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PREFATORY MEMOIR.

In the year 1688, on the second day of the month of May, there was
born 1n Lombard Street, London, a child who was destined. very early
in lus hfe, to polish the Lnglish language to the highest pitch ; and to
giwe utterance 1n eloquent words, many of which have become pro-
verbial, to the peculiar common sense and thought of lus country.

That child was Alexander Pope, a tender, beautiful infant, but
delicate, ailing, and shghtly dcformed by excessive weakness, of sweet
and gentle dispomtion, and with a voice so melodious that he was
called 1n fondness “ the hittle mghtingale ”

Has father was (he says himself) of a good family, and had made
about twenty thousand pounds i trade—e very conmderable sum m
those days, his mother, Lditha Pope, was one of the Yorkshire
Turners

Alexander was taught reading by an aunt, and at seven or esght
years of age became pascionately fond of 1t He learned to wte by
umtating printed books, wlich he drd with great ehll,

The parents of Pope were Roman Catholics,, he was consequently
placed with & Catholic priest, who resided i Hamp-hue, for education.
The chuld was then eisht years of age. Mr Taverner, hus tutor, appears
to have been worthy of lus pupil. By a mecthod vary rarely practised,
he taught the httle lad Greck and Latin at the same time. He also
taught the child to love the classis by letting him read Ogilby's
Homer, and Sandys’s translation of Ovid m Enghsh, Oglby does
not seem to have unpressed lum fayvourably, though of courne he was
indebted to hum for his fint hnowludge of the immortal tale of Troy;
but of Sandys he declares m his notes to the Iliad “that Englsh
poetry owes much of 1ts beauty to lus tramslations,” His poem of
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% Sandys's Ghost” (p. 412) shows how long he treasured his boyish
predilection for this translation. Under the care of Mr, Taverner the
young poet made great and rapid progress. He was, when older,
removed to a school at Twyford, a lovely village near Winchester ;
but the master was so inferior to his first instructor, that the little
fellow lampooned him, and was consequently sent home in disgrace,
Pope could not remember when first he began to write verses; “he
lisped in numbers for the numbers came,” he says of himself, From
pleasant Twyford and its inefficient master, he was removed to a
school at Hyde Park Corner. While here, occasional visits to the
theatre roused his infant genius, and he formed a play from Ogilby's
translation of the Iliad, with verses of his own interspersed, which
was acted by his schoolfellows : his master’s gardener personating the
mighty Ajax. He used to say that at these schools he lost a little of
that which he had acquired under Mr. Taverner; but as he translated
at them more than a fourth part of Ovid’s * Metamorphoses,” his loss
must have been chiefly in Greek.

Whilst little Alexander Pope was at school, his parents were residing
at a small house which his father had purchased, at Binfield in Windsor
Forest. The hopes of Mr. Pope had, naturally, been cruelly dis-
appointed when the king, who was of his own faith, fled, and Dutch
William assumed the government wrested from his wife's father.
Conscientiously he could not lend the usurper’s government a penny
of his honestly earned savings, therefore he kept his fortune in a chest,
and lived on the capital—a sure way of diminishing the inheritance
of the son he dearly loved, but whose worldly interests he would not
place above the sincere dictates of his conscience. No doubt, in this
our day, such a mode of action would be sneered at as fanatical and
absurd. Let us at least allow that it was homest; perhaps, if con-
scientious scruples existed still, we should not hear of such frequent
ruin; at least Mr. Pope—pére—preserved and enjoyed his wealth, and
knew no fear of the bankruptcy of Moslem creditors,

It was to this pretty cottage by the wayside, with a row of elms in
front, separating it from the road, and twenty acres of land behind
it, that Mr. Pope recalled his gifted child, when Alexander had
attained the age of twelve ; and so sweet and tranquil was his home, that
the little fellow broke forth at once into rhyme and wrote the % Ode on
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Solitude ;” see page 385. His father and mother must have been
delighted with it. 'The father, proud of the child’s precocious talents,
encouraged him to write verses, criticising them, and never consenting
to be satisfied till they had been made as perfect as the young poet
could render them ; that “best” attained, he would say with paternal
satisfaction, ¢ These are good rhymes !”

A happy life for the studious boy if only he had not suffered so
from cruel headaches, and been unable to join in boyish sports or
exercise, For a few months he had a tutor at home, a Mr. Deane;
but did only a little of ¢ Tully’s Offices” with him. Thenceforward
Pope taught himself ; and—at twelve years old |—formed a plan of
study from which he never deviated.

Reading the English poets of those days—amongst whom Shake-
speare was scarcely reckoned—he at once detected the superiority of
Dryden, and, in his youthful enthusiasm, persuaded some friends to
take him to the coffee-house frequented by the great poet, that he
might at least gaze on * Glorious John.” As Dryden died before Pope
was twelve years old, this visit must, however, date previous to his
repurn to the Binfield home,

At fourteen he made a version of the first book of the * Thebais™
of Statius; he translated also the epistle from Sappho to Phaon—from
Ovid—and modernised Chaucer’s * January and May,” and “ Prologue
to the Wife of Bath.” At fourteen, also, he wrote his poem om
“Silence” in imitation of Lord Rochester’s ¢ Nothing.”

At fifteen he became desirous of adding a knowledge of modern
languages to Greek and Latin ; he went to London, and learned French
and Italian. Returning to his home, he appears to have devoted
himself to literary pursuits. He wrote a tragedy, a comedy, and an epic
poem ; and confesses that “he thought himself a great genius.” The
boy rated himself only at his real value. The tragedy was founded
on the legend of St. Genevidve, the epic poem was called “ Alcander;”
but the mature judgment of the man condemned all these performances
to destruction. He was also a great and universal reader.

Before he was quite sixteen he won & friend of the greatest import-
ance to his future success in life.

Scarcely two miles from the residence of Pope's father there lived,
st that time, Sir William Trumbull or Trumball. He had been a

b3
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statesman and an ambassador, hut at sixty years of age, sought repose
and quiet enjoyment in the country. The boy of genius was intro-
duced to the old man of society and politics, and both were charmed
by the acquaintance.

In 1704 the lad submitted his MS. ¢ Pastorals” to the inspection
of his new friend, and received the highest commendation from him,
The MS. was shown to competent judges, who at once decided that
it evinced the dawn of geniva. In the present day the Pastorals will
scarcely be thought to presage such a future as that of the witty satirist
and shrewd thinker : but if we consider how inferior the poets of that
age were—Dryden alone surviving from them—we shall not wonder at
Bir William Trumbull’s admiration of Pope’s smooth and elegant
verses,

The ¢ Pastorals” (still in MS.) were shown next—perhaps by Sie
William himself—to the old dramatist Wycherley, who lived near;
this celebrated wit, then near seventy, professed himself enchanted with
the poems, and at once invited Pope to his house. A friendship
sprang up between the youth of sixteen and the septuagenarian ; the
former paying the natural homage of youth to the fashionable writer
of the age just passing away; the selfish old roué anxious to use the
great talents of the young poet in the revision of his own writings.

By Wycherley, the “ Pastorals” were shown to Cromwell, an amateur
critic and man of the world ; and by Cromwell to Walsh, a minor poet,
but who it seems was a very judicious critic.

The friendship between Wycherley and Pope was not, however, of
long duration. The old writer requested the young one to correct his
poems ; Pope complied, and did his task honestly and thoroughly ;
but with ingenuous frankmess ended by advising Wycherley to turn
his poems into prose ! The old bard never forgave this plain speaking,
but Pope retained a feeling of kindness for his friend to the last, and
vigited him short’v before his death.

Walsh, whose cwu pocms have long since sunk to oblivion, en-
couraged Pope by his praise; and advised him to especially study
torrectness, hitherto entizely neglected by English poets,

The * Pastorals ” were published in 1709 in Tonson’s Miscellany, in
* volume “ which began wit, * the ‘Pastorals’ of Philips,” says Johnson,
*“and ended with those of Pop * The same year he wrote the * Essay
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on Criticism,” Addison praised it in the “Spectator;” but the
celebrated critic of the day, Dennis, wrote an abusive pamphlet against
it, and Pope allowed that Dennis had hit upon some blunders in
the first edition. His co-religionists also reprobated this Essay as
being too severe on the monastic orders, and too laudatory of Erasmus.
The poem is a very remarkable one to have been written by a youth
of ‘twenty years of age.

It was followed by the beautiful poem ¢ The Messiah,” written at
the suggestion of Steele, and criticised by him before its publication in
the “ Spectator.” The ¢ Verses on an Unfortunate Lady” were com-
posed about the same time as the Essay, There is no absolute cer
tainty even now as to whom this lady might have been. It is said
that her name was Winsberry, and that she was a sister of Lord
Gage ;—that she was the same lady to whom the Duke of Bucking-
bam wrote a song, entitled “To a Lady retiring to a Convent;” by
Voltaire she was said to be a lady who had fallen in love with &
French prince, the Duke of Berry, and whose love had proved vain
and hopeless,

In 1711 Pope produced that poem which at once placed him on
the highest eminence of fame, The Rape of the Lock.” It was
founded on fact, and was good-naturedly meant to reconcile friends
who had quarrelled, In the second edition he rendered the poem a
masterpiece of its kind, by the delicate and playful machinery of the
sylphs, Addison advised him not to venture on this elegant and
fanciful addition to the original, but Pope clung to his idea with the
tenscity of genius, and, finally, finding it successful, suspected the
cautious critic of jealousy, and of a wish to prevent him (Pope) from
taking a high place in literature.

By his three principal poems he is said to have made three enemies.
He ridiculed Philips's  Pastorals,” which he probably considered as
unworthy rivals of his own, and which had been warmly praised by
Addison; and Philips, enraged, hung up a rod at Button's with which
he declared he would flog the witty satirist whose ironical praise in
the * Guardian ” had helped to turn his (Philips's) ¢ Pastorals” inte
ridicule, John Dennis, the critic, bad been made his foe by the
“ Essay on Criticism,” where the critic declared that he recognised him-
self as “ Appius;” Dennis had published a tragedy so called ; and by
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the misunderstanding about the sylphs in the “ Rape of the Lock,”
his friendship with Addison was shaken,

But if Pope made some enemies, he made many and illustrious
friends ; of these were Gay—whom he fondly loved,—Swift, Garth,
Arbuthnot, and Lord Bolingbroke. He had also dear friends in the
Blounts, a family residing at Maple Durham, near Reading. Lyster
Blount, Esq., & country gentleman of good fortune, was a member of
the church to which Pope belonged. He had a son and two daughters,
The son, Edward Blount, was Pope’s friend and companion ; to both
the sisters he is said to have been attached ; though the scorn and
indifference of the dark-browed Teresa drove him into a final prefer-
ence for her sister, the ¢ fair-haired Martha.”

“The 20th of September, 1714, was distinguished,” says Bowles,
by the coronation of George the First. On this occasion the follow-
ing verses (Epistle to Miss Blount) were written, generally understood
(and so given out by Pope) as addressed to Martha Blount . .. .”
They were, however, really addressed to her sister Teresa, who at
that time was thought a reigning beauty in London.

In the quaint fachion of the age, Teresa Blount had for some years
corresponded with a Mr. James Moore—afterwards he took the name
in addition of Smythe or Smith—as Zephalinda, the gentleman rejoicing
in the nom de plume of Alexis, while Martha was called Parthenia, The
names, therefore, in the epistle, prove that it was sent to Teresa ; and
the fact of her friendship or flirtation with Mr. Moore Smythe, explains
why so insignificant a writer as he was should have had a place in the
% Dunciad.” About this time Pope published the “ Temple of Fame,”
an imitation of Chaucer ; and in 1712 “ Windsor Forest.”

‘While busied thus in literary labour, Pope placed himself under the
tuition of the celebrated painter Jervas, and seems to have made good
progress in the sister art to Poetry ; but he gave up the brush soom
after on account of being near-sighted.

Hitherto he had earned fame, but not much pecuniary profit from
his poetry, and his father's steadily diminishing hoard in the chest only
allowed the old gentleman to give hisgifted son a small allowance. Pope
said that he wanted money even to buy books, Possessing in a great
degree the common sense which accompanies the higher development of
genius, he resolved to endeavour to achieve an independence for himself,
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He therefore solicited a subscription to an intended translation of
% Homer's Iliad” In 1688, Milton’s ¢ Paradise Lost” had been pub-
lished with great success, in folio, by subscription, under the patronage
of Lord Somers; Dryden’s “Virgil” had been readily subscribed for
also; Pope trusted, therefore, that the popularity he had already
attained would stand him in good stead : and it did. He obtained a
very full list of subscribers for a folio edition in six volumes at a
guinea apiece. Bernard Lintot, the great bookseller, purchased the
copyright of the work at a liberal price, and Pope gained altogether
£5,320 by the translation of the “Iliad.” Hesecured with this money
annuities on his life, which raised him above pecuniary anxieties in the
future. His whole income is said to have been about £800 a year.
Broome and Jortin assisted him with the notes to the ¢ Iliad;” and his
friend Parnell wrote the life of Homer, but Pope altered and improved
it. He is said to have been assisted greatly in his work by Chapman’s
admirable translation, and also by Latin versions of the great Greek
poet. Pope received an offer, while engaged on the work, of a pension
of £300 a year from Mr. Craggs, who was then Secretary of State;
but he declined it.

The publication of the ¢ Iliad " placed him at the acme of his repu-
tation ; but it cost him the friendship of Addison, of which he had
long been proud. The origin of the quarrel was the production by
Tickell —a protégé and friend of Addison’s— of a rival “Iliad,”
the same year that Pepe published his first volume, This translation
was greatly puffed by Addison and his friends—Addison saying that
¢ Tickell had more of Homer” than Pope, and that his (Tickell's) was
the best translation ever published.

The world, however, decided against his opinion in this matter as it
had previously with regard to the ‘“Rape of the Lock.” The other
circumstances of their quarrel are thus related by Pope :—

“ The author of the ¢ Pastorals’ already mentioned, Philips, seemed
to have been encouraged to abuse me in coffee-houses and conversa-
tions : and Gildon wrote a thing about Wycherley, in which he had
abused both me and my relations very grossly, Lord Warwick "—
Addison’s son inlaw—¢ himself told me one day, that it was in vain
for me to endeavour to be well with Mr, Addison; that his jealous
temper would never admit of a settled friendship between us: and, to
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convince me of what he had said, assured me, that Addison had
encouraged Gildon to publish those scandals, and had given him ten
guineas after they were published. The next day, while I was heated
with what I had heard, I wrote a letter to Mr. Addison, to let him
know that I was not unacquainted with this behaviour of his ; that, if
I was to speak severely of him in return for it, it should not be in
such a dirty way ; that I should rather tell him, himself, fairly of Lis
faults, and allow his good qualities ; and that it should be something
in the following manner ; I then adjoined the first sketch of what has
since been called my Satire on Addison, Mr. Addison used me very
civilly ever after.”

The verses on Addison, when they were sent to Atterbury, were
considered by him as the most excellent of Pope’s performances; and
the writer was advised, since he knew where his strength lay, not to
suffer it to remain unemployed.

Great efforts have been made since Dr. Johnson wrote his charming
life of Pope, to defend Addison at Pope’s expemse, It really would
seem as if some ill-fairy had dowered the poet at his birth with the
power of making enemies, so savagely was he abused in life; so
bitterly has he been maligned since his death. The distance of a
century, the sanctity of the grave, have not preserved his memory
from evil speakers ; from the judgment of narrow-minded men, utterly
unable to take a large and generous view of this wonderful—gifted—
afflicted genius. What would they have been had they been born so
deformed—so small—so delicate -—had they lived in continual pain?
Would they have been half as generous, or at all better tempered than
the poet ?

Nature had compensated in a degree for his infirmities by granting
him ¢ the precious jewel ” of poetic genius ; but he was not as others !
—he could not even dress himself—he was never wholly free from
pain—*“his life was one long disease.” He was scorned by one
woman, who herself acknowledged having laughed at him when he
spoke to her of the love she had encouraged, and which (however
einful on his part) deserved at least pity; towards the close of his life
he bore patiently with the caprices and selfishness of another,

Even the literary success of the mere boy raised enemies against
him, and unhappily he was keenly sensitive, and does not seem to
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have possessed that thick-skinned self-conceit, which would have
enabled him to look down on the insects that beset him, No wonder
he was peevish—no marvel that he used the mighty weapon of defence
with which he was endowed, and lashed his assailants with his pen!
As one reads some of the pitiless abuse of him, one wishes that he
could have put his posthumous critics in a new “Dunciad.” But we
wander from his Memoir.

Pope, soon after the publication of the *Iliad,” bought a villa at
Twickenham for his life, and removed thither with his father and
mother, to whom he was a most devoted son ; to his mother especially,
whose old age he cherished with the tenderest care and love,

In this new home he planted vines and made a grotto, and gathered
round him a circle of the most distinguished men of the age, who were
proud to call him friend,—and here his first great domestic affliction
occurred ; he lost his father at the age of 74.

In 1720, he was presented with some shares in the South Sea
Company, by Craggs and another friend, Sir Francis Child the banker ;
perhaps also he purchased some himself. But the gigantic bubble
burst, and Pope congratulated himself that he had not previously sold
his shares, and enriched himself at the expense of those who were
vuined. In 1721 he published his friend Parnell's works, with an
exquisite Epistle to Lord Oxford, and in the same year produced an
edition of Shakespeare. In this he was thought to have failed, and
never, it is said, reflected on it afterwards without vexation. Theobald,
a heavy dull man, but industrious, published a book called * Shakes
peare Restored,” in which he pointed out the poet-editor’s deficiencies
with great insolence, *“ Yet Pope,” says Dr. Johnson, **was the first that
knew-——at least the first who told how texts might be improved, ... ”
and he directed public attention to Shakespeare’s works (which had
then been but httle read) by his elegant preface, in which he drew
the great dramatist’s character admirably. Soon after this editing,
Pope published a translation of the “ Odyssey,” also by subscription
[n this work he was materially assisted by Fenton and Broome. In
his proposals for the work, he announces that the subscription was not
solely for his own use, but for that also of two of his friends who had
asgisted hin in the work. Of the “ Odyssey ” he translated only twelve
books ; the others were done by Fenton and Broome,
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The publication of it introduced to him a friend who continued
faithful to his last hours. Spence, prelector of poetry at Oxford, wrote
a criticism on the new translation, It was just, but fair. Pope, who
in him for the first time found a candid critie, sought his acquaintance,
and they were much and familiarly together for the future.

In 1723 he suffered great sorrow through the exile of his friend
Atterbury, Bishop of Rochester, to whom he was much attached, and
who had endeavoured to win him over to the Church of England.
His letters to Atterbury are full of tenderness and gratitude. “Perhaps,”’
he says, “it is not only in this world that I shall have cause to remem
ber the Bishop of Rochester.”

In 1727 he joined his friend Swift in publishing three volumes of
% Miscellanies.”

In 1728 (following Atterbury’s advice ““to write satires”) he pub-
lished the “Dunciad.” Of the first edition, his old antagonist Theobald
was the hero ; in a future one he gave the place to Colley Cibber.

The poem has ceased to have any interest save as a curiosity.
The “ Dunces ” were not worth remembering, and have all sunk into
oblivion, being preserved only like flies in amber by the poet’s geniua,
In this the “ Dunciad ” greatly differs from * English Bards and Scotch
Reviewers,” the heroes of which ranked (some of them) as high as their
satirist,

In 1731 he published the first of his “ Moral Essays ”—¢ On Taste.”

He criticises in it the false taste of ostentation in the character of
Timon—by whom he was supposed to have meant the Duke of Chandos.
An outery was instantly raised against him, ¢ that he had received a
thousand pounds and great hospitality from the Duke, and had thus
repaid him.” But Pope publicly denied having ever received the
money, and wrote an explanatory letter to the Duke,

In 1733 he publiched the first part of the “Essay on Man,”
anonymously. It sold well, and the second and third epistles then
appeared. At last, in 1734, he publicly avowed himself its author.
Crousaz, & Swiss professor of very serious views, happened to read
Resnel's French translation of the epistle, and condemned it as leading
to infidelity ; it was defended by Warburton, a man of great learning
and & clergyman. Pope was delighted at being vindicated from the
suspicion of having written against revelation; aud formed in core
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sequence 8 warm and lasting friendship with Warburton. He intro-
duced his champion to Mr. Murray, through whose influence he became
preacher at Lincoln's Inn ; and to Mr. Allen, who gave Warburton his
niece in marriage, and finally left him his estate. Warburton became
Bishop of Gloucester, Pope left him also the property of his works,
which Dr. Johnson estimates at four thousand pounds. Bolingbroke
was supposed to have given Pope the idea of the  Essay on Man,”
and his suspected infidel principles led to a distrust of the aim of the
poem. But we are assured that Bolingbroke carefully concealed his
real opinions from his friend.

The ¢ Moral Essays” followed the “ Essay on Man.”

Horace Walpole tells a scandalous story of the Duchess of Marl-
borough having given Pope a thousand pounds to withhold the
character of Atossa—which she recognised as her own—from the
epistle, and of his nevertheless publishing it after her death. But
there is actually no certain proof of the truth of this assertion, and the
Duchess’s gift of a thousand pounds was probably as apocryphal as
that of the Duke of Chandos had been proved to be. It is unlikely
altogether that Pope, who prided himself on his independence—who
had refused a pension from Craggs—and lost the patronage of the power-
ful Lord Halifax by not dedicating the “1Iliad” to him—would con-
descend to a bribe—even, as is suggested, at the in-tigation of Martha
Blount, his favourite friend ; nor is it very likely that the avaricious
Duchess would have offered it. In English fairness we ought to give
the benefit of the doubt to a man whose strict integrity has been
generally acknowledged ; but whom such an act would brand as a
traitor and swindler. Pope had many human faults to balance his
great gifts ; but surely the whole tone of his character speaks against
the possibility of his committing this atrocity,

The character of Atossa was not published at all during his own life-
time; but at his death it was found already printed, and perhaps intended
for a new cdition. But of this no one can, we think, be certain, for
he Lad had a whole edition of Bolingbroke's * Patriot King ¥ printed
and kept privately—most assuredly with no intent of publication,
except with the author’s consent at some future period, thongh Boling-
broke suspected otherwise, and never forgave his dead friend for the
deception, if such it was. Pope could not have made any profitable



x PREFATORY MEMOIR,

use of the edition himself, as all the readers of the day knew that the
work was St. John's.

Between 1730 and 1740, Pope published the ¢ Satires in Imitation
of Horace.” He also produced a revival of Dr. Donne’s ¢ Satires,” in
smoother verse. These publications were followed by the ¢ Epistle to
Dr. Arbuthnot,” in which is the character of Atticus that he had so
long before sent to Addison,

It is time now to say something about the two loves or female friend-
ships of Pope’s life.

In 1716 he became acquainted with Lady Mary Wortley Montagz,
a beautiful woman of great genius, and very unconventional manners.
Accustomed only to the society of the homely, ordinary women of his
own class—to “ vixenish ” Teresa, or dull Martha Blount—both of whom
had rather taken his young fancy, Lady Mary must have been a very
dazzling vision to the poet. She was attracted by his fame, and
probably also by his conversation, and they became friends. She
accompanied her husband, Mr. Montagu, to Constantinople, whither he
had been sent as ambassador, and during her absence corresponded
with Pope, who sent for her perusal his “Epistle from Eloisa to
Abelard ;” at the close of which he hinted at his own feelings,

On her return, Lady Mary went to reside, at his request, at Twicken-
ham, and here they quarrelled. She is said to have acknowledged that
he made professions of love to her, and that she laughed in his face,
& strange way of treating such wicked folly; and cruel also, as the
offender was so sadly deformed and dwarfish ; the offended poet never
forgave her ; and certainly behaved very badly in treating her with
contempt in his ¢ Essay on Woman.”

