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DEDICATION.
nels, I dare fay, I thall not
be the worfe received for
ibringin,g Ovid along with
me. He comes from Ba-
nifhment to the Fautrefs of
Liberty; from the barbarous
to the polite; and has this
to recommend him, which
never fails with a Clemency
like Your’s; he is unfortu-
nate.

Your Royal Highnefs,
who feels for every one, has
lately been the mournful Oc-
cafion of a like Senfibility

i1



DEDICATIO N.
in many others. Scarce an
Eve, that did not tell the
. Danger You werein: even
Parties, tho’ differentin Prin-
ciples, united at that Time
in their Grief, and afte¢tion-
ate Concern, for an Event
of fo much Confequence to
the Tnteref of Humanity
and Virtue ; whilft Yourfelf
was the only Perfon, then,
unmoved. A

It was remarkable, That
She, who, with a Manner
moft engaging, taught the

Jx 2 1NNO «
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innocent Pleafures - to ap-
pear ' more deﬁxable than
the criminal ; who was eve-
ry Da} the Life of fome{
new agreeable Diverfion,
thould behave Herfelf, up-
on that cruel Trial, with a
Magnanimity fo unfhaken,
that thofe who were Wit-
nefles might have imagined,
She fcarce ever had done
any thing, but ftudy how
to die.

It 15 the gleateﬁ Happi-

nefs can attend an Age un-

der
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der a long Depravation of
Morals, to be bleft with Ex-
amples where Virtue 18 {et
off by the Advan‘rage of
Birth. Such = Qualifica-
tions, when united, do " not
only pe1fuade an Imitation,
but command it. Humane
Nature is always more af-
fected by what it {ees, than
what it hears of; and' as
thofe Ideas, which enter by
the Eye, find the fureft Pal-
fage to the Heart; fo the
more the Object, whatever

A b it
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it be, feems defirable to the
one, the longer it continues
in the other.

There are Perfeions fo
fhining, that one muft be
the very worft of Mortals,
or the very beft, not to ad-
mire in all thofe, who pol-
fefs them. To be bleft with
a Difpofition to Charity, not
confined by any other Li-
- mits, than the Modefty of
thofe who afk it: to know,
and be ready to excufe
Faults; yet, fo firictin Life,

as
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as not to want the like In-
dulgence; to have a Supe-
riority of Genius capable of
judging of the higheft Af-
fairs, and an Application
{o obfervant, as to penetrate
into the moft minute; to be
ealy to lay down Grandeur
upon familiar Occafions, and
difcerning to take it up,
when Dignity of Station re-
quires; to know the politer
Languages of the prelent
Age, as a Native, and the
greater Occurrences and Pe-

riods
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riods of the palt, asan Hifl-

torian, make up a Charaler,
which 1s {fo obvious, that
every ene will know where
to apply it, exceptthe Per-
{on, whofe it really is: and
if in this Your Royal High-
nels be at a Lofs; I think it
is the only  Thing within
the Province of your Sex
You are ignorant of.

I {thall take up no more
of Your Time in this Dedi-
cation ; becaufe, to do every
Thing that may be moft ac-

' ceptable
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ceptable to You, fhall al-

ways be the Endeavour cf,

MAD AM,

YVour Rovyar, HIGHNESS'S

moft Humble,

and moft Obedient Servant,
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PREFA C L.

AHE Method I propofe in writ-
ing this Preface, is to take No-
tice of fome of the Beautics
of the Metamorphofes, and alfo

=L of the Faults and particular Af-
feCtations. After which 1 fhall proceed to
hint at fome Rules for Tranflation in gene-
ral ; and fhall give a fhort Account of the
following Verfion..

I fhall not pretend to impofe my Opi-
nion on others with the magifterial Au-
thority of a Critic ; but only take the Li-
berty of difcovering my own Tafte. I
fhall endeavour to fhow our Poet’s Re-
dundance of Wit, Juftnefs of Compari-
fons, Elegance of Defcriptions, and pecu-
liar Delicacy in touching every Circum-
ftance relating to the Paffions and Affec-
tions ; and with the fame Impartiality and
Franknefs, I fhall confefs the too frequent

Puerili-
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Puerilities of his luxuriant Fancy, and the
too great - Negligence of his fometimes un-
.laboured Verfification, - '

T am not of an Opinion, too common
to Tranflators, to think that one is un-
der an Obligation to extol every thing
he finds in the Author he undertakes: I
am f{ure one is no more obliged to do
fo, than a Painter is to make every Face,
that fits to him, handfome. Tis enough
if he fets the beft Features he finds in
their full, and moft advantageous Light,
But if the Poet - has private ~Deformities,
though Good-breeding will not allow to
expofe ‘him naked, yet furely there can be
no Reafon to recommend him as the moft

finithed Model of Harmony and Proportion.

Whoever has this undiftinguithing Com-
plaifance, will not fail to vitiate the Tafle
of the Readers, and mifguide many of them
in their Judgment, where to approve, and
where to cenfure,

It muft be granted, that where there
appears. an infinite Variety of inimitable
Excellencies, it would be too harth, and
difingenuous to be fevere on fuch Faults,
as have efcaped rather through Want of
Leifure, and Opportunity to corret, than
threugh the erroneous Turn of a depraved

Judg-
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Judgment. How fenfible Ovid himfelf was
Sf the Uncorre€nefs of the Metanorphofes,
appears from thefe Lines prefixed before
fome ‘of the Editions by the Care of his Com-
mentators.

Orba parente fuo quicunque ¥ olumina tangis,
His fultem wefird detur in urbe locus.

Ouoque magis faveas; non funt bac edita ab 1llo.
Sed quafi de domini funere rapta fut

Duicquid in bis igitur vitii rude carmen habebit,
Emendaturus, filicuiffet, erat. < Torift, EY Vi

Since therefote the Readers aré not fo-
lemnly invited to an Entertaihment, but
come accidentaily ; they ought to be con-
tented with what they find: and pray what
have they to complain of, but too great Va-
riety ?. Where, though fome of the Dithes
be not ferved in the ‘exaéteft Order and
Politenefs, but hathed up in Hafte; there
are a great many accommodated to every
particular Palate.

To like every thing, fhows too little
Delicacy ; and to like nothing, too much
Difficulty. So great is the Variety of this
Poem, that the Reader, who 1s never
pleafed, will appear as monftrous,  as he
that is always fo. Here are the Hurries of

Battles
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Battles for the Hero, tender Emorions: of
Soul for the Lover, a Search and Penetra-
tion inte Nature for the Philofopher, Flu-
ency of Numbers, and moft expreflive Fi-
gures for the Poet, Morals for the Serious,
and Pleafantries for Admirers of Points of
Wit.: ' : Ay

"Tis certain a Poet is more to be {uf-
pected for faying too much, than too little,
Toadd, is often hazardous ; but to retrench,
commonly judicious. If our Author, in-
Jftead of faying all he could, had only faid
all-he thould ; Daphne had dene well to fly
from the God of Wit, in order to crown
his Poet : thus Ovid had been more honoured
and adored in his Exile, than Auguflus in
his Triumphs, -

I thall now attempt to give fome Inftan-
ces of the Happine(s, and vaft Extent of our
Author’s Imagination. I thall not proceed
according to the Order of the Poem, but
rather tranferibe fome Lines here and there,
as my RefleCtion fhall fugged,

Nec circumfufo pendebat in acre tellus
Ponderibus librata fuis

Thus was the State of Nature before
the Creation: * And here it 1s obvious,
that Ovid had a difcerning Notion of the

Gra-



PR BE R ACE. v
~Gravitation 'of Bedies. ’Tis now demon-
ftrated, that every Part of Matter tends
to every Part of Matter with a Force,
which 1s always in a dire¢t fimple Pro-
portion of the Quantity of the Matter, and
an inverfe duplicate Proportion of the Dif-
tance ; which Tendency, or Gravitating, is:
conftant and univerfal.  This Power, what-
ever it be, a&tiilg always ‘proportionably to
the folid Content of Bodies, and never in
any Proportion to their Superficies, cannot .
be explained by any material Impulfe; for
the Laws of Impulfe are phyfically necefary =
there can be no ourelzciov, or arbitrary
Principle, in meer Matter ; its Parts can-
not move, unlefs they be moved, and can-
not do otherwife, when prefled upen by
other Parts in Motion; and therefore ’tis
evident from the following Lines, that Ovid'
ftri¢tly adhered to the Opinion of the moft
difcerning Philofophers, who taught that all
Things were formed by a wife and intelli-
gent Mind. |

Fuffit & extendi campos [ubfidere vallesy
Fronde tegi Jylvas————

The Fiat of the Hebreww Law-giver is
wot more fublime, than the 7ufiz of the-
Latin.
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- Latin Poet, who goes on' in the fane ele-
vated and philofophical Style. ‘

His fuper impofuit, liquidum & gravitate carenten
Zther gme———

Here the ‘Author {preads a thin Veil of
- Ather over his infant Creation;; and though
his afferting the upper Region to be void of
‘Gravitation, may not, in a mathematical
Rigour, be true ;. yet ’tis found from’ the
natural Enquiries made fince, and efpecially
from the learned Dr. Hally’s Difcourie on the
Barometer, that if, on the Surface of the
_Earth, an Inch of Quickfilver .in the Tube
be equal to a Cylinder of Air of goo Feet,
it will be at a Mile’s Height equal to a Cy-
linder of Air of 2700000: and therefore
the Air at fo great a Diftance from the Earth,
muft be rarified to {o great a Degree, that
‘the Space it fillsmuft bear a very fmall Pro-
portion. to that which is entirely void of

Matter.-

I think we may be confident, from what
already appears, as well as from what our
Author has writ on the Roman Feafts, that
he conld not be totally ignorant of Aftro-
nomy. Some of the Criticks would infi-

nuate, from the following Lines, that he
miftook
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miffook the annual Motion of the Sun for
the Diurnas =& i

Sectus in obliquutm-—r—— Mexi Baos

Though the Sun be always in one or
‘other of the Signs of the Zodiack, and never
goes by cither Motion more Northward, or
Southward, than is here defcribed ; yet Pha-
eton being defigned to drive the Chariot but
one Day, ought to have been direted in
the Aquator, or a Circle parallel to it, and
not round the other Oblique one of the
Ecliptick : a Degree of which, and that by
a Motion contrary to the Diurnal, he was
obliged to go in that Length of Time.

1 am inclined to think that Ovid had fo
‘great an. Attention to poetical Embeilifh-
ments, that he voluntarily declined a firict
Obfervance of any aftronomical Syftem. For
though that Science was far from being neg-
lected in former Ages, yet the Progrels
which was made in it, by no Means equalled
that of our prefent 'Fime, i

Lucretius, though in other Things moft
penetrating, deferibes the Sun {carce bigger,
than he appears to the Eye.

Nze
(%
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Nec nimio folis major rota, nec minor ardor

E[e potejt, nofiris quam fenfibus effe videtur..

And Homer,. imagining the Seats of the
Gods above the fixed Stars, reprefents
the falling of Vulcan from thence to the
Ifle of Lemnos, to continue during a whole

Day.

e & fpeop pepopny, dpue & feXiv xaradis

s
Kammeoov ev Aquve

The Greek Poet aims here to give a
furprifing Idea of the Height of the ce-
leftial Manfions: but if the Computation.
of a modern Aftronomer be true, they are
at fo much a greater Diftance, that Fu/-
can would have been more Years in falling,
than he was Minutes.

But left I thould exceed the ufual Length.
of a Preface, 1 thall now give fome- In-
ftances of the Propriety of our Author’s Si-
milies and Epithets, the Perfpicuity of his
Allegories, the inftru&ive Excellence of the.
Morals, the peculiar happy Turn of his
Fancy; and fhall begin with the Elegance
of his Defcriptions.

o Madidis.
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cmeee = WViadidis’ Notus evolat alis, '
Terribilem piced teBus cahg:nz vultum,

Barba gravis nimbis, canis fluit unda tapz[lz;,
Fronte fedent nebule, rorant penneque, finkfque

- - - - - - - - -y - @ = o L -
< ks

Sternuntur fegetes, & deplorata coloni

Vota jacent, longique labor perit irritus anns. = . .

Thefe Lines introduce thofe of the Deluge,
which are alfo very poetical, and worthy to
be compared with the next, concerning the
Golden Age.

Sine militis ufu

Mollia fecure peragebant otia gentes,

Ipfa quoque immunis raftroque intatla, nee ullis
Saucia vomeribus, per f¢ dabat omnia ‘tellus,
Contentique cibisy nullo cogente, creat‘zs,
Arbuteos feetusy montanaque fraga legebant,

Et que deciderant patulé Fovis arbore glandes,
Ver erat eternum, placidique tepentibus auris

Mulcebant Zephyri natos fine femine flores.,

Virgil has alfo touched upon the fame
Subject in' the End of the Sécond Geor-
gicks

Vor. L. B Aureus

———
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Aureus banc vitam in terris Saturnus agebat,
Nec dum etiam audierunt inflari clafficay nec dum
dmpofitos duris crepitare incudjbus enfes,

Andagainy
t L Bl e d - - e - -

Primus ab cetherio venit Saturnus Olympo
PR URTTOC NI s e
Aurea, qua perhibent, illo Jub rege fuerunt
Secula : fic placidi populss in pace regebat. i
T T R e 1S 2
‘ IO 2 q L &4 .
Some of the Lines, a little foreign to the
prefent Subject, are omitted ; but I fhall
make the moft admirable Author amends by
tranfcribing at length his next Defcriptian.
Tis ofa Stag, which gave the firft Occa-
fion to the: War. betwixt the ,Zrojans and
the Rutulians : 1 chufe this, becaufe my De-
fign 15 to have thefe two great Poets fecn
together, where the Subjec happens to be
almoft the fame, though the Nature of the
Poems be very ‘different,-

Cervus erat formé praflanti, & cornibus ingens,
Tyrrbeide pueri, quem matris ab ubere raptum
Nutribant, Tyrrbeufque pater, cui regia parent
drmenta, & lat; cufladia credita campi.

AlJuetum
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Affuctum imperiis foror omni Sylvia curd -

Mollibus intexens ornabat cornua fertis :

Pecichatque ferum, puroque in fonte lavabat.

1lle mandim patiensy menfeeque. affuctus /Jerzlz

Errabat fylvzs—— ¥
Bt Baavl a8,

The Image which Owvid gives of the fa-
vourite Stag flain "accidentally by Q)par ifJusy
feems not of lefs ngmty. | -

Ingens ce_rvus erat, lateque patentibus altas

Ipfe fuo capiti prabebat cornibus wmbras :
Cornua fulgebant auro, demiffaque in armos
Pendebant tereti gemmata monilia collo.

Bulla fupqr frontem parvis argentea loris
Vinfla movebatur : parilique ex ere nitebant
Auribus in geminis circum cava tempora baccae. .
Ifque metu vacuus, naturalique pavore

Depofito celebrare domosy mulcendaque colla
Quamlibet sgnotis manibus prabere folebat,

A L S bR i I B A0 M Ui il T S
Gratus erat Cypariffe tibi. Tupabula cervum
Ad nova, tu liquidi ducebas fontis ad undam..
Tu mods texebas varios per cornua flores :

Nunc, eques in tergo refidensy buc latus & iliuc
Mollia purpureis franabas ora capifiris.

B2 ; In



il PREY¥ACE

In the following: Lines, Owvid defcribes
the watery Court of the River Penens, which
the Reader may compare with: Firgil's fub-
terranean Grot of Gyrene. “the Naiady Mother
to Ariffeus. ;

Ef} nemus Hemonie, prerupta quod undique claudis
Sylva : vocant Tempe ;5 per que Penéus ab imo
Effufus Pindo [pumofis volvitur undis
Dejeiluque gravi tenues-agitantia fumos
WNubila conducit, fummafque a[oergtj;u SHlvas
dmpluit 5 & fonitu plus quam vicina fatigat,
Heze domusy, ba fedes, hae Sunt penetsalia magns
Amnis : in hoc refidens facto de cautibus antro.
Undis jura dabat, Nymphifque colentibus undas.
Conveniunt illuc popularia fumina primum ;
Nefcia gratentir, confolenturvé parentem.
Populifer Sperchias, & irrequictus Enipeus,
Apidanufque fenex, lenifque Amphryfos, & Fas.
Moxque amnes aliiy quiy qua tulit impetus illes,
dn mare deducunt feffas ervoribus undas.

-

Met. B. 1.

Triftis Arifieus Penei genitoris ad undam
Stat lacrymans — e —mem

- .- - -’ - - - - e = - - -

Famque domum mirans genetricis, & humide regna,

Spolancifque lacus claufos, lucofque fonantes,
Tpat ;
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Tbat 5 & ingenti motu flupefatus aquarum,
Omnia [ub magné labentia fluminaterrd
Spectabat diverfa locis, Phafimque, Lycumque,
Et caput, unde altus primum fe erumpit Enipeus,
Unde pater Tiberinus, & unde Aniena Sluentay
Et gemina auratus taurino cornua vulte
Eridanus, quo non alius per pinguia cubra
In mare purpuresm viclentior influit amnise

G. B. 4

The Divine Poet goes on in Pomp of
Numbers, and eafy Magnificence of Words,
’till he introduces, the Story of Orphbeus and
Eurydice ; in the Narration of which, he is
as much fuperior to Owvid, as the Reeds of
his own Mantuan Shepherds are lefs Mufi=
cal, than the Lyre of Orpheus.

That 1 may not be too long on this Ars
ticle, I fhall recommend to the Reader,
QOuid’s admirable Defeription of Sleep,

- Eft prope Cimmerios—  Met, B. 11
That of Hunger, /
w—we Ef locus extremis Scythigemws B, 8,

That of the Plague,

s Dira les—===—=B.7¢

B3 That
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. That of Fame,

3

m—— Orbe locus medis effi——  B. I2.

Kirgil has alfo touched on the two laft ; in
the ‘one he had. Lucretius in View ; in the
other Homer: and I think it will not be to
the Difadvantage of our Author to appear
at the fame Time. |
There are many other Deferiptions fcat-
tered in the Metamorphofes, which for Juft
Expreffion ‘of Nature, and majeftick Modu-
lation of Words, are only inferior to thofe
already tranferibed, ‘as they are thorter ;
- ‘which ‘makes the Objeétion, that his Dic-
tion is commonly loitering into Profe, a great
deal too fevere, ' s adehedads
The Metamorphofes muft be confidered, as
is obferved before, very uncorre ; and Vir-
&i’s Works as finithed : though his own
Modefty would ‘not allow the Z#eids to be
fo, It feems it was harder for him to pleafe
himfelf than his Readers. HMHis Judgment
was certainly great, nor was his Vivacity of
Imagination lefs ; for the firft without the
laft 1s too-heavy, and like a Drefs without
Fancy ; and the laft without the firft is too
gay, and but all Trimming. ‘

Our Author’s Similitudes are next to be
confidered, which are always remarkably

thort,
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fhort, and convey fome pleafing Idea to the
Imagination. “Tis in this Branch of the Po-
em that he has difcovered as juft a Judgment’
as any of the Clafficks whatever. Poets, to
give a Loofe to a'warm Fancy, are generally
too apt, not only to expatiate in their Simi-
lies, but introduce them too frequently ; by
doing the firft, they detain the Attention too
long from the principal Narrafion ; and- by
the latter, they make too frequent Breaches
in the Unity of the Poem. |

Thefe two Errors Ovid has moft difcerning-
ly avoided. How tfhort, and fignificant are
generally his Comparifons ! he fails not, in
thefe, to keep a ftiff Rein on'a high-mettled
Pegafus ; and takes care not to-furfeit here, -
as he had done on other Heads, by an erro-

neous Abundance.

