting terms she strives to join;
Sign shall be substance, substance shall be sign.
A real presence all her sons allow,
And yet ’tis flat idolatry to bow,
Because the Godhead's there they know not how.
Her novices are taught that bread and wine
Are but the visible and outward sign,
Receiv’d by those who in communion join.
420 But th’ inward grace or the thing signified,
His blood and body who to save us died,
The faithful this thing signified receive:
What is’t those faithful then partake or leave?
For what is signified and understood
Is, by her own confession, flesh and blood.
Then, by the same acknowledgment, we know
They take the sign and take the substance too.
The lit’ral sense is hard to flesh and blood,
But nonsense never can be understood.
a0 Her wild belief on ev'ry wave is toss’d;
But sure no Church can better morals boast.
True to her King her principles are found;
Oh that her practice were but half so sound!
Steadfast in various turns of state she stood,
And seal’d her vow’d affection with her blood:
Nor will I meanly tax her constancy,
That int'rest or obligement made the tie,
(Bound to the fate of murder’d monarchy).
Before the sounding axe so falls the vine,
«o Whose tender branches round the poplar twine.
She chose her ruin, and resign’d her life,
In death undaunted as an Indian wife:
A rare example! but some souls we see
Grow hard and stiffen with adversity:
Yet these by Fortune’s favors are undone;
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Resolv’d, into a baser form they run,

And bore the wind, but cannot bear the sun.

Let this be Nature’s frailty or her fate,

Or Isgrim’s counsel, her new-chosen mate;

Still she’s the fairest of the fallen crew;

No mother more indulgent but the true.
Fierce to her foes, yet fears her force to try,

Because she wants innate auctority ;

For how can she constrain them to obey

Who has herself cast off the lawful sway?

Rebellion equals all, and those who toil

In common theft will share the common spoil.

Let her produce the title and the right

Against her old superiors first to fight;

If she reform by text, ev'n that’s as plain

For her own rebels to reform again.

As long as words a diff'rent sensce will bear,

And each may be his own interpreter,

Our airy faith will no foundation find:

The word’s a weathercock for ev’'ry wind:

The Bear, the Fox, the Wolf by turns prevail :

The most in pow’r supplies the present gale.

The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid

To Church and Councils, whom she first betray’d;

No help from Fathers or tradition’s train:
Those ancient guides she taught us to disdain,
And by that Scripture which she once abus’d
To Reformation, stands herself accus'd.
What bills for breach of laws can she prefer,
Expounding which she owns herself may err?
And, after all her winding ways are tried,
If doubts arise, she slips herself aside
And leaves the private conscience for the guide.
If then that conscience set th’ offender free,
It bars her claim to Church auctority.
How can she censure, or what crime pretend,
But Scripture may be construed to defend?
Ev'n those whom for rebellion she transmits
To civil pow’r, her doctrine first acquits;
Because no disobedience can ensue,
Where no submission to a judge is due;
Each judging for himself, by her consent,
Whom thus absolv’d she sends to punishment.
Suppose the magistrate revenge her cause,
"Tis only for transgressing human laws.
How answ’ring to its end a Church is made,
Whose pow’r is but to counsel and persuade?
O solid rock, on which secure she stands!
Eternal house, not built with thortal hands!
O sure defense against th’ infernal gate,
A patent during pleasure of the State!

Thus is the Panther neither lov’d nor fear'd,
A mere mock queen of a divided herd;
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Whom soon by lawful pow’r she might control,

Herself a part submitted to the whole.

Then, as the moon who first receives the light

By which she makes our nether regions bright,

So might she shine, reflecting from afar

The rays she borrow’d from a better star;

Big with the beams which from her mother flow,

And reigning o’er the rising tides below :

Now, mixing with a savage crowd, she goes,

And meanly flatters her invet'rate foes,

Rul'd while she rules, and losing ev'ry hour

Her wretched remnants of precarious pow'’r.
One evening, while the cooler shade she sought,

Revolving many a melancholy thought,

Alone she walk’d, and look’d around in vain

With rueful visage for her vanish'd train:

None of her sylvan subjects made their court;

Levées and couchées pass’d without resort.

So hardly can usurpers manage well

Those whom they first instructed to rebel.

More liberty begets desire of more;

The hunger still increases with the store.

Without respect they brush’d along the wood,

Each in his clan, and, fill’ld with loathsome food,

Ask’d no permission to the neighb’ring flood.

The Panther, full of inward discontent,

Since they would go, before ‘'em wisely went;

Supplying want of pow’r by drinking first,

As if she gave 'em leave to quench their thirst.

Among the rest, the Hind, with fearful face,

Beheld from far the common wat'ring-place,

Nor durst approach; till with an awful roar

The sov’reign Lion bade her fear no more.

Encourag'd thus, she brought her younglings nigh,

Watching the motions of her patron’s eye,

And drank a sober draught; the rest amaz’d

Stood mutely still and on the stranger gaz'd;

Survey’d her part by part, and sought to find

The ten-horn’d monster in the harmless Hind,

Such as the Wolf and Panther had design’d.

They thought at first they dream’d; for 'twas offense

sio With them to question certitude of sense,

Their guide in faith: but nearer when they drew,
And had the faultless object full in view,

Lord, how they all admir'd her heav’nly hue!

Some who before her fellowship disdain’d

Scarce, and but scarce, from inborn rage restrain’d,
Now frisk'd about her, and old kindred feign’d.
Whether for love or int’rest, ev'ry sect

Of all the savage nation show’d respect.

The viceroy Panther could not awe the herd;

sso The more the company, the less they fear’d.

The surly Wolf with secret envy burst,
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Yet could not howl; the Hind had seen him first:

But what he durst not speak, the Panther durst.
For when the herds, suffic’d, did late repair

To ferny heaths and to their forest lair,

She made a mannerly excuse to stay,

Proff'ring the Hind to wait her half the way;

That, since the sky was clear, an hour of talk

Might help her to beguile the tedious walk.

s60 With much good-will the motion was embrac’d,

To chat a while on their adventures pass'd;

Nor had the grateful Hind so soon forgot

Her friend and fellow-suff'rer in the Plot.

Yet wond’ring how of late she grew estrang'd,
Her forehead cloudy and her count'nance chang’d,
She thought this hour th’ occasion would present
To learn her secret cause of discontent,

Which well she hop’d might be with case redress’d,
Consid'ring her a well-bred civil beast,

s7o0 And more a gentlewoman than the rest.

10

After some common talk what rumors ran,
The lady of the spotted muff began.

A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY
NOVEMBER 22, 1687

I

From harmony, from hcav’'nly harmony
This universal frame began;
When Nature underncath a heap
Of jarring atoms lay,
And could not heave her head,
The tuneful voice was heard from high,
“Arise, ye more than dead.”
Then cold and hot and moist and dry
In order to their stations leap,
And Music’s pow’r obey.
From harmony, from heav’'nly harmony
This universal frame began:
From harmony to harmony
Through all the compass of the notes it ran,
The diapason closing full in Man.

2

What passion cannot Music raise and quell?
When Jubal struck the corded shell,
His list’'ning brethren stood around,
And, wond’ring, on their faces fell
To worship that celestial sound:
Less than a god they thought there could not dwell
Within the hollow of that shell,
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That spoke so sweetly, and so well.
What passion cannot Music raise and quell?

3

The trumpet’s loud clangor
Excites us to arms

With shrill notes of anger
And mortal alarms.

The double double double beat

30 Of the thund’ring drum
Cries, “Hark! the foes come;
Charge, charge, ’tis too late to retreat.”

4

The soft complaining flute
In dying notes discovers
The woes of hopeless lovers,
Whose dirge is whisper’d by the warbling lute.

5

Sharp violins proclaim
Their jealous pangs and desperation,
Fury, frantic indignation,
+» Depth of pains, and height of passion,
For the fair, disdainful dame.

6

But oh! what art can teach,

What human voice can reach
The sacred organ’s praise?

Notes inspiring holy love,
Notes that wing their heav'nly ways

To mend the choirs above.

7

Orpheus could lead the savage race,
And trees unrooted left their place,
50 Sequacious of the lyre;
But bright Cecilia rais’d the wonder high’r:
When to her organ vocal breath was giv'n,
An angel heard, and straight appear'd,
Mistaking earth for Heav'n.

GRAND CHORUS.

As from the pow'r of sacred lays
The spheres began to move,
And sung the great Creator’s praise
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To all the bless'd above;
So when the last and dreadful hour
6 This crumbling pageant shall devour,
The trumpet shall be heard on high,
The dead shall live, the living die,
And Music shall untune the sky.

EPIGRAM ON MILTON
[1688].

Three poets, in three distant ages born,
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn.

The first in loftiness of thought surpass’d
The next in majesty; in both the last.

The force of Nature could no farther go;
To make a third she join’d the former two.

SONG
[1601].

Fair Iris I love, and hourly I die,

But not for a lip, nor a languishing eye:
She’s fickle and false, and there we agree;
For I am as false and as fickle as she:
We neither believe what either can say;
And, neither believing, we neither betray.

*Tis civil to swear, and say things of course;

We mean not the taking for better for worse.

When present, we love; when absent, agree:
1o I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me:

The Legend of Love no couple can find

So easy to part, or so equally join’d.

SONG
[1692].

No, no, poor suff’ring heart, no change endeavor,
Choose to sustain the smart, rather than leave her;
My ravish’d eyes behold such charms about her,

I can die with her, but not live without her.
One tender sigh of hers to see me languish,

Will more than pay the price of my past anguish:
Beware, O cruel Fair, how you smile on me,
"Twas a kind look of yours that has undone me.

Love has in store for me one happy minute,
10 And she will end my pain who did begin it;
Then no day void of bliss, or pleasure leaving,

8s
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Ages shall slide away without perceiving:

Cupid shall guard the door the more to please us,

And keep out Time and Death when they would seize us:
Time and Death shall depart, and say in flying,

Love has found out a way to live by dying.

RONDELAY
[1693].

Chloe found Amyntas lying
All in tears, upon the plain,
Sighing to himsclf, and crying,
“Wretched I, to love in vain!
Kiss me, dear, before my dying,
Kiss me once, and ease my pain!”

Sighing to himself, and crying,
“Wretched I, to love in vain!
Ever scorning and denying
1o To reward your faithful swain:
Kiss me, dear, before my dying;
Kiss me once, and ease my pain!

“Ever scorning and denying

To reward your faithful swain!”
Chloe, laughing at his crying,

Told him that he lov'd in vain.
“Kiss me, dear, before my dying;

Kiss me once, and ease my pain!”

Chloe, laughing at his crying,

2 Told him that he lov'd in vain;
But repenting, and complying,
When he kiss'd, she kiss'd again:
Kiss’d him up, before his dying;

Kiss'd him up, and eas’d his pain.

EXAMEN POETICUM:
BEING THE THIRD PART OF MISCELLANY POEMS

[1693]
DEDICATION
To the Right Honorable My Lord Radcliffe

My Lord,

These Miscellany Poems are by many
titles yours. The first they claim, from
your acceptance of my promise to present
them to you, before some of them were yet
in being. The rest are derived from your

own merit, the exactness of your judgment
in poetry, and the candor of your nature,
easy to forgive some trivial faults, when
they come accompanied with countervail-
ing beauties. But, after all, though these
are your equitable claims to a dedication
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from other poets, yet I must acknowledge
a bribe in the case, which is your particu-
lar liking of my verses. 'Tis a vanity com-
mon to all writers to overvalue their own
productions; and ’tis better for me to
own this failing in myself than the world
to do it for me. For what other reason have
I spent my life in so unprofitable a study?
why am I grown old in seeking so bar-
ren a reward as fame? The same parts
and application which have made me a
poet might have raised me to any honors
of the gown, which are often given to
men of as little learning and less honesty
than myself. No government has ever
been, or ever can be, wherein timeservers
and blockheads will not be uppermost. The
persons are only changed, but the same
jugglings in state, the same hypocrisy
in religion, the same self-interest and
mismanagement will remain for ever.
Blood and money will be lavished in all
ages, only for the preferment of new
faces, with old consciences. There is too
often a jaundice in the eyes of great
men; they see not those whom they raise
in the same colors with other men. All
whom they affect look golden to them,
when the gilding is only in their own dis-

Thus the corruption of a poet is the gen-
eration of a critic; I mean of a critic in
the general acceptation of this age; for
formerly they were quite another species
of men. They were defenders of poets,
and commentators on their works; to il-
lustrate obscure beauties; to place some
passages in a better light; to redeem others
from malicious interpretations; to help

oout an author’s modesty, who is not osten-

tatious of his wit; and, in short, to shield
him from the ill-nature of those fellows
who were then called Zoili and Momi,
and now take upon themselves the ven-
erable name of censors. But neither Zoilus,
nor he who endeavored to defame Virgil,
were ever adopted into the name of critics
by the ancients; what their reputation was
then, we know; and their successors in

20 this age deserve no better. Are our auxil-

iary forces turned our enemies? are they,
who at best are but wits of the second
order, and whose only credit amongst
readers is what they obtained by being
subservient to the fame of writers, are
these become rebels, of slaves, and
usurpers, of subjects? or, to speak in the
most honorable terms of them, are they
from our seconds bhecome principals

tempered sight. These considerations have 3 against us? Does the ivy undermine the

given me a kind of contempt for those
who have risen by unworthy ways. I am
not ashamed to be little, when I see them
so infamously great; neither do I know
why the name of poet should be dishonor-
able to me, if I am truly one, as I hope I
am; for I will never do anything that
shall dishonor it. The notions of morality
are known to all men; none can pretend

oak which supports its weakness? What
labor would it cost them to put in a better
line, than the worst of those which they
expunge in a true poet? Petronius, the
greatest wit perhaps of all the Romans, yet
when his envy prevailed upon his judg-
ment to fall on Lucan, he fell himself in
his attempt; he performed worse in his
Essay of the Civil War than the author

ignorance of those ideas which are inborn 4 of the Pharsalia; and, avoiding his errors,

in mankind; and if I see one thing, and
practise the contrary, I must be disin-
genuous not to acknowledge a clear truth,
and base to act against the light of my
own conscience. For the reputation of my
honesty, no man can question it, who has
any of his own; for that of my poetry, it
shall either stand by its own merit, or fall
for want of it. Ill writers are usually the

has made greater of his own. Julius Scali-
ger would needs turn down Homer, and
abdicate him after the possession of three
thousand years: has he succeeded in his
attempt? He has indeed shown us some
of those imperfections in him, which are
incident to humankind; but who had not
rather be that Homer than this Scaliger?
You see the same hypercritic, when he

sharpest censors; for they, as the best poet so endeavors to mend the beginning of

and the best patron said,

When in the full perfection of decay,
Turn vinegar, and come again in play.

Claudian (a faulty poet, and living in a
barbarous age) yet how short he comes of
him, and substitutes such verses of his
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own as deserve the ferula. What a cen-
sure has he made of Lucan, that “he
rather seems to bark than sing”! Would
any but a dog have made so snarling a
comparison? One would have thought he
had learned Latin as late as they tell us he
did Greek. Yet he came off, with a pace
tua, “by your good leave, Lucan”; he
called him not by those outrageous names,
of fool, booby, and blockhead: he had
somewhat more of good manners than his
successors, as he had much more knowl-
edge. We have two sorts of those gentle-
men in our nation; some of them, pro-
ceeding with a seeming moderation and
pretense of respect to the dramatic writers
of the last age, only scorn and vilify the
present poets, to set up their predecessors.
But this is only in appearance; for their
real design is nothing less than to do
honor to any man, besides themselves.
Horace took notice of such men in his
age—

Non ingeniis favet ille sepultis,
Nostra sed impugnat; nos nostraque lividus
odit.

'Tis not with an ultimate intention to
pay reverence to the Manes of Shake-
speare, Fletcher, and Ben Jonson that they
commend their writings, but to throw dirt
on the writers of this age: their declara-
tion is one thing, and their practice is
another. By a seeming veneration to our
fathers, they would thrust out us, their
lawful issue, and govern us themselves,
under a specious pretense of reformation.
If they could compass their intent, what
would wit and learning get by such a
change? If we are bad poets, they are
worse ; and when any of their woeful pieces
come abroad, the difference is so great
betwixt them and good writers that there
need no criticisms on our part to decide
it. When they describe the writers of this
age, they draw such monstrous figures of
them as resemble none of us; our pre-
tended pictures are so unlike that ’tis
evident we never sat to them: they are all
grotesque; the products of their wild
imaginations, things out of nature; so far
from being copied from us that they re-
semble nothing that ever was, or ever can
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be. But there is another sort of insects,
more venomous than the former; those
who manifestly aim at the destruction of
our poetical church and state; who allow
nothing to their countrymen, either of this
or of the former age. These attack the
living by raking up the ashes of the dead;
well knowing that if they can subvert
their original title to the stage, we who
claim under them must fall of course.
Peace be to the venerable shades of Shake-
speare and Ben Jonson! none of the living
will presume to have any competition with
them; as they were our predecessors, so
they were our masters. We trail our plays
under them; but as at the funerals of a
Turkish emperor, our ensigns are furled
or dragged upon the ground, in honor to
the dead, so we may lawfully advance our
own afterwards, to show that we suc-
ceed; if less in dignity, yet on the same
foot and title, which we think too we can
maintain against the insolence of our own
Janizaries. If I am the man, as I have
reason to believe, who am seemingly
courted, and secretly undermined, I think
I shall be able to defend myself, when I
am openly attacked; and to show, besides,
that the Greek writers only gave us the
rudiments of a stage which they never
finished; that many of the tragedies in
the former age amongst us were without
comparison beyond those of Sophocles and
Euripides. But at present I have neither
the leisure nor the means for such an
undertaking. 'Tis ill going to law for an
estate with him who is in possession of it,
and enjoys the present profits, to feed his
cause. But the quantum mutatus may be
remembered in due time. In the mean
while, I leave the world to judge who gave
the provocation.

This, my Lord, is, I confess, a long
digression, from Miscellany Poems to
modern tragedies; but I have the ordi-
nary excuse of an injured man, who will
be telling his tale unseasonably to his bet-
ters; though, at the same time, I am cer-
tain you are so good a friend as to take
a concern in all things which belong to
one who so truly honors you. And be-
sides, being yourself a critic of the genuine
sort, who have read the best authors in
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their own languages, who perfectly dis-
tinguish of their several merits, and in
general prefer them to the moderns, yet,
I know, you judge for the English trage-
dies against Greek and Latin, as well as
against the French, Italian, and Spanish,
of these latter ages. Indeed, there is a vast
difference betwixt arguing like Perrault,
in behalf of the French poets, against

our thoughts, or to the difficult variety of
our designs. However it be, I dare estab-
lish it for a rule of practice on the stage,
that we are bound to please those whom we
pretend to entertain; and that at any
price, religion and good manners only ex-
cepted. And I care not much if I give this
handle to our bad illiterate poetasters, for
the defense of their scriptions, as they call

Homer and Virgil, and betwixt giving the 10 them. There is a sort of merit in delight-

English poets their undoubted due, of ex-
celliig Aeschylus, Euripides, and Soph-
ocles. For if we, or our greater fathers,
have not yet brought the drama to an
absolute perfection, yet at least we have
carried it much further than those ancient
Greeks; who, beginning from a chorus,
could never totally exclude it, as we have
done; who find it an unprofitable en-
cumbrance, without any necessity of en-
tertaining it amongst us, and without the
possibility of establishing it here, unless
it were supported by a public charge.
Neither can we accept of those lay-bishops,
as some call them, who, under pretense of
reforming the stage, would intrude them-
selves upon us, as our superiors; being
indeed incompetent judges of what is man-
ners, what religion, and, least of all, what
is poetry and good sense. I can tell them,
in behalf of all my fellows, that when
they come to exercise a jurisdiction over
us, they shall have the stage to themselves,
as they have the laurel. As little can I grant
that the French dramatic writers excel
the English. Our authors as far surpass
them in genius as our soldiers excel theirs
in courage. 'Tis true, in conduct they sur-
pass us either way; yet that proceeds not

so much from their greater knowledge as 40

from the difference of tastes in the two
nations. They content themselves with a
thin design, without episodes, and managed
by few persons. Qur audience will not be
pleased but with variety of accidents, an
underplot, and many actors. They follow
the ancients too servilely in the mechanic
rules, and we assume too much license to
ourselves, in keeping them only in view at

ing the spectators, which is a name more
proper for them than that of auditors; or
else Horace is in the wrong when he com-
mends Lucilius for it. But these common-
places I mean to treat at greater leisure; in
the mean time submitting that little I have
said to your Lordship’s approbation, or
your censure, and choosing rather to en-
tertain you this way, as you are a judge of

20 writing, than to oppress your modesty

with other commendations; which, though
they are your due, yet would not be equally
received in this satirical and censorious
age. That which cannot, without injury,
be denied to you is the easiness of your
conversation, far from affectation or pride;
not denying even to encmies their just
praises. And this, if I would dwell on any
theme of this nature, is no vulgar com-

30 mendation to your Lordship. Without flat-

tery, my Lord, you have it in your nature
to be a patron and encourager of good
poets; but your fortune has not yet put
into your hands the opportunity of ex-
pressing it. What you will be hereafter
may be more than guessed by what you
are at present. You maintain the character
of a nobleman, without that haughtiness
which generally attends too many of the
nobility; and when you converse with
gentlemen, you forget not that you have
been of their order. You are married to
the daughter of a king, who, amongst her
other high perfections, has derived from
him a charming behavior, a winning good-
ness, and a majestic person. The Muses
and the Graces are the ornaments of your
family; while the Muse sings, the Grace
accompanies her voice: even the servants

too great a distance. But if our audience so of the Muse have sometimes had the

had their tastes, our poets could more
easily comply with them than the French
writers could come up to the sublimity of

happiness to hear her, and to receive their
inspirations from her.
I will not give myself the liberty of go-
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ing further; for ’tis so sweet to wander in
a pleasing way that I should never arrive
at my journey’s end. To keep myself from
being belated in my letter, and tiring your
attention, I must return to the place where
I was setting out. T humbly dedicate to
your Lordship my own labors in this Mis-
cellany; at the same time not arrogating to
myself the privilege of inscribing to you
the works of others who are joined with
me in this undcrtaking, over which I can
pretend no right. Your lady and you have
done me the favor to hear me rcad my
translations of Ovid; and you both seemed
not to be displeased with them. Whether
it be the partiality of an old man to his
youngest child, I know not; but they ap-
pear to me the hest of all my endeavors in
this kind. Perhaps this poet is more easy
to be translated than some others whom
I have lately attempted; perhaps, too, he
was more according to my genius. He is
certainly more palatable to the reader than
any of the Roman wits; though some of
them are more lofty, some more instruc-
tive, and others more correct. He had
learning enough to make him equal to the
best; but, as his verse came casily, he
wanted the toil of application to amend it.
He is often luxuriant both in his fancy 3o
and expressions, and, as it has lately been
observed, not always natural. If wit be
pleasantry, he has it to excess; but if it
be propriety, Lucretius, Horace, and, above
all, Virgil, are his superiors. I have said
so much of him already in my Preface to
his Heroical Lpistles that there remains
little to be added in this place. For my own
part, I have endeavored to copy his char-
acter, what I could, in this translation;
even, perhaps, further than I should have
done—to his very faults. Mr. Chapman,
in his Translation of Homer, professes to
have done it somewhat paraphrastically,
and that on set purpose; his opinion being
that a good poet is to be translated in that
manner. I remember not the reason which
he gives for it; but I suppose it is for fear
of omitting any of his excellencies. Sure
I am, that if it be a fault, ’tis much more 5o
pardonable than that of those who run into

the other extreme of a literal and close

translation, where the poet is confined so
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straitly to his author’s words that he wants
elbow-room to express his elegancies. He
leaves him obscure; he leaves him prose,
where he found him verse; and no better
than thus has Ovid been served by the so-
much-admired Sandys. This is at least
the idea which I have remaining of his
translation; for I never read him since I
was a hoy. They who take him upon con-
tent, from the praises which their fathers
gave him, may inform their judgment by
reading him again, and see (if they under-
stand the original) what is become of
Ovid’s poetry in his version; whether it
be not all, or the greatest part of it, evap-
orated. But this proceeded from the wrong
judgment of the age in which he lived.
They neither knew good verse, nor loved
it; they were scholars, ’tis true, but they
were pedants; and for a just reward of
their pedantic pains, all their translations
want to be translated into English.

If I flatter not myself, or if my friends
have not flattered me, I have given my
author’s sense for the most part truly; for,
to mistake sometimes is incident to all
men; and not to follow the Dutch com-
mentators always may be forgiven to a
man who thinks them, in the general, hecavy
gross-witted fellows, fit only to gloss on
their own dull poets. But I leave a further
satire on their wit till I have a better
opportunity to show how much I love and
honor them. I have likewise attempted to
restore Ovid to his native sweetness, easi-
ness, and smoothness; and to give my
poetry a kind of cadence, and, as we call
it, a run of verse, as like the original as
the English can come up to the Latin. As
he seldom uses any synalcephas, so I have
endeavored to avoid them as often as I
could. I have likewise given him his own
turns, both on the words and on the
thought; which I cannot say are in-
imitable, because I have copied them, and
so may others, if they use the same dili-
gence; but certainly they are wonderfully
graceful in this poet. Since I have named
the synalepha, which is the cutting off
one vowel immediately before another, I
will give an example of it from Chapman's
Homer, which lies before me, for the bene-
fit of those who understand not the Latin
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prosodia. *Tis in the first line of the argu-
ment to the first Iliad—

Apollo’s priest to th’ Argive fleet doth bring, etc.

There we see he makes it not the Argive,
but th’ Argive, to shun the shock of the
two vowels, immediately following each
other. But in his second argument, in
the same page, he gives a bad example of
the quite contrary kind—

Alpha the pray'r of Chryses sings:
The army’s plague, the strife of kings.

In these words, the army’s, the ending with
a vowel, and army’s beginning with another
vowel, without cutting the first, which by
it had been tI’ army’s, there remains a
most horrible ill-sounding gap betwixt
those words. I cannot say that I have
everywhere observed the rule of the
synaleepha in my translation; but where-
soever I have not, ’tis a fault in sound.
The I‘rench and the Italians have made it
an inviolable precept in their versification;
therein following the severe example of
the Latin poets. Our countrymen have not
yet reformed their poetry so far, but con-
tent themselves with following the licen-
tious practice of the Greeks; who, though
they sometimes use synalcephas, yet make
no difficulty, very often, to sound one
vowel upon another; as Homer does, in
the very first line of Alpha—
Mijuwy dede, fea, pAnidden *AxiAsjos

It is true, indeed, that, in the second line, in
these words, uvpl’ ’Ayawois, and diye
"é0nxe, the synaleepha, in revenge, is twice
observed. But it becomes us, for the sake
of euphony, rather Musas colere severiores,

-
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that in few years we shall speak and write
as barbarously as our neighbors.
Notwithstanding my haste, I cannot for-
bear to tell your Lordship that there are
two fragments of Homer translated in
this AMiscellany; one by Mr. Congreve
(whom 1 cannot mention without the
honor which is due to his excellent parts,
and that entire affection which I bear him)
and the other by myself. Both the sub-
jects are pathetical; and I am sure my
friend has added to the tenderness which
he found in the original, and without flat-
tery, surpassed his author. Yet I must
needs say this in reference to Homer, that
he is much more capable of exciting the
manly passions than those of grief and
pity. To cause admiration is, indeed, the
proper and adequate design of an epic
poem; and in that he has cxcelled even
Virgil. Yet, without presuming to arraign
our master, I may venture to affirm that
he is somewhat too talkative, and more
than somewhat too digressive. This is so
manifest that it cannot he denied in that
little parcel which I have translated, per-
haps too literally: there Andromache, in
the midst of her concernment and fright
for Hector, runs off her bias, to tell him a

"story of her pedigree, and of the lamentable

death of her father, her mother, and her
seven brothers. The devil was in Hector if
he knew not all this matter as well as she
who told it him; for she had been his bed-
fellow for many years together: and if he
knew it, then it must be confessed that
Homer, in this long digression, has rather
given us his own character than that of
the fair lady whom he paints. His dear

with the Romans, than to give into the 4o friends the commentators, who never fail

loosecness of the Grecians.

I have tired myself, and have been sum-
moned by the press to send away this
Dedication,; otherwise I had exposed some
other faults which are daily committed by
our English poets; which, with care and
observation, might be amended. For after
all, our language is both copious, signifi-
cant, and majestical, and might be reduced

him at a pinch, will needs excuse him, by
making the present sorrow of Andromache
to occasion the remembrance of all the
past; but others think that she had enough
to do with that grief which now oppressed
her, without running for assistance to
her family. Virgil, I am confident, would
have omitted such a work of supereroga-
tion. But Virgil had the gift of expressing

into a more harmonious sound. But for so much in little, and sometimes in silence;

want of public encouragement, in this Iron
Age, we are so far from making any
progress in the improvement of our tongue

for, though he yielded much to Homer in
invention, he more excelled him in his
admirable judgment. He drew the passion
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of Dido for Zneas, in the most lively
and most natural colors that are imagin-
able. Homer was ambitious enough of
moving pity, for he has attempted twice
on the same subject of Hector’s death;
first when Priam and Hecuba beheld his
corpse, which was dragged after the
chariot of Achilles; and then in the lam-
entation which was made over him when
his body was redeemed by Priam; and the
same persons again bewail his death, with
a chorus of others to help the cry. But
if this last excite compassion in you, as
I doubt not but it will, you are more
obliged to the translator than the poet;
for Homer, as I observed before, can move
rage better than he can pity. He stirs up
the irascible appetite, as our philosophers
call it; he provokes to murder, and the
destruction of God's images; he forms and
equips those ungodly man-killers whom we
poets, when we flatter them, call heroes; a
race of men who can never enjoy quiet in
themselves, till they have taken it from all
the world. This is Homer’s commendation ;
and, such as it is, the lovers of peace, or at
least of more moderate heroism, will never
envy him. But let Homer and Virgil con-
tend for the prize of honor betwixt them-
selves; I am satisfied they will never have
a third concurrent. I wish Mr. Congreve
had the leisure to translate him, and the
world the good-nature and justice to en-
courage him in that noble design, of which
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he is more capable than any man I know.
The Earl of Mulgrave and Mr. Waller,
two of the best judges of our age, have
assured me that they could never read over
the translation of Chapman without in-
credible pleasure and extreme transport.
This admiration of theirs must needs pro-
ceed from the author himself; for the
translator has thrown him down as low as
harsh numbers, improper English, and a
monstrous length of verse could carry him.
What then would he appear in the har-
monious version of one of the best writers
living in a much better age than was the
last? I mean for versification, and the art
of numbers; for in the drama we have not
arrived to the pitch of Shakespeare and
Ben Jonson. But here, my Lord, I am
forced to break off abruptly, without en-
deavoring at a compliment in the close.
This Miscellany is, without dispute, one of
the best of the kind which has hitherto
been extant in our tongue. At least, as
Sir Samuel Tuke has said before me, a
modest man may praise what is not his
own, My fellows have no need of any pro-
tection; but I humbly recommend my
part of it, as much as it deserves, to your
patronage and acceptance, and all the rest

30 to your forgiveness.

I am,
My Lord,
Your Lordship’s most obedient servant,
John Dryden.

A DISCOURSE CONCERNING THE ORIGINAL AND PROGRESS OF
SATIRE

[1693].

A man who has resolved to praise an
author, with any appearance of justice,
must be sure to take him on the strongest
side, and where he is least liable to excep-
tions. He is therefore obliged to choose
his mediums accordingly. Casaubon, who
saw that Persius could not laugh with a
becoming grace, that he was not made for
jesting, and that a merry conceit was not
his talent, turned his feather, like an In-
dian, to another light, that he might give

it the better gloss. Moral doctrine, says he,
and urbanity, or well-mannered wit, are
the two things which constitute the Roman
satire; but of the two, that which is most
essential to this poem, and is, as it were,
the very soul which animates it, is the
scourging of vice, and exhortation to vir-
tue. Thus wit, for a good reason, is al-
ready almost out of doors; and allowed

o only for an instrument, a kind of tool, or

a weapon, as he calls it, of which the
satirist makes use in the compassing of
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his design. The end and aim of our three
rivals is consequently the same. But by
what methods they have prosecuted their
intention is further to be considered. Satire
is of the nature of moral philosophy, as
being instructive: he, therefore, who in-
structs most usefully will carry the palm
from his two antagonists. The philosophy
in which Persius was educated, and which
he professes through his whole book, is r
the Stoic; the most noble, most generous,
most beneficial to humankind, amongst all
the sects, who have given us the rules of
ethics, thereby to form a severe virtue in
the soul; to raise in us an undaunted cour-
age against the assaults of fortune; to
esteem as nothing the things that are with-
out us, because they are not in our power;
not to value riches, beauty, honors, fame,
or health, any further than as conveniences,
and so many helps to living as we ought,
and doing good in our generation. In short,
to be always happy, while we possess our
minds with a good conscience, are free
from the slavery of vices, and conform
our actions and conversations to the rules
of right reason. See here, my Lord, an
epitome of Epictetus; the doctrine of Zeno,
and the education of our Persius. And this
he expressed, not only in all his satires, 30
but in the manner of his life. I will not
lessen this commendation of the Stoic
philosophy by giving you an account of
some absurdities in their doctrine, and
some perhaps impieties, if we consider
them by the standard of Christian faith.
Persius has fallen into none of them; and
thereforc is free from those imputations.
What he teaches might be taught from
pulpits, with more profit to the audience 4
than all the nice speculations of divinity,
and controversies concerning faith; which
are more for the profit of the shepherd
than for the edification of the flock. Pas-
sions, interest, ambition, and all their
bloody consequences of discord and of war,
are banished from this doctrine. Here is
nothing proposed but the quiet and tran-
quillity of the mind; virtue lodged at home,
and afterwards diffused in her general ef-
fects, to the improvement and good of
humankind. And therefore I wonder not
that the present Bishop of Salisbury has rcc-
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ommended this our author, and the Tenth
Satire of Juvenal, in his Pastoral Letter,
to the serious perusal and practice of the
divines in his diocese, as the best common-
places for their sermons, as the storehouses
and magazines of moral virtues, from
whence they may draw out, as they have
occasion, all manner of assistancg for the
accomplishment of & virtuous life, which
the Stoics have assigned for the great end
and perfection of mankind. Herein, then,
it is, that Persius has excelled both Juvenal
and Horace. He sticks to his own philos-
ophy ; he shifts not sides, like Horace, who
is sometimes an Epicurean, sometimes a
Stoic, sometimes an Eclectic, as his pres-
ent humor leads him; nor declaims like
Juvenal against vices, more like an orator
than a philosopher. Persius is everywhere
the same; true to the dogmas of his mas-
ter. What he has learnt, he teaches vehe-
mently; and what he teaches, that he
practises himself. There is a spirit of sin-
cerity in all he says; you may easily dis-
cern that he is in earnest, and is persuaded
of that truth which he inculcates. In this
I am of opinion that he excels Horace,
who is commonly in jest, and laughs while
he instructs; and is equal to Juvenal, who
was as honest and serious as Persius, and
more he could not be.

Hitherto I have followed Casaubon, and
enlarged upon him, because I am satisfied
that he says no more than truth; the rest
is almost all frivolous. For he says that
Horace, being the son of a tax-gatherer, or
a collector, as we call it, smells everywhere
of the meanness of his birth and education:
his conceits are vulgar, like the subjects of
his satires; that he does plebeium sapere,
and writes not with that elevation which
becomes a satirist: that Persius, being
nobly born, and of an opulent family, had
likewise the advantage of a better master;
Cornutus being the most learned of his
time, a man of the most holy life, a chief of
the Stoic sect himself, and in probability
a coadjutor of Persius: that, as for Ju-
venal, he was long a declaimer, came late
to poetry, and has not been much conver-
sant in philosophy.