Lord Hervey, a great friend of the lady’s, and Lady Mary herself,
attacked him in their turn with great bitterness, and the feud raged
between them, with grave faults on both sides.

Teresa Blount, had already scorned the more youthful homage of
Pope ; probably no woman would have cared to marry him ; but with
Martha he formed a warm Platonic friendship, much resembling that
which existed between Cowper and Mrs. Unwin—only Pope (who we
are not aware was ever engaged to be married to Miss Blount, as Cowper
was to Mrs, Unwin) was slandered as well as the lady, while Cowper
was suffered to enjoy & woman’s friendship without blame. In bath
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instances & tender female friend was especially required. The one poet
physically so weak, and with few or no female relatives—a man whose
hfe was full of bodily suffering, and the other mentally afflicted But
Pope, less happy than his brother poet, 13 said not to have found the
full comfort n Martha Blount’s friendship that Cowper did m Mary
Unwin's Martha treated her poet friend with great unkindness,
Dr Johnson tells us .—

% Whule he was yet capable of amusement and conversation, as he
was one day mifting m the air with Lord Bolingbroke and Lord March-
mont, he saw his favourite Martha Blount at the bottom of the terrace,
and asked Lord Bolingbroke to go and hand her up  Bolingbroke, not
Iiking his errand, crossed s legs and sat still, but Lord Marchmont,
who was younger and less captious, waited on the lady, who, when he
came to her, ashed—¢‘ What, 1s he not dead yeti’ She 1 sad to
have neglected him, with shameful unhindness, in the latter time of
Ins decay , yet, of the httle wluch he had to leave, she had a very
great part Thar acquamtance began early, the hfe of each was
prctured on the other's mind , their conversation thercfi re was endear
g, for when they met, there was an 1mmediate coalitin of congemal
notions  Perhaps he considered her unwillingmess to approach the
chamber of sickness as female weahness, or human frailty, perhaps he
was conscrous to humselt of peevishness and impatience, or, though he
was offended by her nattention, might jet consider her ment as over
balanung her fault, and, if he had suffred his heart to be ahenated
fiom her, he could have found nothing that might have filled her place;
he could have only shrunk within himself, 1t was too late to transfer
his eonfidence or fondness ”

From the same wrier we transcribe the cloaing scenes of Pope's
b —

“In May, 1744, Ius death was approaching, on the sixth, he was
all day dehnious, which he mentioned four days afterwards as a suffi-
cient humiliation of the vamty of man, he afterwards compluned of
seemg things as through a curtain, and m false colours, and one day,m
the prescnce of Dodaley, ashed what arm 1t was that came out frum the
wall He said that lus greatest inconvemence was mabihity to think.

# Bolingbroke sometimes wept over lum i this state of helpless
decay ; and bung told by Spence, that Pope, at the internussion of
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deliriousness, was always saying something kind either of his present
or absent friends, and that his humanity seemed to have survived his
understanding, answered, ‘It has so’ And added, ‘I never in my
life knew & man that had so tender a heart for his particular friends,
or more general friendship for mankind.’ At another time he said, ¢ I
have known Pope these thirty years, and value myself more in his
friendship than'—His grief then suppressed his voice.

“Pope expressed undoubted confidence of a future state. Being
asked by his friend, Mr. Hooke, a papist, whether he would not die
like his father and mother, and whether a priest should not be called,
he answered, ‘I do not think it essential, but it will be very right ;
and I thank you for putting me in mind of it.’

¢ In the morning, after the priest had given him the last sacraments,
he said, ¢ There is nothing that is meritorious but virtue and friendship,
and indeed friendship itself is only a part of virtue.’

“He died in the evening of the thirtieth day of May, 1744, s
placidly, that the attendants did not discern the exact time of his expi-
ration. He was buried at Twickenham, near his father and mother,
where a monument has been erected to him by his commentator,
Warburton, Bishop of Gloucester.”

Thus closed, at the age of fifty-six, the life of a poet whose words are
even now—more than a hundred years after his death—the expression
of much English thought and feeling. Who does not often quote or
see quoted those almost proverbial lines :—

“To err is human ; to forgive divine.”

¢ A little learning is a dangerous thing.”

¢ Fools rush in where angels fear to tread.”
 Man never is but always ¢o be blest.”

% Worth makes the man and want of it the fellow,
The rest is all but leather and prunell.”

¢ An honest man ’s the neblest work of God.”
¢ Who looks through Nature up to Nature’s God.”
% The feast of reason and the flow of soul,” &o., &e.

Pope was the best of sons and of masters; the truest and most affes
tionate of friends—a good Christian—an honest man.
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Out of £800 a-year, he gave away in known acts of charity £100,

Johnson, to whose Life of Pope in the Chandos Classics we refer the
reader, tells us :

“Most of what can be told concerning his petty peculiarities was
communicated by a female domestic of the Earl of Oxford, who knew
him perhaps after the middle of life, He was then so weak as to stand
in perpetual need of female attendance ; extremely sensible of cold, so
that he wore a kind of fur doublet, under a shirt of a very coarse warm
linen with fine sleeves. When he rose, he was invested in boddices
made of stiff canvas, being scarcely able to hold himself erect till they
were laced, and he then put on a flannel waistcoat. One side was
contracted. His legs were so slender, that he enlarged their bulk with
three pair of stockings, which were drawn on and off by the maid ; for
he was not able to dress or undress himself, and neither went to bed
nor rose without help. His weakness made it very difficult for him
to be clean.

¢ His hair had fallen almost all away; and he used to dine some-
times with Lord Oxford, privately, in a velvet cap. His dress of cere-
mony was black, with a tie-wig, and a little sword.

“The indulgence and accommodation which his sickness required,
had taught him all the unpleasing and unsocial qualities of a valetudi-
nary man. He expected that every thing should give way to his ease
or humour; as a child, whose parents will not hear her cry, has an
unresisted dominion in the nursery.

¢ C'est que 1'enfant toujours est homme,
C'est que I'homme est toujours enfant.’

When he wanted to sleep he ‘nodded in company;’ and once slumbered
at his own table while the Prince of Wales was talking of poetry.”

Yet the maid who waited on him said that she cared for no wages
80 long as she had to wait on Mr. Pope—so liberal was he to his
attendanta,

Such was the poet of whom England will never cease to be proud—
the poet of reason, common sense, strict morality, and playful fancy—
her worthy son Alexander Pope.

Of his prose writings we need not here say much. He wrote prose
with elegance and clearness, His published letters are perhaps too much
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studied to be good, but they were probably wrtten, certainly corrected,
with a view to pubheation, though the act of a needy and unscrupulous
woman first brought them before the pubhe.

They take no place m our hterature, 1t is as a poet only that we
honour Pope

Pope was attached by principle, rehigion, and friendship, to the Tomes ;
he loved the Stuarts, and had no reason to care for the Hanovenan
Sovereigns. But he did not mamfest any strong party rancour He
had friends amongst both the Whigs and Tomes. and Sir Robert
Walpole treated him with great courtesy, though he conferred no pecu-
mary benefits upon the Catholic poet.

‘When Pope was about seventeen years old he had a fever, and was
Iying m great danger 1 the country He sent to a Mr Southeot, a
priest of hus acquaintance, and entreated im to come to s death-bed.
Mr Southcot m great distress went immediately to the Queen’s phy-
sician, the celebrated Dr Radcliffe, obtamned from him a preseription
and directions how to treat the sufferer, and then rode post a hundred
miles to hus friend’s bed of sichness By this act of friendship the
poet’s ife was, humanly speaking, saved

Years afterwards Mr Southcot wrote to tell a friend that he (Southcot),
mught be appointed to a good Abbey near Avignon, but that the French
Court would not give 1t im out of deference to the Comt of St James's,
the priest having been active in the cause of the Pretender Pope
wrote & pleasant letter to Sir Robert Walpole m his behalf, and the
Minister at once used his influence at the French Court for the Jacobite
priest, who 1n consequence obtamed the preferment In return, Pope
gave Horace Walpole a set of s own works mn quarto, nichly bound.
The affection with which the poet mspired all who knew hym mnti-
mately, was remarkable

“ Whatever may have been his defects,” says Bowles, * he could not
be said to have many bad qualities who never lost a friend , whom
Arbuthnot, Gay, Bathurst, Lyttelton, Fortescue, and Murray, esteemed
and loved through Lfe ”



POPE’'S POETICAL WORKS.

PREFACE
TO THE EDITION OF 1716.

1 ax inclined to think that both the wmters of books, and the
readers of them, are gencrally not a little unrcasonable mn thar expee-
tations, The fust scom to fancy that the woild must approve whatever
they produce, and the latter to unagine that authors are obhged to
please thun at any 1ate.  Mctlunks, as on the one hand, no smgle
man is born with u nzht of controlling the opuuuns of all the rest; so
on the othu, the woild has no title to dumnd, that the whole care and
time of any particular puson should be sacnficed to 1ts entertamnment.
Therctore I cannot but behieve that wiiters and readers are under equal
obligations, for as much fame, or pleasure, as wach affurds the other.

Every one achnowledes, 1t would be a wild notion to expect perfec-
tion in any woik of man, and yet one would thmk the contrary was
taken for granted, by the judyment commonly passed upon poems,
A critac supposes he has done his part, it he proves a wrnter to have
fuled 1n an expiession, or erred m any particular pomnt and can it
then be wondered at, of the poets 1n general seem resolved not to own
themselves m any eror?  For as long as one sde will make no
allowanses, the other will be brought to no achnowludgments

I am afiaad this extrome zeal on both sides 1s ll-placed ; poetry and
criticism bemg by no means the umversal concern of the would, but
only the affair of 1dle men who wiite m ther closets, and of 1dle men
who read there,

Yet sure upon the whole, a bad author deserves better usage than
» bad critic : for & wnta's endeasour, for the most part 13 to please hus
readers, and he fails merely through the misfortune of an 1ll judgment;
but such a eritac's 18 to put them out of humour; a design he could
uever go upon without both that and an 11l temper.

I think a good deal may be said to extenuate the fault of bad poets

B
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‘What we call a genius, is hard to be distinguished by a man himself,
from a strong inclination : and if his genius be ever o great, he cannot
at first discover it any other way, than by giving way to that prevalent
propensity which renders him the more liable to be mistaken, The
only method he has, is to make the experiment by writing, and
appealing to the judgment of others. Now if he happens to write ill
(which is certainly no sin in itself) he is immediately made an object
of ridicule. I wish we had the humanity to reflect that even the
worst authors might, in their endeavour to please us, deserve something
at our hands. We have no cause to quarrel with them but for their
obstinacy in persisting to write ; and this too may admit of alleviating
circumstances. Their particular friends may be either ignorant, or
insincere; and the rest of the world in general is too well bred to shock
them with a truth, which generally their booksellers are the first that
inform them of. This happens not till they have spent too much of
their time, to apply to any profession which might better fit their
talents ; and till such talents as they have are so far discredited as to
be but of small service to them. For (what is the hardest case
imaginable) the reputation of a man generally depends upon the first
steps he makes in the world, and people will establish their opinion of
us, from what we do at that season when we have least judgment to
direct us.

On the other hand, a good poet no sooner communicates his works
with the same desire of information, but it is imagined he is a vain
young creature given up to the ambition of fame ; when perhaps the
poor man is all the while trembling with the fear of being ridiculous.
If he is made to hope he may please the world, he falls under very un-
lucky circumnstances : for, from the moment he prints, he must expect
to hear no more truth, than if he were a prince, or a beauty. If he
has not very good sense (and indeed there are twenty men of wit for
one man of sense) his living thus in a course of flattery may put him ip
no small danger of becoming a coxcomb : if he has, he will con.
sequently have so much diffidence as not to reap any great satisfaction
from his praise ; since, if it be given to his face, it can scarce be dis-
tinguished from flattery, and if in his absence, it is hard to be certain
of it. Were he sure to be commended by the best and most knowing,
he is as sure of being envied by the worst and most ignorant, which
are the majority ; for it is with a fine genius, as with a fine fashion, all
those are displeased at it who are not able to follow it : and it is to be
feared that esteem will scldom do any man so much good, as ill-will
does him harm.  Then there is a third class of people who make the
largest part of mankind, those of ordinary or indifferent capacities ; and
these (to 4 map) will Late, or suspect him: a humdred honest gentlemen
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will dread him a8 a wit, and a hundred innocent women as a satirist,
In a word, whatever be his fate in poetry, it is ten to one but he must
give up all the reasonable aims of life for it. There are indeed some
advantages accruing from a genius to poetry, and they are all I can
think of : the agreeable power of self-amusement when a man is idle
or alone; the privilege of being admitted into the best company ; and
the freedom of saying as many careless things as other people, without
being so severely remarked upon.

I believe, if any one, early in his life, should contemplate the dan-
gerous fate of authors, he would scarce be of their number on any con-
sideration. The life of a wit is a warfare upon earth ; and the present
spirit of the learned world is such, that to attempt to serve it (any way)
one must have the constancy of a martyr, and a resolution to suffer for its
sake. I could wish people would believe what I am pretty certain they
will not, that I have been much less concerned about fame than I durst
declare till this occasion, when methinks I should find more credit than
I could heretofore : since my writings have had their fate already, and
it is too late to think of prepossessing the reader in their favour. I
would plead it as some merit in me, that the world has never been
prepared for these trifles by prefaces, biassed by recommendations,
dazzled with the names of great patrons, wheedled with fine reasons
and pretences, or troubled with excuses. I confess it was want of con-
gideration that made me an author ; I writ because it amused me; I
corrected because it was as pleasant to me to correct as to write ; and I
published because I was told I might please such as it was a credit to
please. To what degree I have dene this, I am really ignorant ; I had
too much fondness for my productions to judge of them at first, and
too much judgment to be pleased with them at last. But I have
reason to think they can have no reputation which will continue long,
or which deserves to do so: for they have always fallen short not only
¢ what I read of others, but even of my own idess of poetry.

If any one should imagine I am not in earnest, I desire him to
reflect, that the ancients (to say the least of them) had as much genius
a3 we ; and that to take more pains, and employ more time, cannot fail
to produce more complete pieces. They constantly applied themselver
not only to that art, but to that single branch of an art, to which their
talent was most powerfully bent ; and it was the business of their liver
to correct and finish their works for posterity. If we can pretend te
have used the same industry, let us expect the same immortality.
Though if we took the same care, we should still lie under a farther
misfortune : they writ in languages that became universal and ever
lasting, while ours are extremely limited both in extent and in duration.
A mighty foundation for our pride! when the utmost we can hope, ia

83
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but to be read in one island, and to be thrown aside at the end of one

All that is left us is to recommend our productions by the imitation
of the ancients: and 1t will be found true, that, m every age, the
Iaghest character for sense and learming has been obtuned by those
who have been most indebted to them. For, to say truth, whatever 18
very good sense, must have been common sense 1n all times ; and what
we call learning 1s but the knowledge of the sense of our predecessors.
Therefore they who say our thoughts are not our own, because they
resemble the ancients, may as well say our faces are not our own,
because they aie ke our fathers. and indeed 1t 18 very unieasonable,
that people should expect us to be scholars, and yet be angry to find us
80.

I fairly confess that I have served myself all I could by reading;
that I made use of the yjudgment of authors dead and living ; that I
omitted no means m my power to be mformed of my errors, both by
my friends and enemies. but the true reason these pieces are not more
correct, 15 owmg to the consideration how shoit a time they, and I,
have to live. One may be ashamed to consume half one’s days 1
bringing sense and rhyme together : and what critic can be so unreason-
able as not to leave a man time enough for any more serious employ-
ment, or more agreeable amusement }

The only plea I shall use for the favour of the public, is, that I
have as great a respect for it, as most authors have for themselves;
and that I have sacrificed much of my own sf-love for 1its sake, 1n
preventing not only many mean things from seemy the light, but
many which I thought tolerable I would not be hke those authers,
who forgive themselves some particular lines for the sake of a whole
poem, and wce versd a whole poem for the sake of some particulir Lins,
1 beheve no one qualification 15 so hikely to make a good wiiter, as the
power of rejecting his own thoughts, and 1t must be this (if anything)
that can give me a chance to be one For what I have published, I
can only hope to be pardoned ; but for what I have burned, I deserve
to be praised. On this account the world 13 under some obligation to
me, and owes me the justice i return, to look upon no verses as mine
that are not nserted i this collection. And pcrhaps notlung could
make 1t worth my while to own what are really so, but to avid the
imputation of so many dull and 1mmoral things, as partly by malce,
and partly by ignorance, have been aseribed to me. I must farther
acquit myself of the presumption of baving lent my name to recom-
mend any miscellanies or works of other men ; a thing I never thought
becoming a person who has hardly credit enough to answer for s
owD
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In this office of collecting my pieces, I am altogether uncertain,
whether to look upon myself as & man building a monument, or
burymng the dead.

If time shall make it the former, may these poems (as long as they
last) remain as a testumony, that their author never miade his talents
subservient to the mean and unworthy ends of party or self interest ;
the gratification of public prejudices, o1 private passons ; the flattery
of the undeserving, or the msult of the unfortunate  If I have wntten
well, let 1t be considercd thit 1t 18 whit no man can do without good
sense, & quahty that not onlv runders one capable of Leng a good
wrniter, but a good man  And if I have made any a qu 1tion 1 the
opinion of any one undcr the nction of the forner, let 1t be continued
to me under no other title thm that of the latter

But 1f this publication be only a more solemn funeril of my remains,
I desive 1t miy be known that I die i chantv, and 1n my senses,
without any murmurs agunst the justice of this age, or amv mad
appeals to postanity I dudire I shall think the world wmn the mght,
and quictly suluut to evay tiuth which tume shall dis vver to the
prejudice of the o wntings, not so much asw hing < nratiml a
thing, as that ¢verybody should be decerved meadv for myv exc it
Howeva, Idesne it myy then be conadacd, that thore ate very few
things m thus collection, which were not wntten under the age of five
and twenty ) thit my youth miv be made (12 1t never fuls to be 1
exccutions) a ca e of compusion That I was neser so con erned
about my worhks as to vindiate thum m print, bilioving, of anvthing
was good, 1t would defund at<clf, and whit was bil could never be
defunded  That I uwd no artifice to 1m e o1 continne a reputation,
depreaated no daal author I was oblized to, bl ud no Iiving one with
unjust prase, meulted no adversary withall Ianzuie, or when I could
not att ik a 11vals workyy encouraged reports agunst Lis momls  To
conclude, 1t this volume punshy Iet 1t save as a warning to the cntics,
not to take too much puns for the future to destroy such things as
will dic of thumsdves, and a memenfo morv to some of my vun con-
temporaties the poets, to teach than thit, when real ment 1> wanting,
1t av uls nothung to huve hen encourzed by the great, commended by
the enunent, and fasoured by the public in general

Nov, 10, 1716
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PASTORAL POEMS,
WITH A DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1704.

PUBLISHED 1709,

Rura milu et rigw placeant in vallibus amnes,
Flunun: amem, sylvasque, mglorus'— Jirg.

A DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL POETRY.

TaERE are not, I believe, a greater number of any sort of verses
than of those whick are called pastorals ; nor a smaller, than of those

which are truly so.

It therefore secms necessary to give some account

of this kind of Poem, and 1t is my design to comprise in this short
paper the substance of those numerous dissertatu ns the emtics have
made on the subject, without omitting any of thur rules in my own
favour. You will also find some points reconcilud, about which they
seem to dutler, and a few remarks, which, I think, have escaped therwr

observation.

1 These Pastorals were written at the
age of sixteen, and then passed throuch
the hands of Mr Walsh, Mr Wycherley,
G. Granville, afterwards T ord Lansdown,
Sir Witkam Trumbull, It Garth, Lord
Halifax, Lord Somers, M: Mamwanng,
and others. All thesc gave our author
the greatest encourizement, and pu-
ticularly Mr. Walsh (whom Mr, Dryden
in his postscript to Vil calls the best
enitic of lus ag)  “ Lhe authot,” says
K¢, “seems to have u puticular genius
for this kand of poctry, and a judzment
that much evceeds s yews. He has
taken very frecddy fiom the ancients,
But what he has mixed of his own with
thewrs 18 no way nfirior to what he has

taken fiom them, It 13 not flattery at,

all to say that Virgil had wrnitten nothing
0 at his age. His prefuce 18 very
j}\:rgxciou? and lenm&l.";’fzt{z- rdMI ALr.

yoherley, Ap. 1705, ] ans-
down, about e i

same time, mentioning '

the youth of our peet, savs (in a printed
Ietter of the chuactcr of Mr. Wycherley)
that “1f he goes on as he has’begun in
the pastoral way, as Yugil first tried his
stiength, we may hope to see Enghsh
poetry vie with the Roman.' &e. Notr
withstanding the early time of their pros
duction, the author esteemed these as the
most correct 1 the versification, and
mustcal 1n the numbers, of all his works,
Ihe reason for hus labouting them into
so much softness was, doubtless, that this
~ort of poetry duuaves almost its whole
beauty from a naturil ease of thought
and smoothness of verse; whereas that of
most other hinds consists in the stiength
and fulness of both. In a letter of hus to
Mr. Walsh about this time we find an
enumeration of several niceties in versifi-
cation, which perhaps have never beea
strictly observed 1 any Enghsh poem,
except in these pastorals. They were
not printed till 1709.—~Pope.
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The original of poetry is ascribed to that age which succeeded the
creation of the world : and as the keeping of flocks seems to have been
the first employment of mankind, the most ancient sort of poetry was
probably pastoral.' It is natural to imagine, that the leisure of those
ancient shepherds admitting and inviting some diversion, none was so
proper to that solitary and sedentary life as singing; ard that in
their songs they took occasion to celebrate their own felicity, From
hence & poem was invented, and afterwards improved to a perfect
image of that happy time; which by giving us an esteem for the
virtues of a former age, might recommend them to the present. And
gince the life of shepherds was attended with more tranquillity than
any other rural employment, the pocts chose to introduce their persons,
from whom it received the name of pastoral.

A pastoral is an imitation of the action of a shepherd, or one
considered under that chavacter. The form of this imitation is
dramatic, or narrative, or mired of both;* the fable simple, the manners
not too polite nor too rustic : the thoughts are plain, yet admit a little
quickness and passion, but that short and flowing : the expression humble,
yet as pure as the language will afford ; neat, but not florid ; easy, and
yet lively. In short, the fable, manners, thoughts, and expressions are
full of the greatest simplicity in nature.

The complete character of this poem consists in simplicity,® Lrevity,
and delicacy ; the two first of which render an eclogue natural, and
the last delightful.

If we would copy nature, it may be useful to tuke this idea along
with us, that pastoral is an image of what they call the golden age.
So that we are not to describe our shepherds as shepherds at this day
really are, but as they may be conceived then to have been ; when the
best of men followed the employment. To carry this resemblance yet
farther, it would not be amiss to give these shepherds some skill in
astronomy, as far as it may be useful to that sort of life. And an air
of piety to the gods should shine through the poem, which so visibly
appears in all the works of antiquity : and it ought to preserve some
relish of the old way of writing ; the connection should be loose, the
narrations and descriptions short,* and the periods conci~e. Yet it is
not sufficient, that the sentences only be brief, the whole eclogue
should be so too. For we cannot suppose poctry in those days to have
been the business of men, but their recreation at vacant hours,

But with respect to the present age, nothing more conduces to
make these composures natural, than when some knowledge in rural

1 Fontenelle’s Discourse on Pastorals, | 3 Rapin, de Carm. Past. P. 2,—Pope,
~Pope. ¢ Rapin, Réflex.sur I'Art Poét. d’ Aristy
* Heinsius in Theoor.—Pope. [£.2. Reflex. 27.—Pope.
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affairs is discovered.! This may be made to appear rather dome by
chance than on design, and sometimes is best shown by inference ; lest
by too much study to seem natural, we destroy that easy simplicity
from whence arises the delight. For what is inviting in this sort of
poetry proceeds not go much from the idea of that business, as of the
tranquillity of & country life.