His Similies are thickerfown by much'in
the Fable of Salmacis: and: HeFmiaphroditus,
than in any other Book, but always fhort."

The Nymph clafps the Youth clofe to her
Breaft, and both fenfibly grow one.
——Velut fi quis condulo cortice yamos.

Crefeendo jungi, pariterque adolefoere.cernate .
; ' Met. B. )47

Bg  Agan,

[3 335 5
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Again, as dtalania reddens in the Race
with Higpomenes,

Anque puellari corpus candore ruborem

Trayerat ; bhaud aliter quam cum fuper atria yelum
- Kondidi purpureum fimulasas inficit umbras.
Met. B. 10.

Philomela’s Tongue feemed to move after
it was cut out by Zereus.

Utque falire folet mutilatee cauda tolubre,

Pa]pl,tat—-n--—-— Met, _B. 6,
o @dmus fows the Dragon’s Teeth, and the
wons of the Farth rife gradually.

Tnde, fide mgjus, gleb e cepire moveri
Primague de fulcis acies apparuit hafle ;
Tegmina mox- capitum pitto nutantia conoy
Mo bumeri, pectyfyue——
Sic ubi tollumur feftis aulea theatris
Surgere figna folent, primumgue offendere vultum,
Cztera pailatim, placidogue eduia tenore
Tota patent, imoque pedes in margine ponunt,

Met. B. 3.

The Objeétion to Ovid, that he never
knows when to give over, is too manifeft,
Though he frequently expatiates on the fame

Thought, in different Words; yet in his
2 Similies,
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Similies, that Exuberance is avoided. There
is in them all a Simplicity, and a Confine-
ment to the prefent Object ; always a Fe-
cundity of Fancy, but rarely an Intempe-
rance: nor do I remember he has erred
above once by an ill-judged Superfluity..
After he has defcribed the Labyrinth buile
by Dadalus, he compares.it thus,

Non fecus ac liguidus. Phrygiis Meeandyos in arvis
Ludit, & ambiguo lapfu refluitque, fluitque ;5
Et nunc ad fontes, nunc ad mare verfus apertum:

- dncertas ewercet aqUES—m—mm— ~ Met.B. 8.

He fhould have ended at the Clofe of the
fecond Line, as Firgil thould have done at
the End of the fourth in his noble Simile,
where Dido proceeds to the Temple with
her Court about her.

Oualis in Burote ripisy aut per juga Cynthi,
Exercet Diana choros, quam mille fecute
Hinc, atque hinc glomerantur Oreades, illa pharetram
Fert humero, gradienfque deas fupereminet ompes &
Latone tacitum pertentant gaudia pecius.

ZAn.B. 4.

I fee no Reafon for the laft Line : Tho’
the Poet be juftly celebrated for a mofk
B ;s confum-
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confummate Judgment, yet by an Endeavour
to imitate Homer’s Similies, he is not only
very long, but by 'introducing feveral Cir-
cumftances, he fails of an applicable Rela-
tion betwixt the principal Subjec and his
new Ideas. He fometimes thinks fit to work
nto the Piece fome differing Embroidery,
which, though very rich, yet makes at beft
but glorious Patch-work. I really belieye
his excellent Poem had not been the lefs fo,
if, in this Article, he had thought fit to have
walked on in his own regular and majeftick
Grace, rather than have been hurried for-
ward through broken Bye-ways by his blind
Guide." 1y

Ethall tranfcribe one of his Similies, which
is not culled out, but exaély of the fame
Texture with all the reft in the four laft
Books of the Aneids.

Turnus leapsin Fury from his Chariot.

Ac veluti montis faxum de vertice preaceps

Cum ruit avulfum vento, feu turbidus imber
« Proluit, aut annis [olvit Jublapfa z)etzﬁas,

Fertur in abruptum magno mons improbus allu,
.Ex'ultaique Jfola, *ﬁjvas; armenta, Vfuz'rofque
Invdlvens fecum————’ ' Bn.B. 2.1 684.

: It
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It does not feem to be at'all material,;
whether the Rock was blown, or . wafhed;
down by Wind or Rain, or undermined by
Time. % 480 ; e T

But to return to Ovid; the Reader may
take Notice how unforced his Compliments,
and how natural his Tranfitions:generally
are. With how much Eafe doeshe {flide
into fome new Circumftance, without any
Violation of the Unity of the Story.  The
Texture is fo artful, that it may. be com-
pared to the Work of his own Arachne,
where the Shade dies fo gradually, and the
Light revives fo imperceptibly, that it is
hard to tell where the one ceafes, and the
other begins. T e

When he is going off from the Story of
Apollo and Daphne ; how happily does he.
introduce a Compliment to the Roman Con-
qUErors. -

c |
e At conjux quoniam. mea non pores effe, -
Arbor eris certe—— o

-

Tu Ducibus Latiis aderis, cum leta triumphum.
Vox canet, & longee vifent Capitalia pompee.
Psftibus Auguftis eadem fidiffima cuflos 4
Ante fores fiabis 3 mediamque tuebere quercum. -
. | Met. B. 1,

B6 He

“
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‘He compliments Auguftus upon the Affaf.
fination of Fuliys ; and, by way of Simile,
takes the Opportunity from the Horror that
the Barbarity of Lycaon Baves it T '

s—=—=Sic cum manus impia Jzvit ,
Sanguine Cxfareo Romanum extinguere nomen, &5¢,

- Fulins is deify’d, and looks down on his
adopted Son.

—=Natique videns benefatta, fatetur
B[ fuis majora, & vinci gaudet ab ill,.
: Met. B. 15,

And immediately follows,

Hic fua preferri quamquam vetat asvy paternis
Libera fama tamen, nullifgue obnoxia ju/fis
Tvitum preeforte e

 The Author, in the two firff Lines thows,
the affe¢tionate Condefcenfion of the Father ;

in the three laft, the pious Gratitude of the
Son.

The Compliments to Auguflus are very
frequent in the Iaft Book of the Metamor~
2hofes 5 as thofe to the fame Emperor are in

e : 5 B . ’ the
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the Georgicks of Virgil, which alfo ftrike the
Tmagination by their agreeable Flattery.

Hezc fuper arvorum cultu, peco\rumqu‘e canebam,,
Et fupér arboribus ;5 Cefar dum magnus ad altum
Fulminat Euphratem bello, victorque volentes
Per populos dat jura, viamgue affeciat Olympo.

G. 1.
Again on Fulius,
Imperium Oceano, famam gui terminet affris
Faliss e &n. B. 1.

The Compliments have 2 great Sublimity,
and are worthy of the Grandeur of the He-
raes, and the Wit of the Poet. ‘

 Owid as much deferves Praife for faying a
great deal in a little, as Cenfure for faying
a little in a greatdeal. None of the Clafhick
. Poets had the Talent of expreffing himfelf
with more Force, and Perfpicuity.

Phaeton defires fome Pledge of his Father’s
Tendernefs, and afks to be trufted with his
Chariot. He anfwers,

Pignora certa petis 3 do pignora certa timendo:
Met. B. 2.

How-
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However, the lattér complies with his

Importunity ; the Confequence is fatal, the

World is fet on Fire, even the Rivers feel

the Force of the Conflagration, The Zagus
boils, ' ; |

— e Fluit ignibus aurum,
'fhe Nile retreats,
OLZu/;i;que caputy quod adliue at ot m
Zanthus is parched up,
Arfurufgue iterum Zanthuse—mmme

The Poet’s F ancy 1s here full of Energy, as
well as in the following Lines. Apollo courts,
Daphne, and promifes himfelf Succefs, but
is difappointed.

Quodgue cupir, Jperat s fuaque illum Oracula Jallunt.
And again,
The River Aehelous combats Hercules, anq
affumes feveral Shapes in vain, then puts on

at laft that of a Snake ; the Heroe fmiles in
Contempt. b ke 8 :

Cunarwn labor off angues [uperare mearum.

OL'M'
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Ovid never excels himfelf fo much as
when he takes occafion to touch upon the
Paffion of Love; all Hearts are in a Manner
fenfible of the fame Emotions ; and like In-
ftruments tuned Unifons, if a String of any
one of them be ftruck, the reft by confent vi-
brate. ' ’ il

- Procris is jeaious of Cepb&lzzs.; fhe endea-

vours to be confirmed in her Fears, but hopes
the contrary, o '

——— Speratgué nz;ﬁ’rrz'rna fallz'.' i
The next is not lefs natural,
SV cunétd timemith amantes.
Biblis 1s in love with Caunus. The Strug=

gle is betwixt her unlawful Flame and her
Honour. " - ' bt b s D i

She’s all Confufion at the Thoughts of
difcovering her Paffion— - - :

—— mifexere fatentis amorenm.
She attempts to write, °
‘Incipit & dubitat : [feribit, damnatque tabellas

Et notat, & dolet : mutat, culpatque, probatque.
In
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In the End, Inclination, as it does always,,
gets the better of Difcretion.

This Jlaft Fable fhews how touchingly
the Poet argues in Love Affairs, as welk
-as thofe of Medea and Soylla.  The two
laft are left by their Heroes, and their Re-
fleCtions are very natural and affeCting.
Ovid feemed here to have had Firgil’s Paf-
fion of Dido in his Eye, but with this Dif-
ference ; the one had converfed much with
Ladies, and knew they loved to talk a
great deal: the other confider’d no lefs,
what was natural for them to fay, than what
became them to fay.

Virgil has, through the whole Manage-
ment of this Rencounter, difcovered a
moft finithed Judgment. Zneas, like other
Men, likes for Convenience, and leaves for
greater.  Dido, like other Ladies, refentsthe
Negle®t, enumerates the Obligations the
Lover is under, upbraids him with Ingrae
titude, threatens him with Revenge, then
by and by fubmits, begs for Compaffion,
and has Recourfe to Tears.

It appears from this Piece, that Zirgil
was a difcerning Mafter in the Paffion of
Love: and they that confider the Spirit

and
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and Turn of that inimitable Line———
Qui Bavium non odit——cannot doubt but
he had an equal Talent for Satyr.

Nor does the Genius of Ovid more exert
on the Subje& of Love, than on all others.
In the Contention of Ajax, Uljffes’s  Elocu-
tion is moft nervous and perfuading. Where
he endeavours to diffuade Mankind from
indulging carnivorous Appetites in his Pytha-
gorean Philofophy, how emphatical is his
Reafoning ! |

Ouid meruére boves, animal fine fraude, dolifque,
Innpcuum, fimplex, ‘natum tolerare labores 2
Immemor eft demum, nec frugum munere dignus

Sui potuit curvi dempte mods pondere aratri
Ruricolam ma&are fuum—— Met. B. 15,

1 think Agricolam had been ftronger, but the
Authority of Manufcripts does not warrant
that Emendation,

Through the whole Texture of this Work,
Owid difcovers the higheft Humanity, and a
moft exceeding good Nature. The Virtuous
in Diftrefs are always his Concern ; and his

Wit contrives to give them an Immortality
with himfelf,

He
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. He feems to have taken the moft Pains
1in"the firft and fecond Book of the Meta-
morphofes,” though the thirteenth abounds
with Sentiments moft moving, and with
calamitous Incidents, introduced with great
Art. © The Poet had here in View, the
‘Tragedy of Hecuba in Euripides ; and it is
a Wonder it has never been attempted in
our own Tongue. ' The Houfe of Priam is
deftroyed, his royal Daughter a Sacrifice to
the Manes of - him' ‘that occafioned it. She
is forced from the Arms of her unhappy
Friends, and hurried to the Altar, where
fhe behaves herfelf with Decency becom-
ing her Sex, and a Magnanimity ‘equal to
her Blood, and fo very affelting, that even
the Prieft wept.

——Ipfe ctiam flens, invitufgue facerdos, &5c,
She  thews no Concern at approaching

Death, but on the Accourt of her old, un-
fortunate Mother, FH

Mors tantum vellem matvem mea fallere poffit,
Mater obeft, minuitque nécis mea gaudia 5 quamvis
Non mea mors ill; : werum Jua vita gemenda off.

Then
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" Then begs her Body may be delivered to
her without Ranfom, PR

e Glenctici corpus inemptum
Reddite s néve, auro redimat jus trifte [fepulchriy,
Sed lacrymis : tuncy cum poterat, redimebat & aura.

. The unhappy @Jeen laments, fhe is
not able to give her Daughter royal Bu-

Non hec eft fortuna a’osz;.‘

Then takes the: ‘Bod‘y in her deérél;{;l
¢Arms;’ and halts 'to the Sea to wath off the
B].()Od, % 1 e i NG 1E R %

———Ad littus paffu 'P”‘;‘:ﬁfanil'i % b W&

Albentes laniata comas——r——====

“ The animated Thoughts, and lively
Images. of this Poem, = are numerous.
None ever painted more to the Life,
than our Author;  though feveral Gro-
tefque Figures are now and then feen in
the fame Groupe. - The moft plentiful Sea-
fon," ‘that gives Birth to the fineft Flowers,
produees’ aifo . the! rankeft - Weeds. ' Ovid
has fhewn in one Line, the brighte{l ‘Fan-

&f
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¢y fometimes ; and in the next, the pooreft
Affe&ation, -

Venus makes Court to Adonis,

——Ft tcce !

Opportuna fui blandstur Populus umbrd

£t requicvit humo ; preffitque & gramen & ipfum.
Met, B, 10. 1. 556.

Phabus requefts Phacton to defift from his
Requett,

————Confiliis, non curribus utere noflris,

Ceneus in the Battle of the Centaurs wounds
Latreus in feveral Places,

"V ulnufque in vulnere focis,

Thefe are fome of our Poet’s Boyifms.
‘There is another Affetation, called by Quin-
tilian ’-Oéu'/.wpov, or a witty Folly, which
would net have appeared quite fo trifling,
had it been lefs frequent,

Medea perfuades the Daughters of Pelias
to kill their Father, in order to have his
Youth renewed. She, that loves him beft,
gives the firft Wound,

E:,
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Er, ne fit [eelerata, facit [celus. Met. B. 7.

Altheais enraged at her Son Meleager, and’
to do Juftice to the Manes of his Brothers,
déftroys him,

Impistate pia oft————

Envy enters Athens, and beholds the flou-
rifhing Condition of tne City,

¥ixque denet lacrymas, quia nil lacrymabile cernit.

Owvid was much too fond of fuch.Wit-
ticifms, which are more to be wondered at,
becaufe they were not the Fathion of that
Age, as Puns and Quibbles are of this.
Virgil, as I remember, is not found trifling
in this Manner above once or twice.

Descalion vacuum lapides jactavit in orbem,
Unds homsnes natiy durum genus, G.B, 1. 1. 63.

Juno is in Indignation at .Zneas upon
his Arrival in Tzaly,

Num capti potuere capi ? nwm incenfa cremavit
Troja vires &mm——— An. 7. 1 235,

The
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The Poet is fo far from affe@ing this
Sort of Wit, that he rarely ventures on fo
fpirited a Turn of Fancy, as in thefe fol-’
lowing Inftances. | |

Juno upbraids Venus and Cupid, ironically,,
that two Deities could be able to get the bet-
ter of one weak Woman. . e

Memorabile nomen,
Una dolo Diviim, [i femina viéta duorum efts i1
ZEn. B. 4. 1. g5,
Euryalus, going upon an Enterprife,
exprefles  his Concern for his furviving
Mother, if he thould fall, and recom-
mends her to the Care of Afcanius, who an-

{wers, |

Namgque erit iffa'mibi genetrizy nomengue Creufe
Solum defuerit. ‘

Venus is importunate ‘in her Solicitations
to Vulcan, to make Armour for her Son:
he anfwers,

—————Abfifle precands

Viribus in dubitare tuis

A B 7.

At the firft kindling of Dido’s Paflion, he
has this moft natural Thought,
Iilum
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—Tllum abfm.} abfentem 'auditqula, viditque,

But to return to Ovid; though I cannot
vindicate him for his Paints, I fhall endea-
vour to mollify his Criticks, . when they
give him no. Quarter. for his Diétion, and
attack  him - fo inflexibly for ending his
Lines with Monofyllables, as——f gquis
——f non, &cs and as I think he cannot
be excus’d more advantageoufly, than by
affirming, that where he has done it once,
Virgil has twenty Times.

.--—-—{s’ cum G.1.
————/i quis G. 2.
— nec dum G. 2.
—— i quam An.

—_— fquzs Aon. 7
— -7am: bos An. 12,

nunc nunc-——~=¢.

There are a great many Endings of
Lines in this Manner, and more indeed
than feems confiftent with the Majefty of
Heroick Verfe.,” When Lines are defigned
to be fermoni propriores, this Liberty may
be allowable, but not {fo when the Sub-
ject requires more fonorous Numbers.  Fir-
gil feems to endeavour to keep up his

Verfi-
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Verfification to an harmonious Dignity ;
and therefore, when fit Words' do not of-
fer with fome Eafe, he will rather break off
in'an Hemiftick, than that the Line fhould
be lazy and languid. He well knew, how
effential- it was in Poetry, to flatter the.
Ear; and at the fame Time was fenfible,
that this Organ grows tired by a conftant
Attention to the fame Harmony; and
therefore he endeavoured now and then te
relieve it by a Cadence of Paufes, and a Vas
riation of Meafures.

Amphion Dircazus in Aétao Aracyntho. Eeliz,

This Line feems not tuneful at the firft
Hearing; but by Repetition, it reconciles
itfelf, and has the fame Effe¢t with fome
Compofitions of Mufick, which are at the
firft Performance tirefome, and afterward
entertaining.

The Commentators and Criticks are
of Opinion, that whenever Virgil is lefs
mufical, it is where he endeavours at an
Agreement of the Sound with the Senfe,
as,

e —Procumbit humj bos.
It would fhew as much Singularity to

deny this, as it does a fanciful Facility
to
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to affirm it, secaufe it is obvious, in many
\ Places he hadno {uch View. '" prin- ) iR

J

——Inventa [ub ilicibus fus. Hn. 3. 1. 390.
~—p;nxﬂue, fa‘ba'llz'{:‘_z_zhs_' éé‘df_’_{"f Jus. G 11 255
.—-—7&1}rz'ﬁfis'bb/z'ta,ejaﬁz bos. - - En. 701750,

e Furor additusy inde Lupt cens &co ) - |
& | En, Ix.]\. g0

The Places which fziV’O\lr.'moﬁ‘ the' ﬁgft

Opinion are,

;:Szax'afpe} & feopulusy & depreffas convalles,
G. 3.1, 275.
—-fSepe-exiguus_ mus. . :

' r .

Oumnia fub magnd labentia fluming terrd. G. 4.

The laft Line is the only Inftance I re-
member (except one in Eclk 2.) where the
-IWoids 'terminate in the. fame Vowel, and
feem to reprefent the conftant and uniform
Sound of a fliding Stream. '

Thofe . that are moft converfant in Claf-
fick Poetry, muft be fenfible, that Virgil
: has' beens much more folicitous than Owid
to keep up his Lines to an eafy and a mu-

~ fical Flow ; but though the Criticks charge
' the latter with breaking 'through Profody
and Granmimar, and allowing himfelf too often
the Licence of Grecifins ; I take this Cen-
fure to be ‘onl‘yl‘an arrogant Pedantry in

ogs VOl RN ARG the
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the Gramgmarians, and groundlefs in itfelf :
but though it were true, I dare be confident
-1t is full as juft upon Virgil.
i _;Cur(y ﬂbjungere Tigres, Ecl. 5.1. 2q.

for Currai, according to the Grammarians.

Often, Adjetives for Adverbs; and the
contrary. - |

G. 1.—i——-—Pz’nguz’a culta; an Adjeéive for a

© Subftantive. .

- ——Denfo diflinguere pingui ; the fame.