'Tis granted that the father of Horace
was libertinus, that is, one degree removed
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from his grandfather, who had been once
a slave. But Horace, speaking of him,
gives him the best character of a father
which I ever read in history; and I wish
a witty friend of mine, now living, had
such another. He bred him in the best
school, and with the best company of
young noblemen; and Horace, by his grati-
tude to his memory, gives a certain testi-
mony that his cducation was ingenuous.
After this, he formed himself abroad, by
the conversation of great men. Brutus
found him at Athens, and was so pleased
with him that he took him thence into the
army, and made him tribunus militum, a
colonel in a legion, which was the pre-
ferment of an old soldier. All this was
before his acquaintance with Muiecenas,
and his introduction into the court of
Augustus, and the familiarity of that great
emperor ; which, had he not heen well-bred
before, had been enough to civilize his
conversation, and render him accomplished
and knowing in all the arts of complacency
and good behavior; and, in short, an agree-
able companion for the retired hours and
privacies of a favorite, who was first
minister. So that, upon the whole matter,
Persius may be acknowledged to be equal
with him in those respects, though better
born, and Juvenal inferior to both. If the
advantage be anywhere, tis on the side of
Horace; as much as the court of Augustus
Caesar was superior to that of Nero. As
for the subjects which they treated, it will
appear hereafter that [Horace writ not vul-
garly on vulgar subjects, nor always chose
them. IHis style is constantly accommo-
dated to his subject, cither high or low.
If his fault be too much lowness, that of
Persius is the fault of the hardness of his
metaphors, and obscurity: and so they are
equal in the failings of their style; where
Juvenal manifestly triumphs over both of
them.

The comparison betwixt Horace and
Juvenal is more difficult; because their
forces were more equal. A dispute has al-
ways been, and ever will continue, betwixt
the favorers of the two poets. Non nostrum
est tantas componere lites. 1 shall only
venture to give my own opinion, and leave it
for better judges to determine. If it be
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only argued in general which of them was
the better poet, the victory is already
gained on the side of Horace. Virgil him-
self must yield to him in the delicacy of
his turns, his choice of words, and per-
haps the purity of his Latin. He who says
that Pindar is inimitable is himself in-
imitable in his Odes. But the contention
betwixt these two great masters is for the

1o prize of satire; in which controversy all the
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Odes and Epodes of Horace are to stand
excluded. I say this, because Horace has
written many of them satirically, against
his private cnemies; yet these, if justly
considered, are somewhat of the nature of
the Greek Silli, which were invectives
against particular sects and persons. But
Horace had purged himself of this choler
hefore he entered on those discourses which
are more properly called the Roman Satire.
He has not now to do with a Lyce, a
Canidia, a Cassius Severus, or a Menas;
but is to correct the vices and the follies
of his time, and to give the rules of a
happy and virtuous life. In a word, that
former sort of satire which is known in
England by the name of lampoon is a
dangerous sort of weapon, and for the
most part unlawful. We have no moral
right on the reputation of other men. "Tis
taking from them what we cannot restore
to them. There are only two reasons for
which we may be permitted to write
lampoons ; and I will not promise that they
can always justify us. The first is re-
venge, when we have been affronted in the
same nature, or have been any ways no-
toriously abused, and can make ourselves
no other reparation. And yet we know that,
in Christian charity, all offenses are to be
forgiven, as we expect the like pardon for
those which we daily commit against Al-
mighty God. And this consideration has
often made me tremble when I was saying
our Savior's prayer; for the plain condi-
tion of the forgiveness which we beg is the
pardoning of others the offenses which
they have done to us; for which reason I
have many times avoided the commission
of that fault, even when I have been no-
toriously provoked. Let not this, my Lord,
pass for vanity in me; for it is truth. More
libels have been written against me than
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almost any man now living ; and I had rea-
son on my side, to have defended my own
innocence. I speak not of my poetry, which
I have wholly given up to the critics: let
them use it as they please: posterity, per-
haps, may be more favorable to me; for
interest and passion will lie buried in an-
other age, and partiality and prejudice be
forgotten. I speak of my morals, which
have been sufficiently aspersed: that only
sort of reputation ought to be dear to every
honest man, and is to me. But let the world
witness for me that I have been often
wanting to myself in that particular; I
have seldom answered any scurrilous lam-
poon, when it was in my power to have ex-
posed my encmies: and, being naturally
vindicative, have suffered in silence, and
possessed my soul in quiet.

Anything, though never so little, which
a man speaks of himself, in my opinion, is
still too much; and therefore I will waive
this subject, and proceed to give the second
reason which may justify a poet when he
writes against a particular person; and
that is, when he is become a public nui-
sance. All those whom Horace in his
Satires, and Persius and Juvenal, have
mentioned in theirs, with a brand of in-
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famy, are wholly such. 'Tis an action of s

virtue to make examples of vicious men.
They may and ought to be upbraided with
their crimes and follies; both for their
own amendment, if they are not yet incor-
rigible, and for the terror of others, to
hinder them from falling into those enor-
mities which they see are so severely pun-
ished in the person of others. The first rea-
son was only an excuse for revenge; but

this second is absolutely of a poet’s office 4

to perform: but how few lampooners are
there now living, who are capable of this
duty! When they come in my way, ’tis
impossible sometimes to avoid reading
them. But, good God! how remote they
are, in common justice, from the choice of
such persons as are the proper subject of
satire! And how little wit they bring for
the support of their injustice! The weaker

sex is their most ordinary theme; and the so

best and fairest are sure to be the most
severely handled. Amongst men, those who
are prosperously unjust are entitled to a
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panegyric; but afflicted virtue is insolently
stabbed with all manner of reproaches.
No decency is considered, no fulsomeness
omitted; no venom is wanting, as far as
dulness can supply it. For there is a per-
petual dearth of wit; a barrenness of good
sense and entertainment, The neglect of
the rcaders will soon put an end to this sort
of scribbling. There can be no pleasantry
where there is no wit; no impression can
be made where there is no truth for the
foundation. To conclude: they are like the
fruits of the earth in this unmatural sea-
son; the corn which held up its head is
spoiled with rankness; but the greater part
of the harvest is laid along, and little of
good income and wholesome nourishment
is received into the barns, This is almost a
digression, I confess to your Lordship; but
a just indignation forced it from me. Now
I have removed this rubbish, 1 will return
to the comparison of Juvenal and Horace.

I would willingly divide the palm be-
twixt them, upon the two heads of profit
and delight, which are the two ends of
poetry in general. It must be granted by
the favorers of Juvenal that Horace is the
more copious and profitable in his instruc-
tions of human life; but, in my particular
opinion, which I set not up for a standard
to better judgments, Juvenal is the more
delightful author. I am profited by both, I
am pleased with hoth; but 1 owe more to
Horace for my instruction, and more to
Juvenal for my pleasure. This, as I said, is
my particular taste of these two authors:
they who will have cither of them to excel
the other in both qualitics can scarce give
better rcasons for their opinion than 1 for
mine. But all unbiased rcaders will con-
clude that my moderation is not to be con-
demned: to such impartial men I must ap-
peal; for they who have alrcady formed
their judgment may justly stand suspected
of prejudice; and though all who are my
readers will set up to be my judges, I enter
my caveat against them, that they ought
not so much as to he of my jury; or, if
they be admitted, ’tis but reason that they
should first hear what I have to urge in
defense of my opinion.

That Horace is somewhat the better in-
structor of the two is proved from hence,
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that his instructions are more general,
Juvenal’s more limited. So that, granting
that the counsels which they give are
equally good for moral use, Horace, who
gives the most various advice, and most
applicable to all occasions which can occur
to us in the course of our lives—as includ-
ing in his discourses, not only all the rules
of morality, but also of civil conversation
—is undoubtedly to be preferred to him
who is more circumscribed in his instruc-
tions, makes them to fewer people, and on
fewer occasions, than the other. I may be
pardoned for using an old saying, since
'tis true, and to the purpose: Bonum quo
communius, eo melius. Juvenal, excepting
only his First Satire, is in all the rest con-
fined to the exposing of some particular
vice; that he lashes, and there he sticks.
His sentences are truly shining and in-
structive; but they are sprinkled here and
there. Horace is teaching us in every line,
and is perpetually moral: he has found out
the skill of Virgil, to hide his sentences; to
give you the virtue of them, without show-
ing them in their full extent; which is the
ostentation of a poet, and not his art: and
this Petronius charges on the authors of
his time, as a vice of writing which was

This was the commendation which Persius
gave him: where, by vitium, he means
those little vices which we call follies, the
defects of human understanding, or, at
most, the peccadillos of life, rather than
the tragical vices, to which men are hur-
ried by their unruly passions and ex-
orbitant desires. But in the word omne,
which is universal, he concludes with me,

1o that the divine wit of Horace left nothing

untouched ; that he entered into the inmost
recesses of nature; found out the imper-
fections even of the most wise and grave,
as well as of the common people; discov-
ering, even in the great Trebatius, to whom
he addresses the First Satire, his hunting
after business, and following the court, as
well as in the persecutor Crispinus, his im-
pertinence and importunity. 'Tis true, he

2 exposes Crispinus openly, as a common

nuisance; but he rallies the other, as a
friend, more finely. The exhortations of
Persius are confined to noblemen; and the
Stoic philosophy is that alone which he
recommends to them; Juvenal exhorts
to particular virtues, as they are opposed to
those vices against which he declaims; but
Horace laughs to shame all follies, and in-
sinuates virtue rather by familiar exam-

then growing on the age: ne senfentic o ples than by the severity of precepts.

extra corpus orationis emincant: he would
have them weaved into the body of the
work, and not. appear embossed upon it,
and striking directly on the reader's view.
Folly was the proper quarry of Horace,
and not vice; and as there are but few no-
toriously wicked men, in comparison with
a shoal of fools and fops, so 'tis a harder
thing to make a man wisc than to make
him honest; for the will is only to be re-
claimed in the one, but the understanding
is to be informed in the other. There are
blind sides and follies, even in the pro-
fessors of moral philosophy; and there is
not any one sect of them that Horace has
not exposed: which, as it was not the de-
sign of Juvenal, who was wholly employed
in lashing vices, some of them the most
enormous that can be imagined, so, per-
haps, it was not so much his talent.

Omne vafer vitium ridents Flaccus amico
Tangit, et admissus circum pracordia ludit.

This last consideration seems to incline
the balance on the side of Horace, and to
give him the preference to Juvenal, not
only in profit, but in pleasure. But, after
all, I must confess that the delight which
Horace gives me is but languishing. Be
pleased still to understand that I speak of
my own taste only: he may ravish other
men; but I am too stupid and insensible to

40 be tickled. Where he barely grins himself,

and, as Scaliger says, only shows his white
teeth, he cannot provoke me to any laughter.
His urbanity, that is, his good manners, are
to be commended, but his wit is faint; and
his salt, if I may dare to say so, almost in-
sipid. Juvenal is of a more vigorous and
masculine wit; he gives me as much pleas-
ure as I can bear; he fully satisfies my ex-
pectation; he treats his subject home: his

so spleen is raised, and he raises mine: I have

the pleasure of concernment in all he says;
he drives his reader along with him; and
when he is at the end of his way, 1 will-
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ingly stop with him. If he went another
stage, it would be too far; it would make a
journey of a progress, and turn delight
into fatigue. When he gives over, it is a
sign the subject is exhausted, and the wit
of man can carry it no further. If a fault
can be justly found in him, ’tis that he is
sometimes too luxuriant, too redundant;
says more than he needs, like my friend
the Plain Dealer, but never more than
pleases. Add to this, that his thoughts are as
just as those of Horace, and much more
elevated. His expressions are sonorous and
more noble; his verse more numerous, and
his words are suitable to his thoughts, sub-
lime and lofty. All these contribute to the
pleasure of the rcader; and the greater the
soul of him who reads, his transports are
the greater. Horace is always on the amble,
Juvenal on the gallop; but his way is per-
petually on carpet ground. He goes with
more impetuosity than Horace, but as se-
curely; and the swiftness adds a more
lively agitation to the spirits. The low
style of Horace is according to his subject,
that is, generally groveling. I question not
but he could have raised it; for the First
Epistle of the Second Book, which he
writes to Augustus (a most instructive
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satire concerning poetry) is of so much 3o

dignity in the words, and of so much ele-
gancy in the numbers, that the author
plainly shows the sermo pedestris, in his
other Satires, was rather his choice than
his necessity. He was a rival to Lucilius,
his predecessor, and was resolved to sur-
pass him in his own manner. Lucilius, as
we see by his remaining fragments, minded
neither his style, nor his numbers, nor his

purity of words, nor his run of verse. 4

Horace therefore copes with him in that
humble way of satire, writes under his
own force, and carries a dead-weight, that
he may match his competitor in the race.
This, I imagine, was the chief reason why
he minded only the clearness of his satire,
and the cleanness of expression, without
ascending to those heights to which his
own vigor might have carried him. But,
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cessor. He could not give an equal pleas-
ure to his reader, because he used not
equal instruments. The fault was in the
tools, and not in the workman. But versi-
fication and numbers are the greatest
pleasures of poetry: Virgil knew it, and
practised both so happily that, for aught I
know, his greatest excellency is in his dic-
tion. In all other parts of poetry, he is
faultless; but in this he placed his chief
perfection. And give me leave, my Lord,
since I have here an apt occasion, to say
that Virgil could have written sharper
satires than either Horace or Juvenal, if
he would have employed his talent that
way. I will produce a verse and half of
his, in one of his Eclogues, to justify my
opinion; and with commas after every
word, to show that he has given almost as
many lashes as he has written syllables.
"Tis against a bad poet, whose ill verses he
describes :

. non tu, i trivits, indocte, solebas
Stridenti, miserum, stipula disperdere carmen?

But to return to my purpose: when there
is anything deficient in numbers and
sound, the reader is uneasy and unsatis-
fied; he wants something of his comple-
ment, desires somewhat which he finds
not: and this being the manifest defect of
Horace, 'tis no wonder that, finding it sup-
plied in Juvenal, we are more delighted
with him. And, besides this, the sauce of
Juvenal is more poignant, to create in us
an appetite of reading him. The meat of
Horace is more nourishing; hLut the cook-
ery of Juvenal more exquisite: so that,
granting Horace to be the more general
philosopher, we cannot deny that Juvenal
was the greater poet, I mean in satire.
His thoughts are sharper; his indignation
against vice is more vehement; his spirit
has more of the commonwealth genius; he
treats tyranny, and all the vices attending
it, as they deserve, with the utmost rigor:
and consequently, a noble soul is better
pleased with a zealous vindicator of Ro-
man liberty, than with a temporising poet,

limiting his desires only to the conquest of soa well-mannered court-slave, and a man

Lucilius, he had his ends of his rival, who
lived before him; but made way for a new
conquest over himself, by Juvenal, his suc-

who is often afraid of laughing in the
right place; who is ever decent, because he
is naturally servile. After all, Horace had
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the disadvantage of the times in which he
lived; they were better for the man, but
worse for the satirist. 'Tis generally said
that those enormous vices which were
practised under the reign of Domitian
were unknown in the time of Augustus
Cwsar; that therefore Juvenal had a
larger field than Horace. Little follies were
out of doors when oppression was to be
scourged instead of avarice: it was no
longer time to turn into ridicule the false
opinions of philosophers when the Roman
liberty was to be asserted. There was more
need of a Brutus in Domitian’s days, to
redeem or mend, than of a Horace, if he
had then been living, to laugh at a fly-
catcher. This reflection at the same time
excuses Horace, but exalts Juvenal. I have
ended, before I was aware, the comparison
of Horace and Juvenal, upon the topics of
instruction and delight; and, indeed, I may
safely here conclude that commonplace;
for, if we make Ilorace our minister of
state in satire, and Juvenal of our private
pleasures, I think the latter has no ill bar-
gain of it. Let profit have the pre-eminence
of honor, in the end of poctry. Pleasure,
though but the second in degree, is the first
in favor. And who would not choose to be
loved better, rather than to be more
esteemed? But I am entered already upon
another topic, which concerns the particu-
lar merits of these two satirists. Ilowever,
I will pursue my business where T left it,
and carry it farther than that common ob-
servation of the several ages in which
these authors flourished.

When Horace writ his Satires, the mon-
archy of his Cwesar was in its newness, and
the government but just made casy to the 4o
conquered people. They could not possibly
have forgotten the usurpation of that
prince upon their freedom, nor the violent
methods which he had used in the com-
passing that vast design: they yet remem-
bered his proscriptions, and the slaughter
of so many noble Romans, their defenders:
amongst the rest, that horrible action of
his when he forced Livia from the arms of
her husband, who was constrained to sce so
her married, as Dion relates the story, and,
big with child as she was, conveyed to the
bed of his insulting rival. The same Dion
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Cassius gives us another instance of the
crime before mentioned; that Cornelius
Sisenna being reproached, in full senate,
with the licentious conduct of his wife, re-
turned this answer, that he had married
her by the counsel of Augustus, intimat-
ing, says my author, that Augustus had
obliged him to that marriage, that he
might, under that covert, have the more
free access to her. Ilis adulteries were still
before their eyes: but they must be patient
where they had not power. In other things
that emperor was modecrate enough: pro-
priety was generally secured; and the peo-
ple entertained with public shows and dona-
tives, to make them more easily digest their
lost liberty. But Augustus, who was con-
scious to himself of so many crimes which
he had committed, thought, in the first
place, to provide for his own reputation,
by making an edict against lampoons and
satires, and the authors of those defama-
tory writings which my author Tacitus,
from the law-term, calls famosos libellos.
In the first book of his Annals, he gives
the following account of it, in these
words: Primus Augustus cognitionem de
famosis libellis, specie legis ejus, tractavit;
commotus Cassit Severt libidine, qua viros
faminasque illustres procacibus scriptis
diffamaverat. Thus in English: “Augustus
was the first who under the color of that
law took cognizance of lampoons; being
provoked to it by the petulancy of Cassius
Severus, who had defamed many illustri-
ous persons of both sexes in his writings.”
The law to which Tacitus refers was Lex
lese Majestatis; commonly called, for the
sake of brevity, Majestas; or, as we say,
high treason. He means not that this law
had not been enacted formerly: for it had
been made by the Decemviri, and was in-
scribed amongst the rest in the Twelve
Tables; to prevent the aspersion of the
Roman majesty, either of the pcople them-
selves, or their religion, or their magis-
trates: and the infringement of it was cap-
ital; that is, the offender was whipped to
death, with the fasces, which were borne
before their chief officers of Rome. But
Augustus was the first who restored that
intermitted law. By the words under color
of that law, he insinuates that Augustus



JOHN DRYDEN"

caused it to be executed on pretense of
those libels which were written by Cassius
Severus against the nobility; but, in truth,
to save himself from such defamatory
verses. Suetonius likewise makes mention
of it thus: Sparsos de se in curia famosos
libellos, nec expavit, et magna cura redar-
guit. Ac ne requisitis quidem auctoribus,
id modo censuit, cognoscendum posthac de
tis qui libcllos aut carmina ad infamiam 1
cujuspiam sub alieno nomine cdant. *‘Au-
gustus was not afraid of libels,” says that
author; ‘““yet he took all care imaginable
to have them answered; and then decreed
that for the time to come the authors of
them should be punished.” But Aurelius
makes it yet more clear, according to my
sense, that this emperor for his own sake
durst not permit them: Fecit id Augustus
in speciem, ut quasi gratificarctur populo
Romano, et primoribus urbis; sed revera
ut sibi consulcret: nam habuit in animo,
comprimere mimiam quorundam procact-
tatem in loquendo, a qua nec ipse exemptus
fuit. Nam suo nomine compescere erat in-
vidiosum, sub alieno facile et utle. Irgo
specie legis tractavit, quasi populi Romani
majestas infamaretur. This, 1 think, is a
sufficient comment on that passage of
Tacitus. I will add only by the way that
the whole family of the Cwsars, and all
their relations, were included in the law;
because the majesty of the Romans, in the
time of the empire, was wholly in that
house; omnia Cesar erat: they were all ac-
counted sacred who belonged to him. As
for Cassius Severus, he was contemporary
with Horace; and was the same poet
against whom he writes in his Epodes,
under this title, In Cassinm Severum male- 40
dicum poctam; perhaps intending to kill
two crows, according to our proverbh, with
one stone, and revenge both himself and
his emperor together.

From hence I may reasonably conclude
that Augustus, who was not altogether so
good as he was wise, had some by-respect
in the enacting of this law; for to do any-
thing for nothing was not his maxim,
Horace, as he was a courtier, complied 5
with the interest of his master; and, avoid-
ing the lashing of greater crimes, confined
himself to the ridiculing of petty vices and

o
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common follies; excepting only some re-
served cases, in his Odes and Epodes, of his
own particular quarrels, which either with
permission of the magistrate, or without it,
every man will revenge, though I say not
that he should: for prior lesit is a good
excuse in the civil law, if Christianity had
not taught us to forgive. However, he was
not the proper man to arraign great vices,
at least if the stories which we hear of
him are true, that he practised some, which
I will not here mention, out of honor to
him. It was not for a Clodius to accuse
adulterers, especially when Augustus was
of that number; so that though his age was
not exempted from the worst of villainies,
there was no {rcedom left to reprehend
them by reason of the edict; and our poet
was not fit to represent them in an odious
character, because himself was dipt in the
same actions. Upon this account, without
further insisting on the different tempers
of Juvenal and Horace, I conclude that the
subjects which Horace chose for satire are
of a lower nature than those of which
Juvenal has written.

Thus I have treated, in a new method,
the comparison betwixt Ilorace, Juvenal,
and Persius; somewhat of this particular
manner belonging to all of them is yet re-
maining to be considered. Persius was
grave, and particularly opposed his gravity
to lewdness, which was the predominant
vice in Nero's court, at the time when he
published his Satires, which was before
that emperor fell into the excess of cruelty.
Horace was a mild admonisher, a court-
satirist, fit for the gentle times of Augus-
tus, and more fit, for the recasons which I
have already given. Juvenal was as proper
for his times as they for theirs; his was an
age that deserved a more severe chastise-
ment; vices were more gross and open,
more flagitious, more cncouraged by the
example of a tyrant, and more protected
by his authority. Therefore, wheresoever
Juvenal mentions Nero, he means Do-
mitian, whom he dares not attack in his
own person, but scourges him by proxy.
Heinsius urges in praise of Horace that,
according to the ancient art and law of
satire, it should be nearer to comedy than
tragedy; not declaiming against vice, but
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only laughing at it. Neither Persius nor
Juvenal were ignorant of this, for they had
both studied Horace. And the thing itself
is plainly true. But as they had read Hor-
ace, they had likewise read Lucilius, of
whom Persius says secuit urbem; . . . et
genuinum fregit in illis; meaning Mutius
and Lupus; and Juvenal also mentions him
in these words: Ense welut stricto, quoties
Lucilius ardens infremuit, etc. So that they
thought the imitation of Lucilius was more
proper to their purpose than that of
Horace. “They changed satire,” says
Holyday, “but they changed it for the
better; for the business being to reform
great vices, chastisement goes further than
admonition; whereas a perpetual grin, like
that of Horace, does rather anger than
amend a man.”

Thus far that learned critic, Barten
Holyday, whose interpretation and illustra-
tions of Juvenal are as excellent as the
verse of his translation and his English
are lame and pitiful. For ’tis not enough
to give us the meaning of a poet, which I
acknowledge him to have performed most
faithfully, but he must also imitate his
genius and his numbers, as far as the Eng-
lish will come up to the elegance of the
original. In few words, 'tis only for a poet
to translate a poem. Holyday and Stapyl-
ton had not enough considered this, when
they attempted Juvenal: but I forbear re-
flections; only I beg leave to take notice
of this sentence, where Holyday says, “a
perpetual grin, like that of Horace, rather
angers than amends a man.” I cannot give
him up the manner of Horace in low satire
so easily. Let the chastisement of Juvenal
be never so necessary for his new kind of
satire; let him declaim as wittily and
sharply as he pleases; yet still the nicest
and most delicate touches of satire consist
in fine raillery. This, my Lord, is your par-
ticular talent, to which even Juvenal could
not arrive. 'Tis not reading, ’tis not imi-
tation of an author, which can produce this
fineness; it must be inborn; it must pro-
ceed from a genius, and particular way of
thinking, which is not to be taught; and
therefore not to be imitated by him who
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has it not from nature. How easy is it to
call rogue and villain, and that wittily ! But
how hard to make a man appear a fool, a
blockhead, or a knave, without using any
of those opprobrious terms! To spare the
grossness of the names, and to do the thing
yet nore severely, is to draw a full face,
and to make the nose and cheeks stand out,
and yet not to employ any depth of shad-

10 owing. This is the mystery of that noble
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trade, which yet no master can teach to his
apprentice; he may give the rules, but the
scholar is never the nearer in his practice.
Neither is it true that this fineness of
raillery is offensive. A witty man is tickled
while he is hurt in this manner, and a fool
feels it not. The occasion of an offense
may possibly be given, but he cannot take
it. If it be granted that in effect this way
does more mischief; that a man is secretly
wounded, and though he be not sensible
himself, yet the malicious world will find it
out for him; yet there is still a vast differ-
ence betwixt the slovenly butchering of a
man and the fineness of a stroke that sepa-
rates the head from the body, and leaves it
standing in its place. A man may be
capable, as Jack Ketch’s wife said of his
servant, of a plain piece of work, a bare
hanging, but to make a malefactor die
sweetly was only belonging to her husband.
I wish I could apply it to myself, if the
reader would be kind enough to think it
belongs to me. The character of Zimri in
my Absalom is, in my opinion, worth the
whole poem: it is not bloody, but it is
ridiculous enough; and he for whom it was
intended was too witty to resent it as an
injury. If I had railed, I might have suf-
fered for it justly; but I managed my own
work more happily, perhaps more dexter-
ously. I avoided the mention of great
crimes, and applied myself to the repre-
senting of blindsides, and little extrava-
gancies; to which, the wittier a man is, he
is generally the more obnoxious. It suc-
ceeded as I wished; the jest went round,
and he was laughed at in his turn who be-
gan the frolic.

. . . ) . .
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Well then, the promis’d hour is come at last;
The present age of wit obscures the past:
Strong were our sires, and as they fought they writ,
Conqu’ring with force of arms and dint of wit:
Theirs was the giant race before the Flood;
And thus, when Charles return’d, our empire stood.
Like Janus, he the stubborn soil manur’'d,
With rules of husbandry the rankness cur’d;
Tam’d us to manners, when the stage was rude,
And boist’rous English wit with art endued.
Our age was cultivated thus at length,
But what we gain’d in skill we lost in strength.
Our builders were with want of genius curst;
The second temple was not like the first;
Till you, the best Vitruvius, come at length,
Our beauties equal, but excel our strength.
Firm Doric pillars found your solid base,
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space;
Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace.
In easy dialogue is Fletcher’s praise;
He mov’d the mind, but had not pow'r to raise.
Great Jonson did by strength of judgment please,
Yet, doubling Fletcher’s force, he wants his ease.
In diff’ring talents both adorn’d their age,
One for the study, t'other for the stage.
But both to Congreve justly shall submit,
One match’d in judgment, both o’ermatch’d in wit.
In him all beauties of this age we sce,
Eth’rege his courtship, Southerne’s purity,
The satire, wit, and strength of manly Wycherley.
All this in blooming youth you have achiev'd;
Nor are your foil’d contemporaries griev'd.
So much the sweetness of your manners move,
We cannot envy you, because we love.
Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he saw
A beardless consul made against the law,
And join his suffrage to the votes of Rome,
Though he with Hannibal was overcome.
Thus old Romano bow’d to Raphael’s fame,
And scholar to the youth he taught became.

Oh that your brows my laurel had sustain’d!
Well had I been depos’d, if you had reign’d:
The father had descended for the son,
For only you are lineal to the throne.
Thus, when the state one Edward did depose,
A greater Edward in his room arose:
But now, not I, but poetry is curst;
For Tom the Second reigns like Tom the First.
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But let ’em not mistake my patron’s part

so Nor call his charity their own desert.

70

Yet this I prophesy: thou shalt be seen

(Though with some short parenthesis between)

High on the throne of wit, and, seated there,

Not mine (that’s little) but thy laurel wear.

Thy first attempt an early promise made;

That early promise this has more than paid.

So bold, yet so judiciously you dare,

That your least praise is to be regular.

Time, place, and action may with pains be wrought,

But genius must be born, and never can be taught.

This is your portion, this your native store:

Heav’n, that but once was prodigal before,

To Shakespeare gave as much ; she could not give him more.
Maintain your post: that’s all the fame you need;

Ifor ’tis impossible you should proceed.

Already I am worn with cares and age,

And just abandoning th’ ungrateful stage:

Unprofitably kept at Heav'n's expense,

I live a rent-charge on His providence :

But you, whom ev'ry Muse and Grace adorn,

Whom 1 foresee to better fortune horn,

Be kind to my remains; and oh, defend,

Against your judgment, your departed friend!

Let not th’ insulting foe my fame pursue,

But shade those laurels which descend to you:

And take for tribute what these lines express;

You merit more, nor could my love do less.

ALEXANDER’'S FEAST;
OR, THE POWER OF MUSIC
A Song in Honor of St. Cecilia’s Day: 1697
[1697].

I

*Twas at the royal feast for Persia won
By Philip's warlike son:
Aloft in awful state
The godlike hero sate
On his imperial throne;
His valiant peers were plac’d around;
Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound:
(So should desert in arms be crown’d).
The lovely Thais, by his side,
10 Sate like a blooming Eastern bride,
In flow’r of youth and beauty’s pride.

Happy, happy, happy pair!
None but the brave,
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None but the brave,
None but the brave deserves the fair.

CHORUS.

Happy, happy, happy pair!
None but the brave,

None but the brave,
None but the brave deserves the fair.

2

2 Timotheus, plac’d on high
Amid the tuneful choir,
With flying fingers touch’d the lyre:
The trembling notes ascend the sky,
And heav’nly joys inspire.
The song began from Jove,
Who left his blissful seats above,
(Such is the pow’r of mighty love).
A dragon’s fiery form belied the god:
Sublime on radiant spires he rode,
30 When he to fair Olympia press’d:
And while he sought her snowy breast,
Then round her slender waist he curl'd,
\nd stamp’d an image of himsclf, a sov'reign of the world.
The list'ning crowd admire the lofty sound,
“A present deity,” they shout around;
“A present deity,” the vaulted roofs rebound:
With ravish’d ears
The monarch hears,
Assumes the god,
Affects to nod,
And seems to shake the spheres.

CHORUS.

With ravish’d ears
The monarch hears,
Assumes the god,
Affects to nod,
And seems to shake the spheres.

3

The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung,
Of Bacchus ever fair, and ever young.
The jolly god in triumph comes;
50 Sound the trumpets, beat the drums;
Flush’d with a purple grace
He shows his honest face:
Now give the hautboys breath ; he comes, he comes,
Bacchus, ever fair and young,
Drinking joys did first ordain;
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Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure,
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure;
Rich the treasure,
Sweet the pleasure,
6 Sweet is pleasure after pain.

CHORUS.

Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure,
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure;
Rich the treasure,
Sweet the pleasure,
Sweet is pleasure after pain.

4

Sooth’d with the sound, the king grew vain;
Fought all his battles o’er again;
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew the slain.
The master saw the madness rise,
s  His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes;
And while he Heav'n and earth defied,
Chang'd his hand, and check’d his pride.
He chose a mournful Muse,
Soft pity to infuse;
He sung Darius great and good,
By too severe a fate,
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,
Fallen from his high estate,
And welt'ring in his blood;
8 Deserted at his utmost need
By those his former bounty fed;

On the bare earth expos’d he lies,
With not a friend to close his eyes.
With downcast looks the joyless victor sate,

Revolving in his alter’d soul
The various turns of chance below;
And, now and then, a sigh he stole,
And tears began to flow.

CHORUS.

Revolving in his alter’d soul
% The various turns of chance below;
And, now and then, a sigh he stole,
And tears began to flow.

5

The mighty master smil’d to see
That love was in the next degree;
*Twas but a kindred sound to move,
For pity melts the mind to love.
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Softly sweet, in Lydian measures,
Soon he sooth’d his soul to pleasures.
“War,” he sung, “is toil and trouble;
100 Honor but an empty bubble;
Never ending still beginning,
Fighting still, and still destroying:
If the world be worth thy winning,
Think, O think it worth enjoying :
Lovely Thais sits beside thee,
Take the good the gods provide thee.”
The many rend the skies with loud applause;
So Love was crown'd, but Music won the cause.
The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
110 Gaz'd on the fair
Who caus’d his care,
And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’'d and look’d,
Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again;
At length, with love and wine at once oppress’d,
The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast.

CHORUS.

The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
Gaz'd on the fair
Who caus’d his care,
And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’d and look’d,
120 Sigh'd and look’d, and sigh’d again;
At length, with love and wine at once oppress’d,
The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast.

6

Now strike the golden lyre again;
A louder yet, and yet a louder strain.
Break his bands of sleep asunder,
And rouse him, like a rattling peal of thunder.
Hark, hark, the horrid sound
Has rais’d up his head;
As wak’d from the dead,
130 And amaz’'d, he stares around.
“Revenge, revenge,” Timotheus cries,
“See the Furies arise;
See the snakes that they rear,
How they hiss in their hair,
And the sparkles that flash from their eyes!
Behold a ghastly band,
Each a torch in his hand!
Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain,
And unburied remain
140 Inglorious on the plain:
Give the vengeance due
To the valiant crew.
Behold how they toss their torches on high,

105



106 RESTORATION LITERATURE

How they point to the Persian abodes,
And glitt’ring temples of their hostile gods.”
The princes applaud with a ‘furious joy;
And the king sciz’d a flambeau with zeal to destroy ;
Thais led the way,
To light him to his prey,
150 And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy.

CHORUS.

And the king seiz’d a flambeau with zeal to destroy;
Thais led the way,
To light him to his prey,

And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy.

7

Thus long ago,
Ere heaving bellows learn’d to blow
While organs yet were mute,
Timotheus, to his breathing flute
And sounding lyre,
160 Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire.
At last divine Cecilia came,
Inventress of the vocal frame;
The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,
Enlarg’d the former narrow bounds,
And added length to solemn sounds,
With Nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before
Let old Timotheus yield the prize,
Or both divide the crown:
He rais’d a mortal to the skies;
170 She drew an angel down.

GRAND CHORUS.

At last divine Cecilia came,
Inventress of the vocal frame;

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds,
And added length to solemn sounds,

With Nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown before.
Let old Timotheus yield the prize,

Or bhoth divide the crown:
He rais'd a mortal to the skies;
180 She drew an angel down.

PREFACE TO THE FABLES
[1700].

"Tis with a poet as with a man who de-
signs to build, and is very exact, as he sup-
poses, in casting up the cost beforehand;
but, generally speaking, he is mistaken in

his account, and reckons short of the ex-
pense he first intended. He alters his mind
as the work proceeds, and will have this or
that convenience more, of which he had



JOHN DRYDEN

not thought when he began. So has it hap-
pened to me; I have built a house where I
intended but a lodge: yet with better suc-
cess than a certain nobleman, who, begin-
ning with a dog-kennel, never lived to fin-
ish the palace he had contrived.

From translating the first of Homer’s
Iliads (which I intended as an essay to the
whole work), I proceeded to the transla-
tion of the Twelfth Book of Ovid's Meta-
morphoses, because it contains, among
other things, the causes, the beginning, and
ending of the Trojan war. Here I ought in
rcason to have stopped; but the speeches of
Ajax and Ulysses lying next in my way, I
could not balk ’em. When I had compassed
them, I was so taken with the former part
of the Fifteenth Book (which is the mas-
terpiece of the whole Metamorphoses),
that I enjoined myself the pleasing task of
rendering it into English. And now [
found, by the number of my verses, that
they began to swell into a little volume,
which gave me an occasion of looking
backward on some beauties of my author
in his former books: there occurred to me
the Hunting of the Boar, Cinyras and
Myrrha, the good-natured story of Baucis
and Philemon, with the rest, which I hope
I
given them the same turn of verse which
they had in the original; and this, I may
say, without vanity, is not the talent of
every poet. He who has arrived the nearest
to it is the ingenious and learned Sandys,
the best versifier of the former age; if 1
may properly call it by that name, which
was the former part of this concluding
century. For Spenser and Fairfax both
flourished in the reign of Queen Elizabeth;
great masters in our language, and who
saw much further into the beauties of our
numbers than those who immediately fol-
lowed them. Milton was the poetical son of
Spenser, and Mr. Waller of Fairfax; for
we have our lineal descents and clans as
well as other families. Spenser more than
once insinuates that the soul of Chaucer
was transfused into his body, and that he
was begotten by him two hundred years
after his decease. Milton has acknowledged
to me that Spenser was his original; and
many besides myself have heard our fa-

20

have translated closely enough, and z
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mous Waller own that he derived the har-
mony of his numbers from Godfrey of
Bulloign, which was turned into English
by Mr. Fairfax.