‘We must therefore use some illusion to render a pastoral delightfal ;
and this consists in exposing the best side only of a shepherd’s life, and
in concealing its miseries.? Nor i3 it enough to introduce shepherds
discoursing together in a natural way : but a regard must be had to
the subject, that it contain some particular beauty in itself, and that it
be different in every eclogue. Besides, in each of them a designed
acene or prospect is to be presented to our view, which should likewise
have its variety. This variety is obtained in a great degree by
frequent comparisons, drawn from the most agreeable oljects of the
country ; by interrogations to things inanimate ; by beautiful digres-
sions, but those short; sometimes by in<isting a little on circumstances;
and lastly, by elegant turns on the words, which render the numbers
extremely sweet and pleasing.  As for the numbers themselves, though
they are properly of the heroic measure, they should be the smoothest,
the most casy and flowing imaginable,

It is by rules like these that we ought to judge of pastoral. And
gince the instructions given for any art are to be delivered as that art
is in perfection, they mu<t of necessity be dcrived from those in whom
it is acknowledged so to be. It is therefore from the practice of
Theocritus and Virgil (the only undisputed authors of pastoral), that
the critics have drawn the foregoing notions concerning it.

Theocritus excels all others in nature and simplicity. The subjects
of his Idyllia are purely pastoral ; but he is not so exact in his persons,
having introduced reapers and fishermen?® as well as shepherds.t  He is
apt to be too long in his descriptions, of which that of the cup in the
tirst pastoral is a remarkable instance. In the manners he seems a
little defective, for his swains are sometimes abuecive and immodest,
and perhaps too much inclining to rusticity ; for instance, in his fourth
and fifth Idyllia. But it is cnough that all others learnt their excel-
Jencies from him, and that his dialect alone has a secret charm in it,
which no other couldl ever attain.

! Pref, to Virg. Past. in Dryd. Virg — alluded to contain some of the most ex»
| Quisite atiokes of rature and true poetry
* Fontenelle's Disc. on Pastorals.— anywhere to be met with, as does the
beautiful deseription of the carving on
OEPII'I'A!, Idy! x., snd Mll‘.lz, the culp which indeed i not & cup, but

Idyt 21 Pm; i & very large pastora’ vessel or cauldron.-
le tenth and twenty-first idvl here  Warton,
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Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines upon his original : and in all
points where judgment is principally concerned, he is much superior to
his master, Though some of his subjects are not pastoral in them-
selves, but only seem to be such, they have a wonderful variety in
them, which the Greek was a stranger to. He exceeds him in regu
larity and brevity, and falls short of him in nothing but simplicity and
propriety of style ; the first of which perhaps was the fault of his age,
and the last of his language.

Among the moderns, their success has been greatest who have most

endeavoured to make these ancients their pattern. The most consider-
able genius appears in the famous Tasso, and our Spenser. Tasso in
his “Aminta” has as far excelled all the pastoral writers, as in his “Geru-
salemme ” he has outdone the epic poets of his country. But as this
piece seems to have been the original of a new sort of poem,' the
pastoral comedy, in Italy, it cannot so well be considered as a copy of
the ancients. Spenser’s Calendar, in Mr, Dryden’s opinion, is the
most complete work of this kind which any nation has produced ever
since the time of Virgil.? Not but that he may be thought imperfect
in some few points. His eclognes are somewhat too long, if we
compare them with the ancients. He is sometimes too allegorical, and
treats of matters of religion in a pastoral style, as the Mantuan had
done before him, He has employed the lyric measure, which is con-
trary to the practice of the old poets. His stanza is not still the same,
nor always well chosen. This last may be the reason his expression is
sometimes not concise enough: for the tetrastic has obliged him to
extend his sense to the length of four lines, which would have been
more closely confined in the couplet.

In the manners, thoughts, and characters, he comes near to Theo-
critus himself ; though, notwithstanding all the care he has taken, he
is certainly inferior in his dialect: for the Doric had its beauty and
propriety in the time of Theocritus; it was used in part of Greece,
and frequent in the mouths of many of the greatest persons, whereas
the old English and country phrases of Spenser were either entirely
obsolete, or spoken only by people of the lowest condition. As there
is a difference betwixt simplicity and rusticity, so the expression of
simple thoughts should be plain, but not clownish. The addition he
has made of a calendar to his eclogues, is very beautiful ; since by this,
besides the gemeral moral of innocence and simplicity, which is
common to other authors of pastoral, he has one peculiar to himself ;
he compares human life to the several seasons, and at once exposes to

! The “ Aminta " of Tasso was not the , who boasts of it in his prolo e, and who
first pastoral drama in Italian, “ Il Sacri- | died very old in 1600."— Warton.
ficio of Agostino Beccari was the first,| 3 Dedication to Virgil, Ecl.— Pope.
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his readers a view of the great and little worlds, in their various
changes and aspects, Yet the scrupulous division of his pastorals into
months, has obliged him either to repeat the same description in other
words, for three months together ; or, when it was exhausted before,
entirely to omit it : whence it comes to pass, that some of his eclogues
(as the sixth, eighth, and tenth, for example) have nothing but their
titles to distinguish them. The reason is evident, because the year has
not that variety in it to furnish every month with a particular descrip-
tion, as it may every season.

Of the following eclogues I shall only say, that these four com-
prehend all the subjects which the critics upon Theocritus and Virgil
will allow to be fit for pastoral : that they have as much variety of
description, in respect of the several seasons, as Spenser’s: that in
order to add to this variety, the several times of the day are observed,
the rural employments in each season or time of day, and the rural
scenes or places proper to such employments ; not without some regard
to the several ages of man, and the different passions proper to each

e.

But, after all, if they have any merit it is to be attributed to some
good old authors, whose works as I had leisure to study, so I hope I
bave not wanted care to imitate.
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No lambs or sheep for victims I'll impaxt,
'Thy victim, Love, shall be the shepherd’s heart

STREPHON.

Me gentle Deha beckons from the plain,
Then Ind 1n shades, eludes her exger swam ;
But feigns a laugh, to see me search around,
And by that laugh the willing fan 1 found.

DAPIINIS,

The sprightly Sylvia tups along the green,
She runs, but hopes she does not run unseen :
Whle a kind glance at her pursuer flies,
How much at varance are her fcet and eyes!

STREPHON.

O’er golden sands let rich Pactolus flow,
And trees weep amber on the hanks of Po ;!
Blessed Thames’s shores the braghtest beauties yicld,
Feed here my lambs, I'll seek no distant ficld.

DAPHMIR.

Celestial Venus haunts Idalia’s groves ;
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves;
If Windsor shades delight the matchless maid,
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windsor shade.

STREPHOX,

All nature mourns,® the shies relent in show’is,
Hushed are the birds, and closed the droopmg flow’rs ;
If Dela smmle, the flow’rs begin to spring,

The skies to brighten, and the birds to sing.

DAPHNIS

All nature laughs, the groves are fresh and fair,
The sun’s mld lustre warms the vital ar ;
If Sylvia smules, new glonies gild the shore,
And vanquished nature seems to charm no more.

! Phieton’s mtg;;, hﬁu:ig at s c{&aﬂx * Vargal, Lel VIL:
shanged into poplars, shed tears, which, « :
lccox%mg topthe classical iubie, were Amth:f{,: &:}m moricns sitit abiis

tarned to drops of amber. Phylhdis adventu nostin nemus omne

varebit,”— Lype.
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STREPHON.

In spring the fields, in autumn lulls I love,
At morn the plains, at noon the shady grove,
But Delia always ; absent from her sight,
Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight b4

DAPHNIS,

Sylvia’s like autumn ripe, yet mild as M1y,
More bright than noon, yet fresh as early day ;
Ev'n spring displeases, when she shines not here ;
But blest with her, ’tis spring throughout the year.

STREPHON,

Say, Daphnis, say, m what glad soil appears,
A wondrous tree that <acred monarchs bears ;'
Tell me but this, and I'll dicclmm the prize,
And give the conquest to thy Sylvia’s eyes

DAPH\Ib

N 3, tcll me first, 1n what more happy ficlds
The thistle <pringz, to which the hilv 31cdds,? N
And then a nobler pnize I wall rewizn ;
For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, shall be thine.

DAMON,

Clase to contend, for, Daphnis, I ducree
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee.
Dlest swains, whose nymphs m ev’ry grace excel;
Dlest nymphs, whose swains those graces sing <o will!
Now rise, and haste to yonder wondbine bow r,
A soft 1etreat from sudden vernal chow'rs,
The turf with rural dainties <hall be erowned,
Wlale op’ning blooms diftuce then sweets a1 und, 1o
Por <ee ! the gath'ring flocks to shelter tend,
And fiom the Pleiads fruitiul show’rs descend.

' An alluson to the royal oak, m ** Die qubus m terns msuipty nonu s
which Churles IT had been hud fmm, regum

the ursutt after the battle of Worcestur,  Nast bmtur flores, et I'hyIhida solus ha
to.’

{” he two nddlos m I uutaticn of The thistle 18 the emblem of Scotland.
W\u miug Tl T the fleur-de-lis, or hly, of krance.
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SUMMER.
THE SECOND PASTORAL; OR, ALEXIS.

TO DR, GARTH.!

A sHEPHERD'S boy (he seeks no better name)
Led forth his flocks along the silver Thame,
Where dancing sunbeams on the waters played,’
And verdant alders formed a quiv'ring shade.
Soft as he mourned, the streams forgot to flow,
The flocks around a dumb compassion show,
The Naiads wept in ev’ry wat'ry bow’r,
And Jove consented® in a silent shower.
Accept, O Garth, the muse’s early lays,
That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; )
Hear what from love unpractised hearts endure,
From love, the sole disease thou canst not cure.
Ye shady beeches, and ye cooling streams,
Defence from Pheebus’, not from Cupid’s beams,
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I sing,*
“The woods shall answer, and their echo ring.”’
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay,
Why art thou prouder and more hard than they?
The bleating sheep with my compluints agree,
They parched with heat, and I inflamied by thee. %
The sultry Sirius burns the thirsty ylains,
‘While in thy heart eternal winter reigns.
Where stray ye, muses, in what Jawn or grove,®

' Dr. Samuel Garth, author of the omnia sylvae.”—Firg, Eel. X,
;;lllis ;a;y,” t;as (;lne of the ﬁrsti —Pope.

iends of the author, whose acquaintance | s 4 [ 's % Fpithalae
with him began at fourtcen or fifteen. mio:. n_h_'n ﬁopf:?m Spenser's “ Epithala
Their friendship continued from the year

] n ;o ¢ ‘““Qua nemora, aut qui vos saltus
1703 to 1718, which was that of his habuere, puells

death.—Pope. : .

* The scene of this pastoral is by the Naiades, indigno oum Gallus amore
river’s side; suitable to the heat of the Nperu'e P i vobis
season ; the time noon.— Pope. am neque 1Arnasil vobls jugs,

s 6 Tt . nam neque Pindi

Jupiter et luto descendet plurimus Ulla moram_feccre, neque Aonia

1mbri.”~Virg. Ecl. VIL.—Poge. Aganippe.”
¢ ¢ Non canimus surdis, respondent  Virg, Ecl. )ﬂ 9, out of Theoer.—Pope,
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While your Alexis pines in hopeless love

In those fair fields where sacred Isis glides,

Or else where Cam his winding vales divides ?
As in the crystal spring I view my face,’
Iresh rising blushes paint the wat'ry glass ;
But since those graces please thy eyes no more,
[ shun the fountains which I sought before. »
Once I was skilled in ev'ry herb that grew,
And ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew ;
Ah wretched shepherd, what avails thy art,

To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart !

Let other swains attend the rural care,

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces shear :

But nigh yon mountain let me tune my lays,
Embrace my love, and bind my brows with bays
That flute is mine which Colin’s? tuneful breath
Inspired when living, and bequeathed in death.? 40
He said ; Alexis, take this pipe, the same

That taught the groves my Rosalinda’s name :
But now the reeds shall hang on yonder tree,
For ever silent, since despised by thee.

Oh! were I made by some transforming pow’r
The captive bird that sings within thy bow’r !
Then might my voice thy list'ning ears employ,
And T those kisses he receives, enjoy.

And yet my numbers please the rural throng,
Rough satyrs dance, and Pan* applauds the song : ®
The nymphs, forsaking ev’ry cave and spring,
Their early fruit, and milk-white turtles bring ;
Each am’rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain,
On you their gifts are all bestowed again.

For you the swains the fairest flow’rs design,
And in one garland all their beauties join ;
Accept the wreath which you deserve alone,
In whom all beauties are comprised in one.

! Vugil again (Ecl. IL) from the brated under that of Rosalinda.—Poge.

* Cyclops”” of Theocritus, $ ¢ Est mihi disparibus septem coms
“ nuper me in littore vidi pacta cicutis
Cum placidum ventis etaret mare, non Fistula, Dametas dono mihi quan
ego Daphnim, dedit olim,
Judice te, metuam, sl nunquam fallit Et dmtmonem, temmc habet ista
imago.”’—Pope. secundum.”— Virg. Ecl IL

' The name taken by Spenser in his ¢ Pan was the god of shuphenh.
4 Eclogues,” where his muwtress is sele- ' ¢
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See what delights i sylvan scenes appiar !
Descending gods have found Elysium here ! ¢
In woods bright Venus with Adoms stiayed,
And chaste Diana haunts the forest shade
Come, lovely nymph, and bless the silent hours,
When swawns from shearmg seek ther m htly bow'ts,
When weary reapers quit the sultry field,
And crowned with corn thu thanks to Ceres yieiu
Thas harmless grove no lurking viper ludes,
But 1 my breast the seipent love abides
Hecre bees from blossoms sip the 100y dew,
But yowr Alexis hknows no swects but you
Oh, dergu to vasit our forsahen scats,
The mossy fountans, and the green 1ctrcits!
Where'er you walk, cool gales shall fan the glade,
Trees, where you sit, shall crowd mnto a shade,
Where'er you tiead, the blushing flow s shall riw,
And all things flounsh whcre you turn your eyes
Obh * how I long with vou to pass my days,
Invoke the muses, and resound your pruse !
Your pruse the birds shall chant 1n ev 1v giove,*
And winds shall waft 1t to the powers above, 8
But would you smg, and rival Orpheus strain,
1he wond’ring forests soon should danct a,un,
The moving mountamns hear the pow’rful cill,
And headlong sticams hang hst mng in then {1l

But see, the shepherds shun the noondw haat
The lowing hads to murm 1ng brooks retreat,
To closer shades the pantmg flocks remove ,
Ye gods '* and 18 there no rehief for love ?
But soon the sun with milder rays deseends
To the cool ocean, where s journey ends E]
On me love’s fiercer flames for ever piy,
By mght he scorches, as he burns by day

Vg kd I But the author, young as hc was, som
“ habitarunt du quoque sylvas * found the absurdity which Spenser hum-

El X

self overluoked, of introducing wolvee 1t

“Et formosus oves ad flumine pavit Lr:gl»nd.—-} ope

Adoms ”’—Pope

Virg Lel III

* Y ur prase the tuneful buds to 'artem allquamj’ventn, drvum referata

neaven shall bear,

ad aurcs —Lope

And hstening wolves grow mulder as Virg Eel II
they hear ¢ Mc tamen usit amor, qus cnim modus
8o e verses were origiududy wiitten. wdsit amon ?"'—1 ope
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AUTUMN.

THE THIRD PASTOBRAL; OR, HYLAS AND ZEGON

oo e

T0 MR. WYCHERLEY.

Bexearn the shade a spreading beech displays
Hylas and Hgon sung their rural lays,
This mourned a faithless, that an abscut love,
And Delia’s name and Doris’ filled the grove.
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your sacred succour bring ;
Hylas and Aigon’s rural lays I sing.
Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus’ wit inspire,*
The art of Terence and Menander’s fire;
Whose sense instructs us, and whose humour charms,
Whose judgment sways us, and whose spirit warms ! ]
Oh, skilled in nature ! see the hearts of swains,
Their artless passions, and their tender pains.
Now setting Phacbus shone serenely bright,
And flecey clouds were streaked with purple light ;
When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan,
Taught rocks tv weep, and made the mountains gioaw.
Go, gentle gales, and beur my sighs away !
To Delia’s ear the tender notes convey.
As some sad turtle his lost Jove deplores,
And with deep murmurs fills the sounding shores ; >
"Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mouin,
Alike unheard, unpitied, and forlern.
Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs along !
For her, the feathered choirs neglect their souy :
For her, the limes their pleasing shades deny ;
For her, the lilies hang their heads, and die.
Ye flowers that droop, forsaken by the spring,
Ye birds that, left by summer, cease to sing,

¥ This pasteral consists of two parts, Wife.” He wasn writer of infinite spirit,
like the 8th of Virgil; the scene, a hill ; , satire, and wit. The only objection made
the time, at sunset.—Jope. | to him was that he had too much.  How-

* Mr. Wycllerley, a fumous author of ' ever he was followed in the same way by
somedies ; of which the most celebrated Mr. Congreve ; though with a Little mor
were the “Plain Dealer” and “ Country correctness.—Z2%; ¢
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Ye trees that fade, when autumn heats remove,
Say, is not absence death to those who love? 30

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away !
Cursed be the fields that cause my Delia’s stay ;
Fade ev'ry blossom, wither ev'ry tree,

Die ev'ry flower, and perish all, but she.
What have I said ? where’er my Delia flies,
Let spring attend, and sudden flow’rs arise ;
Let op’'ning roses knotted oaks adorn,’

And liquid amber drop from ev’ry thorn,

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs along!

The birds shall cease to tune their ev’'ning song, ©
The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move,

And streams to murmur, ere I cease to love,

Not bubbling fountains to the thirsty swain,?

Not balmy sleep to Jab’rers faint with pain,

Not show’rs to larks, nor sunshine to the bee,

Are half so charming as thy sight to me.

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away !
Come, Delia, come ; ah, why this long delay 1
Through rocks and caves the name of Delia sounds,
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds.

Ye powers, what pleasing frenzy soothes my mind !
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind 7%

She comes, my Delia comes !—Now cease my lay,
And cease, ye gales, to bear my sighs away !

Next Kgon sung, while Windsor groves admired ,
Rehearse, ye muses, what yourselves inspired.

Resound, ye hills, resound my 1iournful strain !
Of perjured Doris, dying I complain :

Here, where the mountains less'ning as they 1ise
Lose the low vales, and steal into the skics :
While lab’ring oxen, spent with toil and heat,
In their loose traces from the field retreat :
While curling smokes from village tops are secn,
And the fleet shades glide o’er the dusky green.

! Virg. Edl. VIIL. “Quale sopor fessis in g1vmine, quale
‘ Aurea dur@ per @stum
Mala ferant quercus, narcisso floreat  Dulcis aquam saliento sitim restinguere
nvo.”— Pope.

us,
Pinguia 3orﬁcibm sudent electra my- s Virg, Ecl, V.:
rice.”—Pope, ; AT .
* Virg, Eel. ”vp “ Ang ul‘;,lf'emlt’ ipsi sibi somnia fin.
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Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay !
Beneath yon poplar oft we passed the day .
Oft on the nnd I carved her am’rous vows,
Whale she with garlands hung the bendmg boughs ¢
The garlands fade, the vows are worn away ,
So dics her love, and so my hopes decay ]
Rusound, ye hilly, resound my mournful stram !
MNow bught Arcturus glads the teeming grain,
Now golden frmts on Joaded branches shine,
And grateful clusters swell with flocds of wine,
Now blushing lernes punt the yellow grove,
Just gods ! shall all things yield returns but 1 « ?
Resound, ye hlls, resound my mournful lav !
The shepherds ery, “ Thy flocks are lcft a prey —
Ah' what avails 1t me, the flocks to keep,
Who lost my heart whale I pre-erved my <heep %
Pan came, and asked, what magic causcd my smar
Or what 1l ¢yes' mahgnant glances dut ?
Whit eyes but hers, alas, hive pow’r to move!
And 18 there magie but what dwells 1n love?
Resound, y¢ lulls, resound my mournfl struns
Il fly from shephards, flocks, and flow rv plans,
From shepherds, floche, and plains, I mav remo
For<ihe mankind, and all the world—but love
[ know thee, Love ! on foro.m mountams bred,
Wolvcs gave thee auck, and savage tizer fod "
Thou wert from .Etnas burning entiails torn,
Got by hece whirlwinds, and m thunder born !
Resound, ye hulls, recound mv mournful lay !
Farewely ye woods ! adien the hight of day !
Onc leap from yonder chff shall end mv pains,
No more, ye hills, no more resound my strams !
Thus sung the shephends till the approach of nisht,
The shaes yet blushing with departing hght,
When falling dews with spingles decked the glade,
And the low sun had lengthened ev’ry shade. Toe

! An allumon to the supurstition of the * Moo quis teneros ocwlus mibi fascinat
yvil eve agn v —LPope
Vug Eel IIL
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WINTER.

THE FOURTH PASTORAL;

T0 [l MLMORY OF MIs

OR, DAPHNE

[SAUTRTY

LYCIDAB

THYRSIS, the music of thit murm’rm g \pimy
Ts not so mournful as the strains you st
Nor rivers windmg thiough the vales bilow,
So sweetly warble, or so smoothly flow.

Now sleepmy flochs on therr soft flecees I,
The moon, serene 1n gl ry, mounts the shy,
While silent binds forget therr tuneful 1w,

Oh smg of Daplne s fate,

and Daplne’s pruse |

THYRSIS
Behold the groves that shme with silver fret,

Their besuty withered, and therr verdure Jost!

Hre shall T try the sweet Alexss’ stinn ?