An. 11. 1. 69— Seu languentis Hydeinthi ; firft
Foot of the Dactyl fhort, '

Hn. 4.—Tulerunt faflidia menfes 3 the Penul-
tima of the Verb thort,

Obflupui freteruntque come—the fame.

So Lucretius; prodiderunt, vecideriint, &,

G. 1. L. 283.—Pampinea gravé‘dm autumno 3
‘an Tambick for a Spondee.

Flyviorum rex Eridanus compofque per omnes 3
an Anapeft for a Dactyl or a Spondee.

A, 10. V. 29. Nec Clytio genitore minor nes

jratre Mneftheo ; a Trochee, ,unlefs the
- ST TN O
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two Confonants M Nof the followmg Wotd
be allow’d. -

G. 1. L. 456. Fervere, non illi quifquah—-#—

The Penultima commonly fhort W1th V 7=
gil, {o fulgere fridere, &c.

G. 1. 1. 456.—Sine me furere ante furorem
a Gracifm.

AEn. 12. 1. 680.—Imponere Pelio Offam sa
Grzcifm, where there is no Elifion, but
the long Vowel before another made thot.

The Learned and Reverend Dr. Clark has
obferved (as he tells me) that though there
be feveral thort Vowels made long in Homer,
yet there is no Inftance on the contrary, of
any long Vowel ({fuch as the firft Syllable of
T, Yux, viy, and the like) ever made
" thort, where no Vewel follows. Which
fhows that there is no fuch Thing as a Poe-
tica licentia, properly fo called.

Certainly nobody can imagine but thefe
two celebrated Authors underftood their own
Tongue, better than the {crupulous Gram-
marians of After-ages, who are too dogma-
tical, and felf-fufficient, when they prefume
to cenfure either of them for not attendin
ftrictly enough to Syntax and the Meafure of

Cz2 Verfe.



TEIXVL P TRAEAEAATC <E.

“¥erfe, ‘'The Latin "Tongue 13:aidedd Lan-
guage, and none can decide with: Confi-
dence on the Harmony or Diffonznce of the
~Nuribers of‘thefe Tindes, unlefs they’ were

- thoroughly lacquainted- with [ thefr - Paufes,
and Cadence. They mayindeed pronounce
Wlth much more A{Turance on their Dic-

negllgent, and Whele more ﬁmfhed “Fhere
.are certainly many Lines 1n Ovid, where_he
“has Dbeen downright lazy, dnd where he
"_'mlght have . avoided the Appearance of
“'bemg obvioudly fo, by a ‘verylittle Appli-
_cation, In recording the Succefflion of the

! Alban, Kings thus,

k .L,‘.;ztw ex rlla aﬁ, paft hinc Capetufque, C'ap)fgue,
Sed Capys mztefuzt :

“There are .alfo feveral Lines: in Virgil,
which are not altogether tunable to a mo-
dern Ear, and which, appear unfinifhed.

- Scilicet omnibus e/i. labor impendendus, & ompes
Cogenda in [ulcum—— G261,

" Prafertim fi tempefias a vertice [ylvis
Incubuit wme— G. 2. L. 310.

Q'uafv} referre parem 2 fed nuncy ¢ff omnia quande
Afic animus [up1gmem—m— En, 11. 1. 509.
' Ifla



P RyE E A G El XXV

Ifla quzdem quia neta mihi tua, magne, voluntas,
7‘upzter——--— o fEh.12. Lo1o8i

" But the Sun has its Spots ;- and if. amoncr(’c
Thoufands of inimitable Lines, there ;(hould
be fome found of an unequal Dignity with
the reft, nothing - can be faid for their. Vin-
dication more, than, if they be Faults, they‘
are the, Faults of Virgil, B iiety

As Aeyd ought to be on tbzs Ogcaﬁcm an |
Advocate for Ovid, whom I think is too
much run down at prefent by; the eritical
Spirit of this Nation ; I.dare fav 1 cannot,
be more effectually o, than by. comparing
him in many Places with his admired Con-
tempomry Virgil 3 and, though they laft cere
tainly deferves the Palm, 1 ﬂml1 make ule
of Ouvid’s own Lines, in  the Iyl 'of
Swrength between Aehelous: and: Hercules, 10
fhotw how- much he is honoured: by the.,
Contention.

—— Nosn tam
Turpe fuit vinci, quam contendi[; ..

I thall finith my Remarks on our:fuuihor,
by taking Notice of the Juflnefs, zn- U
fpicuity of his Allegories ;- which arc-cither
phyfical, or natural moral, or huftorical

C3 O

v
Irm ©
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Of the firft Kind is the Fable of Apollo and
Python 5 in the. Explanation of this all the
Mythologifls agree ; Exhalations and Mifts,
being the conftant Effe@s of Inundations,
are here diffipated by the Rays of the Sun,

“Of the fecond Kind, are Af.20n torn to’
Pieces by his own Pack of Dogs, and Eri-
Jicthon ftarved by the Difeafe of Hunger.
Thefe two Allegories feem to fignify, that
Extravagance and Luxury end in Want.

Of the third, is the Story of the Rape
of Europa. Hiftory fays, the was Daughter
to Agenor, and carried by the Candians in
a Galley, bearing a Bull in the Stern, in
order to be married to one of their Kings
named Fupiter.

This Explanation gives an Occafion for
2 Digreffion which is not altogether foreign
to the prefent Purpofe, becaufe it will be
of Ufe to juftify Ovid on fome other Occa-
fions, where he is cenfured for-being too
free with the Charaéters of the Gods. I
was once reprefenting the Metamorphofes,
as an excellent Syftem of Morality ; but
an illuftrious Lady, whofe leaft Advantage
above her Sex, 1s that of being one of the’
greateft Princefles in Europe, objected, th}:;n:
; vy tne
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the loofe and immodeft Sallies of Fupiter did.
by no means confirm my Affertiony 1 0H

One muft eonfider, that what appeared
an Abfurdity in Owid, is not fo much his’
own Fault, as that of the Times before
him. The Charaéters of the Gods of the
old heroick Age reprefented them unjuft in-
their A&ions ; mutable in their Defigns ;-
partial in their Favours ; ignorant of Events; -
{currilous in their’ Language. Some of the
fupcrior Hierarchy treating one another with
injurious Brutalities, and are often guilty of
fuch Indecencies and Mif-behaviour as the
loweft of Mortals would blufh to own. Fu-
sio calls Diana, the Goddefs of Chaftity, xioy.
add¢és, Brazen-fac’d Bitch ; Hom. Il B, 21.
1. 481. Jupiter infults his Daughter, the
Goddefls of Wifdom, for her Rafhnefs and
Folly ; bids Iris tell ber, ke’ll maul her
Coach-horfes for her, like a furly Bitch as
the 153 at’uo?cz/'rn wvoy 3 1l. B. 8. from 1. 400,
t01. 42z. then threatens in another Place to
beat his Wife, that divine Vixon, the im-
mortal - Partner of the Empyreal Throne,
xei (e wanyqow ipsoce. I B 15, Lo 2k

_The Commentators may endeavour to hide
thofe  Abfurdities nnder the Veil of Allego-
ries 3 but the Reader that confiders the whole

LR Texture
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Texture of the Ilzad wﬂl ﬁnd that the' Au-.
ther’s Meamng, and  their Interpretanon,
‘are often as unlike, as the i lmaginary Hemes
of his Time are to the real ones of ours. ,

Al]egorles {honld be obvxoqs and not’
like: Meteors, in the Air, which nprefent g
different; Flgme to every chﬁc;rcnt Py, Now
they are. Armies of, Soldxers 5, IOW . I‘locks of
Sheep ; o and by and by r;othmg ;

Perhaps the Criticks of a more exalted.
| Taﬁe may difcover fuch Beauties in the an-
cient Poetry, as may efcape the. Comprehen-
fion of us ng;mes of a more. limited Genius.’
They: may . De able. to. fathom the Divine'
Senfe .of the Pagan Theology ; whilft we’
aim. at no more than to ju ge of alittle’
Common Senfe.

} Tr ie, and ever will be, 2 Rule to a great
many to applaud and condemn with' the ge-"
neral Vogue, though never fo ill grounded.’
The moft are afraid of being particular ;'
and rather than ftrive againft the Stleam,'
are proud of being in the wrong with the
many, rather than defirous of being in the
right with the few : and though they be
~convinced of the Reafonab]enefs of diffent-

ing from the common Cry, yet out of a
. poor



PR EF 4CE xli
poor Feat of Cenfure, they contribute ‘to
eftablifh it, and thus become an Authority
againft others, who; in reality are but-of
their own Opinion.

Ovid was fo far from paying a blind De-
ference to the venerable Name of his Gre=
cian Predeceflor, in the Character of his
Gods ; that when Fupiter punithes Androme-
Ja for the Crimes of her Mother, he' calls
him injuftus Ammon, Met. B. 4. and takes
commonly an honourable Care of the- De-
corum of the Godhead, when their Actions
are confiftent with the Divinity of their Cha-
racter. His Allegories include fome reli-
gious or infiructive Moral, wrapped up in
a peculiar Perfpicuity. The Fable of Pro-
ferpina, being fometimes in Hell, and fome-
times with Ceres her - Mother, can fcarce
mean any thing elfe than the fowing and
coming up of Corn. The various Drefl’
that Pertumnus, the God of Seafons, pv*
in his Courtthip of Pomona the Gar”
defs, feem plainly to exprefs v
and moft proper Times for dig
ing, pruning, and gathering
1 fthall be fhorter on this He
Countryman Mr. Sands h
Search amongft the Myt
full. He has annsxed

C

-
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the End of each Book, which deferve to be
recommended to thofe that are curious in
this figurative Learning.

The Reader cannot fail of obferving, how
many excellent Leflons of Morality Ovid has
given us in the Courfe of his Fables.

The Story of Deucalion and Pyrrba teaches
that Piety and Innocence cannot mifs of the
divine Prote&ion, and that the only Lofs
irreparable is that of our Probity and Ju-
ftice.

That of Phaeton ; how the too great Ten-
dernefs of the Parent proves a Cruelty to
the Child; and that he, who would climhb
to the Seat of Fupiter, generally. meets with
his Bolt by the Way.

The Tale of Baucis and Philemon is mofk
“mitably told. He omits not the minu-
Tircumftance of a Cottage Life; and is
Yler than /Viygil, where he brings in

:d old Man Corycius, G. 4. Ovid

good old Couple, happy, and

cleanly Poverty ; hofpitable,

“¢ few Things that Fortune

. moderate in Deﬁres 3. afs

¢ conjugal Relation; fo

religious
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religious in Life, that when they obferved
their homely  Cabin rifing to a-Temple, all
the Bounty they afked of the Gods they had
entertained, was,: that they might do the
Office of Priefthood there ; and at their
Death not {urvive one another.

The Stories of Lycaon and Pentbeus, not
only deter from Infidelity and Irreverence
to the Gods 3 but the laft allo thews, that
too great Zeal produces the fame Effects as
none at all ; and that Enthufiafm is often
more cruel, than Atheilm.

The Story of Minos and Scylla reprefents
the Infamy of felling our Country ; and tea-
ches, that even they who love the Crime
abhor the Criminal.-

In Cippus we find a noble Magnanimity,
and heavenly Self-denial ; he preferred the
Good of the Republick to his own private
Grandeur ; and chofe, with an exemplary
Generofity, rather to live.a private Free-man
out of Rome, than to command Numbers of
Slaves in it.

From the Story of Hercules we learn, that
Glory is a Lady, who, like many others,
loves to have her Admirers fuffer a great
deal for her. 'The Poet enumerates the La~

: Co6 ' bours
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bours of the Hero; fhews how' he con-
quered every Thing for othefs, but nothing '
for himfelf : Then does him the poetical '
Juftice of an Apotheofis ; thinking it' moft’
fit that one who had borne the celeftial Orbs

on his Shoulders, fhould have a Manfion
amongft them.

From the Affumption of Rémulys ; that
when War is at an End, the chief Bufinefs
of Peace thould be the ena&ing good Laws :
that after a People are preferv’d from the
Enemy, the next Care thould be, to preferve
them from themfelves ; and therefore the
beft Legiflators deferve a Place amongft He-
roes and Deities.

From Ariadne being inhumanly deferted
by Thefeus ; and generoufly received by Bac-
chus ; we find, that as there is nothing we
can be fure of, {o there is nothing we ought
to defpair of,

From Althea burning the Brand ; that we
fhould take Care left under the Notion of
Juftice we fhould do a Cruelty ; for they
that are fet upon. Revenge, only endeavour
to imitate the Injury.

From Polyphemns making Love to Galated,
one may obferve that the moft deformed cag
' find
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find’ fotiétliing o like in their own Perfon.
He examines his Face in the Stream;, combs
his' ‘taful: Locks with a’/Rake; grows miore
exact, and ftudious of his Drefs, and difco-
vers the firft Sign of being n Love, by endea-
vouting &t amore than ufual Care to pleafe.

The Fable of Cephalus and "Procrys con=
firms, that every Trifle contributes to heigh-
ten the Difeafe of Jealoufy ; and that the
moft convincing Proofs can {carce cure it.

From that of Hippomenes and Atalanta we
may difcover, that a generous Prefent helps
10 perfuade, as well as an agreeable Perfon.

From Medea’s flying from Pelias’s Court s
that the offered Favours of theimpious thould
be always fufpected ; and that they, who de-
fign to make every one fear them, are afraid
of every one.

From Mjyrrha ; that Shame is fometimes
hard to be overcome, but if the Sex once
gets the better of it, it gives them afterwards
no more Trouble.

From Cenis ; that Effeminacy in Youth may
change to Valour in Manhood, and that a
- Fame perifhes fo does Cenfure. -

From
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From' Tereus 'y tthat .oné Crime lays the-
Foundation of inany ; and that the fame Per-;
fon who begins with Luft, may conclude
with Murther. [ 30 pas '

From Midas ; that nobody can punith a
covetous Man worfe than he punifthes him-
felf ;. that fcarce any thing ‘would fometimes
prove more fatal to us, than the Completion:
of our own Wifhes ; and that he who has |
the moft Defires, will certainly meet with the
moft Difappointments, '

- From the Pythagorean Philofophy, it may be.
obferved, that Man is the only Animal, who
kills his Fellow-creature without being an-

grye.

From Proteys we have this Leffon, that a-
Statefman can put on any Shape ;- can be a
Spaniel to the Lion, and a Lion to the Spaniel ;,
and that he knows not to be an Enemy, who
knows not how to feem a Friend ; that if al}
Crowns thould change their Miniftry, as often-
as they pleafe, though they may be called other
Minifters, they are ftill the fame Men.

* The Legend of Zfculapius’s V oyage to Rome
in-form of a Snake, feems to exprefs the ne-
ceflary Sagacity, required in Profeflors of that
Art for the readier Infight into Diftempers :

‘ This
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This Reptile being celebrated by the ancient
Naturalifts for a quick Sight.

Cur in amicorum vitiumtam cernis acutum
Quam aut aquile, aut ferpens Epidaurius & -=—
Horsbat, 31001,
The venerable Epidaurean affumed the Fi-

oure of an Animal without Hands to take
Fees; and therefore, grateful Pofterity ho-
noured him with a Temple. " In this Man-
ner thould wealthy Phyficians, upon proper
Qccafions, practife ; and thus their furviving
Patients reward.

If the Metamorphofes be attended to with a-
juft Application, and without Prepofleflion ;
One will be the lefs furprized at the Author’s
Prophetick Spirit, relating to the Duration
and Succefs of the Work.

Famque opus exegis e,

This Prediction has fo far proved true, that
this Poem has been, ever fince, the Magazine
which has furnifhed the greateft Poets of the.
following  Ages with Fancy and Allufions ;
and the moft celebrated Painters with Sub-
je&s and Defign.  Nor have his poetical Pre-
deceffors and Contemporaries, paid lefs Re<
gard to their own Performances. |

Infignemque meo capiti petere inde coronan,
Unde prius nulli velaruns tempora Mufe, Lucr. B. 1.
' Nem
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Nemo mé lacrumeis decovet, nec foinera fletn
Facfit 5 quur volito viva’ per ora virdm. Enn, F rage.
———Tentanda via eff, qud me quogue poffim
Tollere humoy viGorgue virdm volitare per ora.
' Wi, (Gag,
Me doclarum Edera premia Jrontium
Diis mifeent fuperis—=man o BoraOd, 5
Again,
Exegi monumentam gre pevennius,
Regalique fitu Pyramidum altius,
Luod non imber edax, non Aguilo impotens
Poffit diruere, aut innumerabiiss
Annorum feries, & fuga temporum.
Non omnis moriar.——— Hor. B: 3. Od, 30.

The whole Ode is, in a manner, a contini-
ed Compliment to his own Wrritings ; nor,
in imitation of this celebrated Author, want
we Poets of our prefent Age, who have been
pleafed to rank themfelves amongft their own
Admirers.

I have done with the Original, and thall
make no Excufe for the Length of the Pre-
face, becaufe it is in the Power of the Reader
to make it as thort as he pleafes. I fhall now
conclude with'a Word or two about the Ver-
fion.

Tranflation is commonly either Verbal, or
Paraphrafe, or Imiration ; of the firft is Mr.
. 9ands’s, which I think the Metamorpiofes can
by
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by, no means allow of. ~ Itisagreed, the Au-.
thor left it unfivifhed 5 if it badrundergone:
his laft Hand, it is more than probable, that
many,, Superfluities, had been retrencheds:
Where a - Poem is perfectly finifhed, the”
L'ranflation, with regard to particular Idioms,
eannot;be too exact; by domng this; the Senfe
of. thp ‘Authog 15 more -entirely his'own, and,
the Caft of the -Periuds more faithfully pre-;
{erved : but where a Poem is tedious through

Exuberance, or darkthrough a hafty Brevity,

1. think the Tranflator may.-be excufed for do=;
ing what the Author, upon revifing, would

?

have done himfelf. .-

A Mr szds Had beenof Athis,Opinion,pero"“
haps other Tranflations of the Metamorphofes
had not been attempted. il

__A Critick has obferved, that in his Verfionn®
of this Book, he has fcrupuloufly confined the:
Nurber of his Lines to thofe of the Original.’
>Tis fie: 1 fiould také the Suni upon Conteit,
and be better bred than'to count after him.

The Manner that {feems moft fuited for this!
p_refe_nt.'Undertaking,‘is'neit"he'r to follow the’
Author ‘too clofe out of a Critical Timorouf=!
nefs ; 1ior-abandon him!too wantonly through:
a Poetick Bdldnéfs: The Original thould al-.
ways be kept in View, without too apparent

a Devia~



Lo  PBB D aep

2 Deviation from the Senfe. Where i 18
otherwife, it is not‘a Verfion, But an' Trhitas
tion. - The Tranflaror ought 1o be'as intent to-
keep up the' Gracefulnefs of the!'Poem, as
artful to hide its Imperfe@ions 3 to Copy it§"
Beauties, and to throw ‘a Shade over 'itg Ble-
mifhes ; to be faithful to an Idolatry, where
the Auther excels ; and to take the Licence
of a little Paraphrafe, where Penury of Fan-

cy, or Drynefs of Expreflion feem to afk for it, :

The ingenious Gentlemen concerned in'
- this Undertaking feem to be of this Opinion'; .
and therefore they have not only confulted the!
Reputation of the Author, but their own!
alfo. There is one of them has no other
Share in this Compliment than by ‘being the
Occafion of engaging them' that have; jnl
obliging the Publick, He Kas alfo been fo!
juft to the Memory of Mr, Dryden, as to give
his incomparable Lines the Advantage of ap-
pearing {o near his own. {00 '

I cannot pafs by that admirable Englifh Po-'
et, without endeavouring to make his Coun-
try fenfible of the Obligations they have to
his Mufe. Whether they confider the fow-
‘ing’ Grace of his Verfification ; the vigorous-
Sallies of his Fancy ; orthe peculiar Delicacy
of his Periods ; they’ll difcover Excellencies
never to be enough ‘admired,  If they trace

: him,



him from the firft Productions of his Youth,

to the laft Performances of his Age, they’ll.
find, that as the Tyranny of Rhyme never im-_
pofed on the Perfpicuity of the Senfe s foa
languid Senfe never wanted to be fet off by

the Harmony of Rhyme. Andas his earlier
Works wanted no Maturity, fo his latter
wanted no Force or Spirit. The falling off
of his Hair, had no other Confequence, than

o make his Laurels be feen the more.