But to return: having done with Ovid
for this time, it came into my mind that
our old English poet, Chaucer, in many
things resembled him, and that with no dis-
advantage on the side of the modern au-
thor, as I shall endeavor to prove when I
compare them; and as I am, and always
have been, studious to promote the honor
of my native country, so I soon resolved to
put their merits to the trial, by turning
some of The Canterbury Tales into our
language, as it is now refined; for by this
means, both the pocts being set in the
same light, and dressed in the same Eng-
lish habit, story to be compared with
story, a certain judgment may be made be-
twixt them by the reader, without obtrud-
ing my opinion on him. Or, if I seem par-
tial to my countryman and predecessor in
the laurel, the friends of antiquity are not
few; and, besides many of the learned,
Ovid has almost all the beaux, and the
whole fair sex, his declared patrons. Per-
haps T have assumed somewhat more to
myself than they allow me, because I have
adventured to sum up the evidence; but the
readers are the jury, and their privilege
remains entire, to decide according to the
merits of the cause; or, if they please, to
bring it to another hearing before some
other court. In the mecan time, to follow
the thread of my discourse (as thoughts,
according to Mr. Hobbes, have always
some conmnection), so from Chaucer 1 was
led to think on Boccace, who was not only
his contemporary, but also pursued the
same studies; wrote novels in prose, and
many works in verse; particularly is said
to have invented the octave rhyme, or
stanza of eight lines, which ever since has
been maintained by the practice of all
Italian writers who are, or at least assume
the title of, heroic poets. e and Chaucer,
among other things, had this in common,
that they refined their mother tongues; but
with this difference, that Dante had begun
to file their language, at least in verse, be-
fore the time of Boccace, who likewise re-
ceived no little help from his master
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Petrarch; but the reformation of their
prose was wholly owing to Boccace him-
self, who is yet the standard of purity in
the Italian tongue, though many of his
phrases are hecome obsolete, as in process
of time it must needs happen. Chaucer (as
you have formerly been told by our learned
Mr. Rymer) first adorned and amplified
our barren tongue from the Provengal,
which was then the most polished of all
the modern languages; but this subject has
been copiously treated by that great critic,
who deserves no little commendation from
us his countrymen. For these reasons of
time, and resemblance of genius, in Chau-
cer and Boccace, I resolved to join them in
my present work; to which I have added
some original papers of my own, which
whether they are equal or inferior to my
other poems, an author is the most im-
proper judge; and therefore I leave them
wholly to the mercy of the reader. I will
hope the best, that they will not be con-
demned; but if they should, I have the ex-
cuse of an old gentleman, who, mounting
on horseback before some ladies, when I
was present, got up somewhat heavily, but
desired of the fair spectators that they
would count fourscore and eight before
they judged him. By the mercy of God, I
am already come within twenty years of
his number; a cripple in my limbs, but
what decays are in my mind, the reader
must determine. I think myself as vigorous
as ever in the faculties of my soul, except-
ing only my memory, which is not im-
paired to any great degree; and if I lose
not more of it, I have no great reason to
complain. What judgment I had increases
rather than diminishes; and thoughts, such 4o
as they are, come crowding in so fast upon
me that my only difticulty is to choose or
to reject, to run them into verse, or to
give them the other harmony of prose: I
have so long studied and practised both
that they are grown into a habit, and be-
come familiar to me. In short, though I
may lawfully plead some part of the old
gentleman’s excuse, yet I will reserve it
till I think [ have greater need, and ask no so
grains of allowance for the faults of this
my present work hut those which are
given of course to human frailty. T will
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not trouble my reader with the shortness of
time in which I writ it, or the several in-
tervals of sickness. They who think too
well of their own performances are apt to
boast in their prefaces how little time their
works have cost them, and what other
business of more importance interfered:
but the reader will be as apt to ask the
question, why they allowed not a longer
time to make their works more perfect?
and why they had so despicable an opinion
of their judges as to thrust their in-
digested stuff upon them, as if they de-
served no better ?

With this account of my present under-
taking, I conclude the first part of this dis-
course: in the second part, as at a second
sitting, though I alter not the draught, I
must touch the same features over again,
and change the dead-coloring of the
whole. In general I will only say that I
have written nothing which savors of im-
morality or profaneness: at least, I am not
conscious to myself of any such intention.
If there happen to be found an irreverent
expression, or a thought too wanton, they
are crept into my verses through my in-
advertency: if the searchers find any in
the cargo, let them be staved or forfeited,
like counterbanded goods; at least, lct
their authors be answerable for them, as
being but imported merchandise, and not
of my own manufacture. On the other side,
I have endeavored to choose such fables,
both ancient and modern, as contain in
each of them some instructive moral;
which I could prove by induction, but the
way is tedious, and they leap foremost into
sight, without the reader’s trouble of look-
ing after them. I wish I could affirm, with
a safe conscience, that I had taken the
same care in all my formeér writings; for
it must be owned that, supposing verses are
never so beautiful or pleasing, yet, if they
contain anything which shocks religion or
good manners, they are at best what Hor-
ace says of good numbers without good
sense, Versus inopes rerum, nugeque
canore. Thus far, I hope, 1 am right in
court, without renouncing to my other
right of self-defense, where I have been
wrongfully accused, and my sense wire-
drawn into blasphemy or bawdry, as it has
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often been by a religious lawyer in a late
pleading against the stage; in which he
mixes truth with falsehood, and has not
forgotten the old rule of calumniating
strongly, that something may remain.

I resume the thread of my discourse with
the first of my translations, which was the
first Iliad of Homer. If it shall please God
to give me longer life, and moderate
health, my intentions are to translate the
whole lias; provided still that I meet with
those encouragements from the public
which may enable me to proceed in my
undertaking with some cheerfulness. And
this I dare assure the world beforehand,
that I have found, by trial, Homer a more
pleasing task than Virgil, though I say not
the translation will be less laborious; for
the Grecian is more according to my
genius than the Latin poet. In the works of
the two authors we may read their man-
ners, and natural inclinations, which are
wholly different. Virgil was of a quiet,
sedate temper; Homer was violent, im-
petuous, and full of fire. The chief talent
of Virgil was propriety of thoughts, and
ornament of words: Homer was rapid in
his thoughts, and took all the liberties, both
of numbers and of expressions, which his
language, and the age in which he lived,
allowed him. Homer’s invention was more
copious, Virgil’'s more confined; so that if
Homer had not led the way, it was not in
Virgil to have begun heroic poetry; for
nothing can be more evident than that the
Roman poem is but the second part of the
Ilias; a continuation of the same story, and
the persons already formed. The manners
of Zneas are those of Hector, superadded
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to those which Homer gave him. The ad- 4

ventures of Ulysses in the Odysseis are
imitated in the first six books of Virgil's
Zneis; and though the accidents are not
the same (which would have argued him
of a servile copying, and total barrenness
of invention), yet the seas were the same
in which both the heroes wandered; and
Dido cannot be denied to be the poetical
daughter of Calypso. The six latter books
of Virgil’s poem are the four-and-twenty
Iliads contracted; a quarrel occasioned by
a lady, a single combat, battles fought,
and a town besieged. I say not this in dero-
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gation to Virgil, neither do I contradict
anything which I have formerly said in his
just praise; for his episodes are almost
wholly of his own invention, and the form
which he has given to the telling makes the
tale his own, even though the original
story had been the same. But this proves,
however, that Homer taught Virgil to de-
sign; and if invention be the first virtue
of an epic poet, then the Latin poem can
only be allowed the second place. Mr.
Hobbes, in the preface to his own bald
translation of the Ilias (studying poetry as
he did mathematics, when it was too late),
Mr. Hobbes, I say, begins the praise of
Homer where he should have ended it. He
tells us that the first beauty of an epic
poem consists in diction; that is, in the
choice of words and harmony of numbers.
Now, the words are the coloring of the
work, which, in the order of nature, is
last to be considered. The design, the dis-
position, the manners, and the thoughts are
all before it: where any of those are want-
ing or imperfect, so much wants or is im-
perfect in the imitation of human life,
which is in the very definition of a poem.
Words, indeed, like glaring colors, are the
first beauties that arise and strike the
sight; but, if the draught be false or lame,
the figures ill-disposed, the manners ob-
scure or inconsistent, or the thoughts un-
natural, then the finest colors are but
daubing, and the piece is a beautiful mon-
ster at the best. Neither Virgil nor Homer
were deficient in any of the former beau-
ties; hut in this last, which is expression,
the Roman poet is at least equal to the Gre-
cian, as I have said elsewhere : supplying the
poverty of his language by his musical
ear, and by his diligence.

But to return: our two great poets being
so different in their tempers, one choleric
and sanguine, the other phlegmatic and
melancholic, that which makes them excel
in their several ways is that each of them
has followed his own natural inclination,
as well in forming the design as in the
execution of it. The very heroes show
their authors: Achilles is hot, impatient,
revengeful—

Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer, etc.,
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Zneas patient, considerate, careful of his
people, and merciful to his enemies; ever
submissive to the will of heaven—

... quo fata trahunt retrahuntque, sequa-
mur.

1 could please myself with enlarging on
this subject, but am forced to defer it to
a fitter time. From all I have said, T will
only draw this inference, that the action
of Homer, being more full of vigor than
that of Virgil, according to the temper of
the writer, is of consecquence more pleas-
ing to the rcader. One warms you by de-
grees; the other sets you on fire all at
once, and never intermits his heat. "Tis the
same difference which Longinus makes
betwixt the cffects of cloquence in Demos-
thenes and Tully; one persuades, the other
commands. You never cool while you read
Homer, even not in the Sccond Book (a
graceful flattery to his countrymen); but
he hastens from the ships, and concludes
not that book till he has made you an
amends by the violent playing of a new
machine. From thence he hurries on his
action with variety of events, and ends it
in less compass than two months. This
vehemence of his, I confess, is more
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Treatise of the Astrolabe, are sufficient
witnesses. But Chaucer was likewise an
astrologer, as were Virgil, Horace, Per-
sius, and Manilius. Both writ with won-
derful facility and clearness; neither were
great inventors: for Ovid only copied the
Grecian fables, and most of Chaucer’s
stories were taken from his Italian con-
temporaries, or their predecessors. Boccace

10 his Decameron was first published, and

from thence our Englishman has horrowed
many of his Canterbury Tales; yet that of
Palamon and Arcite was written, in all
probability, by some Italian wit, in a
former age, as I shall prove hereafter.
The tale of Grizild was the invention of
Petrarch; by him sent to Boccace, from
whom it came to Chaucer. Troilus and
Cressida was also written by a Lombard

20 author, but much amplified by our English

translator, as well as beautified; the genius
of our countrymen, in general, being
rather to improve an invention than to in-
vent themselves, as is evident not only in
our poetry, but in many of our manufac-
tures. I find I have anticipated already,
and taken up from Boccace before I come
to him: but there is so much less behind;
and I am of the temper of most kings, who

suitable to my temper; and, thercfore, I3 love to be in debt, are all for present

have translated his First Book with greater
pleasure than any part of Virgil; but it
was not a pleasure without pains. The con-
tinual agitations of the spirits must needs
be a weakening of any constitution, espe-
cially in age; and many pauses are re-
quired for refreshment betwixt the heats;
the Iliad of itself being a third part longer
than all Virgil's works together.

This is what I thought needful in this
place to say of Homer. I proceed to Ovid
and Chaucer; considering the former only
in relation to the latter. With Ovid ended
the golden age of the Roman tongue; from
Chaucer the purity of the English tongue
began. The manners of the poets were not
unlike. Both of them were well-bred, well-
natured, amorous, and libertine, at least
in their writings; it may be also in their
lives. Their studies were the same, philos-
ophy and philology. Both of them were
knowing in astronomy; of which Ovid's
books of the Roman Feasts, and Chaucer’s

money, no matter how they pay it after-
wards: besides, the nature of a preface is
rambling, never wholly out of the way,
nor in it. This I have learned from the
practice of honest Montaigne, and return
at my pleasure to Ovid and Chaucer, of
whom I have little more to say.

Both of them built on the inventions of
other men; yet since Chaucer had some-

4 thing of his own, as The Wife of Bath's

Tale, The Cock and the Fox, which I have
translated, and some others, I may justly
give our countryman the precedence in that
part; since I can remember nothing of
Ovid which was wholly his. Both of them
understood the manners; under which
name I comprehend the passions, and in a
larger sense, the descriptions of persons,
and their very habits. For an example, I

sosee Baucis and Philemon as perfectly be-

fore me as if some ancient painter had
drawn them; and all the pilgrims in The
Canterbury Tales, their humors, their
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features, and the very dress, as distinctly
as if I had supped with them at the Tabard
in Southwark. Yet even there, too, the
figures of Chaucer are much more lively,
and set in a better light; which though I
have not time to prove, yet I appeal to the
reader, and am sure he will clear me from
partiality. The thoughts and words remain
to be considered, in the comparison of the
two poets, and I have saved myself one-
half of the labor, by owning that Ovid lived
when the Roman tongue was in its merid-
ian, Chaucer in the dawning of our lan-
guage; therefore, that part of the compari-
son stands not on an equal foot, any more
than the diction of Ennius and Ovid, or of
Chaucer and our present English. The
words are given up, as a post not to be de-
fended in our poet, because he wanted the
modern art of fortifying. The thoughts re-
main to be considered, and they are to be
measured only by their propriety; that is,
as they flow more or less naturally from
the persons described, on such and such oc-
casions, The vulgar judges, which are nine
parts in ten of all nations, who call conceits
and jingles wit, who see Ovid full of them,
and Chaucer altogether without them, will
think me little less than mad for preferring
the Englishman to the Roman. Yet, with
their leave, I must presume to say that the
things they admire are only glittering
trifles, and so far from being witty that in
a serious poem they are nauseous, because
they are unnatural. Would any man who
is ready to die for love describe his passion
like Narcissus? Would he think of inopem
me copia fecit, and a dozen more of such
expressions, poured on the neck of one
another, and signifying all the same thing?
If this were wit, was this a time to be
witty, when the poor wretch was in the
agony of death? This is just John Little-
wit, in Bartholomew Fair, who had a con-
ceit (as he tells you) left him in his misery;
a miserable conceit. On these occasions the
poet should endeavor to raise pity; but, in-
stead of this, Ovid is tickling you to laugh.
Virgil never made use of such machines
when he was moving you to commiserate
the death of Dido: he would not destroy
what he was building. Chaucer makes
Arcite violent in his love, and unjust in the
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pursuit of it; yet, when he came to die, he
made him think more reasonably: he re-
pents not of his love, for that had altered
his character ; but acknowledges the injus-
tice of his proceedings, and resigns Emilia
to Palamon. What would Ovid have done
on this occasion? He would certainly have
made Arcite witty on his deathbed; he had
complained he was further off from pos-
session, by being so near, and a thousand
such boyisms, which Chaucer rejected as
below the dignity of the subject. They who
think otherwise would, by the same reason,
prefer Lucan and Ovid to Homer and Vir-
gil, and Martial to all four of them. As for
the turn of words, in which Ovid particu-
larly excels all poets, they are sometimes a
fault, and sometimes a beauty, as they are
used properly or improperly ; but in strong
passions always to be shunned, because
passions are serious, and will admit no
playing. The French have a high value for
them; and, I confess, they are often what
they call delicate, when they are introduced
with judgment; but Chaucer writ with
more simplicity, and followed Nature more
closely than to use them. I have thus far,
to the best of my knowledge, been an up-
right judge betwixt the parties in compe-
tition, not meddling with the design nor the
disposition of it; because the design was
not their own; and in the disposing of it
they were equal. It remains that I say
somewhat of Chaucer in particular.

In the first place, as he is the father of
English poetry, so T hold him in the same
degree of veneration as the Grecians held
Homer, or the Romans Virgil. He is a per-
petual fountain of good sense; learn’d in
all sciences; and, therefore, speaks prop-
erly on all subjects. As he knew what to
say, so he knows also when to leave off ; a
continence which is practised by few
writers, and scarcely by any of the ancients,
excepting Virgil and Horace. One of our
late great poets is sunk in his reputation
because he could never forgive any conceit
which came in his way; but swept like a
drag-net, great and small. There was
plenty enough, but the dishes were ill-
sorted ; whole pyramids of sweetmeats for
boys and women, but little of solid meat for.
men. All this proceeded not from any want
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of knowledge, but of judgment. Neither
did he want that in discerning the beauties
and faults of other poets, but only indulged
himself in the luxury of writing; and per-
haps knew it was a fault, but hoped the
reader would not find it. For this reason,
though he must always be thought a great
poet, he is no longer esteemed a good
writer; and for ten impressions which his
works have had in so many successive
years, yet at present a hundred books are
scarcely purchased once a twelvemonth;
for, as my last Lord Rochester said, though
somewhat profanely, Not being of God, he
could not stand.

Chaucer followed Nature everywhere,
but was never so bold to go beyond her;
and there is a great difference of being
poeta and mimis poeta, if we may believe
Catullus, as much as betwixt a modest be-
havior and affectation. The verse of
Chaucer, I confess, is not harmonious to
us; but 'tis like the eloquence of one whom
Tacitus commends, it was auribus istius
temporis accommodata: they who lived
with him, and some time after him, thought
it musical; and it continues so, even in our
judgment, if compared with the numbers
of Lydgate and Gower, his contemporaries:
there is the rude sweetness of a Scotch tune
in it, which is natural and pleasing, though
not perfect. "Tis true, I cannot go so far
as he who published the last edition of him;
for he would make us believe the fault is
in our ears, and that there were really ten
syllables in a verse where we find but nine:
but this opinion is not worth confuting;
'tis so gross and obvious an error that com-
mon sense (which is a rule in everything
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but matters of Faith and Revelation) must 4

convince the reader that cquality of num-
bers, in every verse which we call heroic,
was either not known, or not always prac-
tised, in Chaucer’s age. It were an easy
matter to produce some thousands of his
verses which are lame for want of half a
foot, and sometimes a whole one, and which
no pronunciation can make otherwise. We
can only say that he lived in the infancy of

our poetry, and that nothing is brought to so

perfection at the first. We must be children
before we grow men. There was an En-
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a Lucretius, before Virgil and Horace;
even after Chaucer there was a Spenser, a
Harrington, a Fairfax, before Waller and
Denham were in being; and our numbers
were in their nonage till these last ap-
peared. I need say little of his parentage,
life, and fortunecs; they are to be found at
large in all the editions of his works. He
was employed abroad, and favored by Ed-
ward the Third, Richard the Second, and
Henry the Fourth, and was poet, as I sup-
pose, to all thrce of them. In Richard’s
time, I doubt, he was a little dipt in the
rebellion of the Commons; and being
brother-in-law to John of Gaunt, it was
no wonder if he followed the fortunes of
that family; and was well with Henry the
Fourth when he had deposed his predeces-
sor. Neither is it to be admired that Henry,
who was a wise as well as a valiant prince,
who claimed by succession, and was sensi-
ble that his title was not sound, but was
rightfully in Mortimer, who had married
the heir of York; it was not to be admired,
I say, if that great politician should be
pleased to have the greatest wit of those
times in his interests, and to be the trumpet
of his praises. Augustus had given him the
example, by the advice of Macenas, who
recommended Virgil and Horace to him;
whose praises helped to make him popular
while he was alive, and after his death have
made him precious to posterity. As for the
religion of our poet, he scems to have some
little bias towards the opinions of Wycliffe,
after John of Gaunt his patron; somewhat
of which appears in the tale of Piers Plow-
man: yet I cannot blame him for inveigh-
ing so sharply against the vices of the
clergy in his age: their pride, their ambi-
tion, their pomp, their avarice, their
worldly interest, deserved the lashes which
he gave them, both in that, and in most of
his Canterbury Tales. Neither has his con-
temporary Boccace spared them: yet both
those poets lived in much esteem with good
and holy men in orders; for the scandal
which is given by particular priests reflects
not on the sacred function. Chaucer’s
Monk, his Canon, and his Friar took not
from the character of his Good Parson. A
satirical poet is the check of the laymen on

nius, and in process of time a Lucilius, and  bad priests, We are only to take care that
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we involve not the innocent with the guilty
in the same condemnation. The good can-
not be too much honored, nor the bad too
coarsely used, for the corruption of the
best becomes the worst. When a clergyman
is whipped, his gown is first taken off, by
which the dignity of his order is secured.
If he be wrongfully accused, he has his
action of slander; and ’tis at the poet's
peril if he transgress the law. But they will
tell us that all kind of satire, though never
so well deserved by particular priests, yet
brings the whole order into contempt. Is,
then, the peerage of England anything dis-
honored when a peer suffers for his
treason? If he be libelled, or any way de-
famed, he has his scandalum magnatum to
punish the offender. They who use this
kind of argument seem to be conscious to
themselves of somewhat which has de-
served the poet’s lash, and are less con-
cerned for their public capacity than for
their private; at least there is pride at the
bottom of their reasoning. If the faults of
men in orders are only to be judged among
themselves, they are all in some sort
parties; for, since they say the honor of
their order is concerned in every member
of it, how can we be sure that they will
be impartial judges? How far I may be
allowed to speak my opinion in this case,
1 know not; but I am sure a dispute of this
nature caused mischief in abundance be-
twixt a King of England and an Arch-
bishop of Canterbury; one standing up for
the laws of his land, and the other for the
honor (as he called it) of God’s Church;
which ended in the murder of the prelate,
and in the whipping of his Majesty from
post to pillar for his penance. The learned
and ingenious Dr. Drake has saved me the
labor of inquiring into the esteem and
reverence which the priests have had of
old; and I would rather extend than di-
minish any part of it: yet I must needs say
that when a priest provokes me without
any occasion given him, I have no reason,
unless it be the charity of a Christian, to
forgive him: prior lesit is justification
sufficient in the civil law. If I answer him
in his own language, self-defense, I am
sure, must be allowed me; and if I carry
it further, even to a sharp recrimination,
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somewhat may be indulged to human
frailty. Yet my resentment has not wrought
so far but that I have followed Chaucer in
his character of a holy man, and have en-
larged on that subject with some pleasure;
reserving to myself the right, if I shall
think fit hereafter, to describe another sort
of priests, such as are more easily to be
found than the Good Parson; such as have
given the last blow to Christianity in this
age, by a practice so contrary to their doc-
trine. But this will keep cold till another
time. In the mean while, I take up Chaucer
where I left him.

He must have been a man of a most won-
derful comprehensive nature, because, as
it has been truly observed of him, he has
taken into the compass of his Canterbury
Tales the various manners and humors (as
we now call them) of the whole English
nation in his age. Not a single character
has escaped him. All his pilgrims are
severally distinguished from each other;
and not only in their inclinations, but in
their very physiognomies and persons.
Baptista Porta could not have described
their natures better, than by the marks
which the poet gives them. The matter and
manner of their tales, and of their telling,
are so suited to their different educations,
humors, and callings that each of them
would be improper in any other mouth.
Even the grave and serious characters are
distinguished by their several sorts of
gravity : their discourses are such as belong
to their age, their calling, and their breed-
ing; such as are becoming of them, and of
them only. Some of his persons are vicious,
and some virtuous; some are unlearn’d, or
(as Chaucer calls them) lewd, and some
are learn’d. Even the ribaldry of the low
characters is different: the Reeve, the
Miller, and the Cook are several men, and
distinguished from each other as much as
the mincing Lady Prioress and the broad-
speaking, gap-toothed Wife of Bath. But
enough of this; there is such a variety of
game springing up before me that I am dis-
tracted in my choice, and know not which

so to follow. 'Tis sufficient to say, according

to the proverb, that here is God's plenty.
We have our forefathers and great-grand-
dames all before us, as they were in
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Chaucer’s days: their general characters
are still remaining in mankind, and even in
England, though they are called by other
names than those of Monks, and Friars,
and Canons, and Lady Abbesses, and Nuns;
for mankind is ever the same, and nothing
lost out of Nature, though everything is
altered. May I have leave to do myself the
justice (since my enemies will do me none,
and are so far from granting me to be a
good poet that they will not allow me so
much as to be a Christian, or a moral man),
may I have leave, I say, to inform my
reader that I have confined my choice to
such tales of Chaucer as savor nothing of
immodesty. If I had desired more to please
than to instruct, the Reeve, the Miller, the
Shipman, the Merchant, the Sumner, and,
above all, the Wife of Bath, in the Pro-
logue to her Tale, would have procured me
as many friends and readers as there are
beaux and ladies of pleasure in the town.
But I will no more offend against good
manners: [ am sensible as I ought to be
of the scandal [ have given by my loose
writings; and make what reparation I am
able, by this public acknowledgment. If
anything of this nature or of profaneness
be crept into these poems, T am so far from
defending it that I disown it. Totum hoc
indictum volo. Chaucer makes another
manner of apology for his broad speaking,
and Boccace makes the like; but T will fol-
low neither of them. Our countryman, in
the end of his Characters, before The Can-
terbury Tales, thus excuses the ribaldry,
which is very gross in many of his novels—

But firste, I pray you, of your courtesy,
That ye ne arrete it not my villany,
Though that I plainly speak in this mattere,
To tellen you her words, and eke her chere:
Ne though I speak her words properly,
For this ye knowen as well as I,

Who shall tellen a tale after a man,

He mote rehearse as nye as ever he can:
Everich word of it ben in his charge,
All speke he never so rudely, ne large:

Or else he mote tellen his tale untrue,

Or feine things, or find words new :

He may not spare, altho he were his brother,
He mote as wel say o word as another.

Crist spake himself ful broad in holy Writ,
And well I wote no villany is it,
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Eke Plato saith, who so can him rede,
The words mote been cousin to the dede.

Yet if a man should have inquired of
Boccace or of Chaucer what need they had
of introducing such characters, where ob-
scene words were proper in their mouths,
but very indecent to be heard, I know not
what answer they could have made; for
that reason, such tales shall be left untold
by me. You have here a specimen of
Chaucer’s language, which is so obsolete
that his sense is scarce to be understood;
and you have likewise more than one ex-
ample of his unequal numbers, which were
mentioned before. Yet many of his verses
consist of ten syllables, and the words not
much behind our present English: as for
example, these two lines, in the description
of the Carpenter’s young wife—

Wincing she was, as is a jolly colt,
Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt.

I have almost done with Chaucer, when
I have answered some objections relating
to my present work. I fina some people are
offended that I have turned these tales into
modern English; because they think them
unworthy of my pains, and look on Chaucer
as a dry, old-fashioned wit, not worth re-
viving. I have often heard the late Earl
of Leicester say that Mr. Cowley himself
was of that opinion; who, having read him
over at my lord's request, declared he had
no taste of him. I dare not advance my
opinion against the judgment of so great
an author; but I think it fair, however, to
leave the decision to the public. Mr. Cowley
was too modest to set up for a dictator;
and being shocked perhaps with his old
style, never examined into the depth of his
good sense. Chaucer, I confess, is a rough
diamond, and must first be polished ere he
shines. I deny not, likewise, that, living in
our early days of poetry, he writes not al-
ways of a piece; but sometimes mingles
trivial things with those of greater mo-
ment. Sometimes also, though not often, he
runs riot, like Ovid, and knows not when
he has said enough. But there are more
great wits besides Chaucer whose fault is
their excess of conceits, and those ill-
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sorted. An author is not to write all he can,
but only all he ought. Having observed this
redundancy in Chaucer (as it is an easy
matter for a man of ordinary parts to find
a fault in one of greater), I have not tied
myself to a literal translation; but have
often omitted what I judged unnecessary,
or not of dignity enough to appear in the
company of better thoughts. I have pre-
sumed further, in some places, and added
somewhat of my own where I thought my
author was deficient, and had not given his
thoughts their true luster, for want of
words in the beginning of our language.
And to this I was the more emboldened be-
cause (if I may be permitted to say it of
myself) I found I had a soul congenial to
his, and that I had been conversant in the
same studies. Another poet, in another age,
may take the same liberty with my writ-
ings; if at lcast they live long enough to
deserve correction. It was also necessary
sometimes to restore the sense of Chaucer,
which was lost or mangled in the errors of
the press. Let this example suffice at
present: in the story of Palamon and
Arcite, where the temple of Diana is de-
cribed, you find these verses in all the edi-
tions of our author:—

There saw I Dan¢ turned unto a tree,
I mean not the goddess Diane,
But Venus daughter, which that hight Dane.

Which, after a little consideration, I knew
was to be reformed into this sense, that
Daphne, the daughter of Peneus, was
turned into a trce. I durst not make thus
bold with Ovid, lest some future Milbourne
should arise and say I varied from my
author because I understood him not.

But there are other judges who think I
ought not to have translated Chaucer into
English, out of a quite contrary notion:
they suppose there is a certain veneration
due to his old language, and that it is little
less than profanation and sacrilege to alter
it. They are farther of opinion that some-
what of his good sense will suffer in this
transfusion, and much of the beauty of his
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ter, who valued Chaucer as much as
Mr. Cowley despised him. My lord dis-
suaded me from this attempt (for I was
thinking of it some years before his death)
and his authority prevailed so far with me
as to defer my undertaking while he lived,
in deference to him: yet my reason was not
convinced with what he urged against it.
If the first end of a writer be to be under-

10 stood, then, as his language grows obsolete,

his thoughts must grow obscure—

Multa renascentur, qua nunc cecidere; ca-
dentque

Qua nunc sunt in honore vocabula, si volet
usus,

Quem penes arbitrium est et jus et norma lo-
quends.

‘When an ancient word, for its sound and

2 significancy, deserves to be revived, I have

that reasonable veneration for antiquity to
restore it. All heyond this is superstition.
Words are not like landmarks, so sacred as
never to be removed ; customs are changed,
and even statutes are silently repealed,
when the reason ceases for which they were
enacted. As for the other part of the argu-
ment, that his thoughts will lose of their
original beauty by the innovation of words;

30 in the first place, not only their beauty, but

their being is lost, where they are no longer
understood, which is the present case. I
grant that something must be lost in all
transfusion, that is, in all translations; but
the sense will remain, which would other-
wise be lost, or at least be maimed, when it
is scarce intelligible, and that but to a few.
How few are there who can read Chaucer
so as to understand him perfectly! And if

4 imperfectly, then with less profit, and no

pleasure. It is not for the use of some old
Saxon friends that I have taken these pains
with him: let them neglect my version, be-
cause they have no need of it. I made it for
their sakes who understand sense and
poetry as well as they when that poetry and
sense is put into words which they under-
stand. I will go farther, and dare to add
that what beauties I lose in some places I

thoughts will infallibly be lost, which ap- so give to others which had them not origi-

pear with more grace in their old habit. Of
this opinion was that excellent person
whom I mentioned, the late Earl of Leices-

nally: but in this I may be partial to my-
self; let the reader judge, and I submit to
his decision. Yet I think I have just oc-
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casion to complain of them, who, because
they understand Chaucer, would deprive
the greater part of their countrymen of the
same advantage, and hoard him up, as
misers do their grandam gold, only to look
on it themselves, and hinder others from
making use of it. In sum, I seriously pro-
test that no man ever had, or can have, a
greater veneration for Chaucer than my-
self. I have translated some part of his:
works only that I might perpetuate his
memory, or at least refresh it, amongst my
countrymen. If I have altered him any-
where for the better, I must at the same
time acknowledge that I could have done
nothing without him. Facile est inventis ad-
dere is no great commendation; and I am
not so vain to think I have deserved a
greater. I will conclude what I have to say
of him singly, with this one remark: A
lady of my acquaintance, who keeps a kind
of correspondence with some authors of the
fair sex in France, has been informed by
them that Mademoisclle de Scudery, who
is as old as Sibyl, and inspired like her by
the same God of Poetry, is at this time
translating Chaucer into modern French.
From which I gather that he has been
formerly translated into the old Provengal;
for how she should come to understand old 3o
English, I know not. But the matter of fact
being true, it makes me think that there is
something in it like fatality; that, after cer-
tain periods of time, the fame and memory
of great wits should be renewed, as
Chaucer is both in France and England. If
this be wholly chance, ’tis extraordinary;
and I dare not call it more, for fear of be-
ing taxed with superstition.

Boccace comes last to he considered,
who, living in the same age with Chaucer,
had the same genius, and followed the same
studies. Both writ novels, and each of them
cultivated his mother tongue. But the
greatest resemblance of our two modern
authors being in their familiar style and
pleasing way of relating comical adven-
tures, I may pass it over, because I have
translated nothing from Boccace of that
nature. In the serious part of poetry, the so
advantage is wholly on Chaucer’s side, for
though the Englishman has borrowed many
tales from the Italian, yet it appears that
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those of Boccace were not generally of his
own making, but taken from authors of
former ages, and by him only modeled; so
that what there was of invention, in either
of them, may be judged equal. But Chaucer
has refined on Boccace, and has mended
the stories which he has borrowed, in his
way of tciling; though prose allows more
liberty of thought, and the expression is
more easy when unconfined by numbers.
Our countryman carries weight, and yet
wins the race at disadvantage. I desire not
the reader should take my word; and,
therefore, I will set two of their discourses,
on the same subject, in the same light, for
every man to judge betwixt them. I trans-
lated Chaucer first, and, amongst the rest,
pitched on The Wife of Bath’s Tale; not
daring, as I have said, to adventure on her
Prologue, because ’tis too licentious. There
Chaucer introduces an old woman, of mean
parentage, whom a youthful knight, of
noble blood, was forced to marry, and con-
sequently loathed her. The crone being in
bed with him on the wedding-night, and
finding his aversion, endeavors to win his
affection by reason, and speaks a good word
for herself (as who could blame her?) in
hopes to mollify the sullen bridegroom. She
takes her topics from the benefits of
poverty, the advantages of old age and
ugliness, the vanity of youth, and the silly
pride of ancestry and titles, without in-
herent virtue, which is the true nobility.
When I had closed Chaucer, I returned to
Ovid, and translated some more of his
fables; and, by this time, had so far for-
gotten The Wife of Bath’s Tale that, when
I took up Boccace, unawares I fell on the
same argument, of preferring virtue to no-
bility of blood and titles, in the story of
Sigismonda,; which I had certainly avoided,
for the resemblance of the two discourses,
if my memory had not failed me. Let the
reader weigh them both; and, if he thinks
me partial to Chaucer, ’tis in him to right
Boccace.

I prefer, in our countryman, far above
all his other stories, the noble poem of
Palamon and Arcite, which is of the epic
kind, and perhaps not much inferior to the
Ilias or the ZEmness. The story is more pleas-
ing than either of them, the manners as



JOHN DRYDEN

perfect, the diction as poetical, the learning
as deep and various, and the disposition
full as artful: only it includes a greater
length of time, as taking up seven years at
least; but Aristotle has left undecided the
duration of the action; which yet is easily
reduced into the compass of a year, by a
narration of what preceded the return of
Palamon to Athens. I had thought, for the
honor of our narration, and more particu-
larly for his whose laurel, though un-
worthy, I have worn after him, that this
story was of English growth, and Chaucer’s
own: but I was undeceived by Boccace;
for, casually looking on the end of his
seventh Giornata, I found Dioneo (under
which name he shadows himself) and
Fiametta (who represents his mistress, the
natural daughter of Robert, King of
Naples), of whom these words are spoken:
Dioneo e Fiametta gram pezsa” cantarono
insteme d’ Arcita, e di Palemone,; by which
it appears that this story was written be-
fore the time of Boccace; but the name of
its author being wholly lost, Chaucer is
now become an original; and I question
not but the poem has received many
beauties, by passing through his noble
hands. Besides this tale, there is another of
his own invention, after the manner of the
Provengals, called The Flower and the
Leaf, with which I was so particularly
pleased, both for the invention and the
moral, that I cannot hinder myself from
recommending it to the reader.