That called the hst’mng Dryads to the plam?
Thames heard® the numbers as he flowed alony,
And bade s willows learn the moving song

! Tlus lady was of an ancient family
in Yorkshire, and paxucularé; admired
by the author s friend, Mr Walsh, who,
hm celebrated her 1n a pastoral elegy,
d bis friend to do the same, as
appears from one of us letters, dated

ept 9, 1706 ¢ Your last eclogue bemng
on the same subject with mine on Mrs
'.lemd})est’l death, I should take 1t very
kandly 1 you to give 1t a little turn as 1f
1t were to the memory of the same lady ”
Her death having happcned on the night
of the great storm* in 1703, gave 4 pro-
prety to this eclogue, which in 1ts general
turn alludes to 1t The sceme of the

pastoral lies 1 a grove, the tune at mud-
might —Zope

Muss Lempest—it was the fushion 1
Pope 8 time to call young ladies ¢ Mis
~was the daughter of Henry Tempeat,
of Newton Grange, York  She died un
maried

* He alludes to a poem of Congeve &
called the “ Mourmng Muse of Alexis,
1 pastoral lamenting the death of Quucn
My (Wilham [1T s wife)

$ \ug Ed VI

“Audnt Eurotas, jussitque odiscire
uos "

* One of the most termble storms on | wrecked, and more mschief dono than
recorl Heveral slups of war were uttealy | w s cver known before o1 siuce.
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I1YCIDAS

So may kind ramns their vital moxsture yell,
And swell the future harvest of the ficld
Degwn , thus charge the dvmg Daphne gave,
And said , “Ye shephcrds, sing around my mve '™
>ing, while beside the shaded tomb I moun,
\ud with fresh bigs her rural shrine adorn

THIRSS

Yo gentle muses, leave your crystal sprins,
Let nymphs and sylvans cypress garlinds 11y
Ye weeping loves, the stream with myatles Inde,
\nd break your bows, as when Adoms died ,
And with your goldcn darts, new useless grown,
Inscmbe o verse on thus redentin., ~tone
“Let natwe change, let heaven wd earth depl re,
T'ur Diphne’s dead, and love 15 now ns more

?11s done, and nature s vaious chars doeas,
Sce gloomy clouds obscure the cheerful day !
Now huns with pearls the dreopimg trecs e,
Then fulad honours scattered on her Lier
See, where on carth the flow’ry o1 11es he
With ha they flounshed, wnd with ha u
Al what av ul the bewtie nature wore
Cur Diphnes lawd, anll oy s mo men

Tur her the flochs 1efuse ther valmt f o,
Nor thirsty heafors seek the ghding £l od,
Lo aalver swans her biajless fate bemean,
In notes more ~id thin when they sing thar cwn
In hollow ¢1ves sweet who alent lies,
Silent, o1 only to ha name 1l ,
Har nume with plawuare enee she taught the b1,
Now Diphnoe s dead, and pleosure 1~ no mea

No gructul dews deseend from o mng <hae,
Not morning edours from the flew’ss e,
No ndh potumes acdiesh the frmtful hld,
Nor fragrmt habs thar mitnve meense yuedl
The balmy zjhyrs, wilent since ha death,
Lament the conmg of a sweeta braath,

25

‘Virg B V lLt tumulum facate o¢ tumalo supert idite

“nducate foutibus nmbyag— carmen "—Jje
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Th’ industrions bees neglect their golden store ;
Fair Daphnes dead, and sweetness is no more !
No more the mounting larks, while Daphne sings,
Shall listning in mid air suspend their wings ;
No more the birds shall imitate her lays,
Or hushed with wonder, hearken from the sprays :
No more the streams their murmur shall forbear,
A sweeter music than their own to hear,
But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal shore,
Fair Daphne’s dead, and music is no more !
Her fate is whispered by the gentle breeze,
And told in sighs to all the trembling trees ;
The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and wood,
Her fate remurmur to the silver flood ;
The silver flood, so lately calm, appears
Swelled with new passion, and o'erflows with tears ;
The winds and trees and floods her death deplore,
Daphne, our grief ! our glory now no more !
But see ! where Daphne wond’ring mounts on high
Above the clouds, above the starry sky !
Eternal heauties grace the shining scene,
Fields ever fresh, and groves for ever green !
There while you rest in amaranthine bow'rs,
Or from those meads select unfading flow’rs,
Behold us kindly, who your name implore,
Daphne, our goddess, and our grief no more !
LYCIDAS,
How all things listen, while thy muse complains !
Such silence waits on Philomela’s strains,
In some still ev’ning, when the whisp'ring breeze
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees,
To thee, bright goddess, oft a lamb shall bleed,?
If teeming ewes increase my fleecy breed.
While plants their shade, or flow’rs their odours give,
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praise shall live !

THYRSIS,
But see, Orion sheds unwholesome dews :

? Virg. Bol. V.: ! Virz. Bdl. L;

“miratur limen Olympi, “{lliug aram

4

ndatnnnuotm!mﬂnpetewnutrhlbovﬂibuhnw
agnus.”—Fope.
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Arise ; the pines a noxious shade diffuse ;'

Sharp Boreas blows, and nature feels decay,

Time conquers all, and we must time obey.

Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, streams and groves,

Adieu, ye shepherds, rural lays and loves ; w
Adieu, my flocks, farewell ye sylvan crew,

Daphne, farewell, and all the world adieu !?

¥ Virg. Ecl. X.: * These four last lines allude to the

it s g it et
Juniperi gravis umbra.” — Pope. « before in each.—Pope, par
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true genius, v. 9 to 18, That most men are born with some taste, but spoiled by
false education, v. 19 to z5. The multitude of cntics and cauces of them, v. 26
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Nature the best guide of judgment, v. 68 to 87. Improved by art and rules, which
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"T1s hard to say, if greater want of skill
Appear in writing or in judging ill ;

But, of the two, less dang’rous is the offence
Tu re our patience, than mislead our senst
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Some few in that, but numbers err in this,
Ten censure wrong for one who writes amisa ;
A fool might once himself alone expose,
Now one in verse makes many more in prose.
"Tis with our judgments as our watches, none
Go just alike, yet each believes his own.
In poets as true genius is but rare,
True taste as seldom is the critic’s share ;
Both must alike from heaven derive their light,
These born to judge, as well as those to write,
Let such teach others who themselves excel,
And censure freely who have written well.
Authors are partial to their wit, ’tis true,
But are not critics to their judgment too
Yet if we look more closely we shall find
Most have the seeds of judgment in their mind :
Nature affords at least a glimm’ring light ;
The lines, though touched but faintly, are drawn right.
But as the slightest sketch, if justly traccd,
Is by ill-colouring but the more disgraced,
So by false learning is good sense defaced :*
Some are bewildered in the maze of schools,
And some made coxcombs nature meant hut fool-
In search of wit these lose their common sense,
And then turn critics in their own defence :
Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write,
Or with a rival’s, or an eunuch’s rpite.
All fools have still an itching to deride,
And fain would be upon the laughing side.
If Mzevius scribble in Apollo’s spite,
There are, who judge still worse than he can wrife,
Some have at first for wits, then poets past,
Turned critics next, and proved plain fools at last,
Some neither can for wit~ nor eritics pass,
As heavy mules are neither horse nor ass,
Those half-learned witlings, num’rous in our isle,
43 half-formed insects on the banks of Nile :
Unfinished things, one knows not what to call,
Their generation’s so equivocal ;
To tell ’em, would a hundred tongues require,
Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire.

Plus sine dootrina prudentia, quam sine prudentix valet dootrina. Quén, -Tope,
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But you who seek to give and merit fame,
And justly bear a critic’s noble name,
Be sure yourself and your own reach to know,
How far your genius, taste, and learning go ;
Launch not beyond your depth, but be discreet,
And mark that point where sense and dulness meet.
Nature to all things fixed the limits fit,
And wisely curbed proud man’s pretending wit.
As on the land while here the ocean gains,
In other parts it leaves wide sandy plains;
Thus in the soul while memory prevails,
The solid pow’r of understanding fails ;
‘Where beams of warm imagination play,
The memory’s soft figures melt away.
One science only will one genius fit;
So vast is art, so narrow human wit:
Not only bounded to peculiar arts,
But oft in those confined to single parts.
Like kings we lose the conquests gained before,
By vain ambition still to make them more ;
Each might his sev'ral province well command,
Would all but stoop to what they understand.
First follow nature, and your judgment frame
By her just standard, which is still the same :
Unerring Nature, still divinely bright,
One clear, unchanged, and universal light,
Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart,
At once the source, and end, and test of art.
Art from that fund each just supply provides,
Works without show, and without pomp presides:
In some fair body thus th’ informing soul
With spirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole,
Each motion guides, and ev’ry nerve sustains ;
Itself unseen, but in th’ effects, remains,
Somwe, to whom Heav’'n in wit has been profuse,
Want as much more to turn it to its use;
For wit and judgment often are at strife,
Though meant each other’s aid, like man and wife,
*Tis more to guide, than spur the muse’s steed ;
Restrain his fury, than provoke his speed ;
The wingéd courser, like a gen’rous horse,
Shows most true mettle when you check his course.
Those rules of uld discovered, not devised,
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Are nature still, but nature methodized ;
Nature, like liberty, is but restramned "
By the same laws which first herself ordained.
Hear how learned Greece her useful rules indites,
‘When to repress, and when mdulge our flights .
High on Parnassus’ top her sons she showed,
And pomnted out those arduous paths they trod ;
Held from afar, aloft, th’ mmmortal prize,
And urged the rest by equal steps to rse.
Just precepts thus from great examples giv'n, !
She drew from them what they derived from Heav'n.
The gen’rous cnitic fanned the poet’s fire, 100
And taught the world with reason to admire,
Then criticism the muse’s handmaid proved,
To dress her charms and make her more beloved *
But following wits from that mtention strayed,
‘Who could not win the mistress, wooed the maxd ;
Against the poets their own arms they turned,
Sure to hate most the men from whom they learned.
So modern "Pothecartes, taught the art
By doctor’s bills ? to play the doctor’s part,
Bold m the practice of mistaken rules, it
Prescribe, apply, and call their masters fools.
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey,
Nor tume nor moths e’er spoiled so much as they.
Some drly plain without invention’s axd,
Wnte dull receipts how poems may be made ;
These leave the sense, their learming to dsplay,
And those explain the meaming quite away.
You then whose jadgment the nght course would steer,
Know well each ancient’s proper character ;
His fable, subject, scope in ev’ry page ; 120
Religion, country, gemus of his age :
‘Wathout all these at once before your eyes,
1Cavil you may, but never cnticise.’
Be Homer’s works your study and delight,
M _nn Z -
‘Neummarhbuledxmﬁctmnutuﬂmerted the follo which he has,
ta mvamremus, sed dicta sunt ' however, ommdm the editions: '-—
‘n';g e mtar , oz e * Zoilus, bad thess been known without s

M%mmdl’multnearbemdamned
s Tbn authonﬁerthuvm ongmally The sense of sound antiquity had reigned,
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Read them by day, and meditate by might ;

Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring,

And t1ace the muses upward to their spring

Still with itself compared, his text peruse ,

And let your comment be the Mantuan muse
‘When first young Maro 1 lus boundless mind * 1%

A work t’ outlast immortal Rome designed,

Perhaps he seemed above the enitic’s law,

And but from nature’s fountams scorned to draw

But when t’ examine ev’ry part he came,

Nature and Homer were, he found, the same

Convinced, amazed, he checks the bold design,

And rules as strict hus laboured work confine,

As if the Stagirite? o’erlooked each lme,

Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem ,

To copy nature 1s to copy them ™
Some beauties yet no precepts can declare,

For there’s a happiness as well as care

Music resembles poetry, 1n each

Are nameless graces which no methods teach,

And which a master-hand alone can reach.

If, where the rules not far enough estend,

(Since rules were made but to promote their end)

Some lucky licence answer to the full

T’ mtent proposed, that licence 18 & rule.

Thus Pegasus, a nearer way to tahe, 1%

May beldly deviate from the common track

Gireat wits sometimes may gloriously offend,

And nse to faults tiue critics dare not mend

From vulgar bounds with brave disorder part,

And snatch a grace beyond the reach of art,

‘Which, without passing through the judgment, gans

The heart, and all 1ts end at once attans.

And eacred Homer yet been unprofaned | Itis a tradition preserved by Servius,
None e’er had thought hus comprehensive  that Virgil began with wnting a poem of
mnd the Alban and Roman aftawrs, which he
To modern customs, modern rules con- found above hus vears,and descended tirst
fined , to mutate Theocritus on rural subjects,
Who for all ages wnt, and all mankmd  and afterwards to copy Homer 1n herae
Fope  poetry —Pope,
c';nVlml, Eclog VI.‘ prelus, Cyatlu Tl: Anstotle, bomtat s nto&:s:?
canerci reges o , Uynthius e great anuent cntic, and tu
aurem Alesander the Gieat. He died about
Velluit, 323 1.0, 2
D
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In prospects thus, some objects please our eyes,

Which out of nature’s common order rise,

The shapeless rock, or hanging precipice. 165

But though the ancients thus their rules invade,

(As kings dispense with laws themselves have made)

Moderns, beware ! or if you must offend

Against the precept, ne’er transgress its end ;

Let it be seldom, and compelled by need ;

And have, at least, their precedent to plead.

The critic else proceeds without remorse,

Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force.
I know there are, to whose presumptuous thoughts

Those freer beauties, ev’n in them, seem faults, 170

Some figures monstrous and mis-shaped appear,

Considered singly, or beheld too near,

‘Which, but proportioned to their light, or place,

Due distance reconciles to form and grace.

A prudent chief not always must display

His pow’ss in equal ranks, and fair array,

But with th’ occasion and the place comply,

Conceal his force, nay, seem sometimes to fly.

Those oft are stratagems which errors seem,

Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream.’ 180
Still green with bays each ancient altar stands,

Above the reach of sacrilegious hands ;

Secure from flames, from envy’s fiercer rage,

Destructive war, and all-involving age.

See, from each clime the learned their incense bring!

Hear, in all tongnes consenting Paans ring |

In praise so just let ev’ry voice be joined,

And fill the gen’ral chorus of mankind,

Hail, bards triumphant ! born in happier days ;

Immortal heirs of universal praise ! 190

Whose honours with increase of ages grow,

As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow ;

Nations unborn your mighty names shall sound,

And worlds applaud that must not yet be found !

Oh may some spark of your celestial fire,

The last, the meanest of your sons inspire,

! Modeste, et eircumspecto judicio de | errare partem, omnia eorum legentibus
tantis viris pronunciandum est, ne (quod " placere, }uam multa displicere maluerim,
plerisque nccidit) damnent quod non Quin.—Pope.

. Ac g1 necesse est in alteram
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(That on weak wings, from far, pursues your flights;

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes)

To teach vam wits a science little known,

T’ admure superior sense, and doubt their own ! 20

1L

Or all the causes which conspire to bhind
Man’s erning judgment, and misgwide the mund,
‘What the weak head with strongest Lias rules,
Is pnide, the never farling voice of fools
Whatever nature has in worth dened,
She gives mn laige recruts of necdful pride;
For as 1n bodies, thus 1n souls, we find
What wants 1 blood and spirits, swelled with wmd .
Pnide, where wit fails steps 1 to our defence,
And fills up all the mughty voud of sense. ne
If once n1ght reason drives that cloud away,
Truth breaks upon us with resistless day
Trust not yourself, but your defects to know,
Make use of ev’ry friend—and ev’ry foe.!
A Dittle learuing 1s a dang’rous thing ,
Drink decp, or taste not the Picrian spring:
There shallow diaughts intoaicate the bram,
And drinkmg largely sobers us agan,
Fared at first sizht wath what the muse 1mparts,
In fearless youth we tempt the heights of arts, o
Whale from the bounded level of our mund
Short views we tahe, nor sce the lengths behmd ;
But more advanced, behold with strange surprise
New distant scencs of endless suence rise !
So pleased at first the tow 1ing Alps we try
Mount o’er the vales, and seem to ticad the shy,
Tl' eternal snows appear alieady past,
And the first clouds and mountamns scem the last ;
But, those attaned, we tiemble to suive)
The growing labours of the lengthcned way, ™
Th' mcreasing prospect tues our wand’ring eyes,
Hills peep o’er lulls, and Alps on Alps ase !
A perfect judge will read each work of wit?

' l"o&mwiaaly followed this rule him- the f)ood sense to correct.
self. e faults 1n this essay whichhis ~ * Diligenter legendum est ac pmne ad
antagomst Denms detected, the poct had secribendi solliatudinem : nec per partes
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With the same spirit that its author writ :
Survey the whole, nor seek slight faunlts to find
‘Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind ;
Nor lose, for that malignant dull delight,
The gen’rous pleasure to be charmed with wit.
But in such lays as neither ebb, nor flow,
Correctly cold, and regularly low, 2%
That shunning faults, one quiet tenor keep,
We cannot blame indeed but we may sleep.
In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts
Is not th’ exactness of peculiar parts ;
*Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call,
But the joint force and full result of all,
Thus when we view some well-proportioned dome,
(The world’s just wonder, and even thine, O Rome )
No single parts unequally surprise,
All comes united to th’ admiring eyes ; 230
No monstrous height, or breadth, or length appear ;
The whole at once is bold, and regular.

‘Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see,
Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be.
In ev’ry work regard the writer'’s end,
Since none can compass more than they intend ;
And if the means be just, the conduct true,
Applause, in spite of trivial faults, is due.
As men of breeding, sometimes men of wit,
T’ avoid great errors, must the less commit : 260
Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays,
For not to know some trifles, is a praise.
Most eritics, fond of some subservient art,
Still make the whole depend upon a part :
They talk of principles, but notions prize,
And all to one loved folly sacrifice.

Once on a time, La Mancha’s knight,! they say,
A certain bard encount’ring on the way,
Discoursed in terms as just, with looks as sage,
As ¢er conld Dennis, of the Grecian stage ; no
Concluding all were desperate sots and fools,

modo serutanda sunt omnis, sed perlectus Don Alonzo Fernandez de Avellanads,

liber utique ex integro resumendus. and translated and re-modelled by Le

Quin—Pope. Bage. It will be vainly sought for in
3 This incident is taken from a spurious Cervantes's immortal novel.

seoond part of Don Quixote, written by



ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 89

Who durst depart from Anstotle’s rules.
Our author. happy in a judge so nice, ¢
Produced lus play, and begged the kmght's advice ,
Made him observe the subject, and the plot,
The manners, passions, unities ; what not?
All which, exact to rule, were brought about,
Were but a combat 1n the hsts left out
“What ! leave the combat out?” exclaims the kmght ;
Yes, or we must renounce the Staginte 20
““Not ro by Heav'n” (he answers 1n a rage),
“Kmights, squires, and steeds, must enter on the stage.”
So vast a throng the stage can ne'er contaimn.
 Then bwld a new, or act 1t m a plun”
Thus enitics, of less judgment than caprce,
Curous not knowing, not exact but mce,
Form short 1deas ; and offend 1n arts,
(As most 1n manners) by a love to parts
Some to conceit alone their taste confine,
And ghtt'ring thoughts struck out at ev’ry lne; 298
Pleased with a work where nothing’s just or fit;
One glarmg chaos and wild heap of wit.
Poets like pamnters, thus unshalled to trace
The naked nature and the hiving grace,
With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part,
And Inde with ornaments therr want of art
True wit 1s nature to advantage dressed,’
‘What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed ,
Something, whose truth convinced at sight we find,
That gives us back the 1mage of our mind. S0
As shades more sweetly recommend the light,
So modest plainness sets off sprghtly wit.
For works may have more wit than does them good,
As bodies perish through excess of blood
Others for language all their care epiess,
And value books, as women men, for dress
Therr prase 1s stall,—the style 1s excellent :
The sense, they humbly take upon content
Words are like leaves, and where they most abound,
Much frut of sense beneath 1s rarely found : ne

v Naturam intueamur, hane sequamur+ 2 On trust—that is, a common use of
{d facilume acciprunt ammi quod agnos- the word ontent 1n Pope s tume.
cunt. Quin hb. 8 ch. 3 —Zope.
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False eloquence, like the prismatic glass,
Its gaudy colours spreads on ev’ry place ;
The face of nature we no more survey,
All glares alike, without distinction gay :
But true expression, like th’ unchanging sun,
Clears and improves whate'er it shines upon,
It gilds all objects, but it alters none.
Expression is the dress of thought, and still
Appears more decent, as more suitable ;
A vile conceit in pompous words expressed, 3%
Is like a clown in regal purple dressed :
For diffrent styles with diff’rent subjects sort,
As sev’ral garbs with country, town, and court.
Some by old words to fame have made pretence.!
Ancients in phrase, mere moderns in their sense ;
Such laboured nothings, in so strange a style,
Amaze th’ unlearned, and make the learndd smile.
Unlucky, as Fungoso in the play,?
These sparks with awkward vanity display
‘What the fine gentleman wore yesterday ; 8%
And but so mimic ancient wits at best,
Asg apes our grandsires, in their doublets drest.
In words, as fashions, the same rule will hold ;
Alike fantastic, if too new, or old :
Be not the first by whom the new are tried,
Nor yet the last to lay the old aside.
But most by numbers judge a poet’s song®
And smooth or rough, with them is right or wrong :
In the bright Muse though thousand charms conspire,
Her voice is all these tuneful fools admire ; 340
‘Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear,
Not mend their minds; as some to church repair,
Not for the doctrine, but the music there.

! Abolita et abrogata retinere, in-  * See Ben Jonson's “ Every Man out of
awlentim cujusdam est, et frivole in his Humour.” —Pope.
gtrvis jactantis. —Quint, lib. i ¢. 6. 3 “ Quis populi sermo est ? quis enim ?

Opus est, ut verba a vetustate repetita nisi earmine molli

neque crebra sint, neque manifesta, quia Nunc demum numero fluere, ut per
uil est odiosius affectatione, nec utique ab leeve severos

ultimis repetita temporibus. Oratio cujus Effundat junctura ungues: scit
summa virtus est perspicuitas, quam sit tendere versum

vitiosa, se egeat interprete? 0 ut Non secus ac si oculo rubricam
novorum. optima erunt maxime vetera dirigat uno.”—Pers. Sat. i~

0.

ita veternm maxime nova.” Jdem.—
Pope.
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These equal syllables alone require,

Though oft the ear the open vowels tire ;

While expletives their feeble aid do join ;

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line :

‘While they ring round the same unvaried chimes,

With eure returns of still expected rhymes ;

Where’er you find “the cooling western breeze,” "
In the next line, it “ whispers through the trees:”

If crystal streams “ with pleasing murmurs creep,”

The reader’s threatened (not in vain) with * sleep :”

Then, at the last and only couplet fraught

With some unmeaning thing they call a thought,

A needless Alexandrine ends the song

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along.

Leave such to tune their own dull rhymes, and know

What’s roundly smooth or languishingly slow ;

And praise the easy vigour of a line, o0
Where Denham’s? strength, and Waller's sweetness join.

True ease in writing comes from art, not chance,

As those move easiest who have learned to dance.

’Tis not enough no harshness gives offence,

The soznd must seem an echo to the sense.

Soft is the strain when zephyr gently blows,

And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows ;

But when loud surges lash the sounding shore,

The hoarse, rough verse should like the torrent roar :

‘When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight to throw, 1
The line too labours, and the words move slow ;

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain,

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

Hear how Timotheus’ varied lays surprise,?

And bid alternate passions fall and rise !

‘While, at each change, the son of Libyan Jove

Now burns with glory, and then melts with love ;

Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury glow,

Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to flow :

Persians and Greeks like turns of nature found, %

! Fugiemus crebras vocalium concur- was born 1615, died 1668. Epuunp
siones, qum vastam atque hiantem ora- WALLER, the well-known English poet,
tionem reddunt. Cic. ad Heren. lib. 4. was born 1605, died 1687.