PREFACE: W

As a Tranflator he was juft ; asan Inven-
tor he was rich. His Verfions of fome Parts
of Lucretius, Horace, Homer, and Virgil
throughout, gave him 2 juft Pretence to that
Compliment which was made to Monfieur
& Ablancourt, a celebrated French Tranfla-
tor ; It is uncertain who have the greateft Obli-
gations to him, the Dead or the Living. :

With all theie wonderous Talcuts, he was
libelled in his Life-time by the very Men,
who had no other Excellencies, but as they
were his Imitators. Where he was allowed
to have Sentiments fuperior to all others,
they charged him with Theft: But how did
he freai ? No otherwife than like thofe that .
fteal Beggars Children, only to cloath them’
the better.

™is
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continue this ,Ui)ﬂfai’rBéthi‘éur,‘; and treatone
aﬁé‘t‘hlefr'g\?é'ryﬂDéjf - with “moft " injutious Ii-
bels.. The Mufes fhodld be Ladics of a'chafte
and fair Behaviour : when they are otherwife,
they are Furies. *Tis cortdin that Parnaffus
is at beft but 2 barren Mountain, and its Tn-
hfaibit?é'r)‘t‘s'""cdntlfivc»'to_A malke it more fo, by
tHé‘h"’uﬁf‘néiglﬂ‘fou‘fly.‘ Deportment ;. the Au-
thors aré the only Corporation that endeavoys”
at the-Ruin of their own Society., Every
Day may convince them, how much a rich
Fool is refpected above a poor Wit. The
only Talents in efteem at prefent are thofe of '
“xchange-Alley ; one Tally is worth a Grove
of Bays’;. and ’tis of much more Confequence
to be well read in the Tables of Intereft and
the Rife and Fall of Stocks, than in the Re--
volution of Empires, '
Mr. Dryden is fHill afad’and fhameful In.-
flance of this Truth™: The Min' that could
make Kings immortal, and raife triumphant
Arches to Heroes, now wants a poor {quare
Foot of Stone, to fhow where the Afhes of
~one of the greateft Poets, that ever was u pon

Earth, are depofited.

C O N-
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METAMORPHOSES.

BOYO AT

Tranflated by Mr. JorNn DRrRYDEN.

fing :
Ye Gods, from whom thefe Miracles did
‘ {yring, '
Infpire my Numbers with celeftial Heat
>Tiill I my long laborious Work compleat :

And add perpetual Tenour to my Rhimes,
Deduc’'d from Nature's Birth to Cz/ar’s Times,
Before the Seas and this terreftrial Ball,
And Heav’n’s high Canopy, that covers all,
One was the Face of Nature s i1f a Face ;-
Rather a rude and indigefied Mafs;
D Z A UFC?
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A lifelefs Lump, uﬁfaﬂuon d, and unfram’d,
ijarrmg Seeds ; dnd guftly Chaos nam’d.
No Sun was hghted"up the World to view ;
No Moon did yet her: blunted Horns renew :
.‘Nor)et was»Earth fufpended in the Sky ;
‘Nor pois’d, did on her own Foundations lie : -

Nor Seas about the Shores their Armg had thrown 5
But Earth and Air and Water, were in one.

Thus Air was void of Light, and Earth unftable, -
And Water’s dark Abyfs unnavigable.

No certain Form on any.was imprett ;

All were confus’d, and each difturb’d the reft.

For hot and cold were in one Body fixt ;

And foft with hard, and light with heavy niixt,

But God, or Nature, while they thus contend,

To the’e inteftine Difcords put an end :

‘Then Earth from Air, and Seas from Farth were driv’n,
And grofler Air furk from ztherial Heav'n.

'Thus difembroil’d, they take their proper Place ;,
The next of kin, contiguoufly embrace ; }
And Foes are funder’d, by a larger Space.

The Force of Fire afcended firft on high,

And took its Dwelling in the vaulted Sky :

Then Air fucceeds, in Lightnefs next to Fire ;
Whofe Atoms from unactive Earth retire..

Earth finks beneath, and draws a num’rous Throng
Of pond’rous, thick, unweildy Seeds along..

About her Coafts unruly Waters roar,

And rifing on a Ridge infult the Shore.

Thus when the God, whatever God was he,

Had forin’d the Whole, and made the Parts agree,
That
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"That no unequal Portions might be found, : ‘
He mioulded Earth into a fpacious Round :
Then with a Breath, he gave the Winds to blow,
And bade the congregated Waters flow.
He adds the running Springs, and ftanding Lakes,
And bounding Banks for winding Rivers makes.
Some Part in Earth are fivallow’d up, the moft
In ample Oceans difembogu’d, are loft.
He fhades the woods, the Vallies he reftrains
With rocky Mountains, and extends the Pluns.

And as five Zones th’ wtherial Regions bind,
Flive, correfpondent, are to Earth aflign’d:
The Sun, with Rays directly darting down,
Fires all beneath, and fries the middle Zone :
The two beneath the diftant Poles complain
Of endlefs Winter and perpetual Rain.
Betwixt th’ Extreams, two happier Climates hold
The Temper that partakes of Hotand Cold.
The Fields ofliquid Air, inclofing all,
Surround the Compafs of this earthly Ball :
The lighter Parts lie next the Fires above ;
The groffer near the watery Surface move:
Thick Clouds are {pread, and Storms engender there,
And Thunder’s Voice, which wretched Mortals fear,
And Winds that on their Wings cold Winter beary
Nor were thofe bluf’ring Brethren left at large,
On Secas and Shores their Fury todifcharge :
Bcund as they are, and circumferib’d m Place,

They rend the World refiftlefs, where they Pd(b ;
And mighty Marks of Mifchief leave behind; |
Such is the Rage of their tempeftuous Kind.

D ;3 Firfk
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Firft Eurus to the rifing Morn is ‘fent, sEbedf ol

(The Regions of the balmy Continent ;)

And Eaffern Realms, where eatly Perfians run,

To greet the bleft Appearance of the Sun.

Weflward the wanton Zeplyr wings his F light,

Pleas’d with the Remnants of departing Light:

Fierce Boreas, with his Offspring, iffues forth

T’invade the frozen Waggon of the Norzh,

While frowning 41/er fecks the Sonthern Sphere 3

And rots, with endlefs Rain, th’ unwholfome Year,
High o’er the Clouds, and empty Realms of Wind,

The God a clearer:Space for Heav'n defign’d;

* Where Fields of Light; and liquid Ather flow ;

Purg’d from the pond’rous Dregs of Earth below.
Scarce had the Pow’s diftinguifh’d thefe, when ftreight

The Stars, no longer overlaid with Weight,

Exert their Heads, from underneath the Mals 5 |

And upward thoot, and kindle as they pal, }

And with diffufive Light adorn their heav’nly Place.

"Then, every Void of Nature to fupply,

With Forms of Gods he fills the vacant Sky:

New Herds of Beafls he {ends, the Plains to fhare

New Colonies of Birds to people Air ;

And to their cozy Beds, the finny Fifh repair,
A Creature of 2 more exalted Kind

Was wanting yet, and then was Man defign’d ;

Con’cious of Thought, of more capacious Breaft,

For Empire form’d, and fit to rule the reft :

Whether with Particles of heav’nly Fire

The God of Nature did his Soul infpire,
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Or Earth, but tew divided from the Sky, |
And, pliant, fill retain’d th’ stherial Energy :

Which wife Prometheus temper’d into Pafte,

And mixt with living Streams the godlike Image caft.
Thus, whilethemute Creation‘déwnward bend

Their Sight,and to théir earthly Mother tend,

Man looks aloft § and with erected Eyes "

Beholds his own'hereditary Skies.

Trom fuch rude Principles our Form began,

Aud Earth was metamorphos’d into Man.

e The GoLpEN AGE. -

The Golden Age was firlt ;. when Man'yet new,
No Rule but uncorrupted Reafon knew : }
And with a native Bent; did Good purfue.
Unforc'd by Punithment, unaw’d by Fear,
His Words were fimple, and his Soul fincere’s
Needlefs: was written Law, where none oppreft :
The Law of Man was wiitten in his Breaft :
No fuppliant Crowds before the Judge appear’d,
No Court erelted yet, no Caufe was heard, }
But all was fafe, for Confcience was their Guard.
The Mountain-Trees in diftant Profpeét pleafe.,
E're yet the Pine defcended to the Seas;
F’re Sails were {pread, new Oceans to explore 3
And happy Mortals, unconcern’d for more, }
Confin’d their Wifhes to their native Shore.
No Walls were yet, nor Fence, nor Moat, nor Mound,
Nor Drum was heard, nor Trumpet’s angry found :

Dy 4, NI
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Nor Swords were forg’d 5 but void of Care and Crime,
The foft Creation flept away their Time.;,

The teeming Earth yet guiltlefs of the Plough,

And unprovok’d did fruitful Stores allow :

Content with Food, which Nature freely bred, .

On Wildings and on Strawberries they fed ;

Cornels and Bramble-berries gave the reft,

And falling Acorns furnifh’d out a Feaft.

The Flow’rs unfown in Fields and Meadows reign’d :

And Weftern Winds immortal Spring maintain’d,

In following Years, the bearded Corn enfu’d 7

From Earth unatk’d, nor was that Earth fenew’d.

From Veins of Vallies, Milk and Neétar broke,

And Honey fweating throngh the Pores of Oak.

The SvLv ER AgE:

But when good Saturn, banifh’d from above,
Was driv'n to Hell, the World was under Fove,
Succeeding Times a Silver Age behold,
Excelling Brafs, but more excell’d by Gold.
Then Summer, Autumn, Winter, did appear ;
And Spring was but a Seafon of the Year,
The Sun his annual Courfe obliquely made,
Good Dz.lys contraéted, and enlarg’d the bad.
Then Air with fultry Heats began to glow ;
The Wings of Winds were clogg’d with Ice and Snow;
And fhivering Mortals into Houfes driv’n,
Sought Shelter from th’ Inclemency of Heav’n,
Thofe Houfes then were Caves, or homely Sheds,
With twining Oziers fenc'd 5 and Mofs their Beds.
Then
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Then Ploaghs, for Seed, the fruitful Furrows broke,

And Oxen labour’d firft beneath the Yoke.
The BRAZEN AGE. .

To this came next in courfe, the Brazen Age
A warlike Offspring, prompt to bloody Rage,

Not unpxoua yet.

The IRON -A G.E.

Hard Steel fucceeded then';

And ftubborn as the Metal, were the Men.
Truth, Modefty, and Shame, the World forfook ¢
Fraud, Awvarice and Force their Places took.
Then Sails were fpread, to every Wind that blew.
Raw were the Sailors, and the Depths were new :
Trees rudely hollow’d, did the Waves fuftain,

E're Ships 1n Triumph plough’d the wat'ry Plain, '

Then Landmarks limited to each his Right;
Tor all before was common as the Light.
Nor was the Ground alone requir’d to bear
Jer annual Income to the crooked Share,
But greedy Mortals, rummaging her Store,
Digg ’d from her Entrails firlt the precious Oares
Which next to Hell the prudent Gods had laid
And that alluring I11 to Sight difplay’ d.
Thus curfed Steel, and more accurfed Gold,

Gave Mifchief Birth, and made that Mifchiefbold :

And double Death did wretched Man invade,
By Steel affaulted, and by Gold betray'd.
D5

Now
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Now (brandifh’d Weapons glittering in their Hands)
- Mankind is broken loofe from moral Bands ;

No Rights of Hofpitality remain :

The Gueft, by him who harbour’d him, is flain
The Son-in‘Law purfues the Father’s Life ;

The Wife her Hufband murders; he the Wife,

The Step. dame Poifon for the Son prepares ;

The Son inquires into his Father’s Years. :

Faith flies, and Piety in Exile mourns ;

And Juflice, here opprett, to Heav’n returns.

L The G1aNTs War.

Nor were the Gods themfelves more fafe above ;

Againtt beleaguer'd Heav’n the Giants move.
Hills pil’d on Hills, on Mountains Mountains lie,
To make their mad Approaches to the Sky.
*Till Jove, no longer patient, took his Time
T’avenge with Thunder their audacious Crime :
Red Lightning play’d along the Firmament,
And their demolith’d Works to pieces rent.
Sing’d with the Flames, and with the Bolts transfixt,
With native Earth, their Blood the Monflers mixt 3
The Blood, indu’d with animating Heat,
Did in th’impregnant Earth new Sons beget :
They, like the Seed from which they fprung, accurft,
Againft the Gods immortal Hatred nurft,
An impious, arrogant, and cruel Brood ;

Exprefling their Criginal from Blood.

. Which when the King of Gods beheld from high
(Withal revolving in his Memory,

What
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What he himftlf had found on Earth of late,

Lycaon’s Guilt, and his inhumane Treat,)

He figh’d ; nor 1oﬁger with his Pity ftrove,

But kindled to 2 Wrath becoming Fove : '

Then call’d a General Council of the Gods .
Who fummon’d, iffue from their bleft Abodes,
And fill th’Afiembly with a fhining Train.

A Way there is, in Heav’n’s expanded Plain
Which, when the Skies are clear is feen below,
And Mortals, by the Name of Milky, know.

The Ground-work is of Stars ; through which the Road
Lies open to the Thanderer’s Abode:

The Gods of greater Nations dwell around,

And on the right and left the Palace bound;

The Commons where they can : the nobler Sort
With Winding-doors wide open, front the Court.
This Place, as far as Earth with Heav’n may vie, .
I dare to call the Louvre of the Sky.

When all were plac’d, in Seats diftinctly known,
And he, their Father, had affum’d the Throne,
Upon his Iv’ry Sceptre firft he leant,

Then thook his Head, that thook the Firmament:
Air, Earth, and Seas, obey’d th’ Almighty Nod,
And with a gen’ral Fear confefs’d the God.
Atlength, with Indignation, thus he broke

His aweful Silence, and the Pow’rs befpoke.

I was not more concern’d in that Debate
Of Empire, when our univerfal State
‘Was put to hazard, and the Giant Race

Our captive Skies were ready to embrace ;
D6 ‘For
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For tho’ the Foe vas fierce, the Seeds of all

Rebellion, fprung from one Original ;

Now, wherefoever ambient Waters glide,

All are carrupt, and all muft be deftroy’d.

Let me this holy Proteftation make, -

By Hell, and Hell’s inviolable Lake,

I try’d whatever in the Godhead lay :

But gangren’d Members m uft be lopt away, }
Before the nobler Parts are tainted to decay.

There dwells below a Race of Demi-gods, :

Of Nymphs in Waters, and of Fawns in Woods ;
Who, tho’ not worthy. yet, in Heav'n to live,

Let’em, at leatl enjoy that Earth we give.

Can thefe be thought fecurely lodg’d below,

When T myfelf, who no Superibi‘ know, _

I, who have Heav’n and Earth at my Command,
Have been attempted by Lycass’s Hand ?

At this a Murmur through the Synod went,
And with one Voice they vote his Punifhment.
Thus, when Coufpiring Traitors dar’d to doom
“TheFall of Cefar, and in him of Rome,

The Nations trembled with a pious Fear,

All anxious for their earthly Thunderer :

Nor was their Care, O Cuz/ar, lefs efteem’d :

By thee, than that of Heav’n for Fove was deem’d ;

Who with his Hand and Voice did firft reftrain

Their I\'iurxndrs.; then refum’d bis Speech again. |

The Gods to Silence were compos’d, and fate

With Reverence due to his fuperior State,
Cancel your pious Cares ; already he

Has paid his Dbt to Juftice and to me,
Yet
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Vet what his Crimes, and what my Judgments were,
Remains for me thus briefly to declare.

The Clamours of this vile degenzrate Age,

The Cries of Orphans, and th’ Oppreflor’s Rage,
Had reach’d the Stars:: I will defcend, faid I,
In hope to prove this loud Complaint a Lie.
Difguis’d in human Shape, I travell’d round: -

The World, and more than what I heard, I found.
O’er Menalus 1 took my fteepy Way,

By Caverns infamous for; Beafts.of Prey :

Then crofs’d Cyllené, and the piny Shade,

More infamous by curft chaan made :

Dark Night had cover’d Heav’n and Earth, before
I enter’d his unhofpitable Door.

Juft at my Entrance 1 difplay’d the Sign

That fomewhat was approaching of divine.

The proftrate People pray ;- the Tyrant grins ; .
And adding Profanation to his Sins, !

I’ll try, faid he, and if a God appear,

To prove his Deity fhall coft him dear.

*Twas late; the gracelefs Wretch my Death prepares,
When I fhould foundly {leep, oppreft with Cares :
This dire Experimént he chofe, to prove
1f I were mortal, or undoubted Fove -

But firft he had refolv’d to tafte my Pow'r:;
Not long before, but in a lucklefs Hour,
Some Legates, fent from the Volofffan State,
Were on a peaceful Errand come to treat :
Of thefe he murders one ; he boils the Flefh,

And lays the mangled Morfels ina Difh
' Some
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Some Part he roafts ;. ‘then ferves it up fo dreft,

And bids me welcome to this humane Feaft.

Mov'd with Difdain, the Table I o’erturn’d ;

And with avenging Flames, the Palace burn’d.

The Tyrant, in a Fright, for Shelter gains

The neighb’ring Fields, and feours along the Plains.

Howling he fled, and fain he would have fpoke 3

But human Voice his brutal Tongue forfook,

About his Lips, the gather’d Foam he churns, '

And, breathing Slaughters, ftill with Rage he burns, }

But on the bleating Flock his Fury turns,

His Mautle, now his Hide, with rugged Hairs

Cleaves to his'Back ; a famifh’d Face he bears ;

His Arms defcend, his Shoulders fink away

To multiply hig Legs for Chace of Prey.

He grows a Wolf, his Hoarinefs remains,

And the fame Rage in.other Members reigns.

His Eyes ftill fparkle in a narf'wer Space :

His Jaws retain the Grin, and Violence of his Face.

This was a fingle Ruin, but not one

Deferves fo juft a Punithinent alone.

Mankind’s a Monfter, and th’ ungodly Times '

Confed’rate into Guilt; are fworn to Crimes,

All are alike involv’d in I11, and all

Muft by the fame reléntlefs Fury fall.

Thus ended he': the greater Gods aflent ;

By Clamours urging his fevere Intent; }

The lefs fill up the Cry for Punithment.

Yet {till with Pity they remember Man,

And mourn as much 4s heav’nly Spirits can.
‘ They



Book I. Ov1D’s Metamorphofes. 5
They afk, when thofe were loft of human Birth; {
What he would do with all this Wafte of Earth :

If his difpeopl’d World he would refign

To Bealls, a mute and more ignoble Line ;

Neglefted Altars muft no longer fmoke,

If none were left to worfhip and invoke.

To whem the Father of the Gods reply’d, :
Lay that unneceffary Fear afide : }
Mine be the Care new People to provide. :

1 will from wond’rous Principles ordain

A Race unlike the firft, and try my Skill again.