As a corollary to this preface, in which
I have done justice to others, I owe some-
what to myself; not that I think it worth
my time to enter the lists with one M ,
and one B , but barely to take notice
that such men there are, who have written
scurrilously against me, without any
provocation. M , who is in orders, pre-
tends, amongst the rest, this quarrel to me,
that I have fallen foul on priesthood: if I
have, I am only to ask pardon of good
priests, and am afraid his part of the rep-
aration will come to little. Let him be satis-
fied that he shall not be able to force him-
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(as they say, he has declared in print) he
prefers the version of Ogilby to mine, the
world has made him the same compliment;
for ’tis agreed, on all hands, that he writes
even below Ogilby. That, you will say, is
not easily to be done; but what cannot
M—— bring about? I am satistied, how-
ever, that, while he and I live together, 1
shall not be thought the worst poet of the
age. It looks as if I had desired him under-
hand to write so ill against me; but upon
my honest word I have not bribed him to
do me this service, and am wholly guilt-
less of his pamphlet. "Tis true, I should be
glad if I could persuade him to continue
his good offices, and write such another
critique on anything of mine; for I find, by
experience, he has a great stroke with the
reader, when he condemns any of my
poems, to make the world have a better
opinion of them. He has taken some pains
with my poetry; but nobody will be per-
suaded to take the same with his. If T had
taken to the Church, as he affirms, but
which was never in my thoughts, I should
have had more sense, if not more grace,
than to have turned mysclf out of my bene-
fice, by writing libels on my parishioners.
But his account of my manners and my
principles are of a piece with his cavils and
his poetry; and so I have done with him
forever.

As for the City Bard, or Knight Physi-
cian, I hear his quarrel to me is that I was
the author of Absalom and Achitophel,
which, he thinks, is a little hard on his
Fanatic patrons in I.ondon.

But I will deal the more civilly with his
two poems because nothing ill is to be
spoken of the dead; and therefore peace
be to the Manes of his Arthurs. I will only
say that it was not for this noble Knight
that I drew the plan of an epic poem on
King Arthur, in my preface to the transla-
tion of Juvenal. The guardian angels of
kingdoms were machines too ponderous for
him to manage; and therefore he rejected
them, as Dares did the whirl-bats of Eryx
when they were thrown before him by

self upon me for an adversary. I contemn so Entellus: yet from that preface he plainly

him too much to enter into competition
with him. His own translations of Virgil
have answered his criticisms on mine. If

took his hint; for he began immediately
upon the story, though he had the baseness
not to acknowledge his benefactor, but
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instead of it, to traduce me in a libel.

I shall say the less of Mr. Collier be-
cause in many things he has taxed me
justly; and 1 have pleaded guilty to all
thoughts and expressions of mine which
can be truly argued of obscenity, profane-
ness, or immorality, and retract them. If
he be my enemy, let him triumph; if he be
my friend, as I have given him no personal
occasion to be otherwise, he will be glad
of my repentance. It becomes me not to
draw my pen in the defense of a bad cause,
when I have so often drawn it for a good
one. Yet it were not difficult to prove that
in many places he has perverted my mean-
ing by his glosses, and interpreted my
words into blasphemy and bawdry, of
which they were not guilty. Besides that,
he is too much given to horse-play in his
raillery, and comes to battle like a dictator
from the plow. I will not say, the zeal
of God’s house has eaten him up; but I am
sure it has devoured some part of his good
manners and civility. It might also be
doubted whether it were altogether zeal
which prompted him to this rough manner
of proceeding; perhaps it became not one
of his function to rake into the rubbish of
ancient and modern plays: a divine might
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than in the nastiness of Plautus and
Aristophanes, whose examples, as they ex-
cuse not me, so it might be possibly sup-
posed that he read them not without some
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pleasure. They who have written commen-
taries on those poets, or on Horace,
Juvenal, and Martial, have explained some
vices which, without their interpretation,
had been unknown to modern times. Neither
has he judged impartially betwixt the for-
mer age and us. There is more bawdry in
one play of Fletcher’s, called The Custom
of the Country, than in all ours together.
Yet this has been often acted on the stage,
in my remembrance. Are the times so much
more reformed now than they were five-
and-twenty years ago? If they are, I con-
gratulate the amendment of our morals.
But I am not to prejudice the cause of my
fellow-poets, though I abandon my own de-
fense: they have some of them answered
for themselves; and neither they nor I can
think Mr. Collier so formidable an enemy
that we should shun him. He has lost
ground, at the latter end of the day, by
pursuing his point too far, like the Prince
of Condé at the battle of Senneph: from
immoral plays to no plays, ab abusu ad
usum, non valet consequentia. But, being a
party, I am not to erect myself into a judge.
As for the rest of those who have written
against me, they are such scoundrels that
they deserve not the least notice to be taken
of them. B and M are only dis-
tinguished from the crowd by being remem-
bered to their infamy:—
Demetri, teque, Tigelli,
Discipulorum inter jubco plorare cathedras.
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HUDIBRAS, PART
[1663].

THE ARGUMENT OF THE FIRST CANTO

Sir Huprieras his passing worth,

The manner how he sallied forth:
His arms and equipage are shown;

His horse's virtues, and his own.

Th’ adventure of the bear and fiddle,
Is sung, but breaks off in the middle.

.

Canto 1

When civil fury first grew high,
And men fell out, they knew not why,
When hard words, jealousies, and fears
Set folks together by the ears,
And made them fight, like mad or drunk,
For dame Religion as for punk;
Whose honesty they all durst swear for,
Though not a man of them knew wherefore:
When Gospel-Trumpeter, surrounded
With long-ear’d rout, to battle sounded,
And pulpit, drum ecclesiastick,
Was beat with fist, instead of a stick;
Then did Sir Knight abandon dwelling,
And out he rode a coloncling.

A wight he was whose very sight would
Entitle him Mirror of Knighthood ;
That never bent his stubborn knee
To anything but chivalry,
Nor put up blow, but that which laid
Right worshipful on shoulder-blade:
Chief of domestic knights, and errant,
Either for chartel or for warrant:
Great on the bench, great in the saddle,
That could as well bind o’er, as swaddle.
Mighty he was at both of these,
And styl'd of War as well as Peace.
So some rats of amphibious nature
Are either for the land or water.
But here our authors make a doubt,

2 Whether he were more wise or stout.

Some hold the one, and some the other;
119
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But howsoe’er they make a pother,
The diff’rence was so small, his brain
Outweigh’d his rage but half a grain;
Which made some take him for a tool
That knaves do work with, call’d a fool,
And offer to lay wagers that
As Montaigne, playing with his cat,
Complains she thought him but an ass,
Much more she would Sir Hudibras.
(For that’s the name our valiant knight
To all his challenges did write.)
But they’re mistaken very much, .
"Tis plain enough he was no such.
We grant, although he had much wit,
H’ was very shy of using it,
As being loth to wear it out,
And therefore bore it not about,
Unless on holy-days, or so,
As men their best apparel do.
Beside, 'tis known he could speak Greek
As naturally as pigs squeak:
That Latin was no more difficile,
Than to a black-bird ’tis to whistle.
Being rich in both, he never scanted
His bounty unto such as wanted ;
But much of either would afford
To many that had not one word.
For Hebrew roots, although th’ are found
To flourish most in barren ground,
He had such plenty as suffic’d
To make some think him circumcis’d ;
And truly so, perhaps, he was,
"Tis many a pious Christian’s case.

He was in Logic a great critic,
Profoundly skill'd in Analytic.
He could distinguish, and divide
A hair ’twixt south and south-west side;
On either which he would dispute,
Confute, change hands, and still confute,
He’d undertake to prove, by force
Of argument, a man’s no horse.
He’d prove a buzzard is no fowl,
And that a Lord may be an owl,
A calf an Alderman, a goose a Justice,
And rooks, Committee-men and Trustees;
He’d run in debt by disputation,
And pay with ratiocination.
All this by syllogism true,
In mood and figure, he would do.

For Rhetoric, he could not ope
His mouth but out there flew a trope:
And when he happen’d to break off
T’ th’ middle of his speech, or cough,
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H’ had hard words ready to show why,
And tell what rules he did it by.
Else, when with greatest art he spoke,
You’d think he talk’d like other folk,
For all a rhetorician’s rules

9 Teach nothing but to name his tools.
His ordinary rate of speech
In loftiness of sound was rich;
A Babylonish dialect,
Which learned pedants much affect.
It was a parti-color’d dress
Of patch’d and piebald languages:
"Twas English cut on Greek and Latin,
Like fustian heretofore on satin.
It had an odd promiscuous tone,

1o As if h’ had talk'd three parts in one.
Which made him think, when he did gabble,
Th’ had heard three labo’rers of Babel;
Or Cerberus himself pronounce
A leash of languages at once.

This he as volubly would vent

As if his stock would ne’er be spent.
And truly, to support that charge,
He had supplies as vast and large.
For he could coin or counterfeit

ne New words with little or no wit:
Words so debas’d and hard, no stone
Was hard enough to touch them on.
And when with hasty noise he spoke ’em,
The ignorant for current took ’em.
That had the orator who once
Did fill his mouth with pebble stones
When he harangu’d, but known his phrase,
He would have us’'d no other ways.

In Mathematics he was greater
120 Than Tycho Brahe, or Erra Pater:
For he, by geometric scale,
Could take the size of pots of ale;
Resolve, by sines and tangents straight,
If bread or butter wanted weight;
And wisely tell what hour o’ th’ day
The clock doth strike, by Algebra.
Beside, he was a shrewd philosopher,
And had read every text and gloss over:
Whate’er the crabbed’st author hath,

130 He understood b’ implicit faith ;
Whatever Sceptic could inquire for;
For every why he had a wherefore;
Knew more than forty of them do,
As far as words and terms could go.
All which he understood by rote,

And, as occasion serv’d, would quote :
No matter whether right or wrong:

121
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They might be either said or sung.
His notions fitted things so well,

o That which was which he could not tell;

But oftentimes mistook th’ one

For th’ other, as great clerks have done.
He could reduce all things to acts,

And knew their natures by abstracts;
Where entity and quiddity,

The ghosts of defunct bodies fly;

Where Truth in person does appear,
Like words congeal’d in northern air.

He knew what's what, and that’s as high

150 As metaphysic wit can fly.

In school-divinity as able

As he that hight irrefragable;
Profound in all the nominal

And real ways, beyond them all;
And, with as delicate a hand,

Could twist as tough a rope of sand;
And weave fine cobwebs, fit for skull
That’s empty when the moon is full;
Such as take lodgings in a head

o That’s to be let unfurnished.

He could raise scruples dark and nice,
And after solve 'em in a trice;

As if divinity had catch’d

The itch, of purpose to be scratch’d;
Or, like a mountebank, did wound
And stab herself with doubts profound,
Only to show with how small pain

The sores of faith are cur’d again;
Although by woeful proof we find

170 They always leave a scar behind.

e knew the seat of Paradise,

Could tell in what degree it lies:

And, as he was dispos’d, could prove it,
Below the moon, or else above it.
What Adam dreamt of when his bride
Came from her closet in his side:
Whether the Devil tempted her

By a High-Dutch interpreter:

If either of them had a navel ;

180 Who first made music malleable :

Whether the serpent, at the fall,

Had cloven feet, or none at all.

All this without a gloss or comment,

He would unriddle in a moment,

In proper terms, such as men smatter

When they throw out and miss the matter.
For his Religion, it was fit

To match his learning and his wit:

"Twas Presbyterian true blue,

190 For he was of that stubborn crew
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Of errant saints, whom all men grant
To be the true church militant:

Such as do build their faith upon
The holy text of pike and gun;
Decide all controversies by

Infallible artillery;

And prove their doctrine orthodox
By apostolic blows and knocks ;

Call fire, and sword, and desolation,

20 A godly-thorough Reformation,

210

220

Which always must be carried on,

And still be doing, never done:

As if religion were intended

For nothing else but to be mended.

A sect, whose chief devotion lies

In odd perverse antipathices ;

In falling out with that or this,

And finding somewhat still amiss:
More peevish, cross, and splenetick,
Than dog distract, or monkey sick:
That with more care keep holy-day

The wrong, than others the right way:
Compound for sins they are inclin'd to
By damning those they have no mind to;
Still so perverse and opposite,

As if they worship’d God for spite,
The self-same thing they will abhor

One way, and long another for.
Free-will they one way disavow,
Another, nothing else allow.

All piety consists therein

In them, in other men all sin.

Rather than fail, they will defy

That which they love most tenderly,
Quarrel with minc’'d pies, and disparage
Their best and dearest friend, plum-porridg.
Fat pig and goose itself oppose,

And blaspheme custard through the nose.
Th’ apostles of this fierce religion,

230 Like Mahomet’s, were ass and widgeon,

240

To whom our knight, by fast instinct
Of wit and temper, was so linkt
As if hypocrisy and nonsense
Had got th’ advowson of his conscience.
Thus was he gifted and accouter’d,
We mean on th’ inside, not the outward:
That next of all we shall discuss;
Then listen, Sirs, it followeth thus:
His tawny beard was th’ equal grace
Both of his wisdom and his face;
In cut and dye so like a tile,
A sudden view it would beguile:
The upper part thereof was whey,
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The nether orange, mixt with grey.
This hairy meteor did denounce

The fall of scepters and of crowns;
With grizzly type did represent
Declining age of government,

And tell, with hieroglyphic spade,

Its own grave and the State’s were made.
Like Samson’s heart-breakers, it grew
In time to make a nation rue;

Though it contributed its own fall,
To wait upon the public downfall.

It was canonic, and did grow

In holy orders, by strict vow;

Of rule as sullen and severe

As that of rigid cordeliere:

"Twas bound to suffer persecution

60 And martyrdom with resolution;

270

280

T’ oppose itself against the hate
And vengeance of th’ incens’d State:
In whose defiance it was worn,
Still ready to be pull’d and torn,
With red-hot irons to be tortur’d,
Revil’d, and spit upon, and martyr’d.
Maugre all which, 'twas to stand fast
As long as monarchy should last.
But when the State should hap to reel,
"Twas to submit to fatal steel,
And fall, as it was consecrate
A sacrifice to fall of State;
Whose thread of life the Fatal Sisters
Did twist together with its whiskers,
And twine so close that time should never,
In life or death, their fortunes sever;
But with his rusty sickle mow
Both down together at a blow.

So learned Taliacotius from
The brawny part of porter’s bum
Cut supplemental noses, which
Would last as long as parent breech:
But when the date of nock was out,
Off dropt the sympathetic snout.

His back, or rather burthen, show’d
As if it stoop’d with its own load.
For as Aineas bore his sire
Upon his shoulders through the fire,
Our knight did bear no less a pack
Of his own buttocks on his back:
Which now had almost got the upper-
Hand of his head, for want of crupper.
To poise this equally, he bore
A paunch of the same bulk before:
Which still he had a special care
To keep well-cramm’d with thrifty fare;
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As white-pot, butter-milk, and curds,

Such as a country-house affords;

With other victual, which anon

We further shall dilate upon,

When of his hose we come to treat,

The cupboard where he kept his meat.
His doublet was of sturdy buff,

And though not sword-, yet cudgel-proof ;

Whereby ’twas fitter for his use,

That fear’d no blows but such as bruise.
His breeches were of rugged woollen,

And had been at the siege of Bullen;

To old King Harry so well known,

Some writers held they were his own.

Through they were lin'd with many a piece

Of ammunition-bread and cheese,

And fat black-puddings, proper food

For warriors that delight in blood ;

For, as we said, he always chose

To carry vittle in his hose,

That often tempted rats and mice,

The ammunition to surprise:

And when he put a hand but in

The one or th’ other magazine,

They stoutly in defense on't stood,

And from the wounded foe drew blood ;

And till th' were storm'd and beaten out,

Ne'er left the fortified redoubt;

And though knights errant, as some think,

Of old did neither cat nor drink,

Because when thorough deserts vast

And regions desolate they past,

Where belly-timber above ground,

Or under, was not to be found,

Unless they graz’d, there’s not one word

Of their provision, on record:

Which made some confidently write,

They had no stomachs but to fight.

"Tis false: for Arthur wore in hall

Round Table like a farthingal,

On which, with shirt pull’d out behind,

And eke before, his good knights din’d.

Though ’twas no table, some suppose,

But a huge pair of round trunk-hose;

In which he carried as much meat

As he and all his knights could eat,

When, laying by their swords and truncheons,

They took their breakfasts, or their nuncheons.

But let that pass at present, lest

We should forget where we digrest;

As learned authors use, to whom

We leave it, and to th’ purpose come.

His puissant sword unto his side
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Near his undaunted heart was tied,

With basket-hilt, that would hold broth,
And serve for fight and dinner both.

In it he melted lead for bullets,

To shoot at foes, and sometimes pullets;
To whom he bore so fell a grutch,

He ne’er gave quarter t’ any such.

The trenchant blade, Toledo trusty,

For want of fighting was grown rusty,
And eat into itself, for lack

w0 Of somebody to hew and hack.

The peaceful scabbard where it dwelt,
The rancor of its edge had felt:

For of the lower end two handful

It had devoured 'twas so manful;
And so much scorn’d to lurk in case,
As if it durst not show its face.

In many desperate attempts

Of warrants, exigents, contempts,

It had appear’d with courage bolder

30 Than Sergeant Bum, invading shoulder.

380

Oft had it ta’en possession,
And pris’ners too, or made them run.
This sword a dagger had, his page,
That was but little for his age:
And therefore waited on him so,
As dwarfs upon knights errant do.
It was a serviceable dudgeon,
Either for fighting or for drudging;
When it had stabh'd or hroke a head,
It would scrape trenchers, or chip bread,
Toast cheese or bacon, though it were
To bait a mouse-trap, ‘twould not care.
"Twould make clean shoes, and in the earth
Set leeks and onions, and so forth,
It had been prentice to a brewer,
Where this, and more, it did endure;
But left the trade, as many more
Have lately done on the same score.
In th' holsters, at his saddle-bow,

10 Two aged pistols he did stow,

Among the surplus of such meat

As in his hose he could not get.

They were upon hard duty still,

And ev'ry night stood sentinel,

To guard the magazine i’ th' hose

From two-legg'd and from four-legg'd foes.
Thus clad and fortified, Sir Knight

From peaceful home set forth to fight.

But first with nimble active force

40 He got on th' outside of his horse.

For having but one stirrup tied
T’ his saddle, on the further side.
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It was so short, h’ had much ado

To reach it with his desp’rate toe.

But after many strains and heaves,

He got up to the saddle eaves,

From whence he vaulted into th’ seat
With so much vigor, strength, and heat,
That he had almost tumbled over

410 With his own weight, but did recover,
By laying hold of tail and mane,

Which oft he us’d instead of rein.

But now we talk of mounting steed,
Before we further do proceed,

It doth behove us to say something

Of that which bore our valiant humkin,
The beast was sturdy, large, and tall,
With mouth of meal and eyes of wall:
I would say eye, for h’ had but one,

420 As most agree, though some say none.
He was well stay'd, and in his gait
Preserv'd a grave, majestic state.

At spur or switch no more he skipt,

Or mended pace, than Spaniard whipt:
And yet so fiery, he would bound

As if he griev'd to touch the ground:
That Cwesar’s horse, who, as fame goes,
Had corns upon his feet and toes,

Was not by half so tender-hooft,

430 Nor trod upon the ground so soft.

And as that beast would kneel and stoop,

(Some write) to take his rider up;

So Hudibras his (’tis well known)

Would often do, to set him down.

We shall not need to say what lack

Of leather was upon his back:

For that was hidden under pad,

And breech of Knight gall’d full as bad.

His strutting ribs on both sides show’d
a0 Like furrows he himself had plow’d:

For underneath the skirt of pannel,

"Twixt every two there was a channel.

His dragging tail hung in the dirt,

Which on his rider he would flirt

Still as his tender side he prickt,

With arm’d heel or with unarm’d kickt:

For Hudibras wore but one spur,

As wisely knowing, could he stir

To active trot one side of’s horse,

40 The other would not hang an arse.

A Squire he had whose name was Ralph
That in th’ adventure went his half.
Though writers (for more statelier tone)
Do call him Ralpho, ’tis all one:

And when we can, with meter safe,
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We’ll call him so, if not, plain Ralph,

For rhyme the rudder is of verses,

With which, like ships, they steer their courses.
An equal stock of wit and valor

«0 He had laid in, by birth a tailor.

The mighty Tyrian Queen that gain’d,
With subtle shreds, a tract of land

Did leave it, with a castle fair,

To his great ancestor, her heir:

From him descended cross-legg’d knights,
Fam’d for their faith and warlike fights
Against the bloody cannibal,

Whom they destroy’d both great and small.
This sturdy Squire had, as well

40 As the bold Trojan Knight, seen hell,
Not with a counterfcited pass
Of golden bough, but true gold lace.

His knowledge was not far behind

The Knight’s, but of another kind,
And he another way came by’t;

Some call it gift, and some New Light;
A lib'ral art, that costs no pains

Of study, industry, or brains.

His wits were sent him for a token,

4 But in the carriage crackt and broken.
Like commendation nine-pence, crookt
With to and from my Love, it lookt.

He ne’er consider’d it, as loth

To look a gift-horse in the mouth;

And very wisely would lay forth

No more upon it than ’twas worth.

But as he got it freely, so

He spent it frank and freely too.

For saints themselves will sometimes be,
w0 Of gifts that cost them nothing, free.

By means of this, with hem and cough,

Prolongers to enlighten’d snuft,

He could deep mysteries unriddle,

As easily as thread a needle;

For as of vagabonds we say,

That they are ne'er beside their way:

Whate'er men speak by this new light,

Still they are sure to be i’ th’ right.

'Tis a dark-lanthorn of the spirit,

sco Which none.see by but those that bear it.
A light that falls down from on high,
For spiritual trades to cozen by:

An ignis fatuus that bewitches,

And leads men into pools and ditches,
To make them dip themselves, and sound
For Christendom in dirty pond;

To dive, like wild-fowl for salvation,
And fish to catch regeneration.
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This light inspires, and plays upon
sio The nose of saint, like bagpipe drone,
And speaks through hollow empty soul,
As through a trunk, or whisp'ring hole,
Such language as no mortal ear
But spiritual eaves-droppers can hear.
So Pheebus or some friendly muse
Into small poets song infuse;
Which they at second-hand rehearse
Through reed or bagpipe, verse for verse.
Thus Ralph became infallible,
s As three- or four-legg’d oracle,
The ancient cup, or modern chair;
Spoke truth point-blank, though unaware.
For mystic learning, wondrous able
In magic talisman, and cabal,
Whose primitive tradition reaches
As far as Adam’s first green breeches:
Deep-sighted in intelligences,
Ideas, atoms, influences ;
And much of Terra Incognita,
sio Th' intelligible world could say;
A deep occult philosopher,
As learn'd as the wild Irish are,
Or Sir Agrippa, for profound
And solid lying much renown’d:
He Anthroposophus, and IFloud,
And Jacob Behmen understood ;
Knew many an amulet and charm,
That would do neither good nor harm:
In Rosicrucian lore as learned
se0 As he that Feré adeputus earned.
He understood the speech of birds
As well as they themselves do words;
Could tell what subtlest parrots mean,
That speak and think contrary clean;
What member ’tis of whom they talk
When they cry Rope, and Walk, knave, walk.
He’d extract numbers out of matter,
And keep them in a glass, like water,
Of sov’reign pow’r to make men wise;
sso For, dropt in blear, thick-sighted eyes,
They’d make them see in darkest night,
Like owls, though purblind in the light.
By help of these (as he profest)
He had First Matter seen undrest:
He took her naked, all alone,
Before one rag of form was on.
The Chaos, too, he had descried,
And seen quite through, or else he lied:
Not that of pasteboard which men shew
s6o For groats at Fair of Barthol'mew;
But its great grandsire, first o’ th’ name,

129
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Whence that and Reformation came:
Both cousin-germans, and right able
T’ inveigle and draw in the rabble.

But Reformation was, some say,

O’ th’ younger house to puppet-play.
He could foretell whats’ever was

By consequence to come to pass,

As death of great men, alterations,
Diseases, battles, inundations:

All this without th’ eclipse of sun,

Or dreadful comet, he hath done

By inward light, a way as good,

And easy to be understood,

But with more lucky hit than those
That use to make the stars depose,

Like knights o’ th’ post, and falscly charge
Upon themselves what others forge;
As if they were consenting to

All mischief in the world men do:

Or like the Dev’l, did tempt and sway 'em
To rogueries, and then betray ‘em.
They’ll scarch a planet’s house, to know
Who broke and robb’d a house below;
Examine Venus, and the Moon

Who stole a thimble and a spoon:

And though they nothing will confess,
Yet by their very looks can guess,

And tell what guilty aspect bodes,

soo Who stole, and who receiv'd the goods.

They’ll question Mars, and by his look
Detect who ’twas that ninun’d a cloak ;
Make Mecrcury confess and peach

Those thieves which he himself did teach.
They’ll find i’ th’ physiognomies

O’ th’ planets all men’s destinies;

Like him that took the doctor’s bill,
And swallow’d it instead o’ th’ pill.

Cast the nativity o’ th’ question,

6o And from positions to be guest on,

As sure as if they knew the moment

Of native’s birth, tell what will come on t.
They'll feel the pulses of the stars,

To find out agues, coughs, catarrhs;

And tell what crisis does divine

The rot in sheep, or mange in swine:

In men, what gives or cures the itch,
What makes them cuckolds, poor or rich;
What gains or loses, hangs or saves;

610 What makes men great, what fools or knaves;

But not what wise, for only of those

The stars (they say) cannot dispose,

No more than can the astrologians.

There they say right, and like true Trojans.
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This Ralpho knew, and therefore took
The other course, of which we spoke.
Thus was th’ accomplish’d Squire endued
With gifts and knowledge per’lous shrewd.
Never did trusty squire with knight,
620 Or knight with squire, jump more right.
Their arms and equipage did fit,
As well as virtues, parts, and wit.
Their valors, too, were of a rate,
And out they sallied at the gate.
Few miles on horseback had they jogg'd,
But fortune unto them turn’d dogg'd.
For they a sad adventure met,
Of which we now prepare to treat:
But ere we venture to unfold
630 Achievements so resolv'd and bold,
We should, as learned poets use,
Invoke th’ assistance of some Muse;
However critics count it sillier
Than jugglers talking t’ a familiar.
We think ’tis no great matter which,
They're all alike, yet we shall pitch
On one that fits our purpose most,
Whom therefore thus do we accost.
Thou that with ale or viler liquors
630 Didst inspire Withers, Pryn, and Vickars,
And force them, though it were in spite
Of Nature, and their stars, to write;
Who, as we find in sullen writs,
And cross-grain’d works of modern wits,
With vanity, opinion, want,
The wonder of the ignorant,
The praises of the author, penn'd
By himself, or wit-insuring friend;
The itch of picture in the front,
oo With bays, and wicked rhyme upon ’t,
All that is left o’ th’ forked hill
To make men scribble without skill ;
Canst make a poet, spite of fate,
And teach all people to translate;
Though out of languages in which
They understand no part of speech;
Assist me but this once, I'mplore,
And T shall trouble thee no more.
In western clime there is a town
660 To those that dwell therein well known;
Therefore there needs no more be said here,
We unto them refer our reader:
For brevity is very good,
When w’are, or are not understood.
To this town people did repair
On days of market or of fair,
And to crack’d fiddle and hoarse tabor
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In merriment did drudge and labor:
But now a sport more formidable
670 Had rak’d together village rabble.
"Twas an old way of recreating,
Which learned butchers call bear-baiting :
A bold advent’rous exercise,
With ancient heroes in high prize;
For authors do affirm it came
From Isthmian or Nemean game;
Others derive it from the Bear
That’s fixt in northern hemisphere,
And round about the Pole does make
68 A circle like a bear at stake,
That at the chain’s end wheels about,
And overturns the rabble-rout.
For after solemn proclamation
In the bear’s name (as is the fashion,
According to the Law of Arms,
To keep men from inglorious harms)
That none presume to come so near
As forty foot of stake of bear;
If any yet be so foolhardy
690 T’expose themselves to vain jeopardy,
If they come wounded off and lame,
No honor’s got by such a maim,
Although the bear gain much, b’ing bound
In honor to make good his ground,
When he’s engag’d, and take no notice,
If any press upon him, who 'tis,
But let them know at their own cost
That he intends to keep his post.
This to prevent, and other harms,
700 Which always wait on feats of arms,
(For in the hurry of a fray
"Tis hard to keep out of harm’s way)
Thither the Knight his course did steer,
To keep the peace 'twixt dog and bear;
As he believ’d h’ was bound to do,
In conscience and commission too.
And therefore thus bespoke the Squire :
We that are wisely mounted higher
Then constables, in curule wit,
710 When on tribunal bench we sit,
Like speculators, should foresee
From Pharos of authority,
Portended mischiefs farther then
Low proletarian tything-men;
And therefore being inform’d by bruit
That dog and bear are to dispute;
For so of late men fighting name,
Because they often prove the same;
(For where the first does hap to be
720 The last does coincidere)
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Quantum in nobis, have thought good
To save th’ expense of Christian blood,
And try if we, by mediation

Of treaty and accommodation,

Can end the quarrel, and compose
The bloody duel without blows.

Are not our liberties, our lives,

The laws, religion, and our wives
Enough at once to lie at stake

730 For Cov’nant and the Cause’s sake?

But in that quarrel dogs and bears,
As well as we, must venture theirs?
This feud, by Jesuits invented,

By evil counsel is fomented;

There is a Machiavelian plot,
(Though ev’ry nare olfact it not)
A deep design in ’t to divide

The well-affected that confide,

By setting brother against brother

40 To claw and curry one another.

Have we not enemies plus satis,

That cane et angue pejus hate us?

And shall we turn our fangs and claws
Upon ourselves without a cause?

That some occult design doth lie

In bloody cynarctommachy

Is plain enough to him that knows
How saints lead brothers by the nose.

I wish myself a pseudo-prophet

750 But sure some mischief will come of it,

760

Unless by providential wit

Or force we averruncate it.

For what design, what interest

Can beast have to encounter beast?
They fight for no espoused Cause;
Frail privilege, fundamental laws,

Nor for a thorough Reformation,

Nor Covenant, nor Protestation ;

Nor Liberty of Consciences,

Nor lords’ and commons’ ordinances ;
Nor for the church, nor for church-lands,
To get them in their own no hands;
Nor evil counselors to bring

To justice, that seduce the king;

Nor for the worship of us men,
Though we have done as much for them,
Th’ Egyptians worship’d dogs, and for
Their faith made internecine war.
Others ador’d a rat, and some

For that church suffer’d martyrdom.
The Indians fought for the truth

Of th’ elephant, and monkey’s tooth:
And many, to defend that faith,
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Fought it out mordicus to death.

But no beast ever was so slight,

For man, as for his god, to fight.
They have more wit, alas! and know
Themselves and us better than so.
But we, we only do infuse

The rage in them like bouté-feus.

"Tis our example that instils

In them th’ infection of our ills.

For, as some late philosophers

Have well observ’d, beasts that converse
With man take after him, as hogs
Get pigs all th’ year, and bitches dogs.
Just so by our example cattle

Learn to give one another battle.

We read in Nero’s time, the heathen,

790 When they destroy’d the Christian brethren,

- 800

They sew’d them in the skins of bears,
And then set dogs about their ears:
From whence, no doubt, th’ invention came
Of this lewd antichristian game.
To this, quoth Ralpho, Verily
The point seems very plain to be.
It is an antichristian game,
Unlawful both in thing and name;
First, for the name; the word bear-baiting
Is carnal, and of man’s creating ;
For certainly there's no such word
In all the Scripture on record.
Therefore unlawful and a sin,
And so is (secondly) the thing.
A vile Assembly ’tis, that can
No more be prov’d by Scripture than
Provincial, Classic, National ;
Mere human creature-cobwebs all.
Thirdly, it is idolatrous:
For when men run a-whoring thus
With their inventions, whatsoc’er
The thing be, whether dog or bear,
It is idolatrous and pagan
No less than worshiping of Dagon.
Quoth Hudibras, 1 smell a rat;
Ralpho, thou dost prevaricate ;
For though the thesis which thou lay’st
Be true, ad amussim, as thou say’st
(For that bear-baiting should appear,

820 Jure divino, lawfuller

Than Synods are, thou dost deny,
Totidem wverbis; so do 1)

Yet there’s a fallacy in this:

For if by sly homaosis,

Thou wouldst sophistically imply
Both are unlawful, I deny.
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And I (quoth Ralpho) do not doubt
But bear-baiting may be made out,
In Gospel-times, as lawful as is

83 Provincial or parochial Classis:

And that both are so near of kin,

And like in all as well as sin,

That, put 'em in a bag and shake ’em,
Yourself o’ th’ sudden would mistake ’em,
And not know which is which, unless

You measure by their wickedness;

For ’tis not hard t’ imagine whether

O’ th’ two is worst, though I name neither.

Quoth Hudibras, Thou offer’st much,

84 But art not able to keep touch.

Mira de lente, as ’tis i’ th' adage,

Id est, to make a leek a cabbage.
Thou canst at best but overstrain
A paradox, and th’ own hot brain;
For what can Synods have at all
With bears that’s analogical ?

Or what relation has dcbating

Of church-affairs with bear-baiting ?
A just comparison still is

8so Of things cjusdem generis.

And then what genus rightly doth
Include and comprehend them both ?
If animal, both of us may

As justly pass for bears as they;
For we are animals no less,
Although of diff'rent specieses.

But, Ralpho, this is no fit place,
Nor time to argue out the case:

For now the field is not far off,

860 Where we must give the world a proof
Of deeds, not words, and such as suit
Another manner of dispute.

A controversy that aflords

Actions for arguments, not words:
Which we must manage at a rate

Of prowess and conduct adequate

To what our place and fame doth promise,
And all the godly expect from us.

Nor shall they be deceiv’d, unless

870 W’ are slurr’d andeouted by success:
Success, the mark no mortal wit
Or surest hand can always hit:

For whatsoe’er we perpetrate,

We do but row, we're steer’d by Fate,
Which in success oft disinherits,

For spurious causes, noblest merits.
Great actions are not always true sons
Of great and mighty resolutions:

Nor do the bold’st attempts bring forth
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880 Events still equal to their worth;
But sometimes fail, and in their stead,
Fortune and cowardice succeed.
Yet we have no great cause to doubt,
Our actions still have borne us out;
Which, though th’ are known to be so ample,
We need no copy from example;
W’ are not the only persons durst
Attempt this province, nor the first.
In northern clime a val’rous knight
890 Did whilom kill his bear in fight,
And wound a fiddler : we have both
Of these the objects of our wroth,
And equal fame and glory from
Th’ attempt or victory to come.
"Tis sung, there is a valiant Mamaluke
In foreign land, yclep’d
To whom we have been oft compar’d
For person, parts, address, and beard;
Both equally reputed stout,
90 And in the same Cause both have fought.
He oft, in such attempts as these,
Came off with glory and success.
Nor will we fail in th’ execution,
For want of equal resolution.
Honor is, like a widow, won
With brisk attempt and putting on;
With ent’ring manfully and urging;
Not slow approaches, like a virgin.
This said, as once the Phrygian knight,
o10 So ours, with rusty steel, did smite
His Trojan horse, and just as much
He mended pace upon the touch;
But from his empty stomach groan’d,
Just as that hollow beast did sound,
And, angry, answer’d from behind,
With brandish’d tail and blast of wind.
So have I seen, with armed heel.
A wight bestride a Commonweal;
Whilst still the more he kicked and spurr’d,
920 The less the sullen jade has stirr’d.

SATIRE UPON THE LICENTIOUS AGE OF CHARLES II
[1750]

"Tis a strange age we've liv'd in, and a lewd
As ’ere the sun in all his travels view’d;

An age as vile as ever Justice urg’d,

Like a fantastic letcher, to be scourg’d:

Nor has it ’scap’d, and yet has only learn’d
The more ’tis plagu’d to be the less concern’d.
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Twice have we seen two dreadful judgments rage,
Enough to fright the stubborn’st-hearted age;
The one to mow vast crowds of people down,
The other (as then needless), half the town;

And two as mighty miracles restore

What both had ruin’d and destroy’d before:

In all as unconcern’d as if th’ had been

But pastimes for diversion to be seen.

Or, like the Plagues of Egypt, meant a curse,
Not to reclaim us, but to make us worse.

Twice have men turn’d the world (that silly blockhead!)
The wrong side outward, like a juggler’s pocket,
Shook out hypocrisy as fast and loose
As e'r the Dev’l could teach, or sinners use,
And on the other side at once put in
As impotent iniquity and sin.