Vide etiam Quint. lib, 9, c. 4.—Pope. 3 See ¢ Alexander's Feast, or the Power

% 8ir JorN DennaM wrote “Cooper's of Musio,;” an Ode by
Hill," a desoriptive poem, in 1643.  He Pope.
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And the world’s victor stood subdued by sound !
The pow’r of music all our hearts allow,
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now.
Avoid extremes; and shun the fault of such,
‘Who still are pleased too little or too much.
At ev’ry trifle scorn to take offence,
That always shows great pride, or little sense ;
Those heads, as stomachs, are not sure the best,
Which nauseate all, and nothing can digest.
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move ;
For fools admire, but men of sense approve :
As things seem large which we through mists descry,
Dulness is ever apt to magnify.
Some foreign writers, some our own despise ;
The ancients only, or the moderns prize.
Thus wit, like faith, by each man is applied
To one small sect, and all are damned beside.
Meanly they seek the blessing to confine,
And force that sun but on a part to shine,
‘Which not alone the southern wit sublimes,
But ripens spirits in cold northern climes ;
‘Which from the first has shone on ages past,
Enlights the present, and shall warm the last ;
Though each may feel increases and decays,
And see now clearer and now darker days.
Regard not then if wit be old or new,
But blame the false, and value still the true.
Some ne’er advance a judgment of their own,
But catch the spreading notion ef the town :
They reason and conclude by precedent,
And own stale nonsense which they ne’er invent,
Some judge of author’s names, not works, and then
Nor praise nor blame the writings, but the men.
Of all this servile herd the worst is he
That in proud dulness joins with quality.
A constant critic at the great man’s board,
To fetch and carry nonsense for my lord.
What woeful stuff this madrigal would be,
In some starved hackney sonneteer, or me?
But let a lord once own the happy lines,'

400
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said George zwlm had little taste, to |it is his trade 1"’ Warton.
Lord Hervey, “’tis beneath your rank.

not to write verses,” | Leave such work to lttle Mr. Pope;
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How the wit brightens ! how the style refines

Before his sacred name flies ev'ry fault,

And each exalted stanza teems with thought!
The vulgar thus through imitation err;

As oft the learned by being singular ;

So much they scorn the crowd, that if the throng

By chance go right, they purposely go wrong ;

So schismatics the plain believers quit,

And are but damned for having too much wit.

Some praise at morning what they blame at night ;

But always think the last opinion right.

A muse by these is like a mistress used,

This hour she’s idolised, the next abused ;

‘While their weak heads like towns unfortified,
"Twixt sense and nonsense daily change their side.
Ask them the cause ; they’re wiser still they say ;
And still to-morrow’s wiser than to-day.

We think our fathers fools, so wise we grow ;

Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so.

Once school-divines this zealous isle o’erspread ;

40

Who knew most sentences, was deepest read ;'
Faith, gospel, all, seemed made to be disputed,
And none had sense enough to be confuted :
Scotists and Thomists, now, in peace remain ;’
Amidst their kindred cobwebs in Duck Lane.?

If Faith itself has diff’rent dresses worn,

‘What wonder modes in wit should take their turn ?
Oft, leaving what is natural and fit,

The current folly proves the ready wit ;

And authors think their reputation safe,

45

Which lives as long as fools are pleased to laugh.

! The * Book of Sentences” wasa work
on theology, written by Peter Lombard,
and commentated on by Thomas Aquinas.

¢ Scotists and Thomists, The Scotists
were the disciples or pupils of Johannes
Duns Scotus, a famous schoolman or
doctor of the middle ages. * Erasmus,”
says Warburton, “tells us that an
eminent Scotist assured him that it was
impossible to understand one single pro-
position of this famous ‘ Duns’ unless
Eou had his whole metaphysics by heart.”

© was & teacher of the Franciscan order,
called the “sable doctor,” and was the
lut to be given up by the adherents of

the old learning. Our word * Dunce”
is sup; to be derived from his name.
¢ Remember ye not,” says Tyndal, “ how
within these thirty years, and far k
the old barking curs, ¢ Dunce's disciples
(meaning Duns Scotus), and like draff
aaél:&i Scotists, :ll;e children (gt dkn.r;:ea,
raged in every it against Greek, Latin,
and Hebrew)"g’ Ps:gm Trench on the
¢ Study of Words.” The Thomists were
the pupils of Thomas Aquinas, another
theologian of those ages, but a great
genius notwithetandi'ﬁ.

3 A place near Smithfield where old and

d books were sold.
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Some valuing those of their own side or mind,
Still make themselves the measure of mankind :
Fondly we think we honour merit then,

‘When we but praise ourselves in other men.
Parties in wit attend on those of state,

And public faction doubles private hate.
Pride, malice, folly, against Dryden rose,

In various shapes of parsons, critics, beaux ;!

But sense survived, when merry jests were past ;
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For rising merit will buoy up at last.

Might he return, and bless once more our eyes,
New Blackmores ? and new Milbourns must arise :
Nay, should great Homer lift his awful head,
Zoilus® again would start up from the dead.

Envy will merit, as its shade, pursue ;

But like a shadow, proves the substance true :

For envied wit, like Sol eclipsed, makes known
Th’ opposing body’s grossness, not its own.

When first that sun too pow’rful beams displays,
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It draws up vapours which obscure its rays;
But even those clouds at last adorn its way,
Reflect new glories, and augment the day.

Be thou the first true merit to befriend ;
His praise is lost, who stays, till all commend.
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes,
And ’tis but just to let them live betimes,
No longer now that golden age appears,
‘When patriarch-wits survived a thousand years :

Now length of fame (our second life) is lost,
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And bare threescore is all even that can boast ;
Our sons their fathers’ failing language see,
And such as Chaucer is, shall Dryden be.

So when the faithful pencil has designed

' The parson alluded to was Jeremy
Collier, who powerfully and justly
attacked the extreme licence of the stage.
The Duke of Buckingham was the critic,
who ridiculed Dryden’s occasional bom-
bast in his plays. The Duke wrote
the “Re ' from whence Sheridan’s
¢ Critic”’ was undoubtedly derived.

* Blackmore satirised Drvden in his
“Batire against Will,”” 1700, He finds just
fuult wi i
plays. Milbourn wrote “Notes to

the indecency of Dryden's W

Dryden’s Virgil,” 1698. His criticisms
were unjust and contemptible.

* Zoilus was the critic on Homer. Ip
the fifth book of Vitruvius is an account
of Zoilus coming to the Court of Ptolemy
at Alexandria, and presenting to him his
virulent and brutal censures of Homer,
and begging to be rewarded for his work,
The King, it is said, ordered him to be
crucified, or, as some say, sto

arton.
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Some bright idea of the master’s mind,
Where a new world leaps out at his command,
And ready nature waits upon his hand ;
When the ripe colours soften and unite,
Aud sweetly melt into just shade and light;
When mellowing years their full perfection give, 190
And each bold figure just begins to live,
The treacherous colours the fair art betray,
And all the bright creation fades away !
Unhappy wit, like most mistaken things,
Atones not for that envy which it brings,
In youth alone its empty praise we boast,
But soon the short-lived vanity is lost :
Like some fair flow’r the early spring supplies,
That gaily blooms, but even in blooming dies.
‘What is this wit, which must our cares employ 1 508
The owner’s wife, that other men enjoy ;
Then most our trouble still when most admired,
And still the more we give, the more required ;
Whose fame with pains we guard, but lose with ease,
Sure some to vex, but never all to please ;
'"Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous shun,
By fools ’tis hated, and by knaves undone !
If wit so much fiom ign’rance undergo,
Ah, let not learning too commence its foe !
Of old, those met rewards who could excel, 5
And such were praised who but endeavoured well :
Though triumphs were to gen’rals only due,
Crowns were reserved to grace the soldiers too.
Now, they who reach Parnassus’ lofty crown,
Employ their pains to spurn some others down ;
And while self-love each jealous writer rules,
Contending wits become the sport of fools :
But still the worst with most regret commend,
For each ill author is as bad a friend.
To what base ends, and by what abject ways, (31}
Are mortals urged through sacred lust of praise!
Ab, ne’er so dire a thirst of glory boast,
Nor in the critic let the man be lost.
Good-nature and good-sense must ever join ;
To err is human, to forgive, divine.
But if in noble minds some dregs remain
Not yet purged off, of spleen and sour disdain ;
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Discharge that rage on more provoking crimes,
Nor fear a dearth in these flagitious times,

No pardon vile obscenity should find,

Though wit and art conspire to move your mind ;

But dulness with obscenity must prove

As shameful sure as impotence in love,

In the fat age of pleasure, wealth, and ease,

Sprung the rank weed, and thrived with large increase :
‘When love was all an easy monarch’s care ;!

Seldom at council, never in a war :

Jilts ruled the state, and statesmen farces writ :2

Nay, wits had pensions, and young lords had wit:

The fair sat panting at a courtier’s play,
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And not a mask went unimproved away :

The modest fan was lifted up no more,

And virgins smiled at what they blushed before * )
The following licence of a foreign reign B-

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain ;* )
Then unbelieving priests reformed the nation ¢

2
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And taught more pleasant methods of salvati®”
‘Where Heav'n’s free subjects might their rigl
Lest God Himself should seem too absolute :

Pulpits their sacred satire learned to spare,

And vice admired to find a flatterer there !
Encouraged thus, wit’s Titans braved the skies,
And the press groaned with licensed blasphemies.
These monsters, critics ! with your darts engage,
Here point your thunder, and exhaust your rage !
Yet shun their fault, who, scandalously nice,
‘Will needs mistake an author into vice;

All seems infected that th’ infected spy,

As all looks yellow to the jaundiced eye.

! Charles IT.
3 He alludes to the Duke of Bucking-
doun, who, 88 We have said, wrote “The

num&

used at that time to wear

at lay ; probably on account
“o r::‘nmon.lgty o the stage,

the“Rehe‘!’lsn of William ITI, The
4 Critic” wes

principles of the Socinians are understood
of course by “Socinus.” Warburton
called some of the clergy of William's
time Latitudinarian divines. The author
has omitted two lines which stood here, as
containing a national reflection, which in
his stricter judgment he could not but dis-
approve on any people whatever.¥—Pope,

3 Blackmore

“Batire against \1ed couplet wag :—

fault with the » Then firet the Be]ii:;

plays. Milbourn We their religion

morals were extolled,
and they our gold.—Oroker.
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LeARN then what morals critics ought to show,
For ’tis but half a judge’s task, to know,

"Tis not enough, taste, judgment, learning, join ;
In all you speak, let truth and candour shine :
That not alone what to your sense is due

All may allow ; but seek your friendship too.

Be silent always when you doubt your sense;
And speak, though sure, with seeming diffidence :
Some positive, persisting fops we know,

‘Who, if once wrong, will needs be always s0;
But you, with pleasure own your errors past,
And make each day a critique on the last.

’Tis not enough, your counsel still be true ;
Blunt truths more mischief than nice falsehoods do ;
Men must be taught as if you taught them not,
And things unknown proposed as things forgot.
Without good breeding, truth is disapproved ;
That only makes superior sense beloved.

Be niggards of advice on no pretence ;

For the worst avarice is that of sense.

‘With mean complacence ne’er betray your trust,
Nor be so civil as to prove unjust.

Fear not the anger of the wise to raise ;

Those best can bear reproof, who merit praise.

"Twere well might critics still this freedom take,
But Appius reddens at each word you speak,
And stares, tremendous, with a threatening eye,'
Like some fierce tyrant in old tapestry.

Fear most to tax an Honourable fool,

‘Whose right it is, uncensured, to be dull;
Such, without wit, are poets when they please,
As without learning they can take degrees.?
Leave dangerous truths to unsuccessful satires,
And flattery to fulsome dedicators,
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‘Whom, when they praise, the world believes no more,

! TThis proture was taken to himself by
John Dennis, a furious old critio by pro-
fession, who, upon no other dprovooat.xon,
wrote against this essay and its author,
in a manner perfectly lunatic: for, as to
the mention made of him in ver. 270, he
took it as a compliment, and said it was

treacherously meant to cause him to
overlook this abuse of his person.—Pope,

* At that time noblemen and sons of
noblemen were allowed to take the de-
gree of M.A. after keeping the terms for
two years. This absurd privilege is of
course abolished.
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Than when they promise to give scribbling o’er.
‘Tis best sometimes your censure to restrain,
And charitably let the dull be vain :
Your silence there is better than your spite,
For who can rail so long as they can write ¢
Still humming on, their drowsy course they keep, 00
And lashed so long, like tops, are lashed asleep,
False steps but help them to renew the race,
As, after stumbling, jades will mend their pace.
‘What crowds of these, impenitently bold,
In sounds and jingling syllables grown old,
Still run on poets, in a raging vein,
Even to the dregs and squeezings of the brain,
Strain out the last dull droopings of their sense,
And rhyme with all the rage of impotence.
Such shameless bards we have ; and yet ’tis true, 616
There are as mad abandoned critics too.
The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read,
With loads of learned lumber in his head,
With his own tongue still edifies his ears,
And always list'ning to himself appears.
All books he reads, and all he reads assails,
From Dryden’s fables down to Durfey’s tales,
‘With him, most authors steal their works, or buy ;
Qarth did not write his own Dispensary.!
Name a new play, and he’s the poet’s friend, 20
Nay, showed his faults—but when would poets mend ?
No place so sacred from such fops is barred,
Nor is Paul’s church more safe than Paul’s churchyard :
Nay, fly to altars ; there they’ll talk you dead :
For fools rush in where angels fear to tread.
Distrustful sense with modest caution speaks,
It still looks home, and short excursions makes ;
But rattling nonsense in full volleys breaks,
And never shocked, and never turned aside,
Bursts out, resistless, with a thund’ring tide. (2N
But where’s the man, who counsel can bestow,
8till pleased to teach, and yet not proud to know !
Unbiassed, or by favour, or by spite ;
Not dully prepossessed, nor blindly right ;

' A common slander at that time in slander most prevailed: and it is no'
projudice of that deserving author. Qur (perhaps the sooner for this very verse)
poet did him this justice, when that dead and foigotten.~—Zl'pe,
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Though learned, well-bred ; and though well-bred sincere,

Modestly bold, and humanly severe :

‘Who to & friend s faults can freely show,

And gladly praice the mert of a foe ?

Blest with a taste exact, yet unconfined ,

A knowledge both of books and human kind

(fen'rous converse , a soul exempt from pride ,

And love to praic, with rcason on his side ?
Such once were cmtics , such the hapry fow,

Athens and Rome 1m bctter ages hnew,

The mighty Stagirte first left the shae,

Spread all his sails, and durst the decps eaplore

He steercd sceurely, and discoered far,

Led by the light of the Mwoman star

Poets, a race long unconfired, and free,

Still fond and proud of savage liberty,

Recewved his laws, and stood convinced ’tw o fit,

Who conquered natuze,' should preside o’cx wat
Horace still charms with graceful ne ligenc,

And without method talks us into sense,

Will, bhke a fuend, fannbarly convey

The trucst notions 1 the eastest way

He, who supremc 1n judgment, as mn wat,

Might boldly censure, as he boldly writ,

Yt judged with coolness, though he sung wath i ¢,

His precepts teach but what hus work~ mspue

Our crities take a contiary cxtieme,

They judge with fury, but they wiite with jhlegin

Nor suffus Horace more m wrong trinslations

By wits, than critics 1 as wrong quotations
See Dionystus Homer’s thoughts refine,”

And call new beauties forth from every lne
Fancy and art in gay Petronius please,’

The scholars learning, with the courtier eace.
In grave Quintilian’s coprous wotk, we find *

The justest rules, and clearcst method joned

.

49

[R1)

(3, ]

3 Anstotle wrote a lustory of anunals favounite of Nero Bang

suspected of
Alexander gave orders that the creaturca a con: w the tyrant, he de-
of the difirent countnes he conquercd ' stroy by opemng hus veins,

should be sent to Aristotle for ispection A D 65

* Of Halicarnassus —Po e wis ¢ Quntlian, a Latin entic of
an hutorian and ontic, aud hved 1 the celebuty e was mtimate with P
first century before Christ and died at Rome A p. 60, Hia

“ Inatie

\0

¥ Po.ronius, un elugant Latim poet, the ' tutiones Qratonow” are well-knewn,
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Thus useful arms in magazines we place,
All ranged in order, and disposed with grace,
But less to please the eye, than arm the hand,
Still fit for use, and ready at command.

Thee, bold Longinus ! all the Nine in<pize,'
And bless their critic with a poet’s fire.
An ardent judge, who zealous in his trust,
With warmth gives sentence, yet is always just;
Whose own example strengthens all lns laws ;

And is himself that great sublime he draws

Thus long succeeding entics justly 1agned.
Licence repressed, and useful laws ordaincd.
Learning and Rome alike in empire giew ;
And arts still followed where her eagles flew ;

From the same foes, at last,

both felt their doom,

And the same age saw learning fall, and Rome.?
With tyranny, then superstition jomed,

As that the body, this enslaved the mind ;
Much was believed, but httle understood,

And to be dull was construed to be good ;

A second deluge learning thus o’er-run,

And the Monks finished what the Goths begun.
At length Erasmus, that great injured name,

(The glory of the priesthood, and the shame 1)

Stemned the wild torrent of a barb’rous age,

And drove those holy Vandals off the stage.
But see ! each muse, in Leo’s golden days,*

! Longinus, & native of Athens, was
celebrated as a cntio and philosopher
He became tutor to the children of
Zenobia, Queen of Palmyra, and was put
to death by Aurehan on the charge of
having instigated her rebellion against
Rome A.p. 278 His “ Treatise on the
Sublime ” 18 well known.

? There was a gradual dechmation of
the light of literature and the arts, ex-
cept what might be called occasional
corruscations of superior brilhancy from
the genius of Tacitus, Juvenal, &, from
the time of Augustus to the tenth cen-
tury, which seemed to envelof Europe 1n
the darkness and ignorance of barbarism

3 Erasmus was one of the greatest men
He was a°

of the sixteenth century.
student of the reviving learning of the
Qrecks  end  hanclated  manyh of the

classical writers ;—above all the age owed
him an excellent edition of the New
Testament in Greek. Erasmus wrote
agamst the corruptions of the Romish
Church; and though he never left its
Pale, repared the way for Luther by his
¢ Enchiridion Militis Christiam.” Eres-
mus visited England, and while there
stayed m the house of Sir Thomas More,

€ Leo X, son of Lorenzo d¢' Media,
was born at Florence 1475, and died 1521,
He was very learned himself, and the
encourager and patron of learned men.
Italy possessed in his time the great
oets Tasso and Arosto; the historians

weelardini and Machiavelll; Michael
Angelo, Raphael, and Tv panters,
Leo enriched the hibraries of Italy with
valuable M8S., and encouraged the study
of the classics.
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8Starts from her trance, and trims her withered bays,

Rome’s ancient genius, o’er its ruins spread,
Shakes off the dust, and rears his rev’rend head.
Then sculpture and her sister-arts revive ;
Stones leaped to form, and rocks began to live ;
With sweeter notes each rising temple rung ;

A Raphael painted, and a Vida sung.!
Immortal Vida : on whose honoured brow

The poet’s bays and critic’s ivy grow :

Cremona now shall ever boast thy name,

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame!

But soon by impious arms from Latium chased,
Their ancient bounds the banished Muses passed ;
Thence arts o’er all the northern world advance,
But critic-learning flourished most in France :
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The rules a nation, born to serve, obeys ;

And Boileau still in right of Horace sways.’

But we, brave Britons, foreign laws despised,

And kept unconquered, and uncivilized ;

TFierce for the liberties of wit, and bold,

We still defy the Romans, as of old.

Yet some there were, among the sounder few

Of those who less presumed, and better knevw, 0
‘Who durst assert the juster ancient cause,

And here restored wit’s fundamental laws.

Such was the muse, whose rules and practice tell,?

! Mark Jerome Vida was born at|though afterwards omitted, when parties

Cremona 1470. He was a celebrated

t in his day, and one of the favourite
[::'ned men of Leo X. His works
were the Ars Poetica, Christiad, &c., &c.

% Boileau, a French writer and critic.
His * Art of Poetry” is his masterpiece.
He was born 1636, and died 1711. His
“Lutrin” and “Satires’ are standard
French works. He was patronised by
Louis XIV.

3 ¢ Essay on Poetry,” by the Duke of
Buckiniham. Our poet is not the only
one of his time who complimented this
essay, and its noble author, Mr. Dryden
had"done it very largely in the dedica-
tion to his translation of the Eneid: and
Dr. Garth in the first edition of his
% Dispensary”’ says,—

“The Tiber now no courtly Gallus sees,

were carried go high in the reign of Queen
Anne, as to allow no commendation to an
opposite in politics. The Duke was all
his life a steady adherent to the Church
of England party, yet an enemy to the
extravagant measures of the court in the
reign of Charles II. On which account
after having strongly patronized Mr.
Dryden, a coolness succeeded between
them on that poet’s absolute attachment
to the court, which carriecd him some
lengths beyond what the Duke could ap-
roveof. 'Thisnobleman’s true character
iad been very well marked by Mr.
Dryden before,

“The muse's friend,
Himself a muse. In Sanadrin’s debate
True to his prince, but not a slave o
state.”’ —dbs. and Achit,

But smiling Thames enjoys his Nor- .

wanbys ;

Onr author was more happy, he was
R 2
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“ Nature’s chief master-piece is writing well.”

Such was Roscommon," not more learned than good,
With manners gen’rous as his noble blood ;

To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known,

And ev'ry author’s merit, but his own.

Such late was Walsh 2—the muse’s judge and friend,
Who justly knew to blame or to commend ; w
To failings mild, but zealous for desert ;

The clearest head, and the sincerest heart.

This humble praise, lamented shade ! receive,

This praisc at least a grateful muse may give :

The muse, v hose early voice you taught to <ing,
Prescribed hex heights, and pruned her tender wing,
(Her guide now lost) no more attempts to mse,

But in low numbers short excursions tries :

Content, if hence th’ unlearned their wants may view,
The learned reflect on what before they knew : W
Careless of censure, nor too fond of fame ;

Stall pleased to praise, yet not afraid to blame,

Averse alike to flatter, or offend ;

Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend.

honoured very young with his friendship, | ing a society for refining and fixing the
and 1t continued till his death i all the | standard of Enghsh, 1n which project hus
circumstances of a famibar esteem.— intimate fmend Dryden was a principal

X assistant  He was born 1633, died 1684,

Lord Roscommon, the author of an  * Walsh was born 1663, died 1709. He
“Essay on Translated Verse.” He was was a very wmfeuior writer, but he was
more learned than Buckingham, and was of immense service to Pope by pount-
educated by Bochart, near Caen, m Nor- | ng out to hum that he might excel any of
mandy. He had formed adesign forfound- ' hus predecessors by studying correctness.
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THE RAPE OF TIIE LOCK.

AN HEROI-COMICAL POEN.

Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillus;
Sed juvat, hoe precibus me tribuisse tuis !
Marr., Epigr. XII. 84.

1712
TO MRS. ARABELLA FERMOR:

Mapa,—1It will be in vain to deny that I have some regard for
this piece, since I dedicate it to you. Yet you may bear me witness,
it was intended only to divert a few young ladies, who have good sense
and good humour enough to laugh not only at their sex’s little un-
guarded follics, but at their own. But as it was communicated with
the air of a secret, it soon found its way into the world. An imperfect
copy having been offered to a bookseller, you had the good nature for

! “The Rape of the Lock,” says De| trifling occasion of his having cut off a
Quincey, ¢“is the most exquisite monu- lock of her hair. The author sent it to

ment of playful fancy that universal
literature (ffers,” The stealing of the
lock of hair appears to have been a fact,
a8 Pope in Spence says that it ¢ was taken
too seriously, and caused an estrangement
between the two families, though they
had lived so long in great friendship
ore

3 It appears, by this motto, that the
following poem sz written or published
at the lady’s request. But there are some
farther circumstances not unworthy re-
lating. Mr. Caryll (a gentleman who
was socretary to Queen Mary, wife of
James II., whose fortunes he followed
into France, author of the comedy of
“Bir Solomon Single,” and of several

translations i Dryden’s Miscellanies) ori- | as well as to those of married ones.
i proposed the subject to him in & was used only for children and ym

ginally

view of putting an end, by this piece of

ridicule, to a quarrel that was risen
Yetween two noble families, those of
lord Petre and of Mrs, Fermor, on the

the lady, with whom he was acquainted ;
and she took it so well as to give about
copies of it. That first sketch (we learn
from one of his letters) was written in
less than a fortnight, in 1711, in tweo
cantos only, and it was so printed; first,
in a miscellany of Bern, Lintot's, without
the name of the author. But it was
received so well that he made it more
considerable the next year by the addition
of the machinery of the sylphs, and ex-
tended it to five cantos. . . . This inser-
tion he always esteemed, and justly, the
greatest effort of his skill and art as a
poet.— W arburton.