Already had he tofs’d the flaming Brand,

And roll’d the Thunder in his fpacious Hand ; }
Preparing to difcharge on Seas and Land :

But ftopt, for fear, thus violently driv’n, :
The Sparks fhould catch kis Axle-tree of Heav’n.
Rememb’ring in the Fates, a Time when Fire
Should to the Battlements of Heav’n afpire,

And all his blazing Worlds above fhon'd burn,
And all th’ inferior Globe to Cinders turn.

His dire Artill’ry thus difmift, he bent

His Thoughts to fome fecurer Punithment 3
Concludes to pour a wat’ry Deluge down,

And what he durft not burn, refolves to drown.

The Northern Breath, that freezes Flcods, he binds,
Wi ith ali the Race of cloud-difpelling Winds 3 '
"The South he loos’d, who Night and Horror brings,
And Fogs are fhaken from his flaggy Wings :

From his divided Beard two Streams he pours,
His Head and rheamy Eyes diftil in Show’rs,
With
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- With Rain his Robe, and heavy Mantle flow :
And lazy Mifts are low’ring on his Brow ;
Still as he fept along, with his clench’d Fift
He fqueez’d the Clouds, th’ imprifon’d Clouds refift :
The Skies, from Pole to Pole, with Peals refound,
And Show’rs inlarg’d come pouring on the Ground.
Then clad in Colours of a various Dye,
Junonian Iris breeds a new Supply
To feed the Clouds : Impetuous Rain defcends ;
The bearded Corn beneath the Burden bends -
Defrauded Clowns deplore their perifh’d Grain,’
And the long Labours of the Year are vain,

Nor from his patrimonial Heaven alone
Is Fove content to pour his Vengeance down ;
Aid from his Brother of the Seas he craves,
To help him with auxiliary Waves.
The wat’ry Tyrant calls his Brooks and Floods,
Who rowl! from thofly Caves (their moift Abodes 3,
And with perpetual Urns his Palace fil] -
To whom, in brief, he thus imparts his Will,

Small Exhortation needs 3 your Pow’rs employ ;
And this bad World, fo Jowe requires, deftroy.
Let loofe the Reins to all your wat’ry Store ;
Bear down the Dams, and open ev’ry Door.

The Floods, by Nature Enemies to Land,
And proudly fivelling with their new Command,
Remove theliving Stones, that {topt their Way,
And guthing from their Source augment the Sea,
Then, with his Mace, thelr Monarch {truck the Ground;
With inward Trembling Earth receiv'd the Wound, }
Andrifing Streams a ready Paffage found.

Th’ ex-
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Th’ expanded Waters gather on the Plain :

They float the Fields, and over-top the Grain j
Then rafhing onwards with a fxveépy Sway,

Bear Flocks, and Folds, and lab’ring Hinds away. .
Nor {afe their Dwellings were, for fapp'd by Floods,
Their Houfes fell upon their Houfhold Gods..

The folid Piles too ftrongly built to fall,

High o’er their Heads behold a wat’ry Wall ¢

Now Secas and Earth were in Confufion loft,

A World of Waters, and without a Coatft.

Oune climbs a Cliff; one in his boat is born,
And ploughs above, where late he fow’d his Corn.
Others o’er Chimney-tops and Turrets row,

And drop their Anchors on the Meads below :

Or downward driv’n, they bruife the tender Vine,
Or toft aloft, are knock’d againit a Pine.

And where of late the Kids had cropt the Grafs,
The Monfters of the Deep now take their Place.
Infulting Nereids-on the Cities ride,

And wond’ring Dolphins o’er the Palace glide.

On Leaves and Mafts of mighty Oaks they brouze,
And their broad Fins entangle in the Boughs,,

The frighted Wolf now fwims amongft the Sheep 3
The yellow Lion wanders, in the Degp 3°

His rapid Force no longer helps the Boar 3

The Stag fvims fafler, than heran before,

The Fowls, long beating on their \Vings.in vain,
Defpair of Land and drop 10to the Main.

Now Hills and Vales no more Diftin&ion know,

. And levell’d Nature lies o prefs’d below.

The
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The moft of Mortals' perifhin the Flood ;
The fimall Remainder dies forwant of Food

A Mountain of ftupendous Height there ﬁands
Betwixt th® Arhenian and Baotian Lands,

The Bound of fruitful Fields; while Fields: they wcxe,

But then a Field of Waters did appear
Parnafus is its Name's ‘whofe. forky Rife !

Mounts through' the Clouds, and mates'the lofty Skxesu

High on the Summit of this'dubious CIiff; -
Dencalion wafting, moor’d his little Skiff,
He with his Wife were only left behind
Of perifh’d Man : they two were Himan Kind,
‘The Mountain Nymphs, and Thernis they adore,
And from her Oracles Relief implore,
‘The moft upright of mortal Men was he ;
The moft fincere and holy Woman, fhe.

When _‘ﬁtpzter, furveymc Earth from h1g‘n
Beheld it in 2 Lake of Water lie,
That where fo many M1ll1ons lately liv'd,
But two, the beft of either-Sex, ﬁwvxv’d
He loos’d the Northérn Wind'; fierce Bma: flies
To puff away the Clouds, and- purge the Skies:
Screnely, while he blows, the Vapours driv’n,
Difcover Heav’n ‘to 'Earth and Earth to Heav'n.
The Billows fall, while Neprune lays his Mace

On the rough Sea, and fmooths its furrow’d Face.

Already Triton, at his Call appears
Above the Waves; a Zyrian Robe he w ears,
Axd in his Hand a crooked Trumpet bears,

The
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The Sovereign bids him peaceful Sounds infpire,
And give the Waves the Signal to retire.
His writhen Shell he takes, whofe narrow Vent
Grows by Degrees intoa large Extent,
Then gives it Breath ; the Blaftwith doubling Sound
Runs the wide Cifcuit.of the World atound, ' "+ 7
The Sun firft beard it, in hisearly Eaft, b
And met the rattling Bohoes i the! Weft.
The Waters, lift’niag to the Trumpet’s Roar,
Obey the Summons, and forfake the Shore. '

A thin Circumference of Land appears,
And Earth, but not at once, her Vifage rears,
And peeps upon the Seas from upper Grounds 3
The Streams, but juft contain’d within their Bounds,
By flow Degrees into their Channelscrawl, '
And Earth, increafes, as the Waters fall.
In longer Time the Tops of Trees appear,
Which Mud. on their difhonour’d Branches beary

At length the World wasall reftor’d to view;:
But defolate, and of afickly Hue :
Nature beheld herfelf, and flood aghatty
A difmal Defart, and a filent Wafle.

Which when Deucalion, with a piteous Look
Beheld, he wept, and thus to Pyrrba {poke 3
Oh Wife.! oh Sifter! oh, of all thy Kind
The beft, and only Creature left behind, }
By Kindred, Love, and now by Nature join’d ;
Of Multitudes, who breath’d the common Air,
We tworemain ; a Speciesina Pair:

The
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The reft the Seas have fwallow’d 3 nor have we
Ev’n of this wretched Life a Certain';y.
"The Clouds are #till above ; and while I fpeak,
A fecond Deluge o’er our Heads may break,
Shou’d 1 be fnatch’d from hence, and thou remain,
Without Relief, or Partner of thy Pain, }
How cou’dft thou fuch a wretched I ife {aftajn ?
Shou’d I be left, and thou be loft, the Sea
That bury’d her I lov’d, thou’d bury me.
Oh cou’d our Fatherhis old Arts infpire,
And make me Heir of his informing Fire,
That fo T might abolith’d Man retrieve,
. And perifh’d People in new Souls might live,
But Heav’n is pleas’d, nor ought we to complain, .
That we, th’ Examples of Mankind, remain.
He faid; the careful Couple join their Tears ;
And then invoke the Gods with pious Prayers.
Thusin Devotion having eas’d their Grief,
From facred Oracles they feek Relief ;
And to Cephyfus’ Brook their Way purfue :
The Stream was troui)]ed, but the Ford they knew ;
With living Waters, in the Fountain bred,
They fprinkle firft their Garments, and their Head, 1
Then took the Way which to th ¢ emple led. J
The Roofs were ali defil’d with Mofs and Mire,
The defart Altars void of folemn Fire.
Before the Gradual proftrate thev ador'd ;
The Pavement kifs’d, and thus the Saint implor’d,
O righteous Themis, if the Pow’rs above

By Pray’rs are bent to pity and to love;
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If human Miferies can move their Mind,

If yet they can forgive, and yet be kind ;

Tell how we may reftore, by fecond Birth,

Mankind, and people defolated Earth,

Then thus the gracious‘ Goddefs, nodding, faid,

Depart, and with your Veftments veil your Head 3

And ftooping lowly down, with loofen’d Zones,

Throw cach behind your Backs, your mighty Mother’s
bones.

Amaz’d the Pair, and mute with Wonder ftand,

"Till Pyrrba firft refus’d the dire Command.

Forbid it Heav’n, faid fhe, that I fhow’d tear

Thofe holy Reliques from the Sepulchre,

They ponder’d the myfterious Words again,

For fome new Senfe; and long they fought in vain :

At length Deucalion clear’d his cloﬁdy Brow,

And faid, the dark Znigma will allaw

A Meaning, whichif well I underftand,

From Sacrilege will free the Gad’s Command :

This Earth our mighty Mother is, the Stones

In her capacious Body are her Bones :

Thefe we muft caft behind. With Hope and Fear,

The Woman did the new Solution hear :

'The Man diffides in his own Augury,

And doubts the Gods ; yet both refolve to try.

Defcending from the Mount, they firft unbind

Their Vefts, and veil’d, they caft the Stones behind 3

The Stones (a Miracle to mortal View,

Butlong Tradition makes it pafs for true)

Did firft the Rigour of their Kind expel,

And fuppled into Softnefs, as they fell ;
Then
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Then fwwell’d, and fwelling, by Degrees grew warm,
And took the Rudiments of human Form,
Imperfe& Shapes 3 .in Marble fuch are feen,

When the rude Chiffel does the Man begin ;

While yet the Roughnefs of the Stone remains,
Without the rifing Mufcles and the Veins,

The fappy Parts, and next refembling Juice,

Were turn’d to Moifture, for the Body’s Ufe ;
Sflpplying Humours, Blood, and Nourifhment,

The reft too folid to receive a Bent,

Converts to Bones ; and what was once a Vein,

Its former Name and Nature did retain,

By help of Pow’r Divine, in little Space,

What the Man threw affum’d a manly Face ; }
And what the Wife, renew’d the female Race,
Hence we derive our Nature ; born to bear
Laborious Life, and harden’d into Care.

The reft of Animals, from teeming Earth
Produc’d, in various Forms receiv’d their Birth.
The native Moifture, in its clofe Retreat,

Digefted by the Sun’s =therial Heat,
As in akindly Womb began to breed ;
Then fwell’d, and quicken’d by the vital Seed.
And fome in lefs, and fome in longer Space,
Were ripen’d into Form, and took a fev'ral Face.
Thus when the Nil from Pharian Fields is fled,
And feeks with Ebbing Tides, his ancient Bed,
‘The fat Manure with Heav’nly Fire is warm’d,
And crufted Creatures, as in Wombs, are form’d .
Thefe, when they turn the Glebe, the Peafants find,
Some rude, and yet unfinifh’d in their Kind ;

Short
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Short of their Limbs, a lame; impetfeét Birth ;5.
One half alive ;. and one of lifelefs Earth. -

For Heat and Moifture, when'in Bodies join’d,
The Temper that refults from either Kind
Conception makes 5 and fighting till they mix,
Their mingled Atoms in each other fix.

Thus Nature’s Hand the genial Bed prepares
With friendly Difcord, and with fruitful Wars,

From hence the Surface of the Ground, with Mud
And Slime befmear’d, (the Faces of the Flood)
Receiv’d the Rays of Heav’n ; and fuckingin
The Seeds of Heat, new Creatures did begin :

Some were of fev’ral Sorts produc’d before,
But of new Montters, Earth created more.
Unwillingly, but yet fhe brought to light
"Thee, Python too, the wond’ring World to fright, }
And the new Nations with fo dire a Sight :
So mon{trous was his Bulk, fo large a Space
Did his vaft Body, and long Train embrace.
Whom Phabus batking on a Bank efpy’d ;
E’re now the God his Arrows had not try’d - =
But on the trembling Deer, or Mountain Goat 3
At this new Quarry he prepares to fhoot.
Though every Shaft took place, he fpent the Store
Of his full Quiver ; and ’twas long before }
Th’ expiring Serpent wallow’d in his Gore. :
Then, to preferve the Fame of fuch a Deed,
For Python {lain, he Pyshian Games decreed.
‘W here noble Youths for Mafterfhip fhou’d ftrive,
"To quoit, to run, and Steeds, and Chariots drive.
The
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The Prize was Fame : In Witnefs of Renown
. An oaken Garland did the Viétor crown,:

The Laurel was not yet for Triumphs born ;
But every Green alike by Phabus worn,

Did, with promifcuous Grace his flowing Locks adorn.

|

The Transformation of DAPENE into @ Laurel.

The firft and faireft of his Loves was the,
‘Whom not blind Fortune, but the dire Decree
Of angry Cupid forc’d him to defire :

Daplne her Name, and Pereus was her Sire,
Swell’d with the Pride, that new Succefs attends,
He fees the Stripling, while his Bow he bends,
And thus infulis him ; Thou lafcivious Boy,
Are Arms like thefe for Children to employ ?
Kanow, fuch Atchievements are my proper Claim,
Pue to my Vigour and unerring Aim :

Refiftlefls are my Shafts, and Pythonlate

In fuch a feather’d Death, has found his Fate.
Take up the T'orch (and lay my Wedpons by)
With that the feeble Souls of Lovers fry..

To whom the Son of Penus thus reply’d,

Phabus, thy Shafts are fure on all befide,

But mine on Phebys ; mine the Fame fhall be
Of all thy Conquefts, when'I conquer thee,

He faid, and {oaring, fwifily wing’d his Flight;
Nor ftopt but on Parnaffis’ airy Height,

Two diff "rent Shaits he from his Quiver draws ;
One to repel Defire, and one to caufe.

-
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One Shaft is pointed with refulgent Gold, .
To bribe the Love, and make the Lover bold :
One blunt, and tipt with Lezid,{wh_ofe bafe Allay »
 Provokes Difdain, and drives Defire away.
The blunted Bolt againft the Nymph he dreft ;
But with the fharp transfixt 4poll’s Breaft.
"~ Th’ enamour’d Deity purfues the Chaces.:. it
The fcornful Damfel fhuns his loath’d Embrace :
In hunting Beafts of Prey, her Youth employs;
And Phabe rivals in her rural Joys.
With naked Neck fhe goes, and Shoulders bare 3
And with a Fillet binds her flowing Hair.
By many Suitors fought, fhe mocks their Pains,
And ftill her vow’d Virginity maintains.
Impatient of a Yoke, the Name of Bride
She fhuns, and hates the Joys, fhe never try’d.
On Wilds, and Woods, fhe fixes her Defire; -
Nor knows what Youth, and kindly Love, infpire.
Her Father chides her oft : Thou ow’ft,.fays he,
A Hufband to thyfelf, a Son to me.
She, like a Crime, abhors the Nuptial Bed ; 2
She glows with Blufhes, and fhe hangs her Head, ’
Then cafting round his Neck her tender Arms,
Sooths him with Blandifhments and filial Charms:
Give me, my Lord, fhe faid, to live and die
A fpotlefs Maid, without the Marriage Tie.
*Iis but a fmall Requeit; I beg no more
Than what Diana’s Father gave before.
The good old Sire was {often’d to confent ;
But faid her Wifh wou’d prove her Punifhment :
Voui.I. E Fo:
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For fo much Youth, and fo much Beauty join’d

Oppos’d the State, vxf:hié'hr hef_DéIires defign’d.
The God of Light, afpiiing to her Bed,

Hopes what he feeks, fvj;h:ﬂattErilng Fancies fed ; }

And is, by his own Oracles mifled.

And as in empty Fields, the Stubble burns,

b

Or nightly Travellers, when Day returns,

"Their afelefs Torchies on’ dry Hedges throw,

That catch the Flames; and kindlz afl the Row ;

So burns the God, confuming in Defire,

And feéding in his Bieaft 4 fruitlels Fire .

‘Her well—turn"d Neck he view’d (her Neck was bare)
And on her Shoulders her difhevell’d hair :

Oh, were it comb’d, faid he, with what a Grace
Wou’d every waviig Curl become her Face !

He view'd her Eyes, like hcav’nly Lamps that fhone,
He view’d her Lips, too fweet to view alone,

Her taper Fingers, and het panting Breaft 3

He praifes all he fecs, and for the reft

Believes the Beauties yet unfeen are beft -

Swift as the Wind the Damfel fled away,

ls'_s_-r did for thefe allaring ‘Speeches flay :

Si"ﬁy, Nymph, he ¢ry’d, 1 follow, not a Foe.

Thus from the Lyon trips the trembling Doe ;
Thus from the Wolf the frighten’d Lamb removes,
And, from purfuing Faclcons, fearful Doves ; }
Thou thunn’ft 2 Gaod, and hunn’ft a God that loves.
Ah, left fome Thorti fhow’d pierce thy tender Foort,
Or thou fhov’dft full in flying my Purfuit !

To ﬂmfp’ wneven Ways thy Sie})s decline ;

Abite thy Speed, and I will bate of mine.

g

Yet
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Yet think from whom thou doft {o rathly fly §
Nor bafely born, nor Shepherd’s Swain am I.
Perhaps thou know’it not my fuperior State,
And from that Ignorance proceeds thy Hate.
' Me Claros, Delphi, Tenedos obey :
Thefe Hands the Patarcian Scepter fway.
The King of Gods begot me : What fhall be,
Or is, or ever was, in Fate, I fee.
Mine is th’ Invention of the charming Lyre;
Sweet Notes, and heav’nly Numbers, I infpire.
Sure is my Bow, unerring is my Dart;
But ah ! more deadly his, who pierc’d my Heart.
Med’cine is mine ; what Herbs and Simples grow
1n Fields and Forefts, all their Pow’rs I know ; }
And am the great Phyfician call’d, below.
Alas, that Fields and Forefts can afford
No Remedies to heal their love-fick Lord !
To cure the Pains of Love, no Plant avails ;
And his own Phyfick, the Phyfician fails.

She heard not half ; fo furioufly fhe flies ;
And on ber Ear th’ imperfect Accent dies,
Fear gave her Wings ; and as fhe fled, the Wind
Increafing, fpread ber flowing Hair behind ;
And left her Legs and Thighs expos’d to view :
W hich made the Gad moye eager to purfue.
The God was young, and was too hotly bent
To lofe his Time in empty Compliment :
But led by Love, and fir’d with fuch a Sight,
Impetuoufly purfu’d his near Delight.

As when th’ impatient Greyhound {lipt from far,
Bounds o’er the Glebe to courfe the fearful Hare,

E 2 She
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She in her Speed does all her Safety lay ;

And he, with double Speed, purfues the Prey ;
O’er-runs her at the fitting Turn, and licks

His Chaps in vain, and blows upon the Flix :
She fcapes, and for,the'neighb’ring Covert ftrives,
And gaining Shelter, doubts if yet fhe lives :

If little Things with great we may compare,

Suchﬁ was the God, and fuch the flying Fair,

She, urg’d by Fear, her Feet did fwiftly move,
But he more fwiftly, who was urg’d by Love, -
He gathers ground upon her in the Chace ;

Now breathes upon her Hair, with nearer Pace, }
And juit is faft’ning on the wifh’d Embrace,

The Nymph grew pale, and in a mortal Fright,
Spent with the Labour of fo long a Flight:

And now defpairing caft a mournful Look

Upon the Streams of her paternal Brook ;

Oh, help, the cry’d, in this extreameft Need !