As skulls that have been crack’d are often found
Upon the wrong side to receive the wound,
And, like tobacco-pipes at one end hit,

To break at th’ other still that’s opposite;;

So men, who one extravagance would shun,
Into the contrary extreme have run;

And all the diff’rence is, that, as the first
Provokes the other freak to prove the worst;
So, in return, that strives to render less

The last delusion, with its own excess;

And, like two unskill’d gamesters, use one way
With bungling t’ help out one another’s play.
For those who heretofore sought private holes,
Securely in the dark to damn their souls,

Wore vizards of hypocrisy, to steal

And slink away, in masquerade, to Hell,

Now bring their crimes into the open sun,

For all mankind to gaze their worst upon,

As eagles try their young against his rays,

To prove if they’re of gen'rous breed or base;
Call Heav'n and earth to witness how they’ve aim’d,
With all their utmost vigor, to be damn’d,

And by their own examples, in the view

Of all the world, striv’d to damn others too:
On all occasions sought to be as civil

As possible they could t’ his Grace the Devil,
To give him no unnecessary trouble,

Nor in small matters use a friend so noble,
But with their constant practice done their best
T’ improve and propagate his interest.

For men have now made vice so great an art,
The matter of fact’s become the slightest part;
And the debauched’st actions they can do,
Mere trifles, to the circumstance and show.

For ’tis not what they do that’s now the sin,

But what they lewdly affect, and glory in;

As if prepost’rously they would profess
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6 A forc’d hypocrisy of wickedness:

>

100

110

And affectation, that makes good things bad,
Must make affected shame accurs’d and mad;
For vices for themselves may find excuse,

But never for their complement and shews.
That, if there ever were a mystery

Of moral secular iniquity,

And that the churches may not lose their due
By being encroach’d upon, ’tis now, and new.
For men are now as scrupulous, and nice,
And tender-conscienc’d of low paltry vice,
Disdain as proudly to be thought to have

To do in any mischief but the brave,

As the most scrup’lous zealot of late times

T’ appear in any but the horrid’st crimes;
Have as precise and strict punctilios

Now to appear, as then to make no shows;
And steer the world by disagreeing force

Of diff'rent customs ’gainst her nat’ral course.
So pow'rful’s ill example to encroach,

And Nature, spite of all her laws, debauch;
Example, that imperious dictator

Of all that’s good or bad to human nature;

By which the world’s corrupted, and reclaim’d,
Hopes to be sav’d, and studies to be damn’d;
That reconciles all contrarieties,

Makes wisdom foolishness, and folly wise,
Imposes on divinity, and sets

Her seal alike on truths and counterfeits;
Alters all characters of virtue and vice,

And passes one for th’ other in disguise,
Makes all things, as it pleases, understood,
The good receiv'd for bad, and bad for good;
That slily counter-changes wrong and right,
Like white in fields of black, and black in white,
As if the laws of Nature had been made

Of purpose only to be disobey’d;

Or man had lost high mighty interest

By having been distinguish’d from a beast;
And had no other way but sin and vice

To be restor’d again to Paradise.

How copious is our language lately grown,
To make blaspheming wit, and a jargon!
And yet how expressive and significant,

In damme at once to curse, and swear, and rant!
As if no way express’d men’s souls so well

As damning of them to the pit of Hell;

Nor any asseveration were so civil

As mortgaging salvation to the Devil ;

Or that his name did add a charming grace,

And blasphemy a purity to our phrase.

For what can any language more enrich

Than to pay souls for vitiating speech;
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When the great’st tyrant in the world made those
But lick their words out, that abus’d his prose?
What trivial punishments did then protect
To public censure a profound respect,
When the most shameful penance and severe
That could b’ inflicted on a Cavalier
For infamous debauch’ry was no worse
Than but to be degraded from his horse,
And have his livery of oats and hay,
Instead of cutting spurs off, ta’n away?
They held no torture then so great as shame,
And, that to slay was less than to defame;
For just so much regard as men express
To th’ censure of the public, more or less,
The same will be return'd to them again,
In shame or reputation, to a grain:
And, how perverse so’er the world appears,
"Tis just to all the bad it sces, and hears.
And, for that virtue, strives to be allow’d
For all the injuries it does the good.
How silly were their sages heretofore
To fright their heroes with a siren-whore!
Make ’em believe a water-witch with charms
Could sink their men-of-war, as easy as storms,
And turn their mariners, that heard them sing,
Into land-porpoises, and cod, and ling;
To terrify those mighty champions
As we do children now with Bloody-bones;
Until the subtlest of their conjurers
Seal’d up the labels to his soul, his ears,
And tied his deafen’d sailors (while he pass’d
The dreadful lady’s lodgings) to the mast,
And rather venture drowning than to wrong
The sea-pug’s chaste ears with a bawdy song:
To b’ out of countenance, and like an ass,
Not pledge the Lady Circe one beer-glass;
Unmannerly refuse her treat and wine,
For fear of being turn’d into a swine;
When one of our heroic advent’rers now
Would drink her down, and turn her int’ a sow.
So simple were those times, when a grave sagc
Could with an oldwives’ tale instruct the age;
Teach virtue more fantastic ways, and nice,
Than ours will now endure t” improve in vice,
Made a dull sentence and a moral fable
Do more than all our holdings-forth are able;
A forc’d obscure mythology convince,
Beyond our worst inflictions upon sins.
When an old proverb or an end of verse
Could, more than all our penal laws, coerce;
And keep men honester than all our furies
Of jailors, judges, constables, and juries;
Who were converted then with an old saying

139
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Better than all our preaching now, and praying.
What fops had these been had they liv’d with us,
Where the best reason’s made ridiculous;
And all the plain and sober things we say,
7o By raillery are put beside their play!
For men are grown above all knowledge now,
And, what they’re ignorant of, disdain to know;
Engross truth (like Fanatics) underhand,
And boldly judge before they understand,
The self-same courses equally advance
In spiritual and carnal ignorance;
And, by the same degrees of confidence,
Become impregnable against all sense;
For, as they outgrew ordinances then,
80 S0 would they now morality agen.
Though drudgery and knowledge are of kin,
And both descended from one parent sin,
And therefore scldom have been known to part
In tracing out the ways of Truth and Art;
Yet they have north-west passages to steer
A short way to it, without pains or care.
For, as implicit faith is far more stiff
Than that which understands its own belief ;
So those that think, and do but think, they know
190 Are far more obstinate than those that do,
And more averse than if they’d ne’er been taught
A wrong way, to a right one to be brought;
Take boldness upon credit beforehand,
And grow too positive to understand ;
Believe themselves as knowing, and as famous,
As if their gifts had gotten a mandamus,
A bill of store to take up a degree,
With all the learning to it, custom-free;
And look as big, for what they bought at Court,
200 As if they’d done their exercises for’t.

CHARACTERS
[1759, 1908]

coat of a colt that has been bred upon a
) common. The custom of being the best man

Is a clown of rank and degree. He is in his own territories has made him the
‘he growth of his own land, a kind of worst everywhere else. He assumes the
wtocthanus, like the Athenians, that upper end of the table at an alehouse, as his
sprung out of their own ground; or birthright; receives the homage of his com-
sarnacles that grow upon trees in Scot- pany, which are always subordinate, and
and: his homely education has rendered dispenses ale and communication like a
1im a native only of his own soil, and a  self-conforming teacher in a conventicle.
‘oreigner to all other places, from which 1o The chief points he treats on are the
1e differs in language, manner of living, memoirs of his dogs and horses, which he
\nd behavior, which are as rugged as the repeats as often as a holder-forth that has

A BuMPKIN, oR COUNTRY-SQUIRE
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but two sermons; to which if he adds the
history of his hawks and fishing, he is very
painful and laborious. He does his en-
deavor to appear a droll, but his wit, being
like his estate within the compass of a
hedge, is so profound and obscure to a
stranger that it requires a commentary, and
is not to be understood without a perfect
knowledge of all circumstances of persons
and the particular idiom of the place. He
has no ambition to appear a person of civil
prudence or understanding, more than in
putting off a lame irfirm jade for sound
wind and limb; to which purpose he brings
his squirehood and groom to vouch; and,
rather than fail, will outswear an afhdavit-
man. The top of his entertainment is hor-
rible strong beer, which he pours into his
guests (as the Dutch did water into our
merchants when they tortured them at
Amboyna) till they confess they can drink
no more; and then he triumphs over them
as subdued and vanquished, no less by the
strength of his brain than his drink. When
he salutes a man, he lays violent hands
upon him, and grips and shakes him, like
a fit of an ague: and, when he accosts a
lady, he stamps with his foot, like a
French fencer, and makes a lunge at her,
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in which he always misses his aim, too high s

or too low, and hits her on the nose or
chin. He is never without some rough-
handed flatterer, that rubs him, like a horse,
with a curry-comb, till he kicks and grunts
with the pleasure of it. He has old family
stories and jests that fell to him with the
estate and have been left from heir to heir
time out of mind. With these he entertains
all comers over and over, and has added
some of his own times, which he intends to
transmit over to posterity. He has but one
way of making all men welcome, that come
to his house, and that is by making himself
and them drunk; while his servants take
the same course with theirs, which he ap-
proves of as good and faithful service, and
the rather because, if he has occasion to
tell a strange improbable story, they may
be in a readiness to vouch with the more
impudence, and make it a case of con-
science to lie, as well as drink, for his
credit. All the heroical glory he aspires to
is but to be reputed a most potent and vic-
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torious stealer of deer and beater-up of
parks, to which purpose he has compiled
commentaries of his own great actions,
that treat of his dreadful adventures 1n the
night, of giving battle in the dark, discom-
fiting of keepers, horsing the deer on his
own back, and making off with equal reso-
lution and success. He goes to bawdy-
houses to see fashions, that is, to have his
pocket picked, and the pox into the bar-
gain.

AN ANTIQUARY

Is one that has his being in this age, but
his life and conversation is in the days of
old. He despiscs the present age as an in-
novation, and slights the future; but has a
great value for that which is past and gone,
like the madman that fell in love with
Cleopatra. He is an old frippery-philoso-
pher, that has so strange a natural affection
to worm-eaten speculation that it is ap-
parent he has a worm in his skull. He
honors his forefathers and foremothers,
but condemns his parents as too modern
and no better than upstarts. He neglects
himself because he was born in his own
time, and so far off antiquity, which he so
much admires; and repines, like a younger
brother, because he came so late into the
world. He spends the one half of his time
in collecting old insignificant trifles, and
the other in showing them, which he takes
singular delight in; because the oftener he
does it, the further they are from being
new to him. All his curiosities take place
of one another according to their seniority,
and he values them not by their abilities,
but their standing. e has a great venera-
tion for words that are stricken in years,
and are grown so aged that they have out-
lived their employments. These he uses
with a respect agreeable to their antiquity
and the good services they have done. He
throws away his time in inquiring after
that which is past and gone so many ages
since, like one that shoots away an arrow
to find out another that was lost before. He
fetches things out of dust and ruins, like
the fable of the chemical plant raised out
of its own ashes. He values one old inven-
tion, that is lost and never to be recovered,
before all the new ones in the world,
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though never so useful. The whole business
of his life is the same with his that shows
the tombs at Westminster; only the one
does it for his plcasure, and the other for
money. As every man has but one father,
but two grandfathers and a world of an-
cestors, so he has a proportional value for
things that are ancient, and the further off
the greater.

He is a great time-server, but it is of
time out of mind, to which he conforms
exactly, but is wholly retired from the
present. His days were spent and gone long
before he came into the world, and since
his only business is to collect what he can
out of the ruins of them. He has so strong
a natural affection to anything that is old
that he may truly say to dust and worms
you are my father, and to rottenness thou
art my mother. He has no providence nor
foresight; for all his contemplations look
backward upon the days of old, and his
brains are turned with them, as if he
walked backwards. He had rather interpret
one obscure word in any old senscless dis-
course than be author of the most ingenious
new one; and with Scaliger would sell the
Empire of Germany (if it were in his
power) for an old song. He devours an
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old manuscript with greater relish than so

worms and moths do, and, though there be
nothing in it, values it above anything
printed, which he accounts but a novelty.
When he happens to cure a small botch in
an old author, he is as proud of it as if he
had got the philosopher’s stone, and could
cure all the diseases of mankind. He values
things wrongfully upon their antiquity,
forgetting that the most modern are really
the most ancient of all things in the world,
like those that reckon their pounds before
their shillings and pence, of which they are
made up. He esteems no customs but such
as have outlived themselves and are long
since out of use, as the Catholics allow of
no saints but such as are dead, and the
Fanatics, in opposition, of none but the liv-
ing.
A F1FTH-MONARCHY MaN
5
Is one that is not contented to be a privy-
counselor of the Kingdom of Heaven, but
would fain be a minister of state of this

c
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world, and translate the Kingdom of
Heaven to the Kingdom of Earth. His de-
sign is to make Christ king, as his fore-
fathers the Jews did, only to abuse and
crucify him, that he might share his lands
and goods, as he did his vicegerents' here.
He dreams of a fool's paradise without a
serpent in it, a golden age all of saints, and
no hypocrites, all holy-court princes, and
no subjects but the wicked; a government
of Perkin Warbeck and Lambert Simnel
saints, where every man that had a mind
to it might make himself a prince and
claim a title to the crown. He fancies a
Fifth Monarchy as the quintessence of all
governments, abstracted from all matter
and consisting  wholly of revelations,
visions, and mysteries. John of Leyden was
the first founder of it, and though he mis-
carried, like Romulus in a tempest, his pos-
terity have revclations every full moon, that
there may be a time to set up his title again,
and with better success; though his breth-
ren that have attempted it since had no
sooner quartered his coat with their own
but their whole outward men were set on
the gates of the city; where a head and
four quarters stand as types and figures of
the FFifth Monarchy. They have been con-
triving (since experiments that cost necks
are too chargeable) to try it in little, and
have deposed King Oberon, to ercct their
monarchy in fairyland, as being the most
proper and natural region in the whole
world for the government, and if it succeed
there to proceed further. The Devil’s pros-
pect of all the kingdoms of the earth, and
the glory of them, has so dazzled their eyes
that they would venture their necks to take
him at his word, and give him his price.
Nothing comes so near the Kingdom of
Darkness as the Fifth Monarchy, that is
nowhere to be found but in dark prophecies,
obscure mythologies, and mystical riddles,
like the visions Eneas saw in Hell of the
Roman Empire. Next this it most re-
sembles Mahomet’s coming to the Turks
and King Arthur’s reign over the Britons
in Merlin’s prophecies; so near of kin are
all fantastic illusions that you may discern
the same lineaments in them all. The poor
wicked are like to have a very ill time
under them, for they are resolved upon
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arbitrary government, according to their
ancient and fundamental revelations, and
to have no subjects but slaves, who be-
tween them and the Devil are like to suffer
persecution enough to make them as able
saints as their lords and masters. He
gathers churches on the Sunday as the
Jews did sticks on their Sabbath, to set the
State on fire. He hums and haws high
treason, and calls upon it as gamesters do
on the cast they would throw. He groans
sedition, and like the Pharisee, rails when
he gives thanks. He interprets prophecies,
as Whittington did the bells, to speak to
him, and governs himself accordingly.

Tue HENPECKED MAN

Rides behind his wife, and lets her wear
the spurs and govern the reins. le is a
kind of preposterous animal that, being
curbed in, goes with his tail forwards. He
is but subordinate and ministerial to his
wife, who commands in chicf, and he dares
do nothing without her order. She takes
place of him, and he creeps in at the bed's
feet as if he had married the Grand
Seignor’s daughter, and is under correction
of her pantofle. He is his wife’s villein, and

-
=]

has nothing of his own further han she 3

pleases to allow him. When he was mar-
ried, he promised to worship his wife with
his soul instead of his body, and endowed
her among his worldly goods with his hu-
manity. He changed sexes with his wife,
and put off the old man to put on the new
woman. She sits at the helm, and he does
but tug like a slave at the oar. The little
wit he has being held in capite has rendered

all the rest of his concernments liable to 4

pupilage and wardship, and his wife has
the tuition of him during his or her life;
and he has no power to do anything of him-
self, but by his guardian. His wife manages
him and his estate with equal authority,
and he lives under her arbitrary govern-
ment and command as his superior officer.
He is but a kind of messuage and tenement
in the occupation of his wife. He and she

make up a kind of hermaphrodite, a mon- s

ster, of which the one half is more than
the whole; for he is the weaker vessel, and
but his wife’s helper. His wife espoused
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and took him to husband for petter or
worse, and the last word stands. He was
meant to be his wife’s head, but being set on
at the wrong end, she makes him serve (like
the Jesuits' devil) for her feet. He is her
province, an acquisition that she took in,
and gives laws to at indiscretion; for be-
ing overmatched and too feeble for the en-
counter, he was forced to submit and take
quarter. He has inverted the curse, and
turned it upon himself; for his desire is
towards his wife, and she reigns over him,
and with Esau has sold his birthright for a
mess of matrimony. His wife took his
liberty among his worldly goods, to have
and to hold till death them do part. He is
but groom of his wife’s chamber, and her
menial husband, that is always in waiting
and a slave only in the right of his wife.

AN ASTROLOGER

Is one that expounds upon the planets,
and teaches to construe the accidents by
the duc joining of stars in construction.
He talks with them by dumb signs, and can
tell what they mean by their twinkling and
squinting upon one another, as well as they
themselves. He is a spy upon the stars, and
can tell what they are doing, by the com-
pany they keep and the houses they fre-
quent. They have no power to do anything
alone, until so many meet as will make a
quorum. Ile is Clerk of the Committee to
them, and draws up all their orders that
concern either public or private affairs. He
keeps all their accompts for them, and sums
them up, not by debtor, but creditor alone,
a more compendious way. They do ill to
make them have so much authority over
the earth, which, perhaps, has as much as
any one of them but the sun, and as much
right to sit and vote in their councils as
any other. But because there are but seven
Electors of the German Empire, they will
allow of no more to dispose of all other;
and most foolishly and unnaturally depose
their own parent of its inheritance rather
than acknowledge a defect in their own
rules. Those rules are all they have to show
for their title; and yet not one of them can
tell whether those they had them from
came honestly by them. Virgil’s description
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of Fame, that reaches from earth to the
stars, tam ficti pravique tenax, to carry
lies and knavery, will serve astrologers
without any sensible variation. He is a
fortune-seller, a retailer of destiny, and
petty chapman to the planets. He casts
nativities as gamesters do false dice, and
by slurring and palming sextile, quartile,
and trine, like size, quater, trois, can throw
what chance he pleases. He sets a figure as 1
cheats do a main at hazard; and gulls
throw away their money at it. He fetches
the grounds of his art so far off, as well
from reason as the stars, that, like a trav-
eler, he is allowed to lie by authority. And
as beggars that have no money themselves
believe all others have, and beg of those
that have as little as themselves, so the ig-
norant rabble believe in him, though he has
no more reason for what he professes than
they.

o
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A RoMANCE-WRITER

Pulls down old histories to build them
up finer again, after a new model of his’
own designing. He takes away all the lights
of truth in history to make it the fitter
tutoress of life; for Truth herself has little
or nothing to do in the affairs of the world,
although all matters of the greatest weight 30
and moment are pretended and done in her
name; like a weak princess that has only
the title, and Falsehood all the power. He
observes one very fit decorum in dating
his histories in the days of old, and putting
all his own inventions upon ancient times;
for when the world was younger, it might,
perhaps, love, and fight, and do generous
things at the rate he describes them; but
since it is grown old, all these heroic feats
are laid by and utterly given over, nor ever
like to come in fashion again; and there-
fore all his images of those virtues signify
no more than the statues upon dead men's
tombs, that will never make them live
again. He is like one of Homer’s gods, that
sets men together by the ears and fetches
them off again how he pleases; brings
armies into the field like Janello’s leaden
soldiers; leads up both sides himself, and 5o
gives the victory to which he pleases, ac-
cording as he finds it fit the design of his
story; makes love and lovers too, brings
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them acquainted, and appoints meetings
when and where he pleases, and at the
same time betrays them in the height of all
their felicity to miserable captivity or some
other horrid calamity ; for which he makes
them rail at the gods and curse their own
innocent stars, when he only has done
them all the injury—makes men villains,
compels them to act all barbarous inhu-
manities by his own directions, and after
inflicts the cruelest punishments upon them
for it. He makes all his knights fight in
fortifications and storm one another’s ar-
mor before they can come to encounter
body for body; and always matches them
so equally one with another that it is a
whole page before they can guess which is
likely to have the better; and he that has
it is so mangled that it had been better for
them both to have parted fair at first; but
when they encounter with those that are no
knights, though ever so well armed and
mounted, ten to one goes for nothing. As
for the ladies, they are every one the most
beautiful in the whole world, and that’s the
reason why no one of them, nor all to-
gether with all their charms, have power
to tempt away any knight from another.
He differs from a just historian as a joiner
does from a carpenter; the one does things
plainly and substantially for use, and the
other carves and polishes merely for show
and ornament.

A NEWSMONGER

Is a retailer of rumor, that takes up upon
trust, and sells as cheap as he buys. He
deals in a perishable commodity that will
not keep; for if it be not fresh, it lies upon
his hands and will yield nothing. True or
false is all one to him; for, novelty being
the grace of both, a truth grows stale as
soon as a lie; and as a slight suit will last
as well as a better while the fashion holds,
a lie serves as well as truth till new ones
come up. He is little concerned whether it
be good or bad, for that does not make it
more or less news; and, if there be any
differences, he loves the bad best, because
it is said to come soonest; for he would
willingly bear his share in any public
calamity to have the pleasure of hearing
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and telling it. He is deeply read in diurnals,
and can give as good an account of Row-
land Pepin, if need be, as another man. He
tells news, as men do money, with his
fingers; for he assures them it comes from
very good hands. The whole business of his
life is like that of a spaniel—to fetch and
carry news, and when he does it well, he
is clapped on the back and fed for it; for
he does not take to it altogether like a
gentleman for his pleasure, but when he
lights on a considerable parcel of news, he
knows where to put it off for a dinner, and
quarter himself upon it until he has eaten
it out; and by this means he drives a trade,
by retrieving the first news to truck it for
the first meat in season; and, like the old
Roman luxury, ransacks all seas and lands
to please his palate; for he imports his nar-
ratives from all parts within the geog-
raphy of a diurnal, and eats as well upon
the Russ and Polander as the English and
Dutch. By this means his belly is provided
for, and nothing lies upon his hands but his
back, which takes other courses to main-
tain itself by weft and stray silver spoons,
straggling hoods and scarfs, pimping, and
sets at L’Ombre.

A MOUNTEBANK

Is an epidemic physician, a doctor-
errant, that keeps himself up by being, like
a top, in motion; for if he should settle, he
would fall to nothing immediately. He is a
peddler of medicines, a petty chapman of
cures, and tinker empirical to the body of
man. He strolls about to markets and fairs;
where he mounts on the top of his shop,
that is his bank, and publishes his medi-
cines as universal as himself; for every-
thing is for all diseases, as himself is of
all places, that is to say, of none. His busi-
ness is to show tricks and impudence: as
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for the cure of diseases, it concerns those
that have them, not him, farther than to get
their money. His Pudding is his setter, that
lodges the rabble for him, and then slips
him, who opens with a deep mouth and has
an ill day if he does not run down some.
He baits his patient’s body with his medi-
cines as a rat-catcher does a room, and
either poisons the disease or him. As soon

10 as he has got all the money, and spent all

the credit the rabble could spare him, he
then removes to fresh quarters, where he
is less known and better trusted. If but one
in twenty of his medicines hit by chance,
when Nature works the cure, it saves the
credit of all the rest, that either do no
good or hurt; for whosoever recovers in
his hands, he does the work under God;
but if he die, God does it under him, his

20 time was come, and there’s an end. A vel-

vet jerkin is his prime qualification, by
which he is distinguished from his Pud-
ding, as he is with his cap from him. Thi¢
is the usher of his school, that draws the
rabble together, and then he draws their
teeth. He administers physic with a farce,
and gives his patients a preparative of
dancing on the rope to stir the humors and
prepare them for evacuation. His Fool

30 serves for his foil, and sets him off, as well

as his bragging and lying. The first thing
he vents is his own praise, and then his
medicines wrapt up in several papers and
lies. He mounts his bank as a vaulter does
his wooden horse, and then shows tricks
for his patients, as apes do for the King of
Spain. He casts the nativity of urinals, and
tries diseases, like a witch, by water. He
baits the place with a jig, draws the

4 rabble together, and then throws his hook

among them. IHe pretends to universal
medicines, that is such as, when all men are
sick together, will cure them all, but till
then no one in particular.
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A PROPOSITION FOR THE ADVANCEMENT OF LEARNING
[1661]

THE PREFACE

All knowledge must either be of God
or of His creatures, that is, of Nature; the
first is called from the object, Divinity ; the
latter, Natural Philosophy, and is divided
into the contemplation of the immediate or
mediate creatures of God, that is, the
creatures of His creature man. Of this lat-
ter kind are all arts for the use of human
‘life, which are thus again divided: some
are purely human, or made by man alone,
and as it were entirely spun out of himself,
without relation to other creatures; such
are Grammar and Logic, to improve his
natural qualities of internal and external
speech; as likewise Rhetoric and Politics
(or Law) to fulfil and exalt his natural
inclination to society. Other are mixed, and
are man's creatures no otherwise than by
the result which he effects by conjunction
and application of the creatures of God.
Of these parts of philosophy that which
treats of God Almighty (properly called
Divinity) which is almost only to be sought
out of His revealed will, and therefore re-
quires only the diligent and pious study of
that, and of the best interpreters upon it;
and that part which I call purely human,
depending solely upon memory and wit,
that is, reading and invention, are both ex-
cellently well provided for by the constitu-
tion of our universities. But the other two
parts, the inquisition into the nature of
God’s creatures and the application of them
to human uses (especially the latter) seem
to be very slenderly provided for, or
rather almost totally neglected, except only
some small assistances to Physic and the
Mathematics. And therefore the founders
of our colleges have taken ample care to
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supply the students with multitude of
books, and to appoint tutors and frequent
exercises, the one to interpret and the other
to confirm their reading, as also to afford
them sufficient plenty and lecisure for the
opportunities of their private study, that
the beams which they receive by lecture
may be doubled by reflections of their own
wit. But towards the observation and ap-
plication, as I said, of the creatures them-
selves, they have allowed no instruments,
materials, or conveniences. Partly, because
the necessary expense thereof is much
greater than of the other; and partly from
that idle and pernicious opinion which had
long possessed the world, that all things to
be searched in Nature had been already
found and discovered by the ancients, and
that it were a folly to travel about for that
which others had before brought home to
us. And the great importer of all truths
they took to be Aristotle, as if (as Ma-
crobius speaks foolishly of Hippocrates)
he could neither deceive nor be deceived,
or as if there had been not only no lies in
him, but all verities. O true philosophers
in one sense and contented with a very
little! Not that I would disparage the ad-
mirable wit and worthy labors of many
of the ancients, much less of Aristotle, the
most eminent among them; but it were
madness to imagine that the cisterns of
men should afford us as much, and as
wholesome waters, as the fountains of Na-
ture. As we understand the manners of
men by conversation among them, and not
by reading romances, the same is our case
in the true apprehension and judgment of
things. And no man can hope to make him-

s self as rich by stealing out of others’
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trunks as he might by opening and digging
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of new mines. If he conceive that all are
already exhausted, let him consider that
many lazily thought so a hundred years ago,
and yet nevertheless since that time whole
regions of art have been discovered, which
the ancients as little dreamt of as they did
of America. There is yet many a Terra
Incognita behind to exercise our diligence,
and let us exercise it never so much, we
shall leave work enough too for our pos-
terity.

This therefore being laid down as a cer-
tain foundation, that we must not content
ourselves with that inheritance of knowl-
edge which is left us by the labor and
bounty of our ancestors, but seek to im-
prove those very grounds, and add to them
new and greater purchases, it remains to
be considered by what means we are most
likely to attain the ends of this virtuous
covetousness.

And certainly the solitary and unactive
contemplation of Nature, by the most in-
genious persons living, in their own private
studies, can never effect it. Our reasoning
faculty as well as fancy does but dream,
when it is not guided by sensible objects.
We shall compound where Nature has
divided, and divide where Nature has com-
pounded, and create nothing but either de-
formed monsters, or at best pretty but im-
possible mermaids. 'Tis like painting by
memory and imagination, which can never
produce a picture to the life. Many persons
of admirable abilities (if they had been
wisely managed and profitably employed)
have spent their whole time and diligence
in commentating upon Aristotle’s philoso-
phy, who could never go beyond him, be-
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might do so if a considerable number of
select persons were set apart, and well
directed, and plentifully provided for the
search of them. But our universities hav-
ing been founded in those former times that
I complain of, it is no wonder if they be
defective in their constitution as to this
way of learning, which was not then
thought on.

For the supplying of which defect, it is
humbly proposed to his sacred Majesty,
his most honorable Parliament, and Privy
Council, and to all such of his subjects as
are willing and able to contribute anything
towards the advancement of real and use-
ful learning, that by their authority, en-
couragement, patronage, and bounty, a
Philosophical College may be erected, after
this ensuing, or some such like model.

TuE CoLLEGE

That the Philosophical College be situ-
ated within one, two, or (at farthest) three
miles of London, and, if it be possible to
find that convenience, upon the side of the
river, or very near it.

That the revenue of this College amount
to four thousand pounds a year.

That the company rcceived into it be as
follows.

1. Twenty philosophers or professors.
2. Sixteen young scholars, servants to the
professors. 3. A chaplain. 4. A baily for the
revenue. 5. A manciple or purveyor for the
provisions of the house. 6. Two gardeners.
7. A master-cook. 8. An under-cook. 9. A
butler. 10. An under-butler. 11. A chirur-
geon. 12. Two lungs, or chemical servants.

cause their design was only to follow, not 4 13. A library-keeper who is likewise to be

grasp, or lay hold on, or so much as touch
Nature, because they catched only at the
shadow of her in their own brains. And
therefore we see that for above a thousand
years together nothing almost of ornament
or advantage was added to the uses of
human society, except only guns and print-
ing, whereas since the industry of men has
ventured to go abroad, out of books and
out of themselves, and to work among
God’s creatures, instead of playing among
their own, every age has abounded with ex-
cellent inventions, and every year perhaps

apothecary, druggist, and keeper of instru-
ments, engines, etc. 14. An officer to feed
and take care of all beasts, fowl, etc., kept
by the College. 15. A groom of the stable.
16. A messenger to send up and down for
all uses of the College. 17. Four old women,
to tend the chambers, keep the house clean,
and such like services.

That the annual allowance for this com-

so pany be as follows. 1. To every professor,

and to the chaplain, one hundred and
twenty pounds. 2. To the sixteen scholars
20! apiece, 10! for their diet, and 10! for
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their entertainment. 3. To the baily 30! be-
sides allowance for his journeys. 4. To
the purveyor or manciple thirty pounds.
5. To each of the gardeners twenty pounds.
6. To the master-cook twenty pounds. 7.
To the under-cook four pounds. 8. To
the butler ten pounds. 9. To the under-
butler four pounds. 10. To the chirurgeon
thirty pounds. 11. To the library-keeper
thirty pounds. 12. To each of the lungs
twelve pounds. 13. To the keeper of the
beasts six pounds. 14. To the groom five
pounds. 15. To the messenger twelve pounds.
16. To the four necessary women ten pounds.
For the manciple’s table, at which all the
servants of the house are to eat, except the
scholars, one hundred sixty pounds. For 3
horses for the service of the college, thirty
pounds.

-
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All which amounts to three thousand two zo

hundred eighty-five pounds. So that there
remains for keeping of the house and gar-
dens, and operatories, and instruments, and
animals, and experiments of all sorts, and
all other expenses, seven hundred and fif-
teen pounds.

Which were a very inconsiderable sum
for the great uses to which it is designed,
but that I conceive the industry of the Col-
lege will in a short time so cnrich itself as
to get a far better stock for the advance
and enlargement of the work when it is
once begun; ncither is the continuance of
particular men’s liberality to be despaired
of, when it shall be encouraged by the
sight of that public benefit which will ac-
crue to all mankind, and chiefly to our na-
tion, by this foundation. Something like-
wise will arise from leases and other

3
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casualties; that nothing of which may be 4

diverted to the private gain of the profes-
sors, or any other use besides that of the
scarch of Nature, and by it the general
good of the world, and that care may be
taken for the certain performance of all
things ordained by the institution, as like-
wise for the protection and encouragement
of the company, it is proposed—

That some person of eminent quality, a

lover of solid learning, and no stranger in so

it, be chosen chancellor or president of the
College, and that eight governors more,
men qualified in the like manner, be joined
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with him, two of which shall yearly be ap-
pointed visitors of the College, and receive
an exact account of all expenses even to
the smallest, and of the true estate of their
public treasure, under the hands and oaths
of the professors resident.

That the choice of the professors in any
vacancy belong to the chancellor and the
governors, but that the professors (who
are likeliest to know what men of the na-
tion are most proper for the duties of their
society) direct their choice by recommend-
ing two or three persons to them at every
election. And that if any learned person
within his Majesty’s dominions discover or
eminently improve any useful kind of
knowledge, he may upon that ground for
his reward and the encouragement of
others be preferred, if he pretend to the
place, before anybody else.

That the governors have power to turn
out any professor who shall be proved to be
either scandalous or unprofitable to the so-
ciety.

That the College be built after this, or
some such manner: that it consist of three
fair quadrangular courts, and three large
grounds, enclosed with good walls behind
them. That the first court be built with a
fair cloister, and the professors’ lodgings
or rather little houses, four on each side at
some distance from one another, and with
little gardens behind them, just after the
manner of the Chartreux beyond sea. That
the inside of the cloister be lined with a
gravel-walk, and that walk with a row of
trees, and that in the middle there be a
parterre of flowers and a fountain.

That the second quadrangle, just behind
the first, be so contrived as to contain these
parts. 1. A chapel. 2. A hall with two long
tables on each side for the scholars and
officers of the house to eat at, and with a
pulpit and forms at the end for the public
lectures. 3. A large and pleasant dining-
room within the hall for the professors to
eat in, and to hold their assemblies and
conferences. 4. A public school-house. 5. A
library. 6. A gallery to walk in, adorned
with the pictures or statues of all the in-
ventors of anything useful to human life;
as printing, guns, America, etc., and of late
in anatomy, the circulation of the blood,
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the milky veins, and such like discoveries
in any art, with short elogies under the
portraitures: as likewise the figures of all
sorts of creatures and the stuffed skins of
as many strange animals as can be gotten.
7. An anatomy chamber adorned with
skeletons and anatomical pictures, and pre-
pared with all conveniences for dissection.
8. A chamber for all manner of drugs and
apothecaries’ materials. 9. A mathematical
chamber furnished with all sorts of mathe-
matical instruments, being an appendix to
the library. 10. Lodgings for the chaplain,
chirurgeon, library-keeper, and purveyor,
near the chapel, anatomy chamber, library,
and hall.

That the third court be on one side of
these, very large, but meanly built, being
designed only for use and not for beauty
too, as the others. That it contain the
kitchen, butteries, brew-house, bake-house,
dairy, lardry, stables, etc., and especially
great laboratories for chemical operations,
and lodgings for the under-servants.

That behind the second court be placed
the garden, containing all sorts of plants
that our soil will bear, and at the end a
little house of pleasure, a lodge for the
gardener, and a grove of trees cut out into
walks.

That the second enclosed ground be a
garden, destined only to the trial of all man-
ner of experiments concerning plants, as
their melioration, acceleration, retardation,
conservation, composition, transmutation,
coloration, or whatsoever else can be pro-
duced by art either for use or curiosity,
with a lodge in it for the gardener.

That the third ground be employed in
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Much might be added, but truly I am
afraid this is too much already for the
charity or generosity of this age to extend
to; and we do not design this after the
model of Solomon’s House in my Lord
Bacon (which is a project for experiments
that can never be experimented), but pro-
pose it within such bounds of expense as
have often been exceeded by the buildings

10 of private citizens.

OF THE PROFESsors, ScHOLARS, CHAP-
LAIN, AND OTHER OFFICERS

That of the twenty professors four be al-
ways traveling beyvond seas, and sixteen
always resident, unless by permission upon
extraordinary occasions, and everyone so
absent leaving a deputy behind him to

20 supply his duties.

That the four professors itinerant be as-
signed to the four parts of the world,
Europe, Asia, Africa, and America, there
to reside three ycars at least, and to give a
constant account of all things that belong
to the learning, and especially natural ex-
perimental philosophy of those parts.

That the expense of all dispatches and
all books, simples, animals, stones, metals,

30 minerals, etc.,, and all curiosities whatso-

ever, natural or artificial, sent by them to
the College, shall be defrayed out of the
treasury, and an additional allowance
(above the 120') made to them as soon as
the College's revenue shall be improved.
That at their going abroad they shall
take a solemn oath never to write anything
to the College but what after very diligent
examination they shall fully believe to be

convenient receptacles for all sorts of crea- 4o true, and to confess and recant it as soon as

tures which the professors shall judge
necessary for their more exact search into
the nature of animals and the improvement
of their uses to us.