3 Mrs., not Miss, was prefixed to the
names of unmarried ladies at that period
Miss

irls not quite grown up.
g‘lermor married Mr. Perkins of Upton
?;;;.t’ noar Reading, in 1714, She died
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my sake to consent to the publication of one more correct. This I was
forced to, before I had executed half my design, for the machinery waa
entirely wanting to complete it.

The machinery, madam, is a term invented by the critics, to signify
that part which the deities, angels, or demons are made to act in a
poem. For the ancient poets are in one respect like many modern
ladies : let an action be never so trivial in itself, they always make it
appear of the utmost importance, These machines I determined to
raise on a very new and odd foundation, the Rosicrucian doctrine of

irits, ’
II‘pI know how disagreeable it is to make use of hard words before a
lady ; but it is so much the concern of a poet to have his works under-
stood, and particularly by your sex, that you must give me leave to
explain two or three difficult terms.

The Rosierucians are a people I must bring you acquainted with.
The best account I know of them is in a French book called Le Comte
de Gabalis! which both in its title and size is so like a novel, that
many of the fair sex have read it for one by mistake. According to
these gentlemen, the four elements are inhabited by spirits, which they
call sylphs, gnomes, nymphs, and salamanders. The gnomes or demons
of earth delight in mischief; but the sylphs, whose habitation is in the
air, are the best-conditioned creatures imaginable. For they say, any
mortals may enjoy the most intimate familiarities with these gentle
spirits, upon a condition very easy to all true adepts, an inviolate pre-
servation of chastity.

As to the following cantos, all the passages of them are as fabulous
a8 the vision at the beginning, or the transformation at the end; (except
the loss of your hair, which I always mention with reverence). The
human persons are as fictitious as the airy ones; and the character of
Belinda, as it is now managed, resembles you in nothing but in
beauty.?

If this poem had as many graces as there are in your person, or in
your mind, yet I could never hope it should pass through the world
half 8o uncensured as you have done. But let its fortune be what it

! Written by the Abbé Villars. He Is peopled with its separate race of
was assassinated by robbers before the spirita,
work awas finished. The airy Sylphs on the blue ether float;
* Miss Fermor had been very much Deep in the earthly cavern skulks the
pained by being thought to have afforded Gnome ;
the portrait of Belinda in her own person. | The sea-grcen Naiad skims the ocean
The following lines by Scott explain the billow,
doctrine of the Rosicrucians :— And the tierce fire is yet a friendly home
These be the adept’s doctrines—every , To its poculiar sprits—the Sa der,
element T Halter Seott,
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will, mine is happy enough, to have given me this occasion of assuring
you that I am, with the truest esteem, Madam, Your most obedient,
bumble servant, A. Pore,

CANTO L

WaAT dire offence from am'tous causes springs,
What mishty contests rse from trivial things,
I sing—This verse to Caryll, Muse ! 15 due
This, c¢ven Bdinda, may vouchsafe to view
Slight 13 the subject, but not <o the prai-e,
If she wspire, and he approve my It <
Say what stian.e motive, goddess ! could compel
A well bred Jord t’ assault a gentle belle it
O say what stranger cause, 3ot uncaplored,
Could make a gentle bulle rject a lord ¢
In tasks so bold, cn little wen eno e,
And m soft bosoms dwells such nnshty rage?
Sol through white curtans shot a tim’rous 1av,
And oped tho-e eyes that must cchpe the duy
Now lap dogs give themsidves the rousmg <hake,
And dlcepless Iover, Just at twelve, anake
Thice 1ung the bell, the shpper knoched the ground,”
And the presed watch 1cturned a <iver sound.
Bclinda still her downv pillow prest,
Her guardiin sylph prolonged the talmy rest
"Twas he had summened to her <lent bed
The moinmg dieam that hoverud o’er her head ,
A youth more ghtt 1tng than a birth mght bou
(1hat even i slumber causcd her chedk to glow)
Scemed to her car Ius winmng hps to lay,
And thus m whispers sad, or seemed to say —
“ Fairest of mortals, thou distingwi-hed care

1 Of the (haricters introduced mto this,  All the characters were Roman Cathos
poem, Belinde wis Mrs Arabella ¥a-|les
mor, the Baron wis Lord Petre of small!  * The bell was a hindbe'l.  Bell-
stat are, who soon after marrid a guat hwnging m houses was not common till
heiress, Mrs Warmsley, and dicd leaving  long atter the date of this poem  Servants
8 posthumous son Thalestris was Mrs | waited 1n anteiooms, and wele summoned
Morley, Sir Plume was her biother, Sir by the handbell Ladi~ summoned theit
George Biown, of Buhshne  Copied | mmds to thun bedrooms by hnoching with
from a MS 1 a book presented by R 'their high-hecled shots, or with thewr
Lord Burlington to Mrs William Shei- slipper.
win — Jl’as ton.
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Of thousand bright inhabitants of air

If e'er one vision touched thy infant thought,

Of all the nurse and all the priest have taught ; »
Of airy elves by moonlight shadows seen,

The silver token, and the circled green’

Or virgins visited by angel-pow’rs,

With golden crowns and wreaths of heav'nly flow’rs ;

Hear and believe ! thy own importance know,

Nor bound thy narrow views to things below.

Some secret truths, from learndd pride conccaled,

To maids alone and children are revealed ;

What though no credit doubting wits may give 1

The fair and innocent shall still believe. ]
Know then, unnumbered spirits round thee fly,

The light militia of the lower sky:

These, though unseen, are ever on the wing,

Hang o’er the bozx, and hover round the Ring.?

Think what an equipage thou hast in air,

And view with scorn two pages and a chair.

As now your own, our beings were of old,

And once enclosed in woman’s beauteous mould ;

Thence, by a soft transition, we repair

From earthly vehicles to these of air. )
Think not, when woman’s transient breath is fled,

That all her vanities at once are dead ;

Succeeding vanities she still regards,

And though she plays no more, o’erlooks the cards.

Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive,

And love of ombre, after death survive.®

For when the fair in all their pride expire,

To their first elements their souls retire :

The sprites of fiery termagants in flame

Mount up, and take a salamander’s name. &
Soft yielding minds to water glide away,

And sip, with nymphs, their elemental tea.

The graver prude sinks downward to a gnome,

In search of mischief still on earth o roam.

! “The silver token” —the silver Hyde Park.
penny, which the tidy housemaid found « Qum gratia currim
in_ her shoe—“the circled green,” the Armorumque fuit vivis, qua cura nitentos
fe7 e s I s ok P catn e el
¥ uced. stos,”’— Virg. Zn. VI.—Po
S Boe tox st the theatre, the Ringin | "F° 4 pe
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The light coquettes in sylphs aloft repair,
And sport and flutter in the fields of air.

¢ Know further yet ; whoever fair and chaste
Rejects mankind, is by some sylph embraced :
For spirits, freed from mortal laws, with ease
Assume what sexes and what shapes they please.
What guards the purity of melting maids,

In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades,

Safe from the treach’rous friend, the daring spark,
The glance by day, the whisper in the dark,
When kind occasion prompts their warm desires,
When music softens, and when dancing fires ?
*Tis but their sylph, the wise celestials know,
Though honour is the word with men below.

“Some nymphs there are, too conscious of their face,
For life predestined to the gnomes’ embrace.
These swell their prospects and exalt their pride,
When offers are disdained, and love deuded :

Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain,

While peers, and dukes, and all their swccping train,
And garters, stars, and coronets appear,

And in soft sounds, “ Your Grace” salutes their ear,
’Tis these that early taint the female soul,

Instruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll,

Teach infant-cheeks a bidden blush to know,

And little hearts to flutter at a beau.

“Oft, when the world imagine women stray,
The sylphs through mystic mazes guide their way,
Through all the giddy circle they pursue,

And old impertinence expel by new.

What tender maid but must a victim fall

To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball ?
‘When Florio speaks what virgin could withstand,
If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand ?
With varying vanities, from ev’ry part,

They shift the moving toyshop of their heart ;

Where wigs with wigs, with sword-knots sword-knota strive,

Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive,
This erring mortals levity may call ;
Oh blind to truth ! the sylphs contrive it all.

¢ Of these am I, who thy protection claim,
A watchful sprite, and Ariel is my name.
Late, as I ranged the crystal wilds of aix

k[

L))

L)
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[n the clear mirror? of thy ruling star

[ saw, alas ! some dread event impend,

Ere to the main this morning sun descend. e

But heaven reveals not what, or how, or where:

Warned by the sylph, O pious maid, beware !

This to disclose is all thy guardian can :

Beware of all, but most beware of man !”
He said ; when Shock, who thought she slept too long,

Leaped up, and waked his mistress with his tongue.

"Twas then, Belinda, if report say true,

Thy eyes first opened on a billet-doux ;

Wounds, charms, and ardours were no sooner read,

But all the vision vanished from thy head. £
And now, unveiled, the toilet stands displayed,

Each silver vase in mystic order laid.

First, robed in white, the nymph intent adores,

With head uncovered, the cosmetic pow’rs.

A heav’nly image in the glass appears,

To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears ;

TL’ inferior priestess, at her altar’s side,

Trembling begins the sacred rites of pride.

Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here

The various off'1ings of the world appear ; 150

From each she nicely culls with curious toil,

And decks the goddess with the glitt’ring spoil.

This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks,

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box.

The tortoise here and elephant unite,

Transformed to combs, the speckled, and the white,

Here files of pins extend their shining rows,

Puffs, powders, patches, Bibles, billet-doux.

Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ;

The fair each moment rises in her charms, b

Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace,

And calls forth all the wonders of her face ;

Sees by degrees a purer blush arise,

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes.

The busy sylphs surround their darling care,*

These set the head, and those divide the hair,

' The language of the Platonists, the late that several of the fallen angels
writers of the intelligible world of spirits, becare amorous of women, and particu
&c.—Pope. larize some ; among the rest Asael, whe

% Ancient traditions of the Rabbis re- ! lay with Naamah, the wife of Noah, or
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Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown ;
And Betty’s praised for labours not her own.

CANTO I

Nor with more glories, in th’ ethereal plain,

The sun first rises o’er the purpled main,

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams

Launched on the bosom of the silver Thames.

Fair nymphs, and well-dressed youths around her shone,
But ev’ry eye was fixed on her alone.

On her white breact a sparkling cross she wore,

Which Jews might kics, and infidels adore.

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose,

Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those : w
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends;

Oft she rejects, but never once offends.

Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike,

And, like the sun, they shine on all alike.

Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride,

Might hLide her faults, if belles had faults to hide :

If to her share some female errors fall,

Look on her face, and you’ll forget ’em all.

This nymph to the destruction of manhind,
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind. R
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck
With shining ringlets the smooth iv’ry neck.

Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains,
And mighty hearts are held in slender chains,
With hairy springes we the birds betray,
Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey,
Fair tresses man’s imperial race ensnare,

And beauty draws us with a single hair.

Th’ advent’rous baron' the bright locks admures |,

He saw, he wished, and to the prize aspired. i ]
Resolved to win, he meditates the way,

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray ;

For when success a lover’s toil attends,

Few ask, if fraud or force attained hi&ends,

of Ham ; and who continuing mpemtcnt Bemtn tabb Genesis vi. 3. — Pope
sl nrcsxdel over the women's todlots. LO\-,; iin
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For this, ere Phoobus rose, he had implored
Propitious Heav’n, and ev'ry pow’r adored,
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built,
Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt.
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves ;
And all the trophies of his former loves ;
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre,
And breathes three am’rous sighs to raise the fire,
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize :
The pow’rs gave ear,’ and granted half his pray’r,
The rest, the winds dispersed in empty air.
But now secure the painted vessel glides,
The sunbeams trembling on the floating tides :
‘While melting music steals upon the sky,
And softened sounds along the waters die ;
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play,
Belinda smiled, and all the world was gay.
All but the sylph—with careful thoughts opprest,
Th’ impending woe sat heavy on his breast.
He summons strait his denizens of air ;
The lucid squadrons round the sails repair:
Soft o’er the shrouds aerial whispers breathe,
That seemed but zephyrs to the train beneath.
Some to the sun their insect wings unfold,
‘Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of gold ;
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight,
Their fluid bodies half dissolved in light.
Loose to the wind their airy garments flew,
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew,
Dipped in the richest tineture of the skies,
‘Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes,
‘While ev’ry beam new transient colours flings,
Colours that change whene’er they wave their wings,
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast,
Superior by the head, was Ariel placed ;
His purple pinions opening to the sun,
He raised his azure wand, and thus begun :
n,, “Ye gylphs and sylphids, to your chief give ear !
Fays, idiric. 3, genii, elves, and demons, hear!
Ye know the spheres and various tasks assigned

Y Virg jl, Zn. XI. 798.—Pope
\
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By laws eternal to th’ aérial kind.
Some in the fields of purest ether play,
And bask and whiten in the blaze of day.
Some guide the course of wand’ring orbs on high,
Or roll the planets through the boundless sky.
Some less refined, beneath the moon’s pale light
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night,
Or suck the mists in grosser air below,
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow,
Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry main,
Or o’er the glebe distil the kindly rain,
Others on earth o’er human race preside,
Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide :
Of these the chief the care of nations own,
And guard with arms divine the British throne.

“ Our humbler province is to tend the fair,
Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care ;
To save the powder from too rude a gale,
Nor let th’ imprisoned essences exhale ;
To draw fresh colours from the vernal flow’rs ;
To steal from rainbows ere they drop in show’rs
A brighter wash ; to curl their waving hairs,
Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs ;
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow,
To change a flounce, or add a furbelow.

¢ This day, black omens threat the brightest fair
That €'er deserved a watchful spirit's care ;
Some dire disaster, or by force, or slight ;
But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night.
‘Whether the nymph shall break Diana's law,
Or some frail china jar receive a flaw ;
Or stain her honour or her new brocade ;
Forget her pray’rs, or miss a masquerade ;
Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball ;
Or whether Heav'n has doomed that Shock must fall.
Haste, then, ye spirits ! to your charge repair :
The flutt’ring fan be Zephyretta's care ;
The drops® to thee, Brillante, we consign ;
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine;
Do thou, Crispissa, tend her fav'rite lock ;
Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock.

' Karnings of brilliunta.

108
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“To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note,
We trust th’ important charge, the petticoat:
Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail,
Though stiff with hoops, and armed with ribs of whale ; )
Form a strong line about the silver bound,
And guard the wide circumference around.
¢ Whatever spirit, careless of his charge,
His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large,
Shall feel sharp vengeance soon oertake lus sine,
Be stopped in vials, or transfixed with pins ;
Or plunged in lakes of bitter washes lie,
Or wedged, whole ages, in a bodkin’s eye :
Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain,
While clogged he beats his silken wings in vam ; tl
Or alum styptics with contracting pow’r
Shrink his thin essence like a riveled flow'r :
Or, as Ixion fixed, the wretch shall feel
The giddy motion of the whirlng mill,’
In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow,
And tremble at the sea that froths below !”
He spoke ; the spirits from the sails descend :
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ;
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair ;
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear : 140
With beating hearts the dire event they wait,
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of fate,

CANTO III.

CrosE by those meads, for ever crowned with flowers,

Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers,

There stands a structure of majestic frame,

‘Which from the neighbouring Hampton takes its nwne,

Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom

Of foreign tyrants and of nymphs at home ;

Here thou, great Anna! whom three realms obey,

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

To taste awhile the pleasures of a court ;

In various talk th' instructive hours they past,

V The chocolate-mill,
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Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last ;
One speaks the glory of the British quesn,
And one describes a charming Indian screen,
A third mterprets motions, looks, and eyes ,
At ev’ry word a reputation dies
Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat,
With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that
Meanwlnle, dechmng from the noon of day
The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray , 2
The hungry judgcs soon the sentence sign,
d wretches hang that jury men may dimne ,'
e merchant from th’ kixchange returns mn peace,
And the long labours of the toilet cease.
Belinda now, whom thirst of fame mvites,
Buins to encounter two advent rous hnights,
At Ombre’ simgly to deude their doom ,
And swells her breast with conquests yet to come
Strught the three binds prepare m arms to join,
Tach band the number of the sacred nine %
Soon as she spreads her hand, the aenal guard
Descend, and sit on each 1mportant caxd
Pirst Anel perched upon a matidore,?
Then each, according to the rnk they bore ,
Tor sylphs, yet miadful of thar ancient race,
Ar¢, as when women, wondrous fond of jlwe
Behold, fowr hings i myesty reveid,
With howy whishers and 2 fy beud,
And four farr qued 1s whose hinas sustun a flow 1,
Lhe expressive anllam of thar softa powa, ®
1 our knaves m gubs succmnct, a trusty hand,
('aps on their heds and halbets m thar hind,
And puti coloured troops, a shinng tun,
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plun
The skilful nymph 1¢views lix force wih care
Let spades be truups ! she sud, and trumgs they wa.
Now move to war her sable matidores,?
In show Iil e leadus of the swaithy Moo
Spadallio® hist, unconquaable loid !

* From Congreve — FFa» ton | ¢ The whole 1dea of this deseripticn of

? A fashionable gume of cards invented a game at ombre, 15 taken from Vida's

m ngn desaaption of a gime at chess s

8 The matadores, so nam¢d fiom the poementitled* Scacchua Ludus —Far-

slayers m the bull-fight, were the thaee | dus ton

best cards at ombre V% In thos Spanwsh , tme, L ombre, ot
¥
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Led off two captive trumps, and swept the board. [}
As many more Manillio forced to yield,
And marched a victor from the verdant field,
Him Basto followed, but his fate more hard
Gained but one trump and one plebeian card.
With his broad sabre next, a chief in years,
The hoary majesty of spades appears,
Pauts forth one manly leg, to sight revealed,
The rest his many-coloured 10be concealed.
The rebel knave, who dares his prince engage,
Proves the just victim of his royal rage. . L]
Even mighty Pam, that kings and queens o’erthrew,'
And mowed down armies in the fights of Lu,
Sad chance of war ! now destitute of aid,
Falls undistinguished by the victor spade !
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ;
Now to the baron fate inclines the field.
His warlike amazon her host invades,
Th’ imperial consort of the crown of spades.
The club’s black tyrant first her victim died,
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb’rous pride : *
‘What boots the regal circle on his head,
His giant limbs, in state unwieldy spread ;
That long behind he trails his pompous robe,
And, of all monarchs, only grasps the globe?
The baron now his diamonds pdurs apace ;
The embroidered king who shows but half his fuce,
And his refulgent queen, with pow’rs combined
Of broken troops an easy conquest find.
Clubs, diamonds, hearts, in wild disorder seen,
With throngs promiscuous strew the level green. )
Thus when dispersed a routed army runs,
Of Asia’s troops, and Afric’s sable sons,
With like confusion different nations fly,
Of various habit, and of various dye,
The pierced battelions disunited fall,
In heaps on heaps; one fate o’erwhelms them all.
The knave of diamonds tries his wily arts,

the man who stands the game, fixes the the seven when they are red. Basto u
trump. - th» Spanish name for the ace of clubs.

Spadillo is the ace of spades, the Spanish ' Pam is a name for the knave of
name of which is Espadilla. Manillio is clubs in the game of Loo, a8 we now
the deuce of trumps when they are black; write it.
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And wins (O shameful chance !) the queen of hearts
At this, the blood the virgin’s cheek forsook,
A livid paleness spreads o’er all her look ; L
She sees, and trembles at th’ approaching ill.
Just in the jaws of ruin, and codille.!
And now (as oft in some distempered state)
On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate.
An ace of hearts steps forth : the king unseen
Lurked in her hand, and mourned his captive queen.
He springs to vengeance with an eager pace,
And falls like thunder on the prostrate ace.
The nymph exulting fills with shouts the sky ;
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 100
O thoughtless mortals ! ever blind to fate,
Too soon dejected, and too soon elate,
Sudden, these honours shall be snatched away,
And cursed for ever this victorious day.
For lo! the board with cups and spoons is crowned,
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round ;-
On shining altars of Japan they raise
The silver lamp ; the fiery spirits blaze :
From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide,
While China’s earth receives the smoking tide : 10
At once they gratify their scent and taste,
And frequent cups prolong the rich repast.
Straight hover round the fair her airy band ;
Some, as she sipped, the fuming liquor fanned,
Some o’er her lap their careful plumes displayed,
Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade.
Coffee (which makes the politician wise,
And see through all things with his half-shut eyes)
Sent up in vapours to the baron’s brain
New stratagems, the radiant lock to gain. 1
Ah cease, rash youth ! desist ere ’tis too late,
Fear the just Gods, and think of Scyllas fate!
Changed to a bird, and sent to flit in air,
She dearly pays for Nisus’ injured hair !*

b If either of the two playing ngamat head a certain {urple lock of hair; and
“Qwbre’ made more tricks than he di 1 it was decreed by fate that he should
the winner took the pool,and the “Ombre” never be conquered as long as that lock
remained on his head. mos,xmg of
'Itwuﬂmfuhiontogrmﬁuwelln Crete, made war upon (:;,
make the coffee in the roor Scylla, the king's dxughhr oldmg
% Nisus, King of Megam, had on his the enemy of her father hm s



tower, fell in love with him. She resolved
e up the city to him ; stole in the sued by a sea-eagle, into which h
father had beer metamorphosed.—Vide

e

to her father's sleeping room and
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But when to mischief mortals bend their will,

How soon they find fit instruments of ill !

Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting grace

A two-edged weapon from her shining case :

So ladies in romance assist their kmght,

Present the spear, and arm him for the fight

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

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread,

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

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

The close recesses of the virgin’s thought ;

As on the nosegay in her breast reclined,

He watched th’ ideas rising in her mind,

Sudden he viewed, in spite of all her ait,

An earthly lover lurking at her heart.

Amazed, confused, he found his pow’r expired,
Resigned to fate, and with a sigh retired.

The peer now spreads the glittering forfex wide,

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

Ev’n then, before the fatal engine closed,

A wretched sylph too fondly interposed ;

Fate urged the shears, and cut the sylph in twain,
(But airy substance soon unites again ')

The meeting points the sacred hair dissever

From the fair head, for ever, and for ever!

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

In glitt'ring dust and painted fragments lie !

cut off the fatal lock. She bore it out of Ovid. Metam. 8.

the city to Minos, and told him that
Megara was now his own. But the just
king shrank from her in abhorrence

gave

The
uitable terms to the u parts of this poem,— W arton.

eity, and sailed fom the island, Bcylla
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was turned into a bird, constantl pgr-
er

1 8ee Milton, lib, vi. of Satan cut
asunder by the angel Michael.—Pope.
arodies are the most exquisite
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¢ Let wreaths of trrumph now my temples twine,
(The victor cried) the glorous prize 18 mne !
Whle fish 1 streams, or birds dehight 1 air,
Or 1 a coach and six the Brtish fair,
As long as Atalantis shall be read,’
Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed,”
While viaits shall be paid on solemn days,
When num’rous wax hights i bright o1der blasc,
Wluile nymphs take treats, or assignations give,
So long my honour, name, and prase shall Ine '” 170
What time would spare, from steel receives 1ts datc,
An1 monuments, ike men, submut to fate
Stecl could the labour of the gods destrov,
And stiihe to dust th’ impenal tow’rs of Troy ,
Steel could the works of mortal pride confourd,
And hew tuumphal arches to the ground
What wonder then, fair nymph ! thy hawrs should fuu
The conquering force of unresisted steel ¥

CANTO IV.