If Water Gods are Deities indeed :

Gape Earth, and this unhappy Wretch intomh 2
Or change my Form, whence all my Sorrows come.
Scarce had fhe finifh’d, when her Feet fhe found
Benumb’d with Cold, and faften’d to the Ground :
A filmy Rind about her Body grows ;

Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms extend to Boughs :
"The Nymph is all into a Laurel gone

The Smoothnefs of her Skin remains alone.

Yet Phabus loves her ftill, and cafting round

Her Bole, his Arms, fome little Warmth he found.
The Tree fill panted in th’ unfinifh’d Part,

Not wholly vegetive, and heav’d her Heart,
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He fix’d his Lips upon the trembling Rind 5

It fwerv’d afide, and his Embrace declin’d.

To whom the God, Becaufe thou canft not be
My Miftrefs, I efpoufe thee for my Tree:

Be thou the Prize of Honour and Renown
The deathlefs Poet, and the Poem crown.

Thou fhalt the Roman Feftivals adorn,

And, after Poets, be by Vittors worn. ’
Thou fhalt returning Cegfar’s Triumph grace;
When Pomps fhall in a long Proceflion pafs.
Wreath’d on the Pofts before his Palace wait,
And be the facred Guardian of the Gate,
Secure from Thunder, and unharm’d by Fove,
' Unfading as th’ immortal Pow’rs above ;

And as the Locks of Phabus are unfhorn,

So fhall perpetual Green thy Boughs adorn.
The grateful Tree was pleas’d with what he faid,
And fhook the fhady Honours of her Head,

The Transformation of To into a Heifer.

An ancient Foreft in Thefakia grows ;
Which Zempe’s pleafing Valley does inclofe : :
Through this the rapid Peneus takes his Courfe,
From Pindus rolling with impetuous Force 3
Mifts from the River’s mighty Fall arife,
And deadly Damps inclofe the cloudy Skics ;
Perpetual Fogs are hanging o’er the Wood,
And Sounds of Waters deaf the Neighbourhood.
Deep, in a rocky Cave, he makes.abode :
(A Manfion proper for a mourning God.)

E3 Here
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Here he gives Audience, iﬂ'iling out Decrees

To Rivers, his dependent Deities, '

On this Oceafion hither they refort,

"To pay their Homage, and to make theit Court,
All doubtful whether to congratulate

His Daughter’s Honour, or lament her Fate,
Spercheeus, crown’d with Poplar, firft appears 3
Then old Apidanus came crown’d with Years ;
Enipeus turbulent 3 Amphry/os tame ;

And Zas laft with lagging Waters came,

Then of his kindred Brooks, a numerous Throng
Condole his Lofs, and bring their Urns along.
Not one was wanting of the wat’ry Train,

That fill'd his Flood, or mingled with the Main ;
But Irachus, who in his Cave, alone,

Wept not anothgr’s Loflee, but his own,

For his dear 1o, whether ftray’d, or dead,

To him uncertain, doubtful Tears he {hed.,

He fought her through the World, but fought in vain ;

And no where finding, rather fear’d her {lain,
Her, juft returning from her Father's Brook,
Jove had beheld, with 2 defiring Look :
And, Oh, fair Daughter of the Flood, he faid,
‘Worthy alone of Jove’s imperial Bed,
Happy whoever fhall thofe Charms peflefs ;
The King of Gods (nor is thy Lover lefs)
Invites thee to yon cooler Shades § to fhun
The feorching Rays of the Meridian Sun."
Nor fhalt thou tempt the Dangets of the Grove
Alone, without 4 Guide ; thy Guide is Fove.
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No puny Pow’sr, but hg:_‘,\;vhgffc»high,Comm:}nd‘_ 3 o0

Is unconfin’d, _’_»vhq»x_'}l}e.gsz'gt}k_éf_ Seas and Land, ' :}

And tempers Thunder in hi's;-a\yelf'?l_;Hand.:_- ke YO

Oh, fly not : For fhe fled from his Embrace &y ol T

O’er Lerna’s Paftures : He purfu’d the Chace ,ii hrid

Along the Shades of the Lyrcean Plair s s b [ ]

At length the God, who never afksin vaing,

Involv’d with Vapours, imitating Night, o oo i

Both Air and Earth ; and then fupprefs’d her Flight, {-

And mingling Force with Love, enjoy d-the full ¢
_ ‘Delight.'...._;;,ﬂ vd . Svod Baaanail J

Mean-time the jealous. Funo, from on high, 7

Survey’d the fruitful Fields of Arcadys ‘

And wonder’d that the Mift fhould bverwu_n_ 3 b

The Face of Day-light, and obfcure the Sun. .

No nat’ral Caufe fhe found, from Brooks, or Bogs,

Or marfhy Lowlands; to produce the Fogs:. |

Then round the Skies fhe fought for Fupiters 3

Her faithlefs Hufband 3 but no Fove was there.

Sufpeéting now the worft, Or I, {he faid, .

Am much miftaken, or am nmch-abetray’,c‘l.'-r

With Fury the precipitates her Flight, 1. . .

Difpcls'the Shadows ofdifrembled Night, g }

And to the Day reftores his native Light., R :

Th’ Almighty Leacher, careful to prevent

The Confequence, forefeeing her Defcent,

‘Transforms his Miftrefs, in-a trice3 and now,

In Io’s Place, appears a lovely Cow.

So fleek her Skin, fo faultlefs was her Make;

Ev'n Juno did unwilling Pleafure take M5 a1

E4 b 196 Svo1h DAL
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To fee fo fair a Rival of her Love ;

And what fhe was, and ‘Wwhence, enquir’d of oue ;
Of what fair Herd, and from what Pedigree ?

The God, half caught, was forc’d upon a Lie,

And faid fhe fprung from Earth. She took the Word,
And begg’d the beauteous Heifer of her Lord.

What fhould'he do ? *twas equal Shame to Fove

Or to relinquifh, or betray his Love :

Yet to refufe fo flight a Gift, wou'd be

But more t'increafe his Confort’s Jealoufy :

Thus Fear and Love, by turns, his Heart affaif'd,
And ftronger Love had fure; at length prevail’d,
But fome faint Hope remain’d, his jealous Queen
Had not the Miftrefs through the Heifer feen.

The cautious Goddefs, of her Gift pofleft,

Yet harbour’d anxious Thoughts within her Breaft ;
As fhe, who knew the Fal{hood of her Fove,

And juftly fear’d fome new Relapfe of Love :
Which to prevent, and to fecure her Care,

To trufty 4rous fhe commits the Fair.

The Head of drgus (a5 with Stars the Sicics)
Was compafs’d round, and wore an hundred Eyes,
But two by turps their Lids in Slumber fteep 5
The reft on daty fill their Station keep ;

Nor could the total Conftellation {leep.

Thus, ever prefent, to his Eyesand Mind,

His Charge was ftill before him, tho’ behind.
In Fields he fuffer’d her to feed by Day,

But when the fetting Sun to Night gave way,
The captive Cow-he fummon’d with a Call;
And drove her back, and ty’d her to the Stall.

(el

On
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On Leaves of Trees, and bitter Herbs fhe fed,
Heav’n was her Canopy, bare Earth her Bed 3
So hardly lodg’d ; and to digeft her Food,
She drank from troubled Streams, defi’d with Mud.
Her woeful Story fain fhe would have told,
With Hunds upheld, but had no Hands to hold,
Her Head to her ungentle Keeper bow’d,
She ftrove to fpeak, fhe {poke not, but the low’d :
Afirighted with the Noife, fhe look’d around,
And feem’d inquire the Author of the Sound.

Once on the Banks where often fhe had play’d,
(Her Father’s Banks) fhe came, and there furvey’d
Her alter’d Vifage, and her branching Head ;
And ftarting from herfelf fhe wou’d have fled,
Her fellow Nymphs, familiar to her Eyes,
Beheld but knew her not in this Difguife :
Ev’n luachus himfelf was ignorant,
And in his Daughter did his Daughter waxat.
She follow’d where her Fellows went, as fhe
Were fill a Partner of the Company :
They fircak her Neck ; the gentle Heifer ftands,
And her Neck offers to their ffroaking Hands.
Her Father gave her Grafs ; the Grafs fhe took 3
And lick’d his Palms, and caft a piteous Look, }
Andin the Language of her Eyes, fhe fpoke.
She would have told her Name, and afk’d Relief,
But wanting Words, in Tears-fhe tells her Grief,
Which, with her Foot fhe makes him underftand,
And prints the Name of Io in the Sand.

Ah, wretched me! her mournful Father cry’d 5
She, with a Sigh, to wretched me reply’d;

E s About
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About her milk-white Neck, his Arms he threw, @
And‘wept, andthen thefe tender Words enfue: -
And art thou fhe, whom T have fought atound

The World, and have at length {o fadly found ?
So found, is worfe than loft : with mutual Words
Thou anfwer’ft not, no Voice thy Tongue affords ;
But Sighs are deeply drawn from out thy Breaft §
And Speech deny’d, by Lowing is exprefs’d.
Unknowing, I prepar’d thy bridal Bed,

With empty Hopes of happy Iffue fed.

But now the Hufband of a Herd muft be

Thy Mate, and bell’wing Sons thy Progeny.

Oh, where I mortal, Death might biing Relief ;
But now my Godhead but exteads my Grief,
Prolongs my Woes, of which no End I fee,

And makes me curfe my Immortality !

More had he faid, but fearful of her Stay,

The frarry Guardian drove his Charge away,

T'o {fome frefh Pafture, on a hilly Height

He fate himfelf, and kept her ftill in fight,

The Eyes:of ARG US transformed into a
Peacock’s Train.

Now Fowe no longer cow’d her Suffrings bear 3
But cdll’d in hafte his airy Meflenger,
The Son of Maia, with fevere Decree,
To kill the Keeper, and to fet her free.
With all his Harnefs foon the God was fped,

His flying Hat was faftned on his Head,
‘ Wings
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Wing on his Heels were hung, and in his Hand 1] aalf
He holds the Vertue of the Snaky Wand. tyolell
The liquid Air his moving Pinions Woﬂ.ﬂd,l 1
And in the Moment, fhoot him on the Ground.-

Before he came in fight, the crafty God. 14

His Wings, difmifs’d, but ftill retain’d his Rod

That fleep-procuring Wand wife Hermes £00Kst .. 1 €1 o3
But made it feem to fight a Shepherd’s Hooke, | ‘
With this he did a Herd of Goats controul, - e T
W hich by the Way he met, and flily ftoless . 15 yads 3uf

wee

Clad like a Country Swain, he pip'd and fung, ; ib,g
And playing drove his jolly Troop along. 4 ‘ng ;wbxﬂ(u
With Pleafure, Argus the Mufician heeds 5 ... o 7%
But wonders much at thofe new vocal Reedse: o ‘J\ ,
And whofoe’er thou art, my Friend, faid he,. Iy “
Up hither drive thy Goats, and play by me:;'_ it }
This Hill hath Browze for them, and Shade for thee.

The God, who was with eafe induc’d to climb,.
Began Difcourfe to pafs away the Time ;

And fill betwixt, his tuneful Pipe he plies; |
And watch’d his Hour to clofe the Keeper’s Eyésn
With much ado, he partly kept awake,

Not {uff ’ring all his Eyes chofe fottakes

And afk’d the Stranger, who did Reeds 1nvent,

And whence began {o rare an Inftrument ?

The Transformation of STRINX i1 Reeds.

Then Hermes thus : A Nymph of late there was
Whofe heav’'nly Form her Fellows did furpafs. ;
| EO6 The
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The Pride and Joy of fair Arcadia’s Plains,

Belov’d by Deities, ador’d by Swains ;

Syrinz her Name, by Sylvans oft palu’d,

As oft fhe did the luftful Gods delude 5!

The raral and the woodland Pow’rs difdain’d ;
With Cynthia hunted, and her Rites maintain’d,
Like Phabe clad, even Phebe’s {elf the feems,

So tall, o ftreight, fuch well-proportion’d Limbs,
The niceft Eye did no Diftinétion know,

But that the Goddefs bore a golden Bow : }
Diftinguifh’d thus, the Sight fhe cheated too.
Defcending from Lyczus, Pan admires

The matchlefs Nymph, and burns with new Defires.
A Crown of 'Pine upon his Head he wore,

Ail’d thus began her Pity to implore ;

Bate'er he thus began, fhe took her Flight

So’fw'ift, fhe was already out of Sight.

Nor ftay’d to hear the Courtfhip of the God,

But bent her Courle to Ladon’s gentle Flood ;
There by the River ftopt, and tir’d before,

Relief from Water Nymphs her Prayers implore.

Now while the luftful God, with {peedy Pace

Juft thought to ftrain her in a firiét Embrace, }
He fills his' Arms with Reeds, new rifing on the Place.
And while he fighs, his ill Succefs to find,

The tender Canes were fhaken by the Wind,

And breath’d a mournful Air, unheard before ;
That much furprizing Pan, yet pleas’d him more.
Admiring this new Mufick, Thou, he faid,

Who canft not be the Partner of my Bed,
’ , At

- | aniia
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At leaft fhall be the Confort of my Mind,
And often, often to my Lips be join’d.

" He form’d the Reeds, proportion’d as they are,
Unequal in their Length, and wax’d with Care, }

They ftill retain the Name of his ungrateful Fair.
While Hermes pip’d, and fung, and told his T: e,

The Keeper’s winking Eyes began to fail,

And drowfie Slumber on the Lids to creep,

Till all the Watchman was at length afleep

Then foon the God his Voice and Song fuppreft,

And with his pow’rful Rod confirm’d his Reft :

Without Delay his crooked Faulchion drew,

And at one fatal Stroke the Keeper tlew.

Down from the Rock fell the diffever’d Head,

Opening its Eyes in Death ; and falling, bled ;

And mark’d the Paflage with a Crimfon Trail:

Thus 4rgus lies in Pieces, cold and pale;

Andall his hundred Eyes, with all their Light,

Are clos’d at once, in one perpetual Night.

Thefe Funo takes, that they no more may fail,

And fpreads them in her Peacock’s gaudy Tail.
Impatient to revenge her injur’d Bed,

She wreaks her Anger on her Rival's Head ;

With Furies frights her from her native Home,

And drives her gadding, round the World to roam 3

Nor ceas’d her Madnefs, and her Flight, before

She touch’d the Limits of the Pharian Shore.

At length, arriving on the Banks of Nile,

Wearied with Length of Ways, and worn with Toil,

She laid her down ; and leaning on her Knees,

Invok’d the Caufe of all her Miferies :
: And
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And caft her languithing Regards above,

For Help from Heav’n, and her ungratefil 7owe,

She figh’d; fhe wept, fhie low’d, *twas alll the cou’d 5

And with Unkindnefs feem’d (o tax the God.

Laft, with an humble Pray’y, fhe bego’d Repofe,

Or Death, at leaft, to finifh all her Woes,

Joveheard her Vows, and with a flatt’ring Look,

In her Behalf, to jealous' Funs fpoke.”

He caft his Arms about her Neck, and fuid,

Dame, reft fecure ; no more thy nuptial Bed

This Nymph fhall violate ; by Sty 1 fivear,

And every Oath that binds the Thunderer.

The Goddefs wasappeas’d 5 and at the Word

Was Io to her former Shape reftor’d.

The rugged Hair began to fali away ;

The Sweetnefs of her Eyes did only ftay,

Tho’ not fo large ; her crooked Horns decreafe ;:

The Widenefs of her Jaws and Noftrils ceafe ;

Her Hoofs to Hands return in little Space,

"The five long taper Fingers take their Place,

And nothing of the Heifer now is feen,

Befide the native Whitenefs of the Skin.

Erected cn her Feet fhe walks again,

And two the Duty of the four fuftain.

She tries her Tongue 5 her Silence foftly breaks,

And fears her former Lowings when the fpeaks :

A Goddefs now, through all th’ Zgyptian State,,

And ferv’d by Priefts who in white Linen wait,
Her Son was Epaphus, at length believ’d

The Son of Jove, and as a God receiv’d 3.
: "With
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With Sacrifice ador’d, ‘and publick Prayersy, =
A common Temple with his MotherShares. - .0
Equal in Years, and rival in Renown <. .+ &
With Epaphus, the youthful Phacion. .. . }
Like Honour claims ; and boafts his Sire the Sun,
His haughty Looks, and his affuming Air,
"The Son of /is could no longer bear :
Thou tak’ft thy Mother’s: Word too far, faid;hey
And haft ufurp’d thjr boafted Pedigree.
Go, bafe Pretender to a borrow’d Name. |
Thus tax’d, he blufh’d with Angerand with Shame ; '
But Shame reprefs’d his Rage : the daunted Youth
Soon feeks his Mother, and enquires the Truth :
Mother, faid he, this Infamy was thrown
By Epaphus on you; and me your Son.
He fpoke in publick, told it to my Face,
Nor durft I vindicate the dire Difgrace:
Even I, the bold, the fenfible of Wrong,
Reftrain’d by Shame was forc’d to hold my Tongue.
To hear an open Slander, is a Curfe;
But not to find -an Anfwer'is a worfes
If I am Heav’n-begot, affert your Son . 3¢
By fome fure Sign, and make my Father known, }
To right my Honour, and redeem your own.
He faid, and faying caft his Arms about |
Her Neck, and begg’d her to refolve the Doubt.

"Tis hard to judge if Clymen: were mov’'d
More by his Pray’r, whom fhe fo dearly lov’d,
Or more with Fury fir'd, to find her Name

Traduc’d, and made the Sport of common Iame.
She
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She ftretch’d her Arms to Heav’n, and fix’d her Eyes
On that fair Planet that adorns the Skies : :
Now by thofe Beams, faid fhe, whofe holy Fires
Confume my Breaft, and kindle my Defires ;

By him, who fees us both, and cheats our Sight,
By him, the public Minifter of Light,

I fwear that Su» begot thee 3 if I lie,

Let him his chearful Influence deny 3

Let him no more this perjur’d Creature fee 5

And fhine on all the World but only me.

It {41l you doubt you;' Mother’s Innocence,

His Eaftern Manfion is not far from hence;
With little Pains you to his Lez: go,

And from himfelf your Parentage may know,
With Joy th’ ambitious Youth his Mother heard,,
And eager, for the Journey, foon prepar’d, -
He longs the World beneath him to furvey ;

To guide the Chariot, and to give the Day.

From Meroe’s burning Sands he bends his Courfe,
Nor lefs in India feels his Father’s Force .

His Travel urging, till he came in fight,

And faw the Palace by the purple Light,

The End of the Firft Book.
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METAMORPHOSES.
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Tranflated by Mr AD_D.I sbi\rg.'; i

The Story of PHAETON.
3¢& HE Sun’s bright Palace, on high Columns
.e i rais’d, ik L
R With burnifh’d Gold and flaming Jewels
35 )] (£ blaz’d 3 ' f :
The folding Gates diffus’d a fitver Light,
And with a milder Gleam refrefh’d the Sight ;
Of polifh’d Iv’ry was the Cov'ring wrought :
The Matter vie'd not with the Sculptor’s Thought,
For in the Portal was difplay’d on high :
ZThe Work of FPulcan) a fiftitious Sky 3

A waving
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IR V.1 D’s Metamorphofes: - BRook II.
A waving Séa th’ inferior Eaz’t"h_embrac’d, e
“And Gods and Goddeffes the Waters grac’d,

Ageon here a mighty Whale beftrode ;-
Tritonand Proteus (the deceiving God)

With Dorishere were carv’d, and all her Frain,

Some loofely fwimming in the figur’d Main,
While fome on Rocks their dropping Hair divide,
And fome on Fifhes through the Waters glide ;
Tho' various Features did the Sifters grace,
A Sifter’s Likenefs was in ev’ry Face.
On Earth a diff’rent Landfkip courts the Eyes,
Men, Towns, and Beafts in diftant Profpe&s rife, }
And Nymphs,andStreams, andWoods,and rural Deities,
O’er all, the Heav’ns refulgent Image fhines 3
On either Gate were fix engraven Signs,

Here Phacton, Il gaining on th’ Afcent,
To his fufpected Father’s Palace went,
"Till prefling forward through the bright Abode, -
He faw at Diftance the illuftrious God :
He faw at Diftance, or the dazzling Light
Had fluth’d too firongly on his aching Sight,

The God fits high, exalted on a Throne .
Of blazing Gems, with purple Garments on ;
The Hours, in order rang’d on either Hand,
And Days, and Months, and Years, and Ages ftand,
Here Spring appears, with flow’ry Chaplets bound .
Here Summer, in her wheaten Garland crown’d ;
Here Autumn the rich trodden Grapes befmear ;
And hoary Winter fhivers in the Reer.