That there be likewise built in some place
of the College where it may serve most for
ornament of the whole a very high tower
for observation of celestial bodies, adorned
with all sorts of dials and such like curi-
osities; and that there be very deep vaults
made under ground, for experiments most
proper to such places, which will be un-
doubtedly very many.

they find themselves in an error.

That the sixteen professors resident shall
be bound to study and teach all sorts of
natural, experimental philosophy, to con-
sist of the mathematics, mechanics, medi-
cine, anatomy, chemistry, the history of
animals, plants, minerals, elements, etc.,
agriculture, architecture, art military, navi-
gation, gardening; the mysteries of all

so trades, and improvement of them; the fac-

ture of all merchandizes, all natural magic
or divination; and briefly all things con-
tained in the catalogue of natural histories
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annexed to my Lord Bacon’s Organon.

That once a day from Easter till Michael-
mas, and twice a week from Michaelmas
to Easter, at the hours in the afternoon
most convenient for auditors from London
according to the time of the year, there
shall be a lecture read in the hall, upon
such parts of natural experimental philos-
ophy as the professors shall agree on
among themselves, and as each of them
shall be able to perform usefully and honor-
ably.

That two of the professors by daily,
weekly, or monthly turns shall teach the
public schools according to the rules here-
after prescribed.

That all the professors shall be equal in
all respects (except precedency, choice of
lodging, and such like privileges, which
shall belong to seniority in the College),
and that all shall be masters and treasurers
by annual turns, which two officers for the
time being shall take place of all the rest,
and shall be arbitri duarum mensarum.

That the master shall command all the
officers of the College, appoint assemblies
or conferences upon occasion, and preside
in them with a double voice, and in his ab-
sence the treasurer, whose business is to

(-]
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That the professors resident shall allow
the College twenty pounds a year for their
diet, whether they continue there all the
time or not.

That they shall have once a week an as-
sembly or conference concerning the af-
fairs of the College and the progress of
their experimental philosophy.

That if anyone find out anything which
he conceives to be of consequence, he shall
communicate it to the assembly to be ex-
amined, experimented, approved, or re-
jected.

That if anyone be author of an invention
that may bring in profit, the third part of
it shall belong to the inventor, and the two
other to the society; and besides if the
thing be very considerable, his statue or
picture with an elogy under it, shall be
placed in the gallery, and made a denizen
of that corporation of famous men.

That all the professors shall be always
assigned to some particular inquisition (be-
sides the ordinary course of their studies),
of which they shall give an account to the
assembly, so that by this means there may
be every day some operation or other made
in all the arts, as chemistry, anatomy, me-
chanics, and the like, and that the College

receive and disburse all moneys by the mas- 3o shall furnish for the charge of the opera-

ter’s order in writing (if it be an extraor-
dinary) after consent of the other pro-
fessors.

That all the professors shall sup together
in the parlor within the hall every night,
and shall dine there twice a week (to wit
Sundays and Thursdays) at two round
tables for the convenience of discourse,
which shall be for the most part of such

matters as may improve their studies and 40

professions, and to keep them from falling
into loose or unprofitable talk shall be the
duty of the two arbitri mensarum, who
may likewise command any of the servant-
scholars to read to them what he shall
think fit, whilst they are at table: that it
shall belong likewise to the said arbitri
mensarum only to invite strangers, which
they shall rarely do, unless they be men

of learning or great parts, and shall not so

invite above two at a time to one table,
nothing being more vain and unfruitful
than numerous meetings of acquaintance.

tion.

That there shall be kept a register under
lock and key, and not to be seen but by the
professors, of all the experiments that suc-
ceed, signed by the persons who made the
trial.

That the popular and received errors in
experimental philosophy (with which, like
weeds in a neglected garden, it is now al-
most all overgrown) shall be evinced by
trial, and taken notice of in the public lec-
tures, that they may no longer abuse the
credulous and beget new ones by conse-
quence or similitude.

That every third year (after the full
settlement of the foundation) the College
shall give an account in print, in proper
and ancient Latin, of the fruits of their
triennial industry.

That every professor resident shall have
his scholar to wait upon him in his cham-
ber and at table, whom he shall be obliged
to breed up in natural philosophy, and ren-
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der an account of his progress to the as-
sembly, from whose election he received
him, and therefore is responsible to it, both
for the care of his education and the just
and civil usage of him.

That the scholar shall understand Latin
very well and be moderately initiated in
the Greek before he be capable of being
chosen into the service, and that he shall
not remain in it above seven years.

That his lodging shall be with the pro-
fessor whom he serves.

That no professor shall be a married
man, or a divine, or lawyer in practice;
only physic he may be allowed to prescribe,
because the study of that art is a great part
of the duty of his place, and the duty of
that is so great that it will not suffer him
to lose much time in mercenary practice.

That the professors shall in the College
wear the habit of ordinary Masters of Art
in the universities, or of Doctors, if any of
them be so.

That they shall all keep an inviolable and
exemplary friendship with one another,
and that the assembly shall lay a consider-
able pecuniary mulct upon anyonc who
shall be proved to have entered so far into
a quarrel as to give uncivil language to

o

his brother-professor; and that the perse- 30

verance in any enmity shall be punished by
the governors with expulsion.

That the chaplain shall eat at the mas-
ters’ table (paying his twenty pounds a
year as the others do) and that he shall
read prayers once a day at least, a little
before supper-time; that he shall preach in
the chapel every Sunday morning, and cate-
chize in the afternoon the scholars and the

schoolboys; that he shall every month ad- 4

minister the holy sacrament; that he shall
not trouble himself and his auditors with
the controversies of divinity, but only
teach God in His just commandments and
in His wonderful works.

THE ScHooL

That the school may be built so as to
contain about two hundred boys.

That it be divided into four classes, not
as others are ordinarily into six or seven,
because we suppose that the children sent

H
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hither to be initiated in things as well as
words ought to have passed the two or
three first, and to have attained the age of
about thirteen years, being already well ad-
vanced in the Latin grammar and some
authors.

That none, though never so rich, shall
pay anything for their teaching; and that
if any professor shall be convicted to have
taken any money in consideration of his
pains in the school, he shall be expelled
with ignominy by the governors; but if any
persons of great estate and quality, finding
their sons much better proficients in learn-
ing here than boys of the same age com-
monly are at other schools, shall not think
fit to receive an obligation of so near con-
cernment without returning some marks of
acknowledgement, they may, if they please
(for nothing is to be demanded) bestow
some little rarity or curiosity upon the so-
ciety in recompense of their trouble.

And because it is deplorable to consider
the loss which children make of their time
at most schools, employing, or rather' cast-
ing away, six or seven years in the learn-
ing of words only, and that too very im-
perfectly :

That a method be here established for
the infusing knowledge and language at the
same time into them; and that this may be
their apprenticeship in natural philosophy.
This we conceive may be done by breeding
them up in authors, or pieces of authors,
who treat of some parts of nature, and who
may be understood with as much case and
pleasure as those which are commonly
taught; such are in Latin Varro, Cato,
Columella, Pliny, part of Celsus, and of
Seneca, Cicero de Divinatione, de Naturd
Deorum, and several scattered pieces, Vir-
gil's Georgics, Grotius, Nemesianus, Ma-
nilius; and because the truth is we want
good poets (I mean we have but few) who
have purposely treated of solid and learned,
that is, natural matters (the most part in-
dulging to the weakness of the world, and
feeding it either with the follies of love
or with the fables of gods and heroes), we
conceive that one book ought to be com-
piled of all the scattered little parcels
among the ancient poets that might serve
for the advancement of natural science,
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and which would make no small or unuse-
ful or unpleasant volume. To this we would
have added the morals and rhetorics of
Cicero, and the Institutions of Quintilian;
and for the comedians, from whom almost
all that necessary part of common dis-
course, and al' the most intimate proprie-
ties of the language are drawn, we con-
ceive the boys may be made masters of
them as a part of their recreation and not 1o
of their task, if once a month, or at least
once in two, they act one of Terence’s
comedies, and afterwards (the most ad-
vanced) some of Plautus his; and this is
for many reasons one of the best exercises
they can be enjoined, and most innocent
pleasures they can be allowed. As for the
Greek authors, they may study Nicander,
Oppianus (whom Scaliger does not doubt
to prefer above Homer himself, and place 2o
next to his adored Virgil), Aristotle’s
history of animals and other parts, Theo-
phrastus and Dioscorides of plants, and a
collection made out of several both poets
and other Grecian writers. For the morals
and rhetoric Aristotle may suffice, or
Hernmogenes and Longinus be added for
the latter; with the history of animals they
should be showed anatomy as a divertise-
ment, and made to know the figures and 3
natures of those creatures which are not
common among us, disabusing them at the
same time of those errors which are uni-
versally admitted concerning many. The
same method should be used to make them
acquainted with all plants; and to this must
be added a little of the ancient and mod-
ern geography, the understanding of the
globes, and the principles of geometry and
astronomy. They should likewise use to de- 40
claim in Latin and English, as the Romans
did in Greek and Latin; and in all this
travel be rather led on by familiarity, en-
couragement, and emulation, than driven
by severity, punishment, and terror. Upon
festivals and playtimes they should exer-
cise themselves in the fields by riding, leap-
ing, fencing, mustering, and training after
the manner of soldiers, etc., and to pre-
vent all dangers and all disorder, there 5
should always be two of the scholars with
them to be as witnesses and directors of
their actions; in foul weather it would not
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be amiss for them to learn to dance, that is,
to learn just so much (for all beyond is
superfluous, if not worse), as may give
them a graceful comportment of their
bodies.

Upon Sundays and all days of devotion
they are to be a part of the chaplain’s
province.

That for all these ends the College so
order it as that there may be some con-
venient and pleasant houses thereabouts,
kept by religious, discreet, and careful per-
sons, for the lodging and boarding of
young scholars, that they have a constant
eye over them to see that they be bred up
there piously, cleanly, and plentifully, ac-
cording to the proportion of their parents’
expenses.

And that the College, when it shall please
God either by their own industry and suc-
cess or by the benevolence of patrons to
enrich them so far as that it may come to
their turn and duty to be charitable to
others, shall at their own charges erect and
maintain some house or houses for the en-
tertainment of such poor men’s sons whose
good natural parts may promise either use
or ornament to the Commonwealth, during
the time of their abode at school, and shall
take care that it shall be done with the same
conveniences as are enjoyed even by rich
men’s children (though they maintain the
fewer for that cause), there being nothing
of eminent and illustrious to be expected
from a low, sordid, and hospital-like edu-
cation.

CoNCLUSION

If I be not much abused by a natural
fondness to my own conceptions (that
aropyy) of the Greeks, which no other lan-
guage has a proper word for), there was
never any project thought upon which de-
serves to meet with so few adversaries as
this; for who can without impudent folly
oppose the establishment of twenty well
selected persons in such a condition of life
that their whole business and sole profes-
sion may be to study the improvement and
advantage of all other professions, from
that of the highest general even to the low-
est artisan? Who shall be obliged to em-
ploy their whole time, wit, learning, and
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industry to these four, the most useful that
can be imagined, and to no other ends;
first, to weigh, examine, and prove all
things of Nature delivered to us by former
ages, to detect, explode, and strike a cen-
sure through all false moneys with which
the world has been paid and cheated so
long, and (as I may say) to set the mark
of the College upon all true coins that they
may pass hereafter without any farther
trial. Secondly, to recover the lost inven-
tions, and, as it were, drowned lands of the
ancients. Thirdly. to improve all arts which
we now have; and lastly, to discover others
which we yet have not. And who shall be-
sides all this (as a benefit by the by) give
the best education in the world (purely
gratis) to as many men’s children as shall
think fit to make use of the obligation.

Neither does it at all check or interfere a
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with any parties in state or religion, but
is indifferently to be embraced by all dif-
ferences in opinion, and can hardly be con-
ceived capable (as many good institutions
have done) even of degeneration into any-
thing harmful. So that, all things consid-
ered, I will suppose this proposition shall
encounter with no enemies; the only ques-
tion is whether it will find friends enough

1o to carry it on from discourse and design to

reality and effect; the nccessary expenses
of the beginning (for it will maintain itself
well enough afterwards) being so great
(though I have set them as low as is possible
in order to so vast a work) that it may
seem hopeless to raise such a sum out of
those few dead relics of human charity and
public generosity which are yet remaining
in the world.

TO THE ROYAL SOCIETY
[1667].

Philosophy, the great and only heir

Of all that human knowledge which has been
Unforfeited by man’s rebellious sin,

Though full of years he do appear,
(Philosophy, 1 say, and call it he.
For whatsoe’er the painter’s fancy be,

It a male-virtue seems to me)

Has still been kept in nonage till of late,
Nor manag’d or enjoy’d his vast estate:
1o Three or four thousand years, one would have thought,

To ripeness and perfection might have brought
A science so well bred and nurs’d,

And of such hopeful parts too at the first.

But, oh, the guardians and the tutors then,

(Some negligent, and some ambitious men)
Would ne’er consent to set him free,

Or his own natural powers to let him see,

Lest that should put an end to their authority.

That his own business he might quite forget,
20 They amus’d him with the sports of wanton wit,
With the desserts of poetry they fed him,
Instead of solid meats t’ increase his force;
Instead of vigorous exercise, they led him
Into the pleasant labyrinths of ever-fresh discourse:
Instead of carrying him to see
The riches which do hoarded for him lie
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In Nature's endless treasury,

They chose his eye to entertain

(His curious but not covetous eye)
With painted scenes and pageants of the brain.
Some few exalted spirits this latter age has shown,
That labor’d to assert the liberty
(From guardians, who were now usurpers grown)
Of this old minor still, captiv’d Philosophy ;

But ’twas rebellion call’d to fight

For such a long-oppressed right.
Bacon at last, a mighty man, arose

Whom a wise king and Nature chose

Lord Chancellor of both their laws,
And boldly undertook the injur’d pupil’s cause.

Authority, which did a body boast,
Though ’twas but air condens’d, and stalk’d about,
Like some old giant’s more gigantic ghost,
To terrify the learned rout
With the plain magic of true Reason’s light,
He chas’d out of our sight,
Nor suffer’d living men to be misled
By the vain shadows of the dead:
To graves, from whence it rose, the conquer’d phantom fled ;
He broke that monstrous god which stood
In midst of th’ orchard, and the whole did claim,
Which with a useless sith of wood,
And something clse not worth a name,
(Both vast for show, yet neither fit
Or to defend, or to beget;
Ridiculous and senseless terrors!) made
Children and superstitious men afraid.
The orchard’s open now, and free;
Bacon has broke that scare-crow deity;
Come, enter, all that will,
Behold the rip'ned fruit, come gather now your fill.
Yet still, methinks, we fain would be
Catching at the forbidden tree,
We would be like the Deity,
When Truth and Falsehood, Good and Evil, we
Without the senses’ aid within ourselves would see;
For 'tis God only who can find
All Nature in his mind.

From words, which are but pictures of the thought,
(Though we our thoughts from them perversely drew)
To things, the mind’s right object, he it brought.

Like foolish birds to painted grapes we flew;

He sought and gather’d for our use the true;

And when on heaps the chosen bunches lay,

He press’d them wisely the mechanic way,

Till all their juice did in one vessel join,

Ferment into a nourishment divine,
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The thirsty soul’s refreshing wine.
Who to the life an exact piece would make
Must not from others’ work a copy take;
No, not from Rubens or Vandyke;
Much less content himself to make it like
Th’ ideas and the images which lie
In his own fancy, or his memory.
No, he before his sight must place
The natural and living face;
The real object must command
LZach judgment of his eye, and motion of his hand.

From these and all long errors of the way,
In which our wand'’ring predecessors went,
And like th’ old Hebrews many years did stray
In deserts but of small extent,
Bacon, like Moses, led us forth at last,
The barren wilderness he pass’d,
Did on the very border stand
Of the bless’d promis’d land,
And from the mountain’s top of his exalted wit,
Saw it himself, and show’d us it.
But life did never to one man allow
Time to discover worlds, and conquer too;
Nor can so short a line sufficient be,
To fathom the vast depths of Nature’s Sea:
The work he did we ought t’ admire,
And were unjust if we should more require
From his few years, divided 'twixt th’ excess
Of low affliction and high happiness.
For who on things remote can fix his sight,
That’s always in a triumph, or a fight?

From you, great champions, we expect to get
These spacious countries but discover’d yet;
Countries where yet instead of Nature, we
Her images and idols worship’d see:
These large and wealthy regions to subdue,
Though learning has whole armies at command,
Quarter’d about in every land,
A Detter troop she ne'er together drew.
Methinks, like Gideon’s little band,
God with design has pick'd out you,
To do these noble wonders by a few:
When the whole host He saw, They are (said He)
Too many to o’ercome for me;
And now He chooses out his men,
Much in the way that He did then;
Not those many whom He found
Idly extended on the ground,
To drink with their dejected head
The stream just so as by their mouths it fled:
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No, but those few who took the waters up,
And made of their laborious hands the cup.

Thus you prepar’d; and in the glorious fight
Their wondrous pattern too you take:
Their old and empty pitchers first they brake,
And with their hands then lifted up the light.
Io! Sound too the trumpets here!
Already your victorious lights appear;
New scenes of Heav’n already we espy,
And crowds of golden worlds on high;
Which from the spacious plains of earth and sea
Could never yet discover’d be
By sailor’s or Chaldean’s watchful eye.
Nature's great works no distance can obscure,
No smallness her near objects can secure;
Y’ have taught the curious sight to press
Into the privatest recess
Of her imperceptible littleness.
Y’ have learn’d to read her smallest hand,
And well begun her deepest sense to understand.

Mischief and true dishonor fall on those
Who would to laughter or to scorn expose
So virtuous and so noble a design,
So human for its use, for knowledge so divine.
The things which these proud men despise, and call
Impertinent, and vain, and small,
Those smallest things of Nature let me know,
Rather than all their greatest actions do.
Whoever would deposed truth advance
Into the throne usurp’d from it
Must feel at first the blows of Ignorance,
And the sharp points of envious Wit.
So when by various turns of the celestial dance,
In many thousand years
A star, so long unknown, appears,
Though Heav'n itself more beauteous by it grow,
It troubles and alarms the world below,
Does to the wise a star, to fools a meteor show.

With courage and success you the bold work begin;
Your cradle has not idle been:
None e'er but Hercules and you could be
At five years age worthy a history.
And ne’er did Fortune better yet
Th’ historian to the story fit:
As you from all old errors free
And purge the body of philosophy ;
So from all modern follies he
Has vindicated eloquence and wit.
His candid style like a clean stream does slide,
. And his bright fancy all the way
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Does like the sunshine in it play;
It does like Thames, the best of rivers, glide,
180 Where the god does not rudely overturn,
But gently pour the crystal urn,
And with judicious hand does the whole current guide.
'T has all the beauties Nature can impart,
And all the comely dress without the paint of art.

SEVERAL DISCOURSES BY WAY OF ESSAYS,
IN VERSE AND PROSE

[1668].

OF SOLITUDE

Nunquam minus solus, quam cum solus
is now become a very vulgar saying. Every
man and almost every boy for these seven-
teen hundred years has had it in his mouth.
But it was at first spoken by the excellent
Scipio, who was without question a most
eloquent and witty person, as well as the
most wise, most worthy, most happy, and
the greatest of all mankind. His meaning
no doubt was this, that he found more sat-
isfaction to his mind and more improve-
ment of it by solitude than hy company,
and to show that he spoke not this loosely
or out of vanity, after he had made Rome
mistress of almost the whole world, he re-
tired himself from it by a voluntary exile,
and at a private house in the middle of a
wood near Linternum passed the remainder
of his glorious life no less gloriously. This
house Seneca went to sece so long after
with great veneration, and among other
things describes his baths to have been of
so mean a structure that now, says he, the
basest of the pcople would despise them,
and cry out, “Poor Scipio understood not
how to live.” What an authority is here for
the credit of retreat! and happy had it been
for Hannibal if adversity could have
taught him as much wisdom as was learnt
by Scipio from the highest prosperities.
This would be no wonder if it were as
truly as it is colorably and wittily said by
Monsieur de Montaigne, that ambition it-
self might teach us to love solitude; there’s
nothing does so much hate to have com-
panions. ’Tis true, it loves to have its el-
bows free, it detests to have company on
either side, but it delights above all things

E

in a train behind, ay, and ushers too before
it. But the greatest part of men are so far
from the opinion of that noble Roman that
if they chance at any time to be without
company, they’re like a becalmed ship, they
never move but by the wind of other men's
breath, and have no oars of their own to
steer withal. It is very fantastical and con-
tradictory in human nature, that men
should love themselves above all the rest of
the world, and yet never endure to be with
themselves. When they are in love with a
mistress, all other persons are importunate
and burdensome to them. Tecum wvivere
amem, tecum obeam lubens, they would
live and die with her alone.

Sic ego secretis possum bene vivere silvis
Qua nulla humano sit via trita pedé,

Tu mihi curarum requics, tu nocte vel atrd
Lumen, et in solis tu mihi turba locis.

With thee forever I in woods could rest,

Where never human foot the ground has
press'd,

Thou from all shades the darkness canst ex-
clude,

And from a desert banish solitude.

And yet our dear sclf is so wearisome
to us that we can scarcely support its con-
versation for an hour together. This is
such an odd temper of mind as Catullus ex-
presses towards one of his mistresses,
whom we may suppose to have been of a
very unsociable humor.

Odi et amo, guandm id faciam ratione re-
quiris?
Nescio, sed fieri sentio, et excrucior.
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I hate, and yet I love thee too;
How can that be? I know not how;

Only that so it is [ know,
And feel with torment that 'tis so.

It is a deplorable condition, this, and
drives a man sometimes to pitiful shifts in
secking how to avoid himself.

The truth of the matter is that neither
he who is a fop in the world is a fit man to
be alone, nor he who has set his heart
much upon the world, though he have
never so much understanding; so that soli-
tude can be well fitted and set right but
upon a very few persons. They must have
enough knowledge of the world to see the
vanity of it, and enough virtue to despise
all vanity; if the mind be possessed with
any lust or passions, a man had better be
in a fair than in a wood alone. They may,
like petty thieves, cheat us perhaps and
pick our pockets in the midst of company,
but, like robbers, they use to strip and
bind, or murder us when they catch us
alone. This is but to retreat from men and
fall into the hands of devils. "Tis like the
punishment of parricides among the
Romans, to be sewed into a bag with an
ape, a dog, and a serpent. The first work
therefore that a man must do to make him-
self capable of the good of solitude is the
very eradication of all lusts, for how is it
possible for a man to enjoy himself while
his affections are tied to things without
himself ? In the second place, he must learn
the art and get the habit of thinking; for
this too, no less than well speaking, de-
pends upon much practice, and cogitation
is the thing which distinguishes the soli-
tude of a god from a wild beast. Now be-

-
o

cause the soul of man is not by its own

nature or observation furnished with suffi-
cient materials to work upon, it is neces-
sary for it to have continual recourse to
learning and books for fresh supplies, so
that the solitary life will grow indigent,
and be ready to starve without them; but
if once we be thoroughly engaged in the
love of letters, instead of being wearied
with the length of any day we shall only

complain of the shortness of our whole so Sistat, et ingenti ramorum protegat

life.
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O wita, stulto longa, sapienti brevis!

O life, long to the fool, short to the wise!

The first minister of state has not so
much business in public as a wise man has
in private; if the one have little leisure to
be alone, the other has less leisure to be in
company ; the one has but part of the af-
fairs of one nation, the other all the works
of God and Nature under his considera-
tion. There is no saying shocks me so much
as that which I hear very often, that a man
does not know how to pass his time.
"Twould have been but ill spoken by Methu-
salem in the nine hundred sixty-ninth year
of his life, so far it is from us, who have
not time enough to attain to'the utmost per-
fection of any part of any science, to have
cause to complain that we are forced to be
idle for want of work. But this you'll say
is work only for the learned, others are not
capable either of the employments or di-
vertisements that arrive from letters. 1
know they are not; and therefore cannot
much recommend solitude to a man totally
illiterate. But if any man be so unlearned
as to want entertainment of the little in-
tervals of accidental solitude, which fre-
quently occur in almost all conditions
(except the very meanest of the people,
who have business enough in the necessary
provisions for life), it is truly a great
shame both to his parents and himself, for
a very small portion of any ingenious art
will stop up all those gaps of our time,
either music, or painting, or designing, or
chemistry, or history, or gardening, or
twenty other things will do it usefully and
pleasantly; and if he happen to set his af-
fections upon poetry (which I do not ad-
vise him too immoderately), that will
over-do it; no wood will be thick enough
to hide him from the importunities of com-
pany or business, which would abstract
him from his beloved.

——O quis me gelidis sub montibus
ZEmi

Virg.
Georg.

umbrd?
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1.

Hail, old patrician trees, so great and good!
Hail ye plebeian under-wood !
Where the poetic birds rejoice,

And for their quiet nests and plenteous food,
Pay with their grateful voice.

2.

Hail, the poor Muses’ richest manor-seat !
Ye country houses and retreat,
Which all the happy gods so love,

That for you oft they quit their bright and great
Metropolis above.

3.

Here Nature does a house for me erect,
Nature, the wisest architect,
Who those fond artists does despise
That can the fair and living trees neglect;
Yet the dead timber prize.

4.

Here let me, carcless and unthoughtful lying,
Hear the soft winds above me flying,
With all their wanton boughs dispute,

And the more tuncful birds to both replying,
Nor be myself too mute.

5.

A silver stream shall roll his waters near,
Gilt with the sunbeams here and there,
On whose enamel’d bank I'll walk,

And see how prettily they smile, and hear
How prettily they talk.

6.

Ah wretched, and too solitary he
Who loves not his own company !
He'll feel the weight of’t many a day
Unless he call in sin or vanity
To help to bear’t away.

7.
Oh solitude, first state of humankind!
Which bless’d remain’d till man did find
Even his own helpers company.
As soon as two (alas!) together join'd,
The serpent made up three.
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8.
Thee God himsel{, through countless ages, thee
His sole companion chose to be,
Thee, sacred Solitude alone,
Before the branchy head of number’s tree
P Sprang from the trunk of One.
9.
Thou (though men think thine an unactive part)
Dost break and tame th’ unruly heart,
Which else would know no settled pace,
Making it move, well manag’d by thy art,
With swiftness and with grace.
10.
Thou the faint beams of Reason’s scatter’d light,
Dost like a burning-glass unite,
Dost multiply the feeble heat,
And fortify the strength, till thou dost bright
50 And noble fires beget.
II.
Whilst this hard truth I teach, methinks I see
The monster London laugh at me;
I should at thee too, foolish city,
If it were fit to laugh at misery,
But thy estate I pity.
12.
Let but thy wicked men from out thee go,
And all the fools that crowd thee so,
Ev’'n thou, who dost thy millions boast,
A village less than Islington wilt grow,
60 A solitude almost.
OF OBSCURITY
Hor. Epist. Nam neque Divitibus contingunt
I 1. 18 gaudia solis,

Nec vixit male, qui natus mori-
ensque fefellit.

God made not pleasures only for the rich,

Nor have those men without their share too
liv'd,

Who both in life and death the world de-
ceiv'd.

This seems a strange sentence thus liter-
ally translated, and looks as if it were in

vindication of the men of business (for
who else can deceive the world?) whereas
it is in commendation of those who live and
die so obscurely that the world takes no
notice of them. This Horace calls deceiv-
ing the world, and in another place uses
the same phrase.

Secretum iter et fallentis semita vite. Ep. 18.
The secret tracks of the deceiving life.

10 It is very elegant in Latin, but our English

word will hardly bear up to that sense, and
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therefore Mr. Broom translates it very
well,

Or from a life led as it were by stealth.

Yet we say in our language a thing de-
ceives our sight when it passes before us
unperceived, and we may say well enough
out of the same author,

Sometimes with sleep, sometimes with wine
we strive,
The cares of life and troubles to deceive.

But that is not to deceive the world, but
to deceive ourselves, as Quintilian says,
Vitam fallere, to draw on still,
and amuse, and deceive our life,
till it be advanced insensibly to
the fatal period, and fall into that pit which
Nature hath prepared for it. The meaning
of all this is no more than that most vulgar
saying, Bene qui latuit, bene vixit, He has
lived well, who has lain well hidden. Which
if it be a truth, the world (I'll swear) is suf-
ficiently deceived : for my part, I think it is,
and that the pleasantest condition of life is
in incognito. What a brave privilege is it
to be free from all contentions, from all
envying or being envied, from receiving
and from paying all kind of ceremonies!
It is in my mind a very delightful pastime
for two good and agreeable friends to
travel up and down together, in places
where they are by nobody known, nor
know anybody. It was the case of Aneas
and his Achates, when they walked invisi-
bly about the fields and streets of Carthage,
Venus herself

Declam.
de Apib.

Virg. 1. A veil of thick'ned air around them

Zn. cast,

That none might know, or see them as they
pass’d.

The common story of Demosthenes’s con-
fession that he had taken great pleasure in
hearing of a tanker-woman say as he
passed, “This is that Demosthenes,” is won-
derful ridiculous from so solid an orator.
T myself have often met with that tempta-
tion to vanity (if it were any), but am so
far from finding it any pleasure that it only
makes me run faster from the place till I
get, as it were, out of sight-shot. Democ-
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ritus relates, and in such a manner as if
he gloried in the good fortune and com-
modity of it, that when he came to Athens
nobody there did so much as take notice
of him; and Epicurus lived there very
well, that is, lay hid many years in his gar-
dens, so famous since that time, with his
friend Metrodorus; after whose death,
making in one of his letters a kind com-
memoration of the happiness which they
two had enjoyed together, he adds at last
that he thought it no disparagement to
those great felicities of their life that in
the midst of the most talked-of and talking
country in the world, they had lived so
long, not only without fame, but almost
without being heard of. And yet within a
very few years afterward there were no
two names of men more known or more
generally celebrated. If we engage into a
large acquaintance and various familiari-
ties, we set open our gates to the invaders
of most of our time: we expose our life to
a quotidian aguc of frigid impertinencies,
which would make a wise man tremble to
think of. Now, as for being known much
by sight, and pointed at, I cannot compre-
hend the honor that lies in that. Whatso-
ever it be, every mountebank has it more
than the best doctor, and the hangman
more than the lord chief justice of a city.
Every creature has it both of nature and
art if it be any ways extraordinary. It was
as often said, “This is that Bucephalus,” or,
“This is that Incitatus,” when they were
led prancing through the streets, as, “This
is that Alexander,” or “This is that Domi-
tian”; and truly for the latter, I take In-
citatus to have been a much more honorable

40 beast than his master, and more deserving

so

the consulship than he the empire. I love
and commend a true good fame, because it
is the shadow of virtue, not that it doth any
good to the body which it accompanies, but
’tis an efficacious shadow, and, like that of
St. Peter, cures the diseases of others. The
best kind of glory, no doubt, is that which
is reflected from honesty, such as was the
glory of Cato and Aristides, but it was
harmful to them both, and is seldom bene-
ficial to any man whilst he lives; what it
is to him after his death, I cannot say, be-
cause I love not philosophy merely no-
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tional and conjectural, and no man who
has made the experiment has been so kind
as to come back to inform us. Upon the
whole matter, I account a person who has
a moderate mind and fortune, and lives in
the conversation of two or three agreeable
friends, with little commerce in the world
besides, who is esteemed well enough by
his few neighbors that know him, and is
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inconveniences of old age, goes more si-
lently out of it than he came in (for I
would not have him so much as cry in the
exit) ; this innocent deceiver of the world,
as Horace calls him, this muta persona, 1
take to have been more happy in his part
than the greatest actors that fill the stage
with show and noise, nay, even than
Augustus himself, who asked with his last

truly irreproachable by anybody, and so 1 breath whether he had not played his farce

after a healthful quiet life, before the great

. . .

very well.

. . .

THE GARDEN
TO J. EVELYN, ESQUIRE

I never had any other desire so strong
and so like to covetousness as that one
which I have had always, that [ might be
master at last of a small house and large
garden, with very moderate convenicences
joined to them, and there dedicate the re-
mainder of my life only to the culture of
them and study of Nature,

And there (with no design beyond my wall) .

whole and entire to lie,
In no unactive ease, and no unglorious pov-
erty.

Or as Virgil has said, shorter and better
for me, that I might there Studiis florere
ignobilis otii (though I could wish that he
had rather said, Nobilis otii, when he spoke
of his own). But several accidents of my
ill fortune have disappointed me hitherto,
and do still, of that felicity; for though I
have made the first and hardest step to it,
by abandoning all ambitions and hopes in
this world and by retiring from the noise
of all business and almost company, yet I
stick still in the inn of a hired house and
garden, among weeds and rubbish; and
without that pleasantest work of human in-
dustry, the improvement of something
which we call (not very properly, but yet
we call) our own. I am gone out from
Sodom, but I am not yet arrived at my
Little Zoar. O let me escape thither (is it
not a little onef) and my soul shall live.
I do not look back yet; but I have been
forced to stop, and make too many halts.
You may wonder, Sir, (for this seems a

(=]
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little too extravagant and Pindarical for
prose) what I mean by all this preface;
it is to let you know that though I have
missed, like a chemist, my great end, yet I
account my affections and endeavors well
rewarded by something that I have met
with by the by; which is, that they have
procured to me some part in your kindness
and esteem; and thereby the honor of hav-
ing my name so advantageously recom-
mended to posterity, by the Epistle you are
pleased to prefix to the most uscful book
that has been written in that kind, and
which is to last as long as months and
years.

Among many other arts and excellencies
which you enjoy, I am glad to find this
favorite of mine the most predominant,
that you choose this for your wife, though
you have hundreds of other arts for your
concubines; though you know them, and
beget sons upon them all (to which you are
rich enough to allow great legacies), yet
the issue of this seems to be designed by
vou to the main of the estate; you have
taken most pleasure in it, and bestowed
most charges upon its education: and I
doubt not to see that book which you are
pleased to promise to the world, and of
which you have given us a large earnest
in your Calendar, as accomplished as any-
thing can be expected from an extraordi-
nary wit, and no ordinary expenses, and a
long experience. I know nobody that pos-
sesses more private happiness than you do
in your garden; and yet no man who makes
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his happiness more public, by a free com- do is only to recommend to mankind the
munication of the art and knowledge of it search of that felicity which you instruct
to others. All that I myself am able yet to them how to find and to enjoy.

3o

I.

Happy art thou, whom God does bless
With the full choice of thine own happiness ;
And happier yet, because thou'rt blest
With prudence, how to choose the best:
In books and gardens thou hast plac'd aright
(Things which thou well dost understand ;
And both dost make with thy laborious hand)
Thy noble, innocent delight :
And in thy virtuous wife, where thou again dost meet
Both pleasures more refin’d and sweet:
The fairest garden in her looks,
And in her mind the wisest books.
Oh, who would change these soft, yet solid joys
For empty shows and senseless noise ;
And all which rank ambition breeds,
Which seem such beautecous flowers, and are such
poisonous weeds?

2.

When God did man to his own likeness make,
As much as clay, though of the purest kind,
By the great Potter’s art refin’d,
Could the divine impression take,
He thought it fit to place him where
A kind of Heav'n too did appear,

As far as earth could such a likeness bear:
That man no happiness might want,
Which carth to her first master could afford,

He did a garden for him plant
By the quick hand of His onmipotent word.
As the chief help and joy of human life,
Ile gave him the first gift; first, ev'n before a wife.

3.

For God, the Universal Architect,

T had becn as easy to erect
A Louvre or Escurial, or a tow’r
That might with Heav’'n communication hold,
As Babel vainly thought to do of old:

He wanted not the skill or pow'r;

In the world’s fabric those were shown,
And the materials were all His own.
But well He knew what place would best agree
With innocence, and with felicity :

« And we elsewhere still seek for them in vain.
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If any part of either yet remain,

If any part of either we expect,

This may our judgment in the search direct;

God the first garden made, and the first city, Cain.

4.

O blessed shades! O gentle cool retreat
From all th’ immoderate heat,

In which the frantic world does burn and sweat!