U anlous cares the pensive nvmph oppre-sed,’

And secret passions laboured in her bic st

Not youthful kings 1n battle serzed alive,

Not scornful virgins who thur charms swivive,

Not ardent lavers 10bbed of all thewr bhss,

Not ancient ladies when refused a kiss,

Not tyrants fierce that unrcpenting die,

Not Cynthia when her manteau’s pimned awry,

Eer felt such rage, resentment, and despa,

As thou, sad virgn ! for thy ravished hair »
For, that sad moment, when the sylphs withdrew,

* A famous book wntten about this  ? Visits were then sometimes received
lime 13 a woman, full of court 1nd party 1n ladies bed-rooms, when the bd was
scandal, and 1 a loose effeminacy of decorated with a handsome counterpa e
style and sentiment, which well swted and a small lace-trimmed pillow
the debauched taste of the better vulgar 3 ‘Ille quogue aversus mons e t &«

— Warburton Quid faciant crines, cum ferto taha
The wnter was Mrs de la Riviere cedant P *—Catull De Com Bu)es
Manley, supposed to have been the nices —Pope.

Bappho of the *¢ Tatler,” and daughter of + 4t Se—Vug &
8ir Roger Manley She was  voman of W - }:}g)':m gram, Ae—vug S
yery bad character.
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And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew,
Umbriel, a dusky, melancholy sprite,
As ever sullied the fair face of light,
Down to the central earth, his proper scene,
Repaired to search the gloomy cave of Spleer.
Swift on his sooty pinions flits the gnome,
And in a vapour reached the dismal dome.
No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows,
The dreaded east is all the wind that blows. -]
Here in a grotto, sheltered close from air,
And screened in shades from day’s detested glaic,
She sighs for ever on her pensive bed,
Pain at her side, and Megrim at her head.
Two handmaids wait the throne : alike in placc
But diff'ring far in figure and in face.
Here stood Ill-nature like an ancient maid,
IIer wrinkled form in black and white arrayed ;
With store of pray’rs for mornings, nights, and noons,
Her hand is filled ; her bosom with lampoons. ®
There Affectation, with a sickly mien,
Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen,
Practised to lisp, and hang the head aside,
Faints into airs, and languishes with pride,
On the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe,
Wrapped in & gown, for sickness, and for show.
The fair ones feel such maladies as these,
When each new night-dress gives a new disease.
A constant vapour o’er the palace flies ;
Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise ; W
Dreadful, as hermits’ dreams in haunted shades,
Or bright, as visions of expiring maids.
Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling spires,
Pale spectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires :
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes,
And crystal domes, and angels in machines.
Unnumbered throngs on ev’ry side are seen,
Of bodies changed to various forms by Spleen.
Here living teapots stand, one arm held out,
One bent ; the handle this, and that the spout : 1
A pipkin there, like Homer’s tripod walks ;'

' 8ce Hom. “Tliad,” xviii. of Vulean’s| This is the passageir Pope’s tramsla.
walking tripods. — Pope. \ tion :—

-
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Here sighs a jar, and there a goose-pie talks;?
Men prove with child, as pow’rful fancy works,
And maids turned bottles, call aloud for corks.

Safe past the gnome through this fantastic band,
A branch of healing splecnwort in his hand.
Then thus addressed the pow’r : ¢ Hail, wayward queen !
Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen :
Parent of vapours and of female wit,
Who give th’ hysterie, or poetic fit, [
On various tempers act by various ways,
Make some take physic, others scribble plays ;
Who cause the proud their visits to delay,
And send the godly in a pet to pray.
A nymph there is, that all thy pow’r disdains,
And thousands more in equal mirth maintains,
But oh! if eer thy gnome could spoil a grace,
Or rai-e a pimple on a beautcous face,
Like citron-waters matrons’ cheeks inflame,
Or change complexions at a losing game ; 0
1f e’er with airy horns I planted heads,
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds,
Or caused suspicion when no soul was rude,
Or discomposed the head-dress of a prude,
Or e'er to costive lap-dog gave disease,
\Vhich not the tears of brightest eyes could ease :
ITear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin,
That single act gives Lalf the world the spleen.”

The goddess with a discontented air
Seems to reject him, though she grants his pray™r. U]
A wondrous bag with both her hands she binds,
Like that where once Ulysses held the winds ;
There she collects the force of female lungs,
Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues.
A vial next she fills with fainting fears,
Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears.
The gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away,

* That day no common task his hbourl Fro&dylnee to place, around the blest
claimed, | abodes .
Full twenty tripods for his hall he Self-zoved, obedicnt to the beck of
fram. gods.”
That J)lu:od or, lving wheels of massy 1 A}judes to a real fact, & lady of dis

1 inction imagined herself in this condi-
(Vﬂ:rlrd:mtu to tell), instinet with spi1 it {' f,-‘;‘,ﬁ ‘fmp.;:,n, ed hereelf
rollod
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Spreads Ins black wings, and slowly mounts to day.
Sunk in Thalestrs’ aims the nymph he found,

Her eyes dejected and het hair unbound %
Full o’er their heads the swellmng bag he 1eut,

And all the furtes 1ssued at the vent
Belinda burns with more than mortal 1re,
And fierce Thalestris fans the nising fire
O wretched maid'” she spread her hands, and eried,
(Whule Hampton’s echoes,  Wretched maid '” rcplied)
“ Was 1t for this you took such co.stant care
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prcpue?
Tor this your locks m paper durance bound,
For this with torturing irons wreathed around !
For this with fillets stramed your tender head,
And bravely bore the double loads of leal?
Gods ! shall the ravisher display yowr han,
While the fops envy, and the ladies staie '
Honour forbid ! at whose unnvalled shrine
Ease, pleasure, virtue, all our sex resign
Methinks already I your tears survey,
Already hear the hornd things they say,
Already see you a degradcd towst,
And all your honour 1n a whisper lost !
How shall I, then, your helpless fame defend ¢
"Twill then be mfamy to seem your friend !
And shall this prize, th’ mestimable prse,
Expoced through crystal to the gazing ¢ycs,
And heightened by the diamond’s circling rays,
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ?
Sooner shall grass m Hyde Park Circus grow,
And wits take lodgings 1n the sound of Bow
Sooner let earth, awr, sea, to chaos fall,
Men, monkeys, lap dogs, parrots, perish all !’
She said ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs,
And bids her beau demand the precious hairs
(Sir Plume of amber snuff box justly vam,
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane)

110

¢ Curl-papers fastened with lead
* 8ir George Brown He was the only
ene of the persons introduced into the
whe was offended by 1t He was
angry that the poet made him talk nothing
Lu: nonsense,.—From a note by Wa-
ton.

An engraving of Sir Plume, with scven
other figures by Hogarth, was executed
on the id of a gold snuff-box and pre~
sented to one of the es concerned
The ongnal 1mpression of a print of 1t
was sold for thuty-three pounds,— Vi -
n
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With earnest eyes, and round unthinking face,

He first the snuff-box opened, then the case,

And thus broke out—* My lord, why, what the devil?

Zounds ! d—— the lock ! ’fore Gad, you must be civil !

Plague on’t ! ’tis past a jest—nay, prithee, pox !

Give her the hair ”—he spoke, and rapped his box. 1%
It grieves me much” (replied the peer again)

“Who speaks so well should ever speak in vain,

But by this lock, this sacred lock I swear,'

(Which never more shall join its parted hair ;

Which never more its honours shall renew,

Clipped from the lovely head whexe late it grew)

That while my nostrils draw the vital air,

This hand, which won it, shall for ever wear.”

e spoke, and speaking, in proud triumph spread

The long-contended honours of her head. 1w
But Umbriel, hateful gnome ! forbears not so ;

He breaks the vial whence the sorrows flow.

Then see ! the nymph in beauteous grief appear,

Her eyes half-languishing, half-drowned in tears ;

On her heaved bosom hung her drooping head,

Which, with a sigh, she raised ; and thus she said :
¢ For ever cursed be this detested day,

Which snatched my Lest, my favourite curl away '

Happy ! ah, ten times happy had I been,

If Hampton Court these eyes had never secn ' 150

Yet am not I the first mistaken maid,

By love of courts to numerous ills betrayed.

Oh, had I rather unadmired remained

In some lone isle, or distant northern land ;

Where the gilt chariot never marks the way,

Where noue learn ombre, none e’er taste Bohea !

There kept my charms concealed from mortal eye,

[.ike roses, that in deserts bloom and die.

What moved my mind with youthful lords to roam ! 160

Oh, had I stayed, and said my pray’rs at home !

"T'was this, the morning omens seemed to tell,

Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box® fell,

The tott'ring china shook without a wind,

¥ In allusion to Achilles’s oath in lad) s ornaments at that time, and were
Homer. “IL"” j.—Pope. political symbols; the fomale Toriex

4 Tt is scarcely necessary to remind A wearing them on one side of the face,
the reuder that patches were part of a 'the \\ higs the other.
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Nay, Poll sat mute, and Shock was most unkind !
A gylph, too, warned me of the threats of fate,

In mystic visions, now believed too late !

See the poor remnants of these slighted hairs !

My hands shall rend what ev'n thy rapine spares :
These in two sable ringlets taught to break,

Once gave new beauties to the snowy neck ; 1
The sister-lock now sits uncouth, alone,

And in its fellow’s fate foresees its own ;

Uncurled it hangs, the fatal shears demands,

And tempts, once more, thy sacrilegious hand-.
Oh, hadst thou, cruel ! been content to seize
Hairs less in sight, or any hairs but these ! ”

CANTO V.

SHE said : the pitying audience melt in tears,
But fate and Jove had stopped the baron’s ears.
In vain Thalestris with reproach assails,

For who can move when fair Belinda fails ?
Not half so fixed the Trojan' could remain,
While Anna begged and Dido raged in vain.
Then grave Clarissa graceful waved her fan ;
Silence ensued, and thus the nymph began :

“Say, why are beauties praised and honoured most,
The wise man’s passion, and the vain man’s toast | 1
Why decked with all that land and sea afford,’

Why angels called, and angel-like adored ?

Why round our coaches crowd the white-gloved beaux !

‘Why bows the side-box from its inmost xows %

How vain are all these glories, all our pains,

Unless good sense preserve what beauty gains :

That men may say, when we the front-box grace :

¢ Behold the first in virtue as in face !’

Oh! if to dance all night, and dress all day,

Charmed the small-pox, or chased old age away ; ®
Who would not scorn what housewifes’ cares produce,

the sister of Dido, Lesought  * The gentlemen sat in the side boxes

Eneunotto abandon the queen. at that time. The ladies occupied the

$ A parody

of the lpeech of Sarpedon front boxes.—See “Guardian,” No, 29,

to Glaucus in Homer,.—
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Or who would learn one earthly thing of use ?
To patch, nay ogle, might become a saint,
Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint.
But since, alas ! frail beauty must decay,
Curled or uncurled, since locks will turn to grey ;
Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade,
And she who scorns & man, must die a maid ;
What then remains but well our pow’r to use,
And keep good-humour still, whate’er we lose ! X
And trust me, dear ! good-humour can prevail,
When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding fail.
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ;
Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the soul.”
So spoke the dame, but no applause ensued ;'
Belinda frowned, Thalestris called her prude.
“ To arms, to arms ! ” the fierce virago cries,
And swift as lightning to the combat flies.
All side in parties, and begin th’ attack ;
Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack ; ]
Heroes’ and heroines’ shouts confusedly rise,
And bass, and treble voices strike the skies,
No common weapons in their hands are found,
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound.
So when bold Homer makes the gods engage,
And heavenly breasts with human passions rage ;
’Gainst Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms ;°
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms :
Jove’s thunder roars, heav’n trembles all around,
Dlue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound . “
Earth shakes her nodding tow’rs, the ground gives way,
And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day !
Triumphant Umbriel on a sconce’s height
Clapped his glad wings, and sate to view the fight :*
Propped on their bodkin spears, the sprites survey
The growing combat, or assist the fray.
While through the press enraged Thalestris flics,
And scatters death around from both her eyes,
A beau and witling perished in the throng,

! It is & verso frequently repeated in| s Mmcrra in like manner. during the
Homer after any speech, "battle of Ulysses with sutors in the
“Sospoko, andalltheheroeupplnuded." Odyssey, perches on a beam of tke 1vof to

bebold it~ Zope.
“IL" xx.—Pops.
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1 The words of a song 1 the opera of
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One died in metaphor, and one in song.

O cruel nymph ! a living death I bear,”

Cried Dapperwit, and sunk beside s chair

A mournful glance Sic Fopling upwards cast,

“ Those eyes are made so killing ”'—was hus last.
Thus on Mewander’s flowery margin hes

Th’ expiring swan, and as he sings he dies ?

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down,

Chloe stepped m, and killed hum with a frown;
She smiled to see the doughty hero slam,
But, at her smile, the beau revived agam.

Now Jove suspends hus golden scales m air,?
Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s han ;
The doubtful beam long nods from side to side,
At length the wits mount up, the hars subside

See fierce Belinda on the baron flies,

With more than usual lightning m her eyes
Nor feared the chuef th’ unequal fight to t1y,
Who sought no more than on s foe to die
But this bold lord, with manly strength enducc,
She with one finger and a thumb subdued
Just where the breath of hife hus nostnls dres.,
A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw.

The gnomes direct, to ev’ry atom just,

The pungent grams of titillating dust.
Sudden, with starting tears each eye o’erflows,
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose

“Now meet thy fate,” mcensed Belinda cred,

And drew a deadly bodkin from her side,

(The same, his ancient personage to deck,*

Her great-great-grandsire wore about his ncek,
In three seal-nngs ; which after, melted down,
Formed a vast buckle for his widow’s gown.
Her nfant grandame’s whstle next 1t grew,
The bells she jingled, and the whstle blew ,
Then in a bodkin graced her mother’s hairs,
‘Which long she wore, and now Belinda wears )

4 Camulla ”—Pope “Zn” xn —Pope

' “ Bl: ub: fata vocant udis abjectzs in

Ad vado Mwmandus conc.nit albus oloy ** 'h ~ Pope.

Us Ep.—Dawe

1]

0

* d, Hom “Il” wvui. and Virg

4 In umtatxon of the pxogress of
Agamemnon’s sceptre m Homer.

“IL”
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“ Boast not my fall” (he cried), insulting foe !
Thou by some other shalt be laid as low :
Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind :
All that I dread is leaving you bchind ! ™
Rather than so, ah let me still survive,
And burn in Cupid’s flames—but burn alive.”
¢ Restore the lock ! ” she cries ; and all aroun.!
“ Restore the lock !” the vaulted roofs rehound.
Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain
Roared for the handkerchief that caused his pain.
But see how oft ambitious aims are crossed,
And chiefs contend till all the prize is lost !
The lock, obtained with guilt, and kept with pain,
In ev’ry place is sought, but sought in vain : 1o
With such a prize no mortal must be blewt,
So Heav’n decrees ; with Heav’n who can conte-t ?
Some thought it mounted to the lunar sphere,
Since all things lost on earth are treusured theie.!
There heroes’ wits are kept in pond’rous vases,
And beaux’ in snuff-boxes and tweezer-cases.
There broken vows and death-bed alms are found,
And lovers’ hearts with ends of mband bound,
The courtier’s promises, and sick man’s pray’rs,
The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 1%
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea,
Dried butterflies, and tomes of casuistry.
But trust the Muse—-she saw it upward rise,
Though marked by none but quick, poetic eves:
(So Rome’s great founder to the heav'ns withdrew,
To Proculus alone confessed in view)
A sudden star, it shot through liguid air,
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair.*
Not Berenice’s locks first rose so bright,
The heav’'ns bespangling with dishevelled light. 1S
The sylphs behold it kindling as it flies,
And pleased pursue its progress through the skies,
This the bean monde shall from the Mall survey,
And hail with music its propitious ray ;

' A celebrated fiction of Ariosto's. ] e Flﬁ::mfemmque trahens spatios
*('i; che in somma qua gid perdcete mai ' ite erin em,
LA, mu galtendo nt?‘ovnr potrai.” | Stella micat." —Ovid. —Fops

See Ariosto, Canto xxxiv,—Pope.



78

THE RAPE OF THE LOCK.

This the blest lover shall for Venus take,

And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake.!

This Partridge? soon shall view in cloudless skies,
When next he looks through Galileo’s eyes ;
And hence the egregious wizard shall foredoom

The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome.

140

Then cease, bright nymph ! to mourn thy ravished hair,
Which adds new glory to the shining sphere !
Not all the tresses that fair head can boast,
Shall draw such envy as the lock you lost.
For after all the murders of your eye,
‘When, after millions slain, yourself shall die :
‘When those fair suns shall set, as set they must,
And all those tresses shall be laid in dust,
This lock the Muse shall consecrate to fame,

And ’midst the stars inseribe Belinda’s name.

Y In St. James's Park ; filled in during
the last century.

? John Partridge was a ridiculous star-
gazer, who in his almanacs every year
never failed to predict the downfall of
the Pope, and the King of France, then
at war with the English.—Pope. In
ridicule of these d]i)rophecies Swift pub-
lished mock predictions, declaring that
Partridge would die on & certain day in
the followiz.g March, and when the day

150

came, his death (in accordance with the
prophecy) was announced. The poor
almanack maker loudly protested that
he was still alive; but ¥1is assertion was
met by the wits with a solemn assurance
that he must be mistaken, that he was
dead, or at least ought to be. The joke
is immortalised in the Tatler,” and
must have been intensely ludicrous ef
the time.
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MESSIAH,
A SACRED ECLOGUE.

IN IMITATION OF VIRGILS YOLLIO.

Pope's * Messiah ” was first publisl}{led 3in&the “Bpectato1 ” for May 14, 1712,
0. 37

ADVERTISEMENT.

IN reading several passages of the Prophet Isaiah, which foretell the
coming of Christ and the felicities attending it, I could not but observe
= remarkable parity between many of the thoughts, and those in the
Pollio of Virgil.! This will not seem surprising, when we reflect, that
the Eclogue was taken from a Sibylline prophecy on the same subject.
One may judge that Virgil did not copy it line by line, but made use
of such ideas as best agreed with the mnature of pastoral poetry, and
disposed them in that manner which served most to beautify his piece.
I have endeavoured the same in this imitation of him, though without
admitting anything of my own; since it was written with this parti-
cular view, that the reader, by comparing the several thoughts, might
see how far the images and descriptions of the prophet are superior to
those of the poet. But as I fear I have prejudiced them by my
management, I shall subjoin the passages of Isaiah, and those of Virgil,
under the same disadvantage of a literal translation.— Pope.

YE nymphs of Solyma !? begin the song :
To heav'nly themes sublimer strains belong.

The mossy fountains, and the gylvan shades,
The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids,®
Delight no more—O Thou my voice inspire

} In the fourth Eclogue of Virgil he theyhad been much altered before Virgil's
foretold the coming of a wondrous child , time. See Prideaux’s * Connection,”
who was to restore the fabled golden age. , and also Trench's “ Unconscious rophes
He professed to take the prediction from cics of Heathendom.”
the gibylline books which the Sibyl sold |  * Solyma—Jerusn] ‘ma.
to Turquin, and which were used as state . 3 The Muses,
eracles by the Romans; but it ir believed
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Who touched Isaiah’s hallowed lips with five 1!
Rapt into future times, the bard begun :

A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son !*

From Jesse’s root behold a branch arise,®

Whose sacred flow’r with fragrance fills the skies :

Th’ ethereal Spirit o’er its leaves shall move,

And on its top descends the mystic dove.

Ye heav'ns ! from high the dewy nectar pour,*

And in soft silence shed the kindly show’r !

The sick® and weak the healing plant shall aid,

From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade.

All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud shall fail ;

Returning Justice® lift aloft her scale;

Peace d’er the world her olive wand extend,

And white robed Innocence from heaven descend.

20

Swift fly the years, and rise th’ expected morn !
Oh spring to light, auspicious Babe, be born !
See Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring,’
With all the incense of the breathing spring :
See lofty Lebanon® his head advance,

See nodding forests on the mountains dance :
See spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise,

And Carmel’s flow’ry top perfumes the skies !

! Jsaiah vi. 6, 7.
* Virg. Ecl. 4,+i.
Jam redit et Virgo, redeunt Baturnia
regna:
Jam nova progenies celo demittatur alto.
Te duce, &1 qua manent sceleris vestigia

nostri,
Irrita perpetua solvent formidine terras.
Pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus
orbem,

“Now the Virgin returns, now the
kingdom of Saturn returns, now a new
%rogeny is sent down from fxigh heaven.

y means of Thee, whatever reliques of
our crimes remain, shall be wiped away,
and free the world from perpetual fears.
He shall govern the world in peace with
the virtues of his father.”

Dante says that Statius was made &
Christian by reading this passage in
Virgil. 8ee L, Gyraldus.— Warton.

It is certainly one of the “ unconscious
prg‘h;ociu of Heathendom.”

itations from Isniah, chap. vii. 14;
chap. ix. 6, 7.—Po; .

3 Isaiah xi. 1.—And there shall come
forth a rod out of the stem of Jesss, and
a branch shall grow out of his roots.—
Pope.

¢ Isaiah xlv. 8 —Pupe.

* Isaiah xxv. 6.—T'ope.

¢ Astrea, the Virgin goddess of Justice,
was fabled to have fled from the earth at
the close of the Golden Age.~Isainhix. 7.

7 Vairg. Eel. iv. 18.

At ﬁllnlil prima, puer! nullo munuscula
cultu,
Errantes hederas passim cum baccare

tellus,
Mixtaque ridenti colocasia fundet
acantho.
Ipsa tibi blandos fundent cunabuls flores
“For thee, O child, shall the earth
without being tilled, uce her earl
offerings; winding ivy, mixed wit
Baccar and Colocasia with emiling
Acanthus, Thy cradle shall pour forth
pleasing flowers about thee.”
L]

Isanl xxxv, 2. and Isaiah Jy. 18—
Lops,
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Hark ! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers ;

Prepare the way !' a God, a God appears ; ]
A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply,

The rocks proclaim th’ approaching Deity.

Lo, earth receives him from the bending skies !

Sink down ye mountains, and ye valleys rise,

With heads declined, ye cedars homage pay ;

Be smooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way !

The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold :

Hear Him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, behold !*

He from thick films shall purge the visual ray,

And on the sightless eyeball pour the day : ®
'Tis He th’ obstructed paths of sound shall clear,®
And bid new music charm th’ unfolding ear :
The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego,
And leap exulting hike the bounding roe.*

No sigh, no murmur the wide world shall hear,
From ev’ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear.

In adamantine chains shall death be bound,*
And hell’s grim tyrant feel th’ eternal wound.

As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care,

Seeks freshest pasture and the purest air,
Explores the lost, the wand'ring sheep directs,
By day o’ersees them, and by night protects,

The tender lambs He raises in His arms,

Feeds from His hand, and in His bosom warms ;*
Thus shall mankind His guardian care engage,
The promised Father of the future age.’

No more ghall nation against nation rise,?

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes,

' Et(:ll iv. 46. ghod, ;3 God}.;’ See Ismah xl 3, 4, chap
Aggre 0 magnos, adherit jam tempu iv, 23.—Pope.
£ he:::)rea,m ® ) Pih ¥ Isaish xﬁf 8.— Pope. -
Jara detim soboles, magnum Jovis incre- ¥ Isaish xxxv. 5.—Pope.
mentum, ¢ Isaiah xxxv. 6.—Pope.
Ecl. v. 62. % Jsaiah xxv. 8.—Pope.