Phabus
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Phabus beheld the Youth from off his Throne,
That Eye, which looks on All was fix’d in One.
He faw the Boy’s Confufion in his Face,
Surpriz’d at all the Wonders of the Place ;
And cries aloud, ¢¢ What wants my Son? for know
¢¢ My Son thou art, and I muft call thee fo,
¢ Light of the World, the trembling Youth replies,
¢¢ Illuftrious Parent ! fince you don’t defpife
¢ TheParent’s Name, fome certain Token give,
¢ That I may Clymend’s proud Boalt believe, }
Nor longer under falfe Reproaches grieve. \
The tender Sire was touch’d with what he faid,
And flung the Blaze of Glories from his Head,
And bid the Youth advance : ¢ My Son, faid he,
¢ Cometo thy Father’s Arms ! for Clymene
‘¢ Has told thee true ; a Parent’s Name [ own,

¢ And deem thee worthy to be call’ld my Son.

““ As a fure Proof, make fome Requeft, and I,

‘¢ Whate’er 1t be, with that Requeft comply ;3

¢ By Sy I fwear, whofe Waves are hid in Night,

¢ And roul impervious to my piercing Sight.”

The Youth tranfported, atks, without Delay, -

To guide the Sun’s bright Chariot for a Day.
The God repented of the Oath he took,

For Anguifh thrice his radiant Head he fhook ;

¢ My Son, fays he, fome other Proof require,

Rafh was my Promife, ra‘h is thy Defire.

¢ Id fain deny this W.fh, which thou haft made,

¢ Or, what I can’t deny, wou’d fain diffuade.

¢ Too vaft and hazardous-the T'afk appears,

¢ Nor {uited to thy Strength, nor to thy Years,

¢ Thy
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¢ Thy Lot is mortal, but thy Withes fly

¢ Beyond the Province of Mortality ¢

¢ There is not one of all the Gods that dares

¢ (However:fkill’d in other great Affairs)

¢ To mount the burning Axle-tre¢ butI;

“ Not Fove himfelf, the Ruler of the Sky,

¢¢ That harls the three-fork’d Thunder from above,

¢¢ Dares try his Strength 5 yet whofo ftrongas Fowe 2

¢ The Steeds climb up the firft Afcent with Pain,

¢ And when the middle Firmament they gain,. ;

¢ If downward from the Heav’ns my Head I bow,

¢ And fee the Earth and Ocean hang below,

¢ Evn I am feiz’d with Horror and Affright,

¢ And my own Heart mifgives me at the Sight.

¢ A mighty Downfal fteeps the Ev’ning Stage,

¢ And fteddy Reins muft curb the Horfes Rage.

¢ Thetys herlelf has fear’d to fee me driv’n

¢ Down headlong from the Precipice of Heav'n.

¢ Befides, confider what impetuous Force ¢

¢ Turns Stars and Planets in a diff’rent Courfe.

¢ I fteer againfl their Motions ; noram I

‘¢ Borne back by all the Current of the Sky.

¢ But how cou’d you refift the Orbs that roul

¢ In adverfe Whirls, and flem the rapid Pole?

¢ But you, perbaps, may hope for pleafing Woods,

¢ And fiately Domes, and Cities fill’d with Geds ;

¢ While through a thoufand Snares your Progrefs lies, -

¢ Where Forms of ftarry Monfters ftock the Skies :

¢ For fhou'd you hit the doubtful Way aright,

¢ The Bull with ftooping Horns ftands oppofite 3
: ¢ Next
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Next him the bright Hemonian Bow 1s ftrung,
And next, the Lion’s grinning Vifage hung :
The Scorpion’s’Claws here clafp a wide Extent ;
And here the Crab’s in leffer Clafps are bent.
Nor wou’d you find it eafly to compofe

2

The mettled Steeds when from their Noﬂnls ﬂow }

The {corching Fire, that in their Entrails glows.
Ev’n I their kead-ftrong Fury fcarce reﬁ'ra*m,
When they grow warm and reftif to the Rein.
Let not my Son a fatal Gift require,

But, Oh! in time recall your rath Defire ;

You afk a Gift that may your Parent tell,

Let thefe my Fears your Parentage reveal 5

And learn a Father from a Father’s Care:

Look on myFace; or if my Heart lay bare,
Cou’d you but look, you’d read the Father there,
Chufe out a Gift from Seas, or Earth, or Skies,
For open to your Wifh all Natare lies,

On]v decline this one unequal Talk,

For ’tis a Mifchief, not a’Gift, you afk,

You atk a real Mifchief, Phacton :

Nay, hang not thus about my Neck, my Son:

I grant your Wifh, and Sty+ hasheard my Voice,
Chufe what you will, but make a wifer Choice.”
Thus did the God th’ unwary Youth advife ;

But he ftill longs to travel through the Skies.
When the fond Father (for in vain he pleads)

At length to the Fulcanian Chariot leads.
A golden Axle did the Work uphold,
Gold was the Beam, the Wheels were orb’d with Gold.

The
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The Spokes in Roows of Silver pleas’d the Sight,
The Seat with party-colour’d Gems was bright 5 }
Apolle thin’d amid the Glare of Light.

The Youth with fecret Joy the Work fi urveys,
When now the Moon difclos’d her purple Rays ;
The Stars were fled, for Lacifer had chas’d

The Stars away, and fled himfelf at laft,

Soon as the Father faw the rofy Morn,

And the Moon fhining with a blunter Horn,

He bid the nimble Hours, without Delay,

Bring forth the Steeds ; the nimble Fours obey :
From their full Racks the gen’rous Steeds retire,
Dropping ambrofial Foams, and {norting Fire,
Sull anxious for his Son, the God of Day,

To make him proof againt the burning Ray,
His Temples with celeftial Ointment wet,

Of fov’reign Virtue to repel the Heat ;

- Then fix’d the beamy Circle on his Head,

And fetch’d a deep forboding Sigh, and faid,

¢ Tuke thisat leaft, this Iaft Advice, my Son,

¢ Keep a ftiff Rein, and move but gently on :

“ The Courfers of themfelves will run too faft,
“ Your Art muft be to moderate their Hafte.

¢ Drive ‘em not on direétly through the Skies,
““ But where the Zodiac’s winding Circle lies,
¢ Along the midmoft Zoze ; but fally forth

¢“ Nor to the dittant South, nor ftormy North,
““ The Horfes’ Hoofs a beaten Track will fhow,
‘¢ But neither mount too high, nor fink too low ;
““ That no new Fires, or Heav’n or Earth infeft -

- ¢ Keep the mid Way, the middle Way is bett.

¢ Nor
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¢« Nor, where in radiant Folds the Serpent twines,

s¢ Dire¢t your Courfe, nor where the Altar fhines.

¢¢ Shun both Extreams ; the reft let Fortune guide,
¢ And better for thee than thyfelf provide !

¢¢ See, while I fpeak, the Shades difperfe away,

¢ Aurora gives the Promife of a Day 3 }
“ I’'m call’d, nor can I make a longer Stay.

¢ Snatch up the Reins ; or fiill th>Attempt forfake,
¢ And not my Chariot, but my Counfel take,

¢¢ While yet fecurely on the Earth you ftand 3

¢ Nor touch the Horfes with too rath a Hand.

¢¢ Let me alone to light the World, while you
¢¢.Enjoy thofe Beams which you may fafely view.”
He fpoke in vain ; the Youth with a&tive Heat

And fprightly Vigour vaults into the Seat ;

And joys to held the Reins, and fondly gives

Thofe Thanks his Father with Remorfe recelves,

. Mean while the reftlefs Horfes neigh’d aloud,
Breathing out Fire, and pawing where they ftood,
Tethys, not knowing what had paft, gave way,

And all the Wafte of Heav’n before ’em lay.

They {pring together out, and {wiftly bear

The flying Youth thro’ Clouds and yielding Air,

With wingy Speed ouftrip the Eaftern Wind,

And leave the Breezes of the Morn behind.

The Youth was light, nor could he fill the Seat.

Or poife the Chariot with its wonted Weight :

But as at Sea th’ unballafs’d Veffel rides,

Caft to and fro, the Sport of Winds and Tides 3

So in the bounding Chariot tofs’d on high,

The Youth is hurry'd headlong through the Sky.
Vor. I, F Soom
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Soon as the Steeds perceive it, they forfake
Their ftated Courfe, and leave the beaten T'rack,
The Youth was in a Maze, nor did he know
Which Way to turn the Reins, or where fo g0 3
qu would the Horfes, had he known, obey.
‘Then the Sev’n Stayrs firft felt Apallo’s Ray, } :
And wifh’d todip in the forbidden Sea.
The folded Serpent next the frozen Pole,
Stiff and benumb’d before, began to roll,
And rag’d with inward Heat, and threaten’d War,
And fhot a redder Light from ev’ry Star s
Nay, and ’tis faid Booses too, that fain
Thouwou’dft have fled, tho' cumber’d with thy Wane.
1R’ unhappy Youth then bending down his Head,
Saw Earth and Ocean far beneath him fpread.
His Colour chang’d, he ftartled at the Sight,
And his Eyes darken’d by too great a Light,
Now cow’d he wifh the fiery Steeds untry’d,
His Birth obfcure, and his Requeft deny’d ;
Now wou’d he Mergps for his Father own,
And quit his boafted Kindred to the Sun,
So fares the Pilot, when the Ship is toft
Introubled Seas, and all its Steerage loft,
He gives her to the Winds, and in Defpair,
Seeks his laft Refuge in the Gods and Pray’r,
What cou’d hedo? his Eyes, if backward caft,
Find a long Path he had already paft ;
If forward, ftill 2 longer Path they find ; )
Both he compares, and meafares in his Mind 3
And fometimes cafts an Eye upon the Eaft,

And fometimes looks on the forbidden We,
The
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The Horfes’ Names he knew not in the Fri

Nor wou’d he loofe the Reins, nor cou’d he Hold em

right,
Now all the Horrors of the Heav ns he fpies,

And monft’rous Shadows of prodigious Size, }
That, deck’d with Stars, lie fcatter’d o’er the Skles.

There is a Place above, where Scorpio bent -

In Tail and Arms furrounds a vaft Extent 3

In a wide Circuit of the Heav’ns he fhines,

And fills the Space of two Ceeleftial Signs.

Soon as the Youth beheld him vex'd with Heat
Brandith his Sting, and in his Poifon {weat,

Half dead with fudden Fear, he dropt the Rems g o
The Horfes felt ’em loofe upon their Mains,

And, flying out through all the Plains above,

Ran uncontroul’d where-e’re their Fury drove;
Rufh’d onthe Stars, and through a pathlefs Way
Of unknown Regions hurry’d on the Day,

And now above, and now below they flew,

_And near the Earth the burning Chariot drew.

The Clouds difperfe in Fumes, the wond’ring Moo

Behold her Brother’s Steeds beneath her own ;
The Highlands fmoak, cleft by the piercing Rays,
Or, clad with Woods, in their own Fewel blaze.
Next o’er the Plains, where ripen’d Harvefts grow,
The running Conflagration fpreads below.
- But thefe are trivial Ills : whole Cities burn,

And peopled Kingdoms into Afhes turn.

The Mountains kindle as the Car draws near,

Athos and Tmolus red with Fires appear;

Fa Ovagrian
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Oeagrian Hemus (then a fin gle Name)
And Virgin Helicon increafe the Flame :
Zaurus and Cere glare amid the Sky,
And Jda, {pight of all her F ountains, dry,
Eryx, and Othrys, and Citheron, glow,
And Rhodope no longer cloath’d in Snow 3
High Pindus, Mz'p{a:, and Parnaffus, {weat,
And Ztnarages with redoubled Heat,
Ev’n Seythia, thro’ her hoary Regions warm’d,
In vain with all her native Froft was arm’d.
Cover’d with Flames, the tow’ring Appenine,
And Caucafus, and proud Olympus, thine ;
And, where the long-extended Aips afpire,
Now ftands a huge continu’d Range of Fire.
Th’ aftonifht Youth, where-e’er his Eyes could turn,
Beheld the Univerfe around him burn :
The World was in a Blaze ; nor could he bear
"The fultry Vapours and the fcorching Air,
Which from below, as from a Furnace, flow’d ;
And now the Axle-tree beneath him glow’d :
Loft in the whirling Clouds that round him broke,
And white with Afhes, hov’ring in the Smoke.
He flew where-¢’er the Horfes drove, nor knew
Whither the Horfes drove, or where he flew.
*Twas then, they fay, the fwarthy Moor begun
To change his Hue, and blacken in the Sun.
Then Libye firft, of all her Moifture drain’d,
Became a barren Wafte, a Wild of Sand.
The Water-Nymphs lament their empty Urns,

Baotia, robb’d of Silver Dirce, mourns,
‘ Corynth
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Corinth Pyrene’s wafted Spring bewails,
And Argos grieves whilft dmymone fails.

The Floods are drain’d from ev’ry diftant Coaft,
Ev'n Tanais, tho® fix'd in Ice, was loft.
Enrag’d Caicus and Lycormas T0ar,
And Xanthus fated to be burnt once more.
The fam’d Meander, that unweary’d ftrays
Thro’ mazy Windings, finoaks in ev’ry Maze.
From hislov'd Babylon Euphrates fliess
The big-fivoln Ganges and the Danube rife }
In thick’ning Fumes, and darken half the Skies.
1n Flames Ifmenos and the Phafis roll’d,
And Tagus floating in his melted Gold.
The Swans, that on Cayffer often try’d
Their tuneful Songs, now fung their laft and dy’ds
The frighted Ni/e ran off, and under Ground
Conceal’d his Head, por can it yet be found s
His fev'n divided Currents all are dry,
And where they roll'd, fev’n gaping Trenches lye :
No more the Rbine or Rhbone their Courfe maintain,
Nor Tiber, of his promis’d Empire vain.

The Ground, deep-cleft, admits the dazzling Ray,.
And ftartles Pluto with the Flafh of Day:.
The Seas fhrink in, and to the Sight difclefe
Wide naked Plains, where once their Billows rofes
Their Rocks are all difcover’d, and increafe
The Number of the {catter’d Cyclades.
The Fifh in Sholes about the Bottom creep,
Nor longer dares the crooked Dolphin leap :
Gafping for Breath, th” unfhapen Phoce die,
And on the boiling Wave extended lic.

Bis Neress
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Nereus, and Doysiy with her Virgin Train,

Seek out the Iaft Recefles of the Main ;

Beneath unfathomable Depths they faint,

And fecret in their gloomy Caverpg pant,

Stern Neprane thrice above the Waves 1y pheld

His Face, and thrice was by ‘the Flames repell’d.

The Earth at length, on ev’ry Side embrac’d

With fealding Seas that floated round her Wafte,
When now the felt the Springs and Rivers come,
“And crowd within the Hollow of hey Womb,
Up-lifted to the Heav’ns her blafted Head,

And clapt her Hand upon her Brows, and faid 3
(But firft, impatient of the fultry Heat,

Sunk deeper down, and fought a cooler Seat 1)

“ If you, great K ing of Gods, my Death approve,
* And I'deferve it, let me die by Fowe ;

“ If I muft perith by the Force of Fire,

¢ Let me transfix’d with Thunderbolts expire.

¢ See, whilft I fpeak, my Breath the Vapours choak,
(For now her Face lay wrapt in Clouds of Smoke)
*¢ See my fing’d Hair, behold my faded Eye,

. And witherd Face, where Heaps of Cinders [je !
* And does the Plough for this my Body tear ?

¢ This the Reward for al] the Fruits [ bear, }
4 Torturd with Rakes, and harrafs’d all theYear ?
 That Herbs for Cattle daily T renew,

“ And Food for Man, and Frankincenfe for you ?
% But grant me guilty ; what has Neptune done ?
“ Why are his Waters boiling in the Syn ?
. * The wavy Empire, which by Lot was given,

“ Why does it wafte, and further fhrink from HeavenI ;
(1 £
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s If I nor he your Pity can provoke,

s See your own Heav’ns, the Heav'ns begin to fmoke}
¢ Shou’d once the Sparkles catch thofe bright Abodes,
«¢ Deftruction feizes on the Heav'ns and Gods ;

¢¢ 4tlas becomes unequal to his Freight,

«¢ And almoft faints beneath the glowing Weight.

¢¢ If Heav’n, and Earth, and Sea, together burn,

« All muft again into their Chaos turn.

«« Apply fome fpeedy Cure, preventour Fate,

¢¢ And fuccour Nature, ere it be too late.”

She ceas’d, for choak’d with Vapours round her fpread,
Down to the deepeft Shades fhe funk her Head.

Fove call'd to witnefs ev’ry Pow’r above,

And ev'n the God, whofe Son the Chariot drove,
That what he aés he is compell’d to do,

Or univerfal Ruin mufl enfue.

Straithe afcends the high ZEtherial “Throne,

From whence heus’d to dart his Thunder down,
From whence his Show’rs and Storms he s’d to pour,
But now cou’d meet with neither Storm nor Show’r.
Then, aiming at the Youth, with lifted Hand,

Full at his Head he hurPd the forky Brand,

In dreadful Thund'rings. Thus th* Almighty Sire
Supprefs’d the Raging of the Fires with Fire.

At once from Life and from the Chariot driv’n,
"Th’ ambitious Boy fell thunder-ftruck from Heav'n.
The Horfes ftarted with a fudden Bound,

And flung the Reins and Chariot to the Ground :
The ftudded Harnefs from their Necks they broke,.
Here fell'a Wheel, and here a Silver Spoke,

g Here
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Here were the Beam and Axle torn away;

And, featter'd o’er the Earth the fhining Fragments lay.
The breathlefs Phaceton, with flaming Hair, '
Shot from the Chariot, like a falling Star,

That in a Summer’s Ev’ning from the Top

Of Heav'n drops down; or feems at leaft to drop 3
*Till on the Po his blafted Corps was hurld,

Far from his Country, in the Weftern W orld.

PHAETONs Siffers transformed into Trees,

The Latian Nymphs came round him, and, amaz'd,
On the dead Youth, transfix’d with Thunder, gaz’d ;
And, whilft yet ﬂnoaxing from the Bolt he lay,

His fhatter’d Body toa Tomb convey,

And o’er the Tomb an Epitaph devife ;

‘¢ Here he, who drove the Sun’s bright Chariot, lies;

‘¢ His Father's fiery Steeds he con’d not guide,

“ Butin the glorious Enterprize he dy’d.
jfa/la hid his Face, and pin’d for Grief,

And, if the Story may deferve Belief,

The Space of one whole Day is faid to run,

From Morn to wonted Eve without a Sun :

‘The burning Ruins, with a fainter Ray,

Supply the Sun, and counterfeit a Day,

A Day that ftill did Nature’s Face difclofe :

This Comfort from the mighty Mifchief rofe.