This does the Lion-star, ambition’s rage;

This avarice, the Dog-star’s thirst assuage;

Everywhere else their fatal pow’r we see,

They make and rule man’s wretched destiny:
They neither set, nor disappear,

But tyrannize o'er all the year;

Whilst we ne’er feel their flame or influence here.
The birds that dance from bough to bough,
And sing above in ev'ry tree,

Are not from fears and cares more free,

Than we who lie, or sit, or walk below,

And should by right be singers too.

What prince’s choir of music can excel
That which within this shade does dwell,

To which we nothing pay or give?
They like all other poets live,

Without reward, or thanks for their obliging pains;
"Tis well if they become not prey:

The whistling winds add their less artful strains,

And a grave bass the murm'ring fountains play;

Nature does all this harmony bestow,

But to our plants, art’s music too,

The pipe, theorbo, and guitar we owe;

The lute itself, which once was green and mute,
When Orpheus strook th’ inspired lute,

The trees danc’d round, and understood
By sympathy the voice of wood.

S.

These are the spells that to kind sleep invite,
And nothing does, within, resistance make,
Which yet we moderately take;
Who would not choose to be awake,
While he’s encompass’d round with such delight,
To th’ ear, the nose, the touch, the taste, and sight?
When Venus would her dear Ascanius keep
A pris’ner in the downy bands of sleep,
She od'rous herbs and flow’rs beneath him spread
As the most soft and sweetest bed ;
Not hér own lap would more have charm’d his head.
Who, that has reason, and his smell,
Would not among roses and jasmin dwell,
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Rather than all his spirits choke
With exhalations of dirt and smoke?

And all th’ uncleanness which does drown
In pestilential clouds a populous town?
The earth itself breathes better perfumes here,
Than all the female men or women there,
Not without cause, about them bear.

6.

When Epicurus to the world had taught
That pleasure was the chiefest good

(And was perhaps i’th’ right, if rightly understood),

His life he to his doctrine brought,

And in a garden’s shade that sov’reign pleasure
sought :

Whoever a true Epicure would be,
May there find cheap and virtuous luxury.
Vitellius his table, which did hold
As many creatures as the Ark of old:
That fiscal table, to which ev'ry day
All countries did a constant tribute pay,
Could nothing more delicious afford,

Than Nature’s liberality,
Help’d with a little art and industry,
Allows the meanest gard'ner’s board.
The wanton taste no fish or fowl can choose,
For which the grape or melon she would lose,
Though all th’ inhabitants of sea and air
Be listed in the glutton’s bill of fare;

Yet still the fruits of earth we see
Plac’d the third story high in all her luxury.

7.

But with no sense the garden does comply,
None courts, or flatters, as it does the eye:
When the great Hebrew king did almost strain
The wondrous treasures of his wealth and brain,
His royal southern guest to entertain;
Though she on silver floors did tread,
With bright Assyrian carpets on them spread,
To hide the metal’s poverty ;
Though she look’d up to roofs of gold,
And nought around her could behold
But silk and rich embroidery,
And Babylonian tapestry,
And wealthy Hiram’s princely dye;
Though Ophir’s starry stones met ev’rywhere her
eye;
Though she herself and her gay host were dress’d
With all the shining glories of the East;
When lavish Art her costly work had done,
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The honor and the prize of bravery
Was by the garden from the palace won;
And ev'ry rose and lily there did stand
Better attir’d by Nature’s hand:
The case thus judg’d against the king we see,
By one that would not be so rich, though wiser far
than he.

8.

Nor does this happy place only dispense
Such various pleasures to the sense;
Here health itself does live,
That salt of life, which does to all a relish give,
Its standing pleasure and intrinsic wealth,
The body’s virtue, and the soul’s good fortune,
health.
The Tree of Life, when it in Eden stood,
Did its immortal head to Heaven rear;
It lasted a tall cedar till the Flood;
Now a small thorny shrub it does appear;
Nor will it thrive too ev'rywhere:
It always here is freshest seen;
“I'is only here an cvergreen.
If through the strong and heauteous fence
Of temperance and innocence,
And wholesome labors, and a quiet mind,
Any discases passage find,
They must not think here to assail
A land unarmed, or without a guard;
They must fight for it, and dispute it hard,
Before they can prevail :
Scarce any plant is growing here
Which against Death some weapon does not bear.
Let cities boast that they provide
For life the ornaments of pride;
But 'tis the country and the field
That furnish it with staff and shield.

9.

Where does the wisdom and the pow’r divine
In a more bright and sweet reflection shine?
Where do we finer strokes and colors see
Of the Creator’s real poetry,

Than when we with attention look
Upon the third day’s volume of the Book?
If we could open and intend our eye,

We all like Moses should espy
Ev'n in a bush the radiant Deity.

But we despise these His inferior ways,
(Though no less full of miracle and praise) :
Upon the flowers of Heaven we gaze;
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The stars of earth no wonder in us raise,

Though these perhaps do more than they
The life of mankind sway.

Although no part of mighty Nature be

More stor’d with beauty, pow’r, and mystery;

Yet to encourage human industry,

God has so order’d that no other part

Such space and such dominion leaves for art.

I10.

We nowhere art do so triumphant see,
As when it grafs or buds the tree:
In other things we count it to excel,
If it a docile scholar can appear
To Nature, and but imitate her well;
It overrules, and is her master here.
It imitates her Maker’s pow’r divine,
And changes her sometimes, and sometimes does re-
fine:
It does, like Grace, the fallen tree restore
To its bless’d state of Paradise before:
Who would not joy to see his conqu'ring hand
O'er all the vegetable world command?
And the wild giants of the wood receive
What law he’s pleas’d to give?
ITe bids th’ ill-natur’d crab produce
The gentler apple’s winy juice;
The golden fruit that worthy is
Of Galatea's purple kiss;
He does the savage hawthorn teach
To bear the medlar and the pear;
He bids the rustic plum to rear
A noble trunk, and be a peach.
Ev’n Daphne’s coyness he does mock,
And weds the cherry to her stock,
Though she refus’d Apollo’s suit;
Ev'n she, that chaste and virgin tree,
Now wonders at herself, to see
That she’s a mother made, and blushes in her fruit.

IT.

Methinks I see great Dioclesian walk
In the Salonian garden’s noble shade,
Which by his own imperial hands was made:
I see him smile (methinks) as he does talk
With the ambassadors, who come in vain,

T’ entice him to a throne again.
If I, my friends (said he) should to you show
All the delights which in these gardens grow;
"Tis likelier much that you should with me stay,
Than ’tis that you should carry me away :
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And trust me not, my friends, if ev’ry day

I walk not here with more delight

Than ever after the most happy fight,

In triumph, to the Capitol, I rode,

To thank the gods, and to be thought myself almost

a god.

OF MYSELF

It is a hard and nice subject for a man
to write of himself; it grates his own heart
to say anything of disparagement, and the
reader’s ears to hear anything of praise
from him. There is no danger from me of
offending him in this kind; neither my
mind nor my body nor my fortune allow
me any materials for that vanity. It is suf-
ficient for my own contentment that they
have preserved me from being scandalous
or remarkable on the defective side. But
besides that, I shall here speak of myself
only in relation to the subject of these pre-
cedent discourses, and shall be likelier
thereby to fall into the contempt than rise
up to the estimation of most people. As far
as my memory can return back into my
past life, before I knew or was capable of
guessing what the world or glories or busi-
ness of it were, the natural affections of my
soul gave me a secret bent of aversion
from them, as some plants are said to turn
away from others, by an antipathy imper-
ceptible to themselves and inscrutable to

o
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9.

man’s understanding. Even when I was a
very young boy at school, instead of run-
ning about on holy-days and playing with
my fellows, I was wont to steal from them,
and walk into the fields, either alone with
a book or with some one companion, if I
could find any of the same temper. I was
then, too, so much an enemy to all con-
straint that my masters could never pre-
vail on me, by any persuasions or encour-
agement, to learn without book the
common rules of grammar, in which they
dispensed with me alone, because they
found I made a shift to do the usual exer-
cise out of my own reading and observa-
tion. That I was then of the same mind as
I am now (which I confess, I wonder at
myself) may appear by the latter end of an
Ode which I made when I was but thirteen
years old, and which was then printed with
many other verses. The beginning of it is
boyish, but of this part which I here set
down (if a very little were corrected) I
should hardly now be much ashamed.

This only grant me, that my means may lie
Too low for envy, for contempt too high.
Some honor I would have,
Not from great deeds, but good alone.
The unknown are better than ill known:
Rumor can ope’ the grave.
Acquaintance I would have, but when ’t depends
Not on the number, but the choice of friends.

I0.

Books should, not bus’ness, entertain the light,
10 And sleep, as undisturb’d as death, the night.
My house a cottage, more
Than palace, and should fitting be
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For all my use, no luxury.
My garden painted o’er

With Nature's hand, not Art’s; and pleasures yield,

Horace might envy in his Sabine field.

II.

169

Thus would I double my life’s fading space,
For he that runs it well twice runs his race.
And in this true delight,
20 These unbought sports, this happy state,
I would not fear nor wish my fate,
But boldly say each night,
To-morrow let my sun his beams display,
Or in clouds hide them; I have liv’d to-day.

You may see by it I was even then ac-
quainted with the pocts (for the conclu-
sion is taken out of Horace), and perhaps
it was the immature and immoderate love
of them which stamped first, or rather en-
graved, these characters in me: they were
like letters cut into the bark of a young
tree, which with the tree still grow propor-
tionably. But how this love came to be pro-
duced in me so early is a hard question: I
believe I can tell the particular little chance
that filled my head first with such chimes
of verse as have never since left ringing
there; for I remember when I began to
read, and to take some pleasure in it, there
was wont to lie in my mother’s parlor (I
know not by what accident, for she herself
never in her life read any book but of de-
votion), but there was wont to lie Spenser’s
works; this I happened to fall upon, and
was infinitely delighted with the stories of
the knights, and giants, and monsters, and
brave houses, which I found everywhere
there (though my understanding had little
to do with all this), and by degrees with the
tinkling of the rhyme and dance of the
numbers, so that I think I had read him all
over before I was twelve years old, and
was thus made a poet as irremediably as a
child is made an eunuch. With these affec-
tions of mind, and my heart wholly set
upon letters, I went to the university; but
was soon torn from thence by that violent
public storm which would suffer nothing
to stand where it did, but rooted up every
plant, even from the princely cedars to me,
the hyssop. Yet I had as good fortune as
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could have befallen me in such a tempest;
for I was cast by it into the family of one
of the best persons, and into the court of
one of the best princesses of the world.
Now though I was here engaged in ways
most contrary to the original design of my
life, that is, into much company, and no
small business, and into a daily sight of
greatness, both militant and triumphant
(for that was the state then of the English
and French courts), yet all this was so far
from altering my opinion that it only added
the confirmation of reason to that which
was before but natural inclination. I saw
plainly all the paint of that kind of life,
the nearer I came to it; and that beauty
which I did not fall in love with, when,
for aught I knew, it was real, was not like
to bewitch or entice me when I saw that it
was adulterate. I met with several great
persons whom I liked very well, but could
not perceive that any part of their great-
ness was to be liked or desired, no more
than I would be glad or content to be in a
storm, though I saw many ships which rid
safely and bravely in it: a storm would not
agree with my stomach, if it did with my
courage. Though I was in a crowd of as
good company as could be found anywhere,
though I was in business of great and
honorable trust, though I eat at the best
table, and enjoyed the best conveniences
for present subsistence that ought to be de-
sired by a man of my condition in banish-
ment and public distresses; yet I could not
abstain from renewing my old schoolboy’s
wish in a copy of verses to the same effect.



170

Well then; I now do plainly see
This busy world and I shall ne’er agree, etc.

And I never then proposed to myself any
other advantage from his Majesty's happy
restoration bhut the getting into some mod-
erately convenient retrcat in the country,
which I thought in that case I might easily
have compassed, as well as some others,
who, with no greater probabilities or pre-
tenses, have arrived to extraordinary for-
tunes: but I had before written a shrewd
prophecy against myself, and I think Apollo
inspired me in the truth, though not in the
elegance of it.

Pindar. Od. Thou, neither great at court nor
Destiny. in the war,
Nor at th' exchange shalt be, nor at the
wrangling bar;
Content thyself with the small barren praise
Which neglected verse does raise, etc.

However, by the failing of the forces
which I had expected, I did not quit the
design which I had resolved on, I cast my-
self into it a corps perdu, without making
capitulations or taking counsel of Fortune.
But God laughs at a man who says to his

10 have now at last married;
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soul, Take thy ease: I met presently not
only with many little encumbrances and im
pediments, but with so much sickness (a
new misfortune to me) as would have
spoiled the happiness of an emperor as well
as mine: yet I do neither repent nor alter
my course. Non ego perfidum dixi sacra-
mentum; nothing shall separate me from
a mistress which I have loved so long, and
though she
neither has brought me a rich portion, nor
lived yet so quictly with me as 1 hoped
from her.

Nec vos, dulcissima mundy

Nomina, vos Muse, Libertas, Otia, Libri,

Hortique Sylveqe; amima remanente relmn-
quam.

Nor by me e'er shall you,
You of all names the sweetest, and the best,
You Muses, books, and liberty and rest;
You gardens, ficlds, and woods forsaken be,
As long as life itself forsakes not me.

But this is a very pretty ejaculation; be-
cause I have concluded all the other chap-
ters with a copy of verses, I will maintain
the humor to the last.

MartiaL. Book X, EpIGRAM 47.

Vitam que faciunt beatiorem, etc.

Since, dearest Friend, 'tis your desire to see
A true receipt of happiness from me;
These are the chief ingredients, if not all;
Take an estate neither too great nor small,
Which quantum sufficit the doctors call.
Let this cstate from parents’ care descend;
The getting it too much of life does spend.
Take such a ground, whose gratitude may be
A fair encouragement for industry.

10 Let constant fires the winter's fury tame;
And let thy kitchen’s be a vestal flame.
Thee to the town let never suit at law,
And rarely, very rarely, bus’ness draw.
Thy active mind in equal temper keep,
In undisturbed peace, yet not in sleep.
Let exercise a vig'rous health maintain, .
Without which all the composition’s vain.
In the same weight prudence and innocence take,
Ana of each does the just mixture make.

2 But a few friendships wear, and let them be
By nature and by fortune fit for thee.
Instead of art and luxury in food,
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Let mirth and freedom make thy table good.
If any cares into thy day-time creep,
At night, without wine’s opium, let them sleep.
Let rest, which Nature does to darkness wed,
And not lust, recommend to thee thy bed,
Be satisfied, and pleas’d with what thou art;
Act cheerfully and well th’ allotted part,
30 Enjoy the present hour, be thankful for the past,
And neither fear nor wish th’ approaches of the last.

MarTiAL. Book X, EricraM 96,

Me who have liv'd so long among the great,
You wonder to hear talk of a retreat:

And a retreat so distant as may show

No thoughts of a return when once I go.
Give me a country, how remote so e’er,
Where happiness a mod'rate rate does bear,
Where poverty itself in plenty flows,

And all the solid use of riches knows.

The ground about the house maintains it there,

10 The house maintains the ground about it here.

20

Here even hunger’s dear, and a full board
Devours the vital substance of the lord.

The land itself does there the feast bestow,
The land itself must here to market go.
Three or four suits one winter here does waste,
One suit does there three or four winters last.
Here ev'ry frugal man must oft be cold,

And little lukewarm fires are to you sold.
There fire’s an element as cheap and free
Almost as any of the other three.

Stay you then here, and live among the great,
Attend their sports, and at their tables eat.
When all the bounties here of men you score,
The place’s bounty there shall give me more.



THOMAS SPRAT (1635-1713)

THE HISTORY OF THE ROYAL SOCIETY
[1667].

FIRST PART

Section XIX. Modern Academies for
Language.

And now it is much to be wondered that
there was never yet such an assembly
ereccted which might proceed on some
standing constitutions of experimenting.
There have, 'tis true, oi late, in many parts
of Europe, some gentlemen met together,
submitted to common laws, and formed
themselves into Academies. But it has been,
for the most part, to a far different pur-
pose; and most of them only aimed at the
smoothing of their style and the language
of their country. Of these, the first arose
in Italy, where they have since so much
abounded that there was scarce any one
great city without one of these combina-
tions. But that which excelled all the other,
and kept itself longer untainted from the
corruptions of speech, was the French
Academy at Paris. This was composed of
the noblest authors of that nation, and had
for its founder the great Cardinal de
Richelieu, who, amongst all his cares,
whereby he established and enlarged that
monarchy so much, did often refresh him-
self by directing and taking an account of
their progress. And indeed in his own life
he found so great success of this institu-
tion that he saw the French tongue abun-
dantly purified, and beginning to take place
in the Western World almost as much as
the Greek did of old, when it was the lan-
guage of merchants, soldiers, courtiers, and
travelers. But I shall say no more of this
Academy, that I may not deprive my
reader of the delight of perusing their own
History, written by Monsieur de Pelisson,
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so unaffectedly done that I can hardly for-
bear envying the French nation this honor
—that while the English Royal Society
has so much outgone their illustrious
Academy in the greatness of its undertak-
ing, it should be so far short of them in
the abilities of its historian. I have only
this to allege in my excuse, that as they
undertook the advancement of the elegance
of speech, so it became their History to
have some resemblance to their enterprise;
whereas the intention of ours, being not
the artifice of words, but a bare knowledge
of things, my fault may be esteemed the
less, that I have written of philosophers
without any ornament of eloquence.

SectioN XX. A4 Proposal for erecting an
English Academy.

I hope now it will not be thought a vain
digression if I step a little aside to recom-
mend the forming of such an assembly to
the gentlemen of our nation. I know indeed
that the English genius is not so airy and
discoursive as that of some of our neigh-
bors, but that we generally love to have
reason set out in plain, undeceiving expres-
sions; as much as they to have it delivered
with color and beauty. And besides this,
I understand well enough that they have
one great assistance to the growth of ora-
tory which to us is wanting: that is, that
their nobility live commonly close together
in their cities, and ours for the most part
scattered in their country-houses. For the
same reason, why our streets are not so
well built as theirs, will hold also, for their
exceeding us in the arts of speech: they

which is so masculinely, so chastely, and 4 prefer the pleasures of the town; we, those
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of the field: whereas it is from the fre-
quent conversations in cities that the
humor, and wit, and variety, and elegance
of language are chiefly to be fetched. But
yet, notwithstanding these discourage-
ments, I shall not stick to say that such a
project is now seasonable to be set on foot,
and may make a great reformation in the
manner of our speaking and writing. First,
the thing itself is no way contemptible. For
the purity of speech and greatness of em-
pire have in all countries still met together.
The Greeks spoke best when they were in
their glory of conquest; the Romans made
those times the standard of their wit when
they subdued and gave laws to the world:
and from thence, by degrees, they declined
to corruption, as their valor, their pru-
dence, and the honor of their arms did de-
cay, and at last did even meet the northern
nations half way in barbarism, a little be-
fore they were overrun by their armies.
But besides, if we observe well the Eng-
lish language, we shall find that it seems at
this time more than others to require some
such aid to bring it to its last perfection.
The truth is, it has been hitherto a little
too carelessly handled, and I think has had
less labor spent about its polishing than it
deserves. Till the time of King Henry the
Eighth, there was scarce any man regarded
it but Chaucer; and nothing was written
in it which one would be willing to read
twice but some of his poetry. But then it
began to raise itself a little, and to sound
tolerably well. From that age down to the
beginning of our late Civil Wars, it was
still fashioning and beautifying itself. In
the wars themselves (which is a time
wherein all languages use, if ever, to in-
crease by extraordinary degrees; for in
such busy and active times there arise
more new thoughts of men, which must be
signified and varied by new expressions),
then I say, it received many fantastical
terms, which were introduced by our re-
ligious sects, and many outlandish phrases,
which several writers and translators, in
that great hurry, brought in, and made free
as they pleased, and withal it was enlarged
by many sound and necessary forms and
idioms which it before wanted. And now,
when men’s minds are somewhat settled,
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their passions allayed, and the peace of our
country gives us the opportunity of such
diversions, if some sober and judicious
men would take the whole mass of our lan-
guage into their hands, as they find it, and
would set a mark on the ill words, correct
those which are to be retained, admit and
establish the good, and make some emenda-
tions in the accent and grammar, I dare
pronounce that our speech would quickly
arrive at as much plenty as it is capable
to receive; and at the greatest smoothness
which its derivation from the rough Ger-
man will allow it.

Nor would I have this new English
Academy confined only to the weighing
words and letters; but there may be also
greater works found out for it. By many
signs we may guess that the wits of our
nation are not inferior to any other, and
that they have an excellent mixture of the
spirit of the French and the Spaniard; and
I am confident that we only want a few
more standing examples, and a little more
familiarity with the ancients, to excel all
the moderns. Now, the best means that can
be devised to bring that about is to settle
a fixed and impartial Court of Eloquence;
according to whose censure, all books or
authors should either stand or fall. And
above all, there might be recommended to
them one principal work, in which we are
yet defective, and that is the compiling of a
history of our late Civil Wars, Of all the
labors of men’s wit and industry, I scarce
know any that can be more useful to the
world than civil history—if it were written
with that sincerity and majesty as it ought
to be, as a faithful idea of human actions.
And it is observable that almost in all civil-
ized countries it has been the last thing that
has come to perfection. I may now say that
the English can already show many indus-
trious and worthy pieces in this kind; but
yet I have some prophetical imagination
in my thoughts that there is still behind
something greater than any we have yet
seen, reserved for the glory of this age.
One reason of this my strong persuasion is
a comparison that I make between the con-
dition of our state and that of the Romans.
They at first writ, in this way, not much
better than our monks, only registering in
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an undigested manner some few naked
breviaries of their wars, and leagues, and
acts of their city magistrates. And indeed
they advanced forward by very slow de-
grees: for I remember that Tully some-
where complains, in these words, Historia
nondum latinis literis illustrata. But it was
in the peaceful reign of Augustus, after
the conclusion of their long civil wars, that
most of their perfect historians appeared.
And it scems to me that we may expect the
same progress amongst us. There lie now
ready in bank the most memorable actions
of twenty years—a subject of as great dig-
nity and variety as ever passed under any
man’s hands: the peace which we enjoy
gives leisure and encouragement cnough.
The effects of such a work would be won-
derfully advantageous to the safety of our
country, and to his Majesty’s interest; for
there can be no better means to preserve
his subjects in obedience for the future
than to give them a full view of the miseries
that attended rebellion. There are only
therefore wanting, for the finishing of so
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brave an undertaking, the united endeavors
of some public minds who are conversant
both in letters and business; and if it were
appointed to be the labor of one or two
men to compose it, and of such an as-
sembly to revise and correct it, it might
certainly challenge all the writings of past
or present times.

But I see I have already transgressed:
for I know it will be thought unadvisedly
done, while I was enforcing a weightier
design, to start and to follow another of
less moment. I shall therefore let it pass
as an extravagant conceit; only I shall af-
firm that the Royal Society is so far from
being like to put a stop to such a business
that I know many of its members who are
as able as any others to assist in the bring-
ing it into practice.

Thus I have dispatched my frst general
head; in which, it may be, it was not need-
ful to have stayed so long: seeing, I am
confident, I have said nothing but what
was before very well known, and what
passes about in common discourse.

SECOND PART

SectioN 1. The Division of the Narration.

Thus I am, at length, arrived at the
Second Part of my method, the Narration
itself. This I shall divide into threc periods
of time, according to the several degrees
of the preparation, growth, and complete
constitution of the Royal Society.

The First shall consist of the first oc-
casions of this model, and the men who first
devised to put it in execution; and shall
end where they began to make it a formed
and regular assembly.

The Second shall trace out their first at-
tempts, till they received the public assist-
ance of royal authority.

The Third shall deliver what they have
done since they were made a royal corpora-
tion.

It may seem, perhaps, that in passing z

through the first of these I go too far back,
and treat of things that may appear to be
of too private and domestic concernment,
to be spoken in this public way. But if this
enterprise which is now so well established

shall be hereafter advantageous to man-
kind (as I make no scruple to foretell that
it will), it is but just that future times
should hear the names of its first promot-
ers, that they may Le able to render partic-
ular thanks to them who first conceived it
in their minds and practised some little
draught of it long ago. And besides, I never
yet saw an historian that was clear from
all affections: that, it may be, were not so
much to be called integrity as a Stoical
insensibility ; nor can I, more than others,
resist my inclinations, which strongly force
me to mention that which will be for the
honor of that place where I received a
great part of my education. It was there-
fore some space after the end of the Civil
Wars, at Oxford, in Dr. Wilkins his lodg-
ings, in Wadham College, which was then
the place of resort for virtuous and learned
men, that the first meetings were made,
which laid the foundation of all this that
followed. The University had, at that time,
many members of its own who had begun
a free way of reasoning; and was also fre-
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quented by some gentlemen of philosophi-
cal minds whom the misfortunes of the
kingdom, and the security and ease of a
retirement amongst gown-men, had drawn
thither.

SectioN II. The Meetings at Oxford.

Their first purpose was no more than
only the satisfaction of breathing a freer
air, and of conversing in quiet one with
another, without being engaged in the pas-
sions and madness of that dismal age.
And from the institution of that assembly
it had been enough if no other advantage
had come but this, that by this means there
was a race of young men provided, against
the next age, whose minds, receiving from
them their first impressions of sober and
generous knowledge, were invincibly armed
against all the enchantments of enthusiasm.
But what is more, [ may venture to affirm
that it was in good measure by the in-
fluence which these gentlemen had over the
rest that the University itself, or at least
any part of its discipline and order, was
saved from ruin. And from hence we may
conclude that the same men have now no
intention of sweeping away all the honor
of antiquity in this their new design: see- 3
ing they employed so much of their labor
and prudence in preserving that most
venerable seat of ancient learning, when
their shrinking from its defense would
have been the speediest way to have de-
stroyed it. For the truth of this, I dare ap-
peal to all uninterested men who knew the
temper of that place, and especially to
those who were my own contemporaries
there, of whom I can namec very many
whom the happy restoration of the king-
dom’s peace found as well inclined to serve
their Prince and the Church as if they had
been bred up in the most prosperous con-
dition of their country. This was undoubt-
edly so. Nor indeed could it be otherwise;
for such spiritual frenzies which did then
bear rule can never stand long before a
clear and a deep skill in Nature. It is al-
most impossible that they who converse so
much with the subtilty of things should be
deluded by such thick deceits. There is but
one better charm in the world than real
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philosophy to allay the impulses of the
false spirit: and that is the blessed presence
and assistance of the true.

Nor were the good effects of this con-
versation only confined to Oxford; but
they have made themselves known in their
printed works, both in our own and in
the learned language, which have much
conduced to the fame of our nation abroad
and to the spreading of profitable light at
home. This I trust will be universally ac-
knowledged when I shall have named the
men. The principal, and most constant of
them, were Doctor Seth Ward, the present
Lord Bishop of Exeter, Mr. Boyle, Dr.
Wilkins, Sir William Petty, Mr. Matthew
Wren, Dr. Wallis, Dr. Goddard, Dr. Wil-
lis, Dr. Bathurst, Dr. Christopher Wren,
Mr. Rook: besides several others, who
joined themselves to them upon occasions.
Now I have produced their names, I am a
little at a stand how to deal with them. For,
if I should say what they deserve, I fear it
would be intcrpreted flattery, instead of
justice. And yet I have now lying in my
sight the example of an elegant book which
I have professed to admire, whose author
sticks not to make large panegyrics on the
members of that assembly whose rela-
tion he writes. But this precedent is not
to be followed by a young man, who ought
to be more jealous of public censure, and
is not enough confirmed in the good liking
of the world to think that he has such a
weighty and difficult work as the making
of characters committed to him. I will,
therefore, pass by their praises in silence;
though I believe that what I might say of
them would be generally confessed, and
that if any ingenuous man who knows
them or their writings should contradict
me, he would also go near to gainsay him-
self, and to retract the applauses which he
had some time or other bestowed upon
them.

For such a candid and unpassionate
company as that was, and for such a gloomy
season, what could have been a fitter sub-
ject to pitch upon than natural philosophy ?
To have been always tossing about some
theological question would have been to
have made that their private diversion the
excess of which they themselves disliked in
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the public. To have been eternally musing
on civil business and the distresses of their
country was too melancholy a reflection.
It was Nature alone which could pleasantly
entertain them, in that estate. The contem-
plation of that draws our minds off from
past or present misfortunes, and makes
them conquerors over things in the greatest
public unhappiness: while the considera-
tion of men and human affairs may affect
us with a thousand various disquiets, that
never separates us into mortal factions;
that gives us room to differ without ani-
mosity and permits us to raise contrary
imaginations upon it without any danger of
a civil war.

Their meetings were as frequent as their
affairs permitted: their proceedings rather
by action than discourse; chiefly attending
some particular trials in chemistry or me-
chanics: they had no rules nor method
fixed ; their intention was more to commu-
nicate to each other their discoveries,
which they could make in so narrow a
compass, than an united, constant, or regu-
lar inquisition. And methinks their consti-
tution did bear some resemblance to the
Academy lately begun at Paris, where they
have at last turned their thoughts from
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words to experimental philosophy, and per- 30

haps in imitation of the Royal Society.
Their manner likewise is to assemble in a
private house, to reason freely upon the
works of Nature; to pass conjectures and
propose problems on any mathematical or
philosophical matter which comes in their
way. And this is an omen on which I will
build some hope, that as they agree with us
in what was done at Oxford, so they will
go on farther and come by the same de-
grees to erect another Royal Society in
France. I promise for these gentlemen here
(so well I know the generosity of their de-
sign) that they will be most ready to ac-
cept their assistance. To them, and to all
the learned world besides, they call for aid.
No difference of country, interest, or pro-
fession of religion will make them back-
ward from taking, or affording, help in this
enterprize. And indeed all Europe at this
time have two general wars which they
ought in honor to make: the one a holy, the
other a philosophical; the one against the
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common enemy of Christendom, the other
also against powerful and barbarous foes
that have not been fully subdued almost
these six thousand years, ignorance and
false opinions. Against these, it becomes us
to go forth in one common expedition: all
civil nations joining their armies against
the one, and their reason against the other,
without any petty contentions about privi-
leges or precedence.

SectioN III. Their first meetings at Lon-
don.

Thus they continued without any great
intermissions till about the year 1658. But
then being called away to several parts of
the nation, and the greatest number of
them coming to London, they usually met
at ‘Gresham College, at the Wednesdays’
and Thursdays’ lectures of Dr. Wren and
Mr. Rook: where there joined with them
several eminent persons of their common
acquaintance: the Lord Viscount Brounc-
ker, the now Lord Brereton, Sir Paul
Neil, Mr. John Evelyn, Mr. Henshaw,
Mr. Slingsby, Dr. Timothy Clark, Dr. Ent,
Mr. Ball, Mr. Hill, Dr. Crone, and divers
other gentlemen whose inclinations lay the
same way. This custom was observed once,
if not twice, a week in Term time, till they
were scattered by the miserable distrac-
tions of that fatal year; till the continuance
of their meetings there might have made
them run the hazard of the fate of
Archimedes: for then the place of their
meeting was made a quarter for soldiers.
But (to make haste through those dread-
ful revolutions, which cannot be beheld
upon paper without horror; unless we re-
member that they had this one happy effect,
to open men’s eyes to look out for the true
remedy) upon this followed the King’s re-
turn; and that, wrought by such an ad-
mirable chain of events that, if we either
regard the easiness, or speed, or blessed
issue of the work, it seems of itself to con-
tain variety and pleasure enough to make
recompense for the whole twenty years’
melancholy that had gone before. This I
leave to another kind of history to be de-
scribed. It shall suffice my purpose that
philosophy had its share in the benefits of
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that glorious action: for the Royal Society
had its beginning in the wonderful pacific
year 1660. So that, if any conjectures of
good fortune, from extraordinary nativi-
ties, hold true, we may presage all happi-
ness to this undertaking. And I shall here
join my solemn wishes that, as it began in
that time when our country was freed from
confusion and slavery, so it may, in its
progress, redeem the minds of men from
obscurity, uncertainty, and bondage.

I

o

SectioN IV. The beginning of the Royal
Society.

These gentlemen, therefore, finding the
hearts of their countrymen enlarged by
their joys, and fitted for any noble propo-
sition, and meeting with the concurrence
of many worthy men, who, to their immor-
tal honor had followed the King in his ban-
ishment, Mr. Erskins, Sir Robert Moray,
Sir Gilbert Talbot, etc., began now to
imagine some greater thing; and to bring
out experimental knowledge from the re-
treats in which it had long hid itself, to
take its part in the triumphs of that uni-
versal jubilee. And indeed philosophy did
very well deserve that reward, having been
always loyal in the worst of times: for
though the King's enemies had gained all
other advantages, though they had all the
garrisons, the fleets, and ammunitions, and
treasures, and armies on their side, yet they
could never, by all their victories, bring
over the reason of men to their party.

While they were thus ordering their
platform, there came forth a treatise which
very much hastened its contrivance; and
that was a Proposal by Master Cowley of
erecting a Philosophical College. The in-
tent of it was that in some place near Lon-
don there should liberal salaries be be-
stowed on a competent number of learned
men, to whom should be committed the
operations of natural experiments. This
model was every way practicable, unless
perhaps in two things he did more consult
the generosity of his own mind than of
other men’s: the one was the largeness of 5o
the revenue with which he would have his
College at first endowed; the other, that
he imposed on his operators a second task
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of great pains, the education of youth.

The last of these is indeed a matter of
great weight; the reformation of which
ought to be seriously examined by prudent
men. For it is.an undeniable truth which
is commonly said, that there would be need
of fewer laws, and less force to govern
men, if their minds were rightly informed,
and set straight, while they were young and
pliable. But perhaps this labor is not so
proper for experimenters to undergo; for
it would not only devour too much of their
time, but it would go near to make them a
little more magisterial in philosophy than
became them, by being long accustomed to
command the opinions, and direct the man-
ners, of their scholars. And as to the other
particular,the large estate which he required
to the maintenance of his College: it is evi-
dent that it is so difficult a thing to draw
men in to be willing to divert an ancient
revenue which had long run in another
stream, or to contribute out of their own
purses to the supporting of any new de-
sign, while it shows nothing but promises
and hopes, that in such cases it were (it
may be) more advisable to begin upon a
small stock, and so to rise by degrces than
to profess great things at first, and to exact
too much benevolence all in one lump to-
gether. However, it was not the excellent
author’s fault that he thought better of the
age than it did deserve. His purpose in it
was like himself, full of honor and good-
ness: most of the other particulars of his
draught the Royal Society is now putting
in practice.

I come now to the second period of my
narration: wherein I promised to give an
account of what they did, till they were
publicly owned, encouraged, and confirmed
by royal favor. And I trust that I shall here
produce many things which will prove
their attempts to be worthy of all men’s
encouragement: though what was per-
formed in this interval may be rather styled
the temporary scaffold about the building
than the frame itself. But in my entrance
upon this part, being come to the top of
the hill, I begin to tremble, and to appre-
hend the greatness of my subject. For 1
perceive that I have led my readers’ minds
on, by so long and so confident a speech,
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to expect some wonderful model, which
shall far exceed all the former, that I have
acknowledged to have been imperfect. Now,
though this were really so, as I believe it
is, yet I question how it will look after
it has been disfigured by my unskillful
hands. But the danger of this ought to
have deterred me in the beginning. It is
now too late to look back; and I can only
apply myself to that good-nature which
a great man has observed to be so peculiar
to our nation that there is scarce an ex-
pression to signify it in any other language.
To this I must fly for succor, and most
affectionately entreat my countrymen that
they would interpret my failings to be only
errors of obedience to some whose com-
mands, or desires, I could not resist; and
that they would take the measure of the
Royal Society, not so much from my lame
description of it, as from the honor and
reputation of many of those men of whom
it is composed.

SecTioN V. A Model of their whole De-
sign.

I will here, in the first place, contract
into few words the whole sum of their
resolutions, which I shall often have oc-
casion to touch upon in parcels. Their
purpose is, in short, to make faithful
records of all the works of Nature or Art
which can come within their reach: that
so the present age and posterity may be
able to put a mark on the errors which have
been strengthened by long prescription, to
restore the truths that have lain neglected,
to push on those which are already known
to more various uses, and to make the way
more passable to what remains unrevealed.
This is the compass of their design. And
to accomplish this, they have endeavored
to separate the knowledge of Nature from
the colors of rhetoric, the devices of
fancy, or the delightful deceit of fables.
They have labored to enlarge it from being
confined to the custody of a few, or from
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ened and bounded too much up by general
doctrines. They have tried to put it into
a condition of perpetual increasing, by
settling an inviolable correspondence be-
tween the hand and the brain. They have
studied to make it, not only an enterprise
of one season, or of some lucky opportu-
nity, but a business of time—a steady, a
lasting, a popular, an uninterrupted work.