¢ Isaiah xL. 11.—Pope.

Ipei ltitid voces ad sideram jactant 7 Tsnah ix. 6.—Pope. In Isaish it
Intonsi montes: ipsm jam carmina rupes, “the Everlasting Father” which the
Ipea_sonant arbusta: Deus, Deus ile Seventy render “The Father of the world
Menalca. to come,”” agreeably to the style of the
| Ny to
“Oh come and receive the mighty New Testament, in which the kingdom
honours, the time draws nigh, O beloved I of the Messiah is called the age of the
offspring of the gods, O great increase of world to come. Mr. Pope, therefore, has
Jove! 'he uncultivated mountaina send | with great Judgment adopted the sense of
shouts of joy to the stars, the very rocks the LXX — /¥ fon.
«ng in verse, the very shiubs ery out, A1 ® Isaiuh u 4—2yv @
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Nor fields with gleaming steel be covered o’er,

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ;

But useless lances into scythes shall bend,

And the broad falchion in a ploughshare end.
Then palaces shall rise ; the joyful son!

Shall finish what his short-lived sire begun ;

Their vines & shadow to their race shall yield,
And the same hand that sowed shall reap the field.
The swain in barren deserts with surprise?

Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ;*

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear

New falls of water murm’ring in his ear.

On rifted rocks, the dragon’s late abodes,

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods.
Waste sandy valleys, once perplexed with thorn,

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn :*

To leafless shrubs the flow’ring palms succeed,

And od’rous myrtle to the noisome weed.

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead,®
And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead ;

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet,®

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim’s feet.

The smiling infant in his hand shall take

The crested basilisk and speckled snake,

Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey,

And with their forky tongues shall innocently play.
Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise !
Exalt thy tow’ry head, and lift thy eyes!”

3 Virg. Eel. iv. 28.
Molli paulatim, flavescet campus arista,
Incult?:que rul m]é:ndebxt sgnhbns uvs,
durm quercus
“Tho fields ghall grow yellow with
o::{a.nd the redgmyenahallhang
.mthe dbramblu,mdthehudoak
like dew.” Isaiah
xxxv. 7,and lv, lg

Pope.
¢ Teaish xli, 19, and Ivi. 13.—Pope.
* Virg. BoL iv. 21.

Jpew lacte domum referent distenta
capellm tuent eones-;—a
me., ne¢ magnos metuent armen
Oeudetetmyml,etfuﬂaxherbavenem
“'l'hego;uuhllbeutcthvﬁeldthw

udders distended with milk; nor shall
the herds be afraid of the greateet lions,
The serpent shall die, and the hero that
Em;c%a]s oison shall die.” Isainh xi.
¢ Toainh v 26.—Pope.

7 The thoughts of Isaiah which com;
the latter of the poem are w
fully exalted, and much above thoee
general exclamations of Virgil, which
make the loftiest part of his Pollio—

M““{'d‘ ab integro seclorum nascitur

ordo,

—toto surget gens, aurea mundo!

—incipient magni procedere menses!

Aspme,‘;l vlenturo Letentur ut omnia
sclo

The reader needs only turn to the
pussages of [satah here cited.~ Pops,
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Sce, & song mace’ thy spacious courts adorn ;

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn,

In crowding ranks on ev’ry side arise,

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ! »
See barb’rous nations at thy gates attend,?

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ;

See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings,
And heaped with products of Sabzan springs !3
For thee Idume’s spicy forests blow,

And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow.

See heav’n its sparkling portals wide display,

And break upon thee in a flood of day !

No more the rising sun shall gild the morn,*

Nor ev’ning Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 100
But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays,

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze

O’erflow thy courts : the Light Himself shall shine
Revealed, and God’s eternal day be thine !

The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay,®
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ;

But fixed His word, His saving power remains ;—
Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own MESSIAH reigns !

! Traiah lx. 4.—Pope. s Jsaiah Ix. 6.—Pope
¢ Isainh Ix. 3.—Pope. ¢ Isaiah Ix. 19, 20.—Pope.
% Isaiah L1, 6 and liv. 10. —Pope



ELEGY
TO THE MEMORY OF AN UNFORTUNATE LADY.

\UPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN IN 1712, BuT PUBLISHED 1717.

‘WaAT beck’ning ghost, along the moonlight sbade

Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade?

’Tis she !—but why that bleeding bosom gored,

‘Why dimly gleams the visionary sword !

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell,

Is it, in heav'n, & crime to love too well 1

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart,

To act a lover’s or a Roman’s part 1

Is there no bright reversion in the sky,

For those who greatly think, or bravely die? ©
‘Why bade ye else, ye powers ! her soul aspire

Above the vulgar flight of low desire 1

Ambition first sprung from your blest abodes ;

The glorious fault of angels and of gods;

Thence to their images on earth it flows,

And in the breasts of kings and heroes glows,

Most souls, ’tis true, but peep out once an age,

Dull sullen pris'ners in the body’s cage :

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years

Useless, unseen, as lamps in sepulchres ; 2

Like Eastern kings a lazy state they keep,

And close confined to their own palace, sleep.
From these perhaps (ere nature bade her die)

Fate snatched her early to the pitying sky.

As into air the purer spirits flow,

And separate from their kindred dregs below ;

So flew the soul to its congenial place,

! Bes the Duke of Buckingham's verses death is the su IY:ct of this poem.—Pope.
to a lady designing to retire into a  Nothing at all certain is known as to

monastery compared with Mr. Pope’s the “Lady” of the Elegy; so conflicting
letters to several ladies. She seems to are the statements, that she may be &
be the same person whose unfortunate ' fictitious heroine only.
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Nor 1cft one virtue to rcaecm her race.

But thou, false guardian of a charge too gou i
Thou, mean deserter of thy brother’s blood !
See on these ruby lips the trembling breath,
These cheeks now fading at the blast of death .
Cold 1s that breast which warmed the world before
And those love-darting eyes must roll no more.
Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball,
Thus shall your wivcs, and thus your childien fall,
On all the inc a sudden 1engcance waits,
And frequent hearses Jhall besiege your gates.
There passengers shall stand, and pomting say,
(While the long fun’1als blacken all the w 1y)
¢ Lo these were they, whose souls the furnies steeled,
And cursed with hearts unknowing how to yicld.
Thus unlamented pass the proud awarv,
The gize of fools, and pa et of a div !
So perch all, whose bie wts nc’er laarne 1 to glow
For others’ good, or melt at others’ woe ’

Whit can atone (oh ¢ver mjured <had )
Thy fate unpiticd, and thy rights unp 11,
No fuiend’s complaint, no kind domc-tic tear
Pleascd thy pale jhost, or graced thy me uinful bier
By foragn hands thy dving eves were el e,
By foruion hands thy decent imbs compo-e
By forerzn hands thv humble grave adoine 1,
By stranzers honourcd, and by stringers mouined !
W hat though no hinds 1 «alle weeds appenr,
Grieve for an how, pahaps, then mourn 1 yaar,
And bcau about the mockery ot woe
To mudnight dances, and the publie sbow ?
What though no wupmmg loves thy a hes Jioce,
Nor polished mulle cmulate thy face 2
What thoush no swaed carth allow thee 100m
Ner hallowed dirge be muttaed o’er thy toml 1
Yet shall thy grave with nising flow 15 be diest,
And the grecn tuif he ightly on thy breast
There shall the morn her earliest tears bustow,
There the first 105cs of the jear shill blow ;
Whale angels with thar shver wings o'ushid
The ground, now sacied by thy 1ehques mada

So peaceful rests, without a stone, a nume,
¥ hat once had beauty, titles, wealth and fame

87
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How loved, how honoursd once, avails thee not,
To whom related, or by whom begot ;
A heap of dust alone remains of thes,
"Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be!
Poets themselves must fall, like those they sung,
Deaf the praised ear, and mute the tuneful tongue,
Ev'n he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays,
Shall shortly want the gen’rous tear he pays ;
Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part,
And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart,
Life’s idle business at one gasp be o'er,
The muse forgot, and thou be loved no mwore !



PROLOGUE
TO MR. ADDISON'S TRAGEDY OF CATO,

To wake the soul by tender strokes of art,

To raise the genius, and to mend the heart ;

To make mankind, in conscious virtue bold,

Live o'er each scene, and be what they behold :

For this the tragic muse first trod the stage,

Commanding tears to stream through ev'ry age ;

Tyrants no more their savage nature kept,'

And foes to virtue wondered how they wept.

Our author shuns by vulgar springs to move

The hero’s glory, or the virgin’s love ; W
In pitying love, we but our weakness show,

And wild ambition well deserves its woe.

Here tears shall flow from a more gen'rous cause,

Such tears as patriots shed for dying laws <

He bids your breasts with ancient ardour rise,

And calls forth Roman drops from British eyes,

Virtue confessed in human shape he draws,

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was :

No common object to your sight displays,

But what with pleasure heav’n itself surveys, ®
A brave man struggling in the storms of {ate,?

And greatly falling, with a falling state.

While Cato gives his little senate laws,

What bosom beats not in his country’s cause 1

Who sees him act, but envies ev'ry deed !

‘Who hears him groan, and does not wish to bleed }

Ev'n when proud Cesar ‘midst triumphal cars,

The spoils of nations and the pomp of wars,

Ignobly vain and impotently great,

Showed Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in state ; 0

! Louis XIV. wished to have pardoned ' * The noble e of Sencca, which
the Cardinal de Rohan after hearing the | Addison adopted as a motto, is heve finely
“Cinna " of Corneille.~— H'arion. | alluded to by Pope.
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As her dead Father's rev'rend image past,

The pomp was darkened, and the day o’ercast ;

The tijumph ceased, tears gushed from ev'ry eye ,

The world’s great victor passed unheeded by ;

Her last good man dejected Rome adored,

And honoured Ceesar’s less than Cato’s sword.
Britons, attend : be worth like this approved,

And show, you have the virtue to be moved.

With honest scorn the first famed Cato viewed

Rome learning arts from Greece, whorn she subdued ; “

Your scene precariously subsiste too long

On French translation, and Italian song.

Dare to have sense yourselves ; assert the stage,

Be justly warmed with your own native rage :

Such plays alone should win a British ear,

As Cato’s self had not disdained to hear.!

3 This alludes to that famous story of his coming into the theatre, and going out
eguin, related by Maitial.— WWarburion.




EPILOGUE
TO MR. ROWE'S JANE SHORE.

DESIGNED FOR MRS, OLDFIELD.}

Proprarous this ! the frail one of our play
From her own sex should mercy find to-day !
You might have held the pretty head aside,
Peeped in your fans, been serious, thus, and cried,
% The play may pass—but that strange creature, Shore,
I can’t—indeed now—I so hate a w—"
Just as a blockhead rubs his thoughtless skull,
And thanks his stars he was not born a fool ;
So from a sister sinner you shall hear,
“ How strangely you expose yourself, my dear!” 10
But let me die, all raillery apart,
Our sex are still forgiving at their heart ;
And, did not wicked custom so contrive,
We'd be the best good-natured things alive,
There are, 'tis true, who tell another tale,
That virtnous ladies envy while they rail ;
Such rage without betrays the fire within ;
In some close corner of the soul, they sin ;
Still hoarding up, most scandalously nice,
Amidst their virtues a reserve of vice. %
The godly dame, who fleshly failings damns,
Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams,
Would you erjoy soft nights and solid dinners {
Faith, gallants, board with saints, and bed with sinners,
Well, if our author in the wife offends,
He has a husband that will make amends :

' Mrs, Oldfield was a very celebrated Churchill, She replied, “So it is said,
sotress, and was admitted to the best may it plesse your Highness, but we
society of the period. George IL and have not owned it yet.” She was very
Queen Caroline sometimes condescended generous, and allowed Savage the poet
to converse with her at their levées. £50 a year.

Caroline (when Princess of Wales) asked | This epilogue was not spoken.
her one day if she was married to General |
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He drzws him gentle, tender, and forgiving,

And sure such kind good creatures may be living.

In days of old, they pardoned breach of vows,

Stern Cato’s self was no relentless spouse ;

Plu-Plutarch, what's his name that writes his life 1

Tells us, that Cato dearly loved his wife :

Yet if a friend, a night or so should need her,

He'd recommend her as a special breeder.

To lend a wife, few here would scruple make,

But pray, which of you all would take her back ?

Though with the stoic chief our stage may ring,

The stoic husband was the glorious thing.

The man had courage, was a sage, ’tis true,

And loved his country—but what’s that to you !

Those strange examples ne’er were made to fit ye

But the kind cuckold might instruct the city :

There, many an honest man may copy Cato,

‘Who ne’er saw naked sword, or looked in Plato.
If, after all, you think it a disgrace,

That Edward’s miss thus perks it in your face ;

To see a piece of failing flesh and blood,

In all the rest so impudently good ;

Faith, let the modest matrons of the town

Come here in crowds and stare the s—— down.
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WINDSOR FOREST.

T0 THE RIGHT HONOURABLE GEORGE, LORD LANSDOWN,

Non injussa cano* te nostre, Vare, myrice,
T¢ Nemus omne canet ; nec Phaebo gratior ulla est
Quam sb1 que Var1 preeseripsit pagina non en
- Vug Ecl wi. 10—12.
1

There is a local tradition that Pope composed this poem, mtting under a beech
tree 1n the forest The original tree having decayed, Lady Gower had a memorial
carved upon the back of another immediately adjoimng: “Here Pope sang” The
marks were viable 1n 1806, but were fast wearing out.

This poem was wntten at two different times * the first part of it, which relates
to the country, 1n the vear 1704, at the same time with the Pastorals the latter

part was not added till the year 1713, mn which 1t was pubhished. The division 18
8t line 289.—Pope.

TaY forests, Windsor ! and thy green retreats,
At once the monarch’s and the muse’s seats,
Invite my lays. Be present, sylvan maids!
Unlock your springs, and open all your shades.!
Granville? commands ; your aid, O muses, bring!
‘What muse for Granville can refuse to sing ?

The groves of Eden, vamshed now so long,
Live in description, and look green in song :
These, were my breast inspired with equal flame,
Like them in beauty, should be like in fame. »
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plamn,

! Originally thus: naturel Fhghts in Poetry,” were con-
(ot sl o Yl S e
a AT, , Controller an to

Nymphs of the and of the 21: B Jle)sohol g, o dﬂ" mEembe\'of Q::;n
iroli me’s Privy Council. He was created a

Lo e ot firoling bow'm and oor Y711, On the accesson of Goorge L
nlock your springs —Pope e wags seized as a suspected n and

® George Granville, Lord Lansdown, confined 1n the Tower Lord Lansdown
T80 avile, by Drvden’ was a man worthy of being a poet’s fnend,
Addison, gbt‘:ke. al:gtl’o Y o bui & he was a lover and lr«trcm of Literature,
2 feeble imitator of Waller s * Pro-  Ihtriof. and m all resvets & nolie

gress of Beauty,” and his  Essay on Une gentluman.
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Here earth and water seem to strive again ;
Not chaos-like together crushed and bruised,
But, as the world, harmoniously confused :
Where order in variety we see,
And where, though all things differ, all agree.
Here waving groves a chequered scene display,
And part admit, and part exclude the day ;
As some coy nymph her lover's warm address
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repress. X
There, interspersed in lawns and opening glades,
Thin trees arise that shun each other’s shades,
Here in full light the russet plains extend :
There wrapt in clouds the blueish hills ascend.
Even the wild heath displays her purple dyes.!
And ’midst the desert fruitful fields arise,
That crowned with tufted trees and springing corn,
Like verdant isles the sable waste adorn.
Let India boast her plants, nor envy we
The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 0
‘While by our oaks the precious loads are borne,
And realms commanded which those trees adorn.
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler sight,
Though gods assembled grace his tow’ring height,
Than what more humble mountains offer here,
‘Where, in their blessings, all those gods appear.
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crowned,
Here blushing Flora paints th’ enamelled ground,
Here Ceres’ gifts in waving prospect stand,
And nodding tempt the joyful reaper’s hand : «
Rich Industry sits smiling on the plains,
And peace and plenty tell, a START reigns.

Not thus the land appeared in ages past,
A dreary desert, and a gloomy waste,
To savage beasts and savage laws a prey,?
And kings more furious and severe than they ;
Who claimed the skies, dispeopled air and floods,
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods :

' Originally thus : l Or niread with vernal pomps the purple
Why should I sing our better suns and eath P—Pope,
“Savage laws,” the forest laws made
Whm vital draughts prevent the leech’s by the Nomn kings. The killing of &
boar, or hare, was pumshed with
While through fresh il th alivening ﬂ\e o loes of the delmquenl. s eyos—Tare
odours breathe,
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9

Cities 1aid waste, they stormed the dens and caves,

(For wiser brutes were backward to be slaves )

What could be free, when lawless beasts obeyed,
And ev'n the elements a tyrant swayed !

In vain kind seasons swelled the teeming gram,
Soft show’rs distilled, and suns grew warm n van ,
The swam with tears s frustrate labour yelds,
And famshed dies amdst his ripened fields,

What wonder then, a beast or subject slan’

Were equal crimes 1n a despotac reign ?

Both doomed alike, for sportive tyrants bled,

But while the subject starved, the beast was fud

Proud Nimrod first the bloody chase began,

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man

Our haughty Norman boasts that barb’rous name,
And makes his trembhing slaves the royal game
The fields are ravished® from th’ mdustrious swawns,
From men their cities, and from gods their fanes °
The levelled towns with weeds he covered o'er ,
The hollow winds through naked temples roar ,
Round broken columns clasping 1vy twined ,

O’er heaps of ruin stalked the stately hind ,

The fox obscene to gaping tombs retires,

And savage howlings fill the sacred choirs.
Awed by his nobles, by lus commons curst,
The oppressor ruled tyranmc where he durst,
Stretched o’er the poor and church us 1ron rod,
And served alike his vassals and his God.
Whom ev’n the Saxon spared and bloody Dane,
The wanton victims of his sport remain

But see, the man who spacious regions gave

A waste for beasts, himself dented a grave '

' No wonder savages or subjects slain—

But &Pjem starved whule savages were P

It was orgmally thus, but the word
savages 18 not cgerly apphed to beasts,
but to men, which occasioned the altera-

tion —Pope.

# Alluding to the destruction made 1n
the New Forest, and the tyrannies exer-
cised there by Wilham I —Pope.

? Translated from

Tempia adimit divis, fora avibus, arva
colonsa.

An old monkish wter, I forget who —
ope
¢ Just as the body of Wilham the
Conqueror was gong to be lowered into
the grave, a voice cried aloud, I forbid
Ius mnterment ‘When William was only
Duke of Normandy he seized this piece
of land from my father, without
2 Tecom; ,whmhfnow demand ”
Prince Henry, who was present, spoke to
man, who was now only an armourer,
and agreed to give hum a hundred crowas
for Tus father s bunal-place



98

WINDSOR FOREST.

Stretched on the lawn his second hope survey,’
At once the chaser, and at once the prey :

Le Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart,

Bleeds in the forest like a wounded hart.?
Succeeding monarchs heard the subjects’ cries,
Nor saw displeased the peaceful cottage rise.
Then gath’ring flocks on unknown mountains fed,
O'er sandy wilds were yellow harvests spread,
The forests wondered at th’ unusual grain,

And secret transport touched the conscious swain.

Fair Liberty, Britannia’s goddess, rears
Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years.®
Ye vig'rous swains ! while youth ferments your blood,
And purer spirits swell the sprightly flood,
Now range the hills, the gameful woods beset,
‘Wind the shrill horn, or spread the waving nel.
When milder autumn summer’s heat succeeds,
And in the new-shorn field the partridge feeds,
Before his lord the ready spaniel bounds,

Panting with hope, he tries the furrowed grounds ;

But when the tainted gales the game betray,
Couched close he lies, and meditates the prey :
Secure they trust th’ unfaithful field beset,

Till hov’ring o’er them sweeps the swelling net.
Thus (if small things we may with great compare)
‘When Albion sends her eager sons to war,

Some thoughtless town, with ease and plenty blest,
Near, and more near, the closing lines invest ;
Sudden they seize th’ amazed, defenceless prize,

And high in air Britannia’s standard flies,

10

See ! from the brake the whirring pheasant springs,
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings :
Short is his joy ; he feels the fiery wound,

! His second hogte was Rlchard, his
;oand son, gored by a stag in the New
‘orest.

* Rufus was accidentally slain in the
New Forest, which his father had so
wickedly formed, by his favourite Sir
Walter The spot where he fell
is now marked by & stone,
y:
0 may no more a foreign master’s rage
Wxﬁ:‘:rongl vet legal, curse a future

Still apmad fair Liberty, thy heav'nly

Breathe Ientx on the field and fragrance
e springs.—.Pope.
* Originally :

When yellow sutumn summer’s nat
sucee

And into wine the purple harvest bleeds,
The idge fé m the new-shorn
elds,
Both mci?:mg sports and evening plamm
— ij.
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Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground.,
Ah ! what avail his glossy, varying dyes,
His purple crest, and scarlet-circled eyes,
The vivid green his shining plumes unfold,
His painted wings, and breast that flames with gold !
Nor yet, when moist Arcturus clouds the sky,'
The woods and fields their pleasing toils deny. N
To plains with well-breathed beagles we repair,
And trace the mazes of the circling hare :
(Beasts, urged by us, their fellow-beasts pursue,
And learn of man each other to undo).
With slaughtering guns th’ unwearied fowler roves,
When frosts have whitened all the naked groves ;
Where doves in flocks the leafless trees o’ershade,
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade.
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye ;?
Straight a short thunder breaks the frozen sky : 1s¢
Oft, as in airy rings they skim the heath,
The clam’rous lapwings feel the leaden death :
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare,
They fall, and leave their little lives in air.
In genial spring, beneath the quiv’ring shade,
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead,
The patient fisher takes his silent stand,
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand :
With looks unmoved, he hopes the scaly breed,
And eyes the dancing cork, and bending reed. w
Our plenteous streams a various race supply,
The bright-eyed perch with fins of Tyrian dye.
The silver eel, in shining volumes rolled,
The yellow carp, in scales bedropped with guld,
Swift trouts, diversified with crimson stains,
And pikes, the tyrants of the watery plains.
Now Cancer glows with Pheebus’ fiery car ;®
The youth rush eager to the sylvan war,
Swarm o'er the lawns, the forest walks surround,

8 Originally thus: 3 Originally thus:
When hoary winter clothes the yearsin But when bright Pheobus from the Twina

white, invites .
The woods and fields to pleasing toils Qur active genius to more free delights,
invite.—Pope, With springing day we range the lawus
* The fowler lifts bis levellod tubson  round.—Zope.
high.—Pope.

H2



100

WINDSOR FOREST.

Rouse the fleet hart, and cheer the opening hound.
Th’ impatient courser pants in ev’ry vein,
And, pawing, seems to beat the distant plain.
Hills, vales, and floods appear already crossdd,
And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost.
See the bold youth strain up the threat'ning steep,
Rush through the thickets, down the valleys sweep,
Hang o’er their coursers’ heads with eager speed,
And earth rolls back beneath the flying steed.
Let old Arcadia boast her ample plain,
Th’ immortal huntress, and her virgin train ;'
Nor envy, Windsor ! eince thy shades have seen
As bright a goddess, and as chaste a queen ;*
Whose care, like hers, protects the sylvan reign,
The earth’s fair light, and empress of the main.
Here too, ’tis sung, of old Diana strayed,
And Cynthus’ top forsook for Windsor shade :
Here was she seen o'er airy wastes to rove,
Seek the clear spring, or haunt the pathless grov