But Clymene, enrag’d with Grief, laments,
And as her Grief infpires, her Paffion vents :
Wild for her Son, and frantick in her Woes,

With Hair difhevell’d round the World fhe goes,
To
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To feck where-€’er his Body might be caft 5
*Till, on the Borders of the Po, at laft
The Name infcrib’d on the new Tomb appears.
The dear dear Name fhe bathes in flowing Tears,
Hangs o’er the Tomb, unable to depart,
And hugs the Marble to her throbbing Heart.
_Her Daughters too lament, and figh and mourn,
(A fruitlefs Tribute to their Brother’s Urn)
And beat their naked Bofoms, and complain,
And call aloud for Phaeton in vain
All the long Night their mournful Watch they keep,
And all the Day fland round the Tomb and weep.
Four Times revolving the full Moon return’d,
So long the Mother and the Daughters mourn’d
When now the eldeft, Phaethu/a, ftrove
To reft her weary Limbs, but could not move ;
Lampetia would have help’d her, but fhe found
Herfelf with-held, and rooted to the Ground 3
A third in wild Afli&ion, as fhe grieves,
Would rend her Hair, but fills her Hands with Leaves
One {ees her Thighs transform’d, another views
Her Arms fhot out, and branching into Boughs.
And now their Legs, and Breafts, and Bodies ftood
Crufted with Bark, and hard’ning into Wood 5
But ftill above were female Heads difplay’d,
And Mouths, that call’d the Mother to their Aid.
What cou’d alas ! the weeping Mother do ?
From this to that with eager Hafte fhe flew, * }
And kifs’d her {prouting Daughters as they gréw.
She tears the Bark that to each Body cleaves,
And from their verdant Fingers firips the Leaves:
Fs The
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The Blood came trickling, where fhe tore away

The Leaves and Bark : The Maids were heard to fay,

¢ Forbear, miftaken Parent, Oh ! forbear ;

* A wounded Daughter in each Tree you tear ;

¢¢ Farewel for ever.” Here the Bark encreas’d,

Clos’d on their Faces, and their Words fupprefs’d.
The new-made Trees in Tears of Amber run,

Which, harden’d into Valye by the Sun,

Diftill for ever on the Streams below :

The limpid Streams their radiant Treafure fhow,

Mixt in the Sand ; whence the rich Drops convey’d

Shine in the Drefs of the.bright Latian Maid,

The Transformation of CyeNus into a Swan.

Cyenusbeheld the Nymphs transform’d, ally'd
To their dead Brother on the mortal Side,
In Friendfhip and Affe@ion nearer bound,
He left the Cities and the Realms he own’d,
Through pathlefs Fields and lonely Shores to range,
And Woods made thicker by the Sifter’s Change.
Whilft here, within the difmal Gloom alone,
The melancholy Monarch made his Moan,
His Voice was leflen’d as he try’d to fpeak,
And iffu’d threugh 2 long-extended Neck -
His Hair tfansforms te Down, his F ingers meet
Infkinny Films, and fhape his oary Feet ;
From both his Sides the Wings and Feathers break 3
And from his Mouth proceeds a blunted Beak :
All Cyenus now into a Swan was turn’d,

Who ftill rememb’ring how his Kinfman burn’d,
To
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To folitary Pools and Lakes rewres, :
And loves ‘the Witers as oppos’d to Fires.

Mean-while 40/ls in a gloomy Shade
(The native Luftre of his Brows decay’d)

Jndulging Sorrow, fickensat the Sight
Of his own Sunfhine, and.abhors the Light ¢
The hidden: Griefs, that in his Bofom rafe,”
S.dden his Looks, and overcaft his Eyes,
As when fome dufky Orb obftruéts his Ray,.
And {ullies ina dim Eclipfe the Day..

Now fecretly with inward Griéfs he pin’d;. !
Now warm:Refentments to his Griefs he join’d,. }
‘And now renounc’d bis Office to Mankind. -
¢ E’re fince the Birth of Time, {4id he,.I’ve borne:

« A longungrateful Toil, without Return ;

¢« Let now fome other manage, if he dare,

¢ The fiery Steeds, and mount the burning Car;
Or, if none elfe, let Fove his Eortune try,.

And learn to lay his murd’ring Thunder by ;.

o
o~

Then will he own, perhiaps, but own too late,.
& My Son deferv’d not fo fevere a Fate.?
The Gods ftand round him as he mourns, and pray-
He would refume the Conduét of the Day,
Nor let the World be loft in endlefs Night'::
Fove too himfelf defcending from his Height,.
Excufes what ad Happen’d, and intreats,
Majeftically mixing Pray’rs and Threats..
Prevail’d upon at length, again he took:
The harne{s’d Steeds, that ftill:with Horror thook;, -
And plies ’em with the Lafh, and whips’em-on,
And as he whips, upbraids *em: with his Son..
E6 The.
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The Story of Caristo,

The Day was fettled in its Courfe 5 and Fowe
Walk’d the wide Circuit of the Heavens above,
To fearch if any Cracks or Flaws were made 5
But all was fafe : The Earth he then furvey’d,
And caft 2n Eye on ev’ry diff’rent Coaf,
And every Land ; but on Arcadiamoft.
Her Fields he cloath’d, and chear’d her blafted Face
With running Fountains, and with fpringing Grafs,
No Tracks of Heav’n’s deftru&ive Fire remain,
"The Fields and Woods revive, and Nature {miles again.
But as the God walk’d to and fro the Earth,
And rais’d the Plants, and gave the Spring its Birth,
By chance a fair drcadian Nymph he view’d,
And felt the lovely Charmer in his Blood.
The Nymph nor {pun nor drefs’d with artful Pride,
Her veft was gather’d vp, her Hair was ty’d ;
Now in her Hand a {lender Spear fhe bore,
Now a light Quiver on her Shoulders wore ;
To chafte Diana from her Youth inclin’d,
The {prightly Warriors of the Wood fhe join’d,
Diana too the gentle Huntrefs lov’d,
Nor was there one of all the Nymphs that rov’d
O’er Menalus, amid the maiden Throng,
More favour’d once § but Favour lafts not long.
The Sun now fhone in all its Strength, and drove
The heated Virgin panting toa Grove ;
The Grove around a grateful Shadow caft :

She dropt her Arrows, and her Bow unbrac’d ;
She
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She flung herfelf on the cool grafly Bed 5 ~
And on the painted Quiver rais’d her Head,
Fove faw the charming Huntrefs unprepar’d,
Stretch’d on the verdant Turf without a Guard.
¢ Here I am fafe, he cries, from Juno’s Eye;
< Or fhould my jealous Queen the Theft defcry,
¢ Yet would I venture on a Theft like This,
¢ And ftand her Rage for fuch, for fuch a Blifs I’
Diana’s Shape and Habit ftrait he took, :
Soften’d his Brows, and fmooth’d his awful Look, }
And mildly in a Female Accent fpoke. '
« How fares my Girl? How went the Morning Chace ?*”
T'o whom the Virgin, ftarting from the Grafs,
¢< All hail, bright Deity, whom I prefer
¢ To Fove himfelf, tho’ Fove himfelf were here.”
The God was nearer than fhe thought, and heard
Well-pleas’d himfelf before himfelf preferr’d.
He then falutes her with a warm Embrace;
And, ere fhe half had told the Morning Chace,
With Love enflam’d, and eager on his Blifs,
Smother’d her Words, and {topp’d her with a Kifs ;
His Kiffes with unwonted Ardour glow’d,
Nor could Diana’s Shape conceal the God,
The Virgin did whate’er a Virgin cou’d;
(Sure Funo muft have pardon’d, had fhe view’d)
With all her Might againft his Force the ftrove 5
But how can mortal Maids contend with Fove ?
Poffeft at length of what his Heart defir’d,
Back to his Heav’ns th’ exulting God retir’d.
The lovely Huntrefs rifing from the Grafs,
With down-caft Eyes, and witha blufhing Face,
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By Shame confound=d, and by Fear difmay’d, -
Flew from the Covert of the guilty Shade,
And almott, in the Tumult of her Mind,
Left her forgotten Bow and Shafts behind.

But now Diana, with a {prightly Train
Of quiver’d Virgins, bounding o’er the Plain,
Call’d to the Nymph ;. the Nymph began te fear
A fecond Fraud, a. Fove difguis’d in her ;
But, when fhe faw the Syfter Nymphs, fupprefs’d
Her rifing Fears, and.mingled with the reft.

How in the Look does confcious Guilt appear !
Slowly fhe mov’d, and loiter’d in the Rear ;
Nor lightly tripp’d, nor by the Goddefs ran,
As once fhe us’d,.the foremoft of the Train.
Her Looks were flufh’d, and fullen was her Mien, :
That fure the Virgin Goddefs (had fhe been }
Aught but a.Virgin) muft the Guilt have feen. :
*Tis faid'the Nymphs faw all, and guefs’d aright ::
And now the Moon had nine Times loft her Light,
When Dian, fainting in the mid-day Beams,.
Found a cool Covert and refrefhing Streams,.
That in foft: Murmurs thro’ the Foreft flow’d,
And a fmooth:Bed of fhining Gravel fhow’d..

A Covert fo obfcure, and Streams fo clear,.
The Goddefs prais’d: ¢ And now no.Spies are near;
8¢ Let’s-ftrip, my gentle Maids, and wath, fhe cries.”
Pleas’d with the Motion, ev'ry. Maid complies ;.
Only the bluthing Huntrefs ftood confus’d,
And form’d Delays, and her Delays excus’d ;
In vain excus’d: her Fellows reund her prefs’d,.

And the reluétant Nymph by Force undrefs’d,
The
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"The naked ‘Huntrefs all her Shame reveal’d,

In vain her Hands the pregnant Womb eonceal’d ;

¢ Begone! the Goddefs cries with ftern Difdain,

¢ Begone ! nor dare the hallow’d Siream to ftain :” }

She fled, for ever banifh’d from the Train.
This Funo heard, who long had watch’d her Time

To punifh the detefted Rival’s Crime;

The Time was come ; for, to enrage her more,,

A lovely Boy the teeming Rival bore.
"The Goddefs caft a furious Look, and cry’d,

o It is enough ! I'm fully fatisfy’d !

¢t This Boy fhall ftand a living Mavk, teprove

¢ My Hufband’s Bafenefs, and the Strumpet’s Love &

s¢ But Viengeance fhall awake : thefe guilty Charms -

¢ That drew the Thunderer from Fum’s Arms,

¢« No longer fhall their wonted Force retain,

¢« Nor pleafe the God, nor make the Mortal vain,”
This faid, her Hand within her Hair fhe wound,

Swung her to Earth; and dragg’d her on the Ground ¢

The proftrate Wretch lifts up her Arms in Pray'c;

Her Arms grow fhaggy, and deform’d with Hair,

Her Nails are fharpen’d into pointed Claws,

Her Hands bear half her Weight, and turn to Paws 3

Her Lips, that once could tempt a God, begin

To grow diftorted in an ugly Grin,

And, left the fupplicating Brute might reach

The Ears of Fove, the was depriv’d of Speech +

Her furly Voice thro’ a hoarfe Paffage came

In favage Sounds : her Mind was ftill the fame;

The Furry Menfter fix’d her Eyes above,

And heav’d her new unweildy Paws to Fove,
And
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And bégg’d his Aid with inward Groans ; and tho’
She could not call him falfe, fhe thought him fo. :

How did fhe fear to lodge in Woods alone,

And haunt the Fields and Meadows, once her own !-
How often would the deep-mouth’d Dogs purifue,
Whilft from her Hounds the frighted Huntrefs flew !
How did fhe fear her Fellow-Brutes, and hun

The thaggy Bear, tho’ now herfeif was one !

How from the Sight of rugged Wolves retire,
Altho’ the grim Lycaon was her Sire !

But now her Son had fifteen Summers told,
Fierce at the Chace, and in the Foreft bold ;
When, as he beat the Woods in queft of Prey,

He chanc’d to rouze his Mother where fhe lay.

‘She knew her Son, and kept him in her Sight,

And fondly gaz’d : the Boy was in a Fright,

And aim’d a pointed Arrow at her Breatt,

And would have flain his Mother in the Beaft;

‘But Fove forbad, and fnatch’d ’em thro’ the Air

In Whirlwinds up to Heav’n, and fix’d ’em there! *
Where the new Conftellations nightly rife,

And add a Luftre to the Northern Skies.

When Funo faw the Rival in her Height,
Spangled with Stars, and- circled round with Light,
She fought Old Ocean in his deep Abodes,

And Tethys, both rever’d among the Gods.
They atk what brings her there : ““ Ne'er ak, fays fhe,
“ What brings me here, Heav’n is ne Place for me.
¢ You’ll fee, when Night has cover’d all Things o’er,
¢ Jove's ftarry Baftard and triumphant Whore

¢ Ufurp
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« Ufurp the Heav’ns; you’'ll fee ’em proudly rotl

¢ In their new Orbs, and brighten all the Pole.

¢ And who fhall now on Funo's Altars wait,

¢ When thofe the hates grow greater by her Hate ?

¢ T on the Nymph a brutal Form imprefs*d, -

¢ ove to a Goddefs has transform’d the Beaft ;

¢ This, this was all my weak Revenge could do:

¢ But let the God his chafte Amours purfue,

% And, as he atted after Jo’s Rape,

¢¢ Reftore th® Adultrefs to her former Shape ;

¢ Then may he caft his Fano off, and lead

« The great Lycaon’s Offspring to his Bed.

¢ But you, ye venerable Pow’rs, be kind,

¢ And, if my Wrongs a due Refentment find,

¢ Receive not in your Waves their fetting Beanis,

¢« Nor let the glaring Strumpet taint your Streams.””
The Goddefs ended, and her With was given. "

Back fhe return’d in Triumph up to Heav’n;

Her gaudy Peacocks drew her thro’ the Skies,

Their Tails were fpotted with a thoufand Eyes;

The Eyes of 4rgus on their Tails were rang’d,

At the fame Time the Raven’s Colour chang’d.

The Story of CORON 15, and Birth of

A scULAPIUS,

The Raven once in fnowy Plumes was dreft,
White as the whiteft Dove’s unfully’d Breaft,
Fair as the Guardian of the Capitol,

Soft as the Swan ; a large and lovely Fowl;
His
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His Tongue, his prating Tongue had chang’d him quite
To footy Blacknefs,  from the pureft White,
The Story of his Change fhall Kere be told,
In Theflaly there livid 4 Nyniph of old,
Coronis named; a peerlefs Maid‘!he'fhin’d,
Confeft the faireft of the fairer' Kind,
Apolls lov’d her, %illihes Guilt he knew,
While true fhe 'Wwas, ‘or whilft he thought her true,
But his own Bird the Raven chanc’d to fidg
The falfe one with a fecret Rival join’d,
Coronis begg’d him to fupprefs the Tale,
But could not with fepeated Pray’rs preyail,
His milk-white Pinions to the God he ply’d 5
The bufy Daw flew with him, Side by'Side,
And by a thouland teizing Queftions drew
Thimportant Secret from him as they flew.,
The Daw gave'honeft Counfel, tho’ defpis’d,
And, tedious in her Tattle, thus advis’d, ,
‘ Stay, filly Bird, th' ill-natur’d Tafk refufe,
“ Nor be the Bearer of unwelcome News,
* Be warn’d by my Example : you difeern
“ What now [ am, andwhat I was thall learn,
¢ My foolith Honefty was all my Crime ;
¢ Then hear my Story. “Once upon a Time,
% The two-thap’d ‘Eritzboniu, had his Birth
““ (Without a Mother) from the teeming Earth ;
¢ Minerwa nurs’d him, and the Infant laid
“ Within a Cheft, of twining’ Ofiers made,
“ The Daughters of King Cecrops undertook
¥ Fo guard the Cheft, commanded not to logk
“ On
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¢« On what was hid within. ' I ftood'to fee
¢« The Charge obey’d, perch’d on'a neighb’ring Tree.
¢« The Sifters Pandrofos and Hersé keep

¢ The ftri& Command ; Aglanros needs would-peep,
¢« And faw the monftrous Infant, in a Fright,

¢« And call’d her Sifters to the hideous Sight:

s« A Boy’s foft Shape did to the Waift prevail,
s But the Boy ended in a Dragon’s Tail.
« T told the ftern Minerva all that pafs’d,

s¢ But for my Pains, difcarded and difgrac’d,
¢ The frowning Goddefs drove me from her Sight,
s And for her Fav’rite chofe the Bird of Night.

¢ Be then no Tell-Tale; for I think my Wrong
¢ Enough to teach a Bird to hold her Tongue. ‘

¢ But you, perhaps, may think I was remov ’d,

¢ As never by the heavenly Maid belov’d :

¢ But 1 was lov’d 3 atk Pallasif I lies
¢¢ Tho® Pallas hate me now, fhe won’t deny:
« For I, whom in a feather’d Shape you view,

¢ Was once a Maid (by Heav’n the Story's true) }
¢ A blooming Maid, and a King’s Danghter too:

¢« A Crowd of Lavers own’d my Beauty’s Charms '
¢« My Beauty was the Caufe of all my Harms ;
¢ Niptune, as on his Shores I wont to rove,

¢¢ Qbferv’d mein my Walks, and fell in Love,

¢« He made his Courtfhip, he confefs’d his Pain,
¢¢ And offer’d Force, when all his Arts were vain ;

¢¢ Swift he purfu’d ; I ran along the Strand,

¢ *Till, fpent and weary’d on the finking Sand,

«¢ [ fhriek’d
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I fhriek’d aloud, with Cries I f1Pd the Air
“ To Gods and Men ; nor God nor Man was there .
* A Virgin Goddefs heard 2 Virgin’s Prayr,
¢ For, as my Arms I lifted to the Skies,
“ I faw black Feathers from my Fingers rife :
¢ I ftrove to fling my Garment on the Ground,
“ My Garment turn’d to Plumes, and girt me round ;
“ My Hands to beat my naked Bofom try ;
¢ Nor naked Bofom now nor Hands had I :
% Lightly 1 tript, nor weary as before
‘¢ Sunk in the Sand, but kimm’d along the Shore ;
““ Till, rifing on my Wings, I was preferr’d
“ To be the chafte Minerwa’s Virgin Bird :
“ Preferr’d in vain | | now am in Difgrace
“ Ny&imene the Qwl enjoys my Place,
“ On her inceftuoys Life I need not dwell,
“ (In Lefos fill the horrid Tale they tell)
““ And of her dire Amours you muft have heard,
“ For which fhe now does Penance in a Bird,
¢ That confcious of her Shame, avoids the Light,
“ And loves the gloomy Cov’ring of the Night;
¢ The Birds, where-e’er fhe fiutters, fcare away
¢ The hooting Wretch, and drive her from the Day,”
The Raven, urg’d by fuch Impertience,
Grew paffionate, it feems, and took Offence,
And curft the harmlefs Daw; the Daw withdrew -
The Raven to her injur’d Patron flew,
And found him out, and told the fatal Truth,
Of falfe Coronis and the fayour’d Youth,
The



Baok II.  Ov1Dp’s Metamorphofes. - 69

The God was wroth ; the Colour left his Look,
The Wreath his Head, the Harp his Hand forfook : }
His Silver Bow and feather'd Shafts he took,

And lodg’d an Arrow in the tender Breaft,

That had fo often to his own been preft.

Down fell the wounded Nymph, and fadly groan’d,
And pull’d his Arrow reeking from the Wound ;
And weltring in her Blood thus faintly ery’d,

¢ Ah cruel God ! tho’ Ihave juftly dy’d,

< What has, alas ! my unborn Infant done,

¢ That he fhould fall, and Two expire in One %
This faid, in Agonies fhe fetch’d her Breath.

The God diffolves in Pity at her Death ;

He hates the Bird that made her Falfthood known,
And hates him{elf for what himfelf had done ;

The feather'd Shaft, that fent her to the Fates