10 They have attempted to free it from the

artifice, and humors, and passions of sects;
to render it an instrument whereby man-
kind may obtain a dominion over things,
and not only over one another’s judgments.
And lastly, they have begun to establish
these reformations in philosophy, not so
much by any solemnity of laws, or ostenta-
tion of ceremonies, as by solid practice and
examples: not by a glorious pomp of words,

20 but by the silent, effectual, and unanswer-

able arguments of real productions,

This will more fully appear by what I
am to say on these four particulars, which
shall make up this part of my relation, the
qualifications of their members, the manner
of their inquiry, their weekly assemblies,
and their way of registering.

3 Secrion XI. Their Matter.

Of the extent of the matter about which
they have been already conversant, and in-
tend to be hereafter, there can be no better
measure taken than by giving a general
prospect of all the objects of men’s
thoughts: which can be nothing else but
either God, or Men, or Nature.

As for the first, they meddle no other-

s wise with divine things than only as the

power, and wisdom, and goodness of the
Creator is displayed in the admirable order
and workmanship of the creatures. It can-
not be denied but it lies in the natural
philosopher’s hands best to advance that
part of divinity which, though it fills not
the mind with such tender and powerful
contemplations as that which shows us
man’s redemption by a Mediator, yet it is

servitude to private interests. They have 5o by no means to be passed by unregarded;

striven to preserve it from being over-
pressed by a confused heap of vain and
useless particulars; or from being strait-

but is an excellent ground to establish the
other. This is a religion which is con-
firmed by the unanimous agreement of all
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sorts of worships, and may serve in respect
to Christianity as Solomon’s porch to the
temple; into the one the heathens them-
selves did also enter, but into the other,
only God's peculiar people.

In men, may be considered the faculties
and operations of their souls; the con-
stitution of their bodies, and the works
of their hands. Of these, the first they
omit: both because the knowledge and
direction of them have been before
undertaken, by some arts on which they
have no mind to intrench, as the Politics,
Morality, and Oratory; and also because
the reason, the understanding, the tempers,
the will, the passions of men are so hard
to be reduced to any certain observation
of the senses; and afford so much room
to the observers to falsify or counterfeit
that, if such discourses should be once
entertained, they would be in danger of
falling into talking, instead of working,
which they carcfully avoid. Such subjects
therefore as these, they have hitherto kept
out. But yet, when they shall have made
more progress in material things, they will
be in a condition of pronouncing more
boldly on them too. For, though man’s soul
and body are not only one natural engine
(as some have thought), of whose motions 3
of all sorts there may be as certain an
accompt given as of those of a watch or
clock, yet by long studying of the spirits,
of the blood, of the nourishment, of the
parts, of the diseases, of the advantages,
of the accidents which belong to human
bodies (all which will come within their
province), there, without question, be very
near guesses made even at the more exalted
and immediate actions of the soul; and that 4
too without destroying its spiritual and
immortal being.

These two subjects, God and the soul,
being only forborne: in all the rest they
wander at their pleasure—in the frame of
men’s bodies, the ways for strong, health-
ful, and long life; in the arts of men’s
hands, those that either necessity, con-
venience, or delight have produced; in the
works of Nature, their helps, their varie- so
ties, redundancies, and defects; and in
bringing all these to the uses of human
society.
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Section XIII. Thetr way of Inquiry into
remote matters.

This they have practised in such things
whereof the matter is common, and
wherein they may repeat their labors as
they plecase. But in foreign and remote
affairs, their intentions and their ad-
vantages do far exceed all others. For
these, they have begun to settle a cor-
respondence through all countries; and
have taken such order that in short time
there will scarce a ship come up the
Thames that does not make some return of
experiments, as well as of merchandize.

This their care of an universal intelli-
gence is befriended by nature itself, in
the situation of England: for, lying so,
as it does, in the passage between the
northern parts of the world and the south-
ern, its ports being open to all coasts, and
its ships spreading their sails in all seas, it is
thereby necessarily made, not only mistress
of the ocean, but the most proper seat for
the advancement of knowledge. From the
positions of countries, arise not only their
several shapes, manners, customs, colors,
but also their different arts and studies.
The inland and continent, we see, do give
laws to discourse, to habits, to behavior;
but those that border upon the seas are
most properly seated to bring home matter
for new sciences, and to make the same
proportion of discoveries above others in
the intellectual globe 1is they have done in
the material.

Upon this advantage of our island there
is so much stress to be laid towards the
prosperity of this design that, if we should
search through all the world for a per-
petual habitation wherein the Universal
Philosophy might settle itself, there can
none be found which is comparable to
London, of all the former or present seats
of empire. Babylon, that was the capital
city of the first monarchy, was situated
in a champaign country, had a clear and
uncloudy air; and was therefore fit enough
to promote one part of natural knowledge,
the observations of the heavens; but it was
a midland town, and regarded not the
traffic of foreigners; abounding with its
own luxury and riches. Memphis was im-
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proper upon the same accompt; for Egypt
was a land content with its own plenty,
admitting strangers rather to instruct them
than to learn anything from them. Carthage
stood not so well for a resort for philoso-
phers as for pirates, as all the African
shore continues at this day. As for Rome,
its fortune was read by Virgil when he
said that it only ought to excel in the arts
of ruling. Constantinople, though its pres-
ent masters were not barbarous, yet is too
much shut up by the Straits of Hellespont.
Vienna is now a frontier town, and has no
communication with the ocean but by a long
compass about. Amsterdam is a place of
trade, without the mixture of men of freer
thoughts. And even Paris itself, though it
is far to be preferred before all the others
for the resort of learned and inquisitive
men to it, yet is less capable for the same
reasons for which Athens was, by being
the seat of gallantry, the arts of speech, and
education. But it is London alone that
enjoys most of the others’ advantages,
without their inconveniences. It is the
head of a mighty empire, the greatest that
ever commanded the ocean: it is com-
posed of gentlemen, as well as traders;
it has a large intercourse with all the
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earth; it is, as the poets describe their 3

House of Fame, a city where all the noises
and business in the world do meet; and
therefore this honor is justly due to it, to
be the constant place of residence for that
knowledge which is to be made up of the
reports and intelligence of all countries.

To this I will add that we have another
help in our hands, which almost forces
this crown on the head of the English

nation; and that is the noble and inquisitive 40

genius of our merchants. This cannot be
better shown than by comparing them with
those of that one country which only
stands in competition with us for trade.
The merchants of England live honorably
in foreign parts; those of Holland meanly,
minding their gain alone: ours converse
freely, and learn from all, having in their
behavior very much of the gentility of the
families from which so many of them are
descended. The others, when they are
abroad, show that they are only a race of
plain citizens, keeping themselves most
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within their own cells and warehouses;
scarce regarding the acquaintance of any
but those with whom they traffic. This
largeness of ours, and narrowness of
their, living does, no doubt, conduce very
much to enrich them; and is, perhaps, one
of the reasons that they can so easily
undersell us; but withal, it makes ours the
most capable, as theirs unfit, to promote
such an enterprise as this of which I am
now speaking. For, indeed, the effects of
their several ways of life are as different:
of the Hollanders, I need say no more;
but of the English merchants I will affirm
that in all sorts of politeness, and skill in
the world, and human affairs, they do not
only excel them, but are equal to any other
sort of men amongst us.

SectioN XX. Their manner of Discourse.

Thus they have directed, judged, con-
jectured upon, and improved experiments.
But lastly, in these, and all other busi-
nesses that have come under their care,
there is one thing more about which the
Society has been most solicitous; and that
is, the manner of their discourse: which,
unless they had been very watchful to keep
in due temper, the whole spirit and vigor
of their design had been soon eaten out,
by the luxury and redundance of speech.
The ill effects of this superfluity of talk-
ing have already overwhelmed most other
arts and professions; insomuch that when
I consider the means of happy living, and
the causes of their corruption, I can hardly
forbear recanting what I said before, and
concluding that eloquence ought to be
banished out of all civil societies, as a
thing fatal to peace and good manners.
To this opinion I should wholly incline
if I did not find that it is a weapon which
may be as easily procured by bad men as
good; and that, if these should only cast
it away, and those retain it, the naked
innocence of virtue would be upon all
occasions exposed to the armed malice of
the wicked. This is the chief reason that
should now keep up the ornaments of
speaking in any request, since they are so
much degenerated from their original use-
fulness. They were at first, no doubt, an
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admirable instrument in the hands of wise
men: when they were only employed to
describe goodness, honesty, obedience in
larger, fairer, and more moving images, to
represent truth clothed with bodies, and
to bring knowledge back again to our
very senses, from whence it was at first
derived to our understandings. But now
they are generally changed to worse uses:
they make the fancy disgust the best
things, if they come sound and unadorned;
they are in open defiance against reason,
professing, not to hold much correspond-
ence with that, but with its slaves, the
passions; they give the mind a motion too
changeable and bewitching to consist with
right practice. Who can behold, without
indignation, how many mists and uncer-
tainties these specious tropes and figures
have brought on our knowledge? How
many rewards which are due to more
profitable and difficult arts have been still
snatched away by the easy vanity of fine
speaking! For now I am warmed with
this just anger, I cannot withhold myself
from betraying the shallowness of all these
seeming mysteries upon which we writers
and spcakers look so big. And, in few
words, I dare say that of all the studies of
men nothing may be sooner obtained than
this vicious abundance of phrase, this
trick of metaphors, this volubility of
tongue, which makes so great a noise in
the world. But I spend words in vain;
for the evil is now so invecterate that it is
hard to know whom to blame, or where to
begin to reform. We all value one an-
other so much upon this beautiful deceit,
and labor so long after it in the years of
our education, that we cannot but ever
after think kinder of it than it deserves.
And indeed, in most other parts of learning,
I look on it to be a thing almost utterly
desperate in its cure; and I think it may be
placed amongst those general mischiefs
such as the dissension of Christian princes,
the want of practice in religion, and the
like, which have been so long spoken
against that men are become insensible
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to point out what has been done by the
Royal Society towards the correcting of its
excesses in natural philosophy; to which
it is, of all others, a most professed enemy.

They have therefore been most rigorous
in putting in execution the only remedy
that can be found for this extravagance:
and that has been a constant resolution to
reject all the amplifications, digressions,
and swellings of style; to return back to
the primitive purity, and shortness, when
men delivered so many things almost in
an equal number of words. They have ex-
acted from all their members a close,
naked, natural way of speaking, positive
expressions, clear senses, a native easi-
ness; bringing all things as near the
mathematical plainness as they can, and
preferring the language of artisans, coun-
trymen, and merchants before that of wits
or scholars.

And here there is one thing not to be
passed by; which will render this estab-
lished custom of the Society well-nigh
everlasting, and that is the general consti-
tution of the minds of the English. I have
already often insisted on some of the pre-
rogatives of England whereby it may
justly lay claim to be the head of a
Philosophical League, above all other
countries in Europe: I have urged its
situation, its present genius, and the dis-
position of its merchants; and many more
such arguments to encourage us still re-
main to be used; but of all others, this
which I am now alleging is of the most
weighty and important consideration. If
there can be a true character given of the
universal temper of any nation under
heaven, then certainly this must be as-
cribed to our countrymen—that they have
commonly an unaffected sincerity; that
they love to deliver their minds with a
sound simplicity ; that they have the middle
qualities, between the reserved subtle
southern and the rough unhewn northern
people; that they are not extremely prone
to speak; that they are more concerned
what others will think of the strength than

about them, everyone shifting off the fault ¢ of the fineness of what they say; and that

from himself to others, and so they are
only made bare commonplaces of com-
plaint. It will suffice my present purpose

an universal modesty possesses them. These
qualities are so conspicuous and proper to
our soil that we often hear them objected
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to us, by some of our neighbor satirists, in
more disgraceful expressions. For they are
wont to revile the English with a want of
familiarity, with a melancholy dumpish-
ness, with slowness, silence, and with the
unrefined sullenness of their behavior. But
these are only the reproaches of partiality,
or ignorance; for they ought rather to be
commended for an honorable integrity ; for
a neglect of circumstances and flourishes;
for regarding things of greater moment
more than less; for a scorn to deceive as
well as to be deceived: which are all the
best endowments that can enter into a
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philosophical mind. So that even the
position of our climate, the air, the
influence of the heaven, the composi-
tion of the English blood, as well as the
embraces of the ocean, seem to join with
the labors of the Royal Society to render
our country a land of experimental knowl-
edge. And it is a good sign that Nature will
reveal more of its secrets to the English

10 than to others; because it has already

furnished them with a genius so well pro-
portioned for the receiving and retaining
its mysteries.

THIRD PART

SectrioNn XII. The seventh objection, that
it hinders use.

The last failing which is wont to be
imputed to learned men is want of use, and
fear of practice, and a conversing with
things in their studies which they meet with
nowhere else. It may now perhaps be
thought that an experimenter is as in-
clinable to these weaknesses as he that
only contemplates; because they both keep
out of the way, in the shadow—the one in
his library, arguing, objecting, defending,
concluding with himself; the other in his
work-house, with such tools and materials
whereof many perhaps are not publicly
in use. Let us then consider which of them
is most to be blamed for conversing with
matters unlike those that we meet with in
civil affairs? and which most abounds with
fears, and doubts, and mistaken ideas of
things?

It cannot be denied but the men of
reading do very much busy themselves about
such conceptions which are nowhere to be
found out of their own chambers. The
sense, the custom, the practice, the judg-
ment of the world is quite a different thing
from what they imagine it to be in private.
And therefore it is no wonder if, when
they come abroad into business, the fight
of men, the tumult and noise of cities, and
the very brightness of day itself affright
them: like that rhetorician who, having
been used to declaim in the shade of a
school, when he came to plead a true cause

in the open air, desired the judges to re-
move their seat under some roof, because the
light offended him.

But now on the other side, the men of
works and experiments perhaps do not al-
ways handle the very same subjects that
are acted on the stage of the world; yet
they are such as have a very great resem-
blance to them. It is matter, a visible and

10 sensible matter, which is the object of their

labors ; and the same is also used by men of
practical lives. This likeness of their em-
ployments will soon make the one excel in
the other. For it is far easier for him who
has been conversant in one sort of works
to apply himself to any other than for him
who has only thought much to turn a man
of practice: as he that can paint the face
of a man or a lion will much sooner come

2 to draw any other creature than he who has

all the rules of limning in his head, but
never yet used his hand to lay on a color.

And as for the terrors and misappre-
hensions which commonly confound weaker
minds, and make men’s hearts to fail and
boggle at trifles, there is so little hope of
having them removed by speculation alone
that it is evident they were first produced
by the most contemplative men amongst

30 the ancients; and chiefly prevailed of late

years when that way of learning flourished.
The poets began of old to impose the deceit.
They, to make all things look more venera-
ble than they were, devised a thousand false
chimeras; on every field, river, grove, and
cave they bestowed a phantasm of their
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own making: with these they amazed the
world; these they clothed with what
shapes they pleased; by these they pre-
tended that all wars, and counsels, and
actions of men were administered. And in
the modern ages these fantastical forms
were revived, and possessed Christendom,
in the very height of the Schoolmen’s time:
an infinite number of fairies haunted every
house; all churches were filled with appari-
tions ; men began to be frighted from their
cradles, which fright continued to their
graves, and their names also were made
the causes of scaring others. All which
abuses, if those acute philosophers did not
promote, yet they were never able to over-
come; nay, even not so much as King
Oberon and his invisible army.

But from the time in which the real
philosophy has appeared, there is scarce
any whisper remaining of such horrors:
every man is unshaken at those tales at
which his ancestors trembled; the course
of things goes quictly along, in its own
true channel of natural causes and effects.
For this we are beholden to experiments;
which, though they have not yet completed
the discovery of the true world, yet they
have already vanquished those wild in-
habitants of the false world that used to
astonish the minds of men. A blessing for
which we ought to be thankful, if we re-
member that it is one of the greatest curses
that God pronounces on the wicked, that
“they shall fear where no fear is.”

From what I have said may be gathered
that experimental philosophy will prevent
men’s spending the strength of their
thoughts about disputes, by turning them
to works; that it may well be attended by
the united labors of many, without wholly
devouring the time of those that labor; that
it will cure our minds of romantic swelling,
by showing all things familiarly to them,
just as large as they are; that it will free
them from perversity, by not permitting
them to be too peremptory in their con-
clusions; that it accustoms our hands to
things which have a near resemblance to
the business of life; and that it draws away
the shadows which either enlarge or darken
human affairs. And indeed of the usual
titles by which men of business are wont
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to be distinguished, the crafty, the formal,
and the prudent, the crafty may answer
to the empiric in philosophy; that is, he
is such a one who has a great collection of
particular experiences, but knows not how
to use them but to base and low ends. The
formal man may be compared to the mere
speculative philosopher; for he vainly re-
duces everything to grave and solemn gen-
eral rules, without discretion or mature
deliberation. And lastly, the prudent man
is like him who proceeds on a constant and
solid course of experiments. The one in
civil life neither wholly rejects the wisdom
of ancient or modern times; the other in
philosophy has the same reverence for
former ages and regard for the present.
The one does not rest upon empty prudence,
but designs it for action: the other does the
same with his discoveries; upon a just,
severe, and deliberate examination of
things, they both raise their observations,
which they do not suffer to lie idle, but
use them to direct the actions, and supply
the wants, of human life.

SectioN XIII. Experiments useful for the
cure of men's Minds.

Besides what 1 have said of the help
which experiments will bring to our public
duties and civil actions, I promised to add
something concerning the assistance that
they are able to give towards the
management of the private motions and
passions of our minds. Of this [ need say
the less because there is amongst the
philosophers a particular science appointed
for this purpose, to prescribe rules for
calming our affections and conquering our
vices. However, I will not wholly pass it
over in silence. But I will try in few words
to make appear that the real philosophy
will supply our thoughts with excellent
medicines against their own extravagances,
and will serve, in some sort, for the same
ends which the moral professes to accom-
plish.

If we shall cast an eye on all the tempests
which arise within our breasts, and con-
sider the causes and remedies of all the
violent desires, malicious envies, intem-
perate joys, and irregular griefs by which



184
the lives of most men become miserable or
guilty, we shall find that they are chiefly
produced by idleness, and may be most
naturally cured by diversion. Whatever art
shall be able to busy the minds of men with
a constant course of innocent works, or
to fill them with as vigorous and pleasant
images, as those ill impressions by which
they are deluded, it will certainly have a
surer cffect in the composing and purifying
of their thoughts than all the rigid precepts
of the Stoical, or the empty distinctions
of the Peripatetic, moralists.

Now then, it is required in that study
which shall attempt, according to the force
of Nature, to cure the diseases of the mind,
that it keep it from idleness by full and
earnest employments, and that it possess
it with innocent, various, lasting, and even
seusible delights.

How active and industrious the art of
experiments ought to be may be concluded
from the whole tenor of my discourse;
wherein I have often proved that it can
never be finished by the perpetual labors
of any one man, nay scarce by the successive
force of the greatest assembly.

That therefore being taken for granted,
that it will afford eternal employment, it
is also as true that its labors will contain
the most affecting and the most diverting
delights; and that thence it has power
enough to free the minds of men from
their vanities and intemperance by that
very way which the greatest epicure has
no reason to reject, by opposing pleasure
against pleasure.

And T dare challenge all the corrupt arts
of our senses, or the devices of voluptuous
wits, to provide fuller, more changeable,
or nearer objects for the contentment of
men’s minds. It were indeed to be wished
that severe virtue itself, attended only by
its own authority, werc powerful enough
to establish its dominion. But it cannot be
so. The corruptions and infirmities of
human nature stand in need of all manner
of allurements to draw us to good and
quiet manners. I will therefore propose
for this end this course of study, which will
not affright us with rigid precepts, or sour
looks, or peevish commands, but consists
of sensible pleasure, and besides will be
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most lasting in its satisfaction and innocent
in its remembrance.

What raptures can the most voluptuous
men fancy to which these are not equal?
Can they relish nothing but the pleasures
of their senses? They may here enjoy them
without guilt or remorse. Are they af-
frighted at the difficulties of knowledge?
Here they may meet with a study that as
well fits the most negligent minds as the
most industrious. This consists of so many
works, and those so obvious and facile,
that the most laborious will never find cause
to be idle, and the most idle may still have
something to do with the greatest ease.
In this they nced not weary themselves by
searching for matter. Whatever they feel,
or see, will afford them observations. In
this there is no tedious preparation required
to fit them for such endeavors. As soon as
they have the use of their hands, and eyes,
and common sense, they are sufficiently
furnished to undertake them: though we
cannot comprehend the arts of men without
many previous studies, yet such is the in-
dulgence of Nature that it has from the
beginning, out of its own store, sufficiently
provided every man with all things that are
needful for the understanding of itself.

Thus neither the sensual mind has any
occasion to contemn experiments as un-
pleasant, nor the idle as burdensome or in-
tolerable, nor the virtuous as unworthy of
his labors. And the same influence they may
have on all other moral imperfections of
human nature. What room can there be for
low and little things in a mind so usefully
and successfully employed ? What ambitious
disquiets can torment that man who has so
much glory before him, for which there
are only required the delightful works of
his hands? What dark or melancholy
passions can overshadow his heart, whose
senses are always full of so many various
productions, of which the least progress
and success will affect him with an innocent
joy? What anger, envy, hatred, or revenge
can long torment his breast, whom not only
the greatest and noblest objects, but every
sand, every pebble, every grass, every
earth, every fly can divert? To whom the
return of every season, every month, every
day, do suggest a circle of most pleasant
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operations? If the ancients prescribed it
as a sufficient remedy against such violent
passions only to repeat the alphabet over,
whereby there was leisure given to the
mind to recover itself from any sudden

fury, then how much more effectual medi-
cines against the same distempers may be
fetched from the whole alphabet of Nature,
which represents itself to our consideration
in so many infinite volumes!
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THE GROUNDS AND OCCASIONS OF THE CONTEMPT
OF THE CLERGY AND RELIGION
INQUIRED INTO
IN A LETTER WRITTEN TO R. L.
[1670].

THE PREFACE To THE READER

I can very easily fancy that many, upon
the very first sight of the title, will pres-
ently imagine that the author does either
want the great tithes, lying under the
pressure of some pitiful vicarage; or that
he is much out of humor, and dissatisfied
with the present condition of affairs; or,
lastly, that he writes to no purpose at all,
there having been an abundance of un-
profitable advisers in this kind.

As to my being under some Low Church
dispensation, you may know I write not
out of a pinching necessity, or out of any
rising design. You may please to belicve
that, although I have a most solemn rever-
ence for the clergy in general, and especially
for that of England, yet, for my own part,
I must confess to you I am not of that holy
employment; and have as little thought of
being dean or bishop as they that think so
have hopes of being all lord keepers.

Nor less mistaken will they be that shall
judge me in the least discontented, or any
ways disposed to disturb the peace of the
present settled Church; for, in good truth,
I have neither lost king’s nor bishop's
lands, that should incline me to a surly and
quarrelsome complaining, as many be who
would have been glad enough to see his
Majesty restored, and would have endured
bishops daintily well, had they lost no
money by their coming in.

I am not, I will assure you, any of those
occasional writers that, missing preferment
in the university, can presently write you
their new ways of education; or being a
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little tormented with an ill-chosen wife, set
forth the doctrine of divorce to be truly
evangelical.

The cause of these few sheets was honest
and innocent, and as free from all passion
as any design.

As for the last thing which [ supposed
objected, viz., that this book 1s altogether
needless, there having been an infinite num-
ber of church- and clergy-menders, that
have made many tedious and unsuccessful
offers—I must needs confess that it were
very unrecasonable for me to expect a better
reward.

Only thus much, T think, with modesty
may be said, that I cannot at present call to
mind anything that is propounded but what
is very hopeful and easily accomplished.
For, indeed, should 1 go about to tell you
that a child can never prove a profitable
instructor of the pcople unless born when
the sun is in Aries, or brought up in a
school that stands full south, that he can
never be able to govern a parish unless he
can ride the great horse, or that he can
never go through the great work of the
ministry unless for three hundred years
backward it can be proved that none of his
family ever had cough, ague, or grey hair;
then I should very patiently endure to be
reckoned among the vainest that ever made
attempt.

But believe me, Reader, I am not, as you
will easily see, any contriver of an in-
corruptible and pure crystalline church, or
any expecter of a reign of nothing but
saints and worthies; but only an honest
and hearty wisher that the best of our
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clergy might forever continue as they are,
rich and learned, and that the rest might
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be very useful and well esteemed in their
profession.

THE GROUNDS AND OCCASIONS, ETC.

SIR,

That short discourse which we lately had
concerning the clergy continues so fresh
in your mind that, I perceive by your last,
you are more than a little troubled to ob-
serve that disesteem that lies upon several
of those holy men. Your good wishes for
the Church, I know, are very strong and
unfeigned, and your hopes of the world
receiving much more advantage and better
advice from some of the clergy than usually
it is found by experience to do are neither
needless nor impossible.

And as [ have always been a devout
admirer as well as strict observer of your
actions, so I have constantly taken a great
delight to concur with you in your very
thoughts. Whereupon it is, Sir, that I have
spent some few hours upon that which was
the occasion of your last letter, and the
subject of our late discourse.

And before, Sir, I enter upon telling you
what are my apprchensions, T must most
heartily profess that, for my own part, I
did never think, since at all T understood
the excellency and perfection of a church,
but that ours, now lately restored as
formerly established, does far outgo, as to
all Christian ends and purposes, cither the
pomp and bravery of Rome herself, or the
best of free spiritual states.

But if so be it be allowable (where we
have so undoubtedly learned and honorable
a clergy) to suppose that some of that
sacred profession might possibly have
attained to a greater degree of esteem and
usefulness to the world, then I hope what
has thus long hindered so great and de-
sirable a blessing to the nation may be
modestly guessed at, either without giving
any wilful offense to the present Church, or
any great trouble, dear Sir, to yourself.
And, if I be not very much mistaken, what-
ever has heretofore, or does at present,
lessen the value of our clergy, or render it
in any degree less serviceable to the world
than might be reasonably hoped, may be

easily referred to two very plain things—
the ignorance of some, and the poverty of
others of the clergy.

And first, as to the ignorance of some of
our clergy.

If we would make a search to purpose,
we must go as deep as the very beginnings
of education, and, doubtless, may lay a
great part of our misfortunes to the old-

10 fashioned methods and discipline of school-

ing itself ; upon the well ordering of which,
although much of the improvement of our
clergy cannot be denied mainly to depend,
yet by reason this is so well known to
yourself, as also that there have been many
of undoubted learning and experience that
have set out their several models for this
purpose, I shall therefore only mention such
loss of time and abuse of youth as is most

2 remarkable and mischievous, and as could

not be conveniently omitted in a discourse
of this nature, though ever so short.

And first of all, jt were certainly worth
the considering : Whether it be unavoidably
necessary to keep lads to 16 or 17 years
of age, in pure slavery to a few Latin or
Greek words? or, Whether it may not be
more convenient, especially if we call to
mind their natural inclinations to case and

30 idleness, and how hardly they are persuaded

of the excellency of the liberal arts and
sciences (any further than the smart of
the last piece of discipline is fresh in their
memories), whether, I say, it be not more
proper and beneficial to mix with those
unpleasant tasks and drudgeries something
that, in probability, might not only take
much better with them, but might also be
much easier obtained?

As, suppose some part of time was allotted
them for the reading of some innocent
English authors, where they need not go,
every line, so unwillingly to a tormenting
dictionary, and whereby they might come
in a short time to apprehend common sense,
and to begin to judge what is true. For you
shall have lads that are arch-knaves at the
nominative case, and that have a notable
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quick eye at spying out of the verh, who,
for want of reading such common and
familiar books, shall understand no more of
what is very plain and easy than a well-
educated dog or horse.

Or suppose they were taught, as they
might much easier be than what is com-
monly offered to them, the principles of
arithmetic, geometry, and such alluring
parts of learning. As these things un-
doubtedly would be much more useful, so
much more delightful to them, than to be
tormented with a tedious story how Phaeton
broke his neck, or how many nuts and apples
Tityrus had for his supper.

For, most certainly, youths, if hand-
somely dealt with, are much inclinable to
emulation, and to a very useful esteem of
glory, and more especially if it be the re-
ward of knowledge; and therefore, if such
things were carefully and discreetly pro-
pounded to them, wherein they might not
only earnestly contend amongst themselves,
but might also see how far they outskill
the rest of the world, a’'lad hereby would
think himself high and mighty, and would
certainly take great delight in contemning
the next unlearned mortal he meets withal.

But if, instead hereof, you diet him with
nothing but with rules and exceptions, with
tiresome repetitions of Amo and Tirre,
setting a day also apart also to recite
verbatim all the burdensome task of
the foregoing week (which I am con-
fident is usually as dreadful as an old
Parliament Fast), we must needs believe
that such a one, thus managed, will scarce
think to prove immortal by such perform-
ances and accomplishments as these,
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You know very well, Sir, that lads in 4o

general have but a kind of ugly and odd
conception of learning, and look upon it
as such a starving thing, and unnecessary
perfection, especially as it is usually
dispensed out unto them, that nine-pins or
span-counter are judged much more heav-
enly employments! And therefore what
pleasure, do we think, can such a one take
in being bound to get against breakfast

two or three hundred rumblers out of s

Homer, in commendation of Achilles’s toes,
or the Grecians’ boots; or to have measured
out to him, very early in the morning,
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fifteen or twenty well-laid-on lashes, for
letting a syllable slip too soon, or hanging
too long on it? Doubtless instant execu-
tion upon such grand miscarriages as
these will eternally engage him to a most
admirable opinion of the Muses!

Lads, certainly, ought to be won by all
possible arts and devices; and though many
have invented fine pictures and games to
cheat them into the undertaking of un-
reasonable burdens, yet this, by no means,
is such a lasting temptation as the pro-
pounding of that which in itself is pleasant
and alluring. For we shall find very many,
though of no excelling quickness, will soon
perceive the design of the landscape; and
so, looking through the veil, will then begin
to take as little delight in those pretty con-*
trivances as in getting by heart three or
four leaves of ungayed nonsense.

Neither seems the stratagem of money
to be so prevailing and catching as a right-
down offer of such books which are in-
genious and convenient, there being but
very few so intolerably careful of their
bellies as to look upon the hopes of a cake
or a few apples to be a sufficient recom-
pense for cracking their pates with a heap
of independent words.

I am not sensible that I have said any-
thing in disparagement of those two famous
tongues, the Greek and Latin; there being
much reason to value them beyond others,
because the best of human learning has
been delivered unto us in those languages.
But he that worships them purely out of
honor to Rome and Athens, having little
or no respect to the usefulness and excel-
lency of the books themselves, as many
do—it is a sign he has a great esteem and
reverence of antiquity; but I think him by
no means comparable, for happiness, to
him who catches frogs or hunts butterflies.

That some languages therefore ought to
be studied is in a manner absolutely neces-
sary—unless all were brought to one, which
would be the happiest thing that the world
could wish for!

But whether the beginning of them
might not be more insensibly instilled and
more advantageously obtained by reading
philosophical as well as other ingenious
authors than Janua Linguarum, crabbed



JOHN EACHARD

poems, and cross-grained prose, as it has
been heretofore by others, so it ought to be
afresh considered by all well-wishers, either
to the clergy or learning.

I know where it is the fashion of some
schools to prescribe to a lad, for his evening
refreshment, out of Commenius, all the
terms of art belonging to ahatomy, mathe-
matics, or some such piece of learning.
Now, is it not a very likely thing that a
lad should take most absolute delight in
conquering such a pleasant task, where,
perhaps, he has two or three hundred words
to keep in mind, with a very small propor-
tion of sense thereunto belonging, whereas
the use and full meaning of all those diffi-
cult terms would have been most insensibly
obtained by leisurely reading in particular
this or the other scicnce?

Is it not also likely to be very savory, and
of comfortable use to one that can scarce
distinguish between virtue and vice, to be
tasked with high and moral poems? It is
usually said by those that are intimately
acquainted with him that Homer’s [liad
and Odyssey contain, mystically, all the
moral law for certain, if not a great part
of the Gospel (I suppose much after that
rate that Rabelais said his Garganiua con-
tained all the Ten Commandments!), but
perceivable only to those that have a
poetical discerning spirit; with which gift,
I suppose, few at school are so early
qualified.

Those admirable verses, Sir, of yours,
both English and others, which you have
sometimes favored me with a sight of will
not suffer me to be so sottish as to slight
and undervalue so great and noble an
accomplishment. But the committing of
such high and brave-sensed poems to a
schoolboy (whose main business is to
search out cunningly the antecedent and
the relative; to lie at catch for a spruce
phrase, a proverb, or a quaint and pithy
sentence) is not only to very little purpose,
but that having gargled only those elegant
books at school, this serves them instead
of reading them afterwards, and does, in
a manner, prevent their being further
looked into. So that all improvement, what-
soever it be, that may be reaped out of the
best and choicest poets is for the most part
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utterly lost, in that a time is usually chosen
of reading them when discretion is much
wanting to gain thence any true advantage.
Thus that admirable and highly useful
morality, Tully’s Offices, because it is a
book commonly construed at school, is
generally afterwards so contemned by
academics that it is a long hour’s work
to convince them that it is worthy of being
looked into again; because they reckon it
as a book read over at school, and, no
question! notably digested.

If, therefore, the ill methods of school-
ing do not only occasion a great loss of
time there, but also do beget in lads a very
odd opinion and apprehension of learning,
and much disposes them to be idle when
they are got a little free from the usual
severities; and that the hopes of more or
less improvement in the universities very
much depend hereupon: it is, without all
doubt, the great concernment of all that
wish to the Church, that such care and re-
gard be had to the management of schools
that the clergy be not so much obstructed in
their first attempts and preparations to
learning.

I cannot, Sir, possibly be so ignorant as
not to consider that what has been now
offered upon this argument has not only
been largely insisted on by others, but also
refers not particularly to the clergy (whose
welfare and esteem I seem at present in a
special manner solicitous about), but in
general to all learned professions, and
therefore might reasonably have been
omitted: which certainly I had done had
not I called to mind that, of those many
that propound to themselves learning for a
profession, there is scarce one in ten but
that his lot, choice, or necessity determines
him to the study of divinity.

Thus, Sir, I have given you my thoughts
concerning the orders and customs of
common schools. A consideration, in my
apprehension, not slightly to be weighed,
being that upon which to me seems very
much to depend the learning and wisdom
of the clergy and the prosperity of the
Church.

The next unhappiness that seems to have
hindered some of our clergy from arriving
to that degree of understanding that be-



190
comes such a holy office, whereby their
company and discourses might be much
more than they commonly are valued and
desired, is the inconsiderate sending of all
kinds of lads to the universities; let their
parts be ever so low and pitiful, the in-
structions they have lain under ever so
mean and contemptible, and the purses of
their friends ever so short to maintain them
there. If they have but the commendation
of some lamentable and pitiful construing
master, it passes for sufficient evidence that
they will prove persons very eminent in
the Church. That is to say, if a lad has but
a lusty and well-bearing memory, this being
the usual and almost only thing whereby
they judge of their abilities; if he can sing
over very tunably three or four stanzas of
Lilly’s poetry; be very quick and ready to
tell what is Latin for all the instruments
belonging to his father’s shop; if presently
upon the first scanning, he knows a spondee
from a dactyl, and can fit a few of those
same, without any sense, to his fingers’
ends; if, lastly, he can say perfectly by
heart his academic catechism, in pure and
passing Latin, i.e., “What is his name?”
“Where went he to school?”’ and “What
author is he best and chiefly skilled in?”
“A forward boy!” cries the schoolmaster;
“a very pregnant child! Ten thousand pities
but he should be a scholar ; he proves a brave
clergyman, I'll warrant you!”

Away to the university he must needs
go! Then for a little logic, a little ethics,
and, God knows! a very little of every-
thing else! And the next time you meet
him, he is in the pulpit!

Neither ought the mischief which arises
from small country schools to pass un-
considered. The little mighty governors
whereof, having, for the most part, not
sucked in above six or seven mouthsful
of university air, must yet, by all means,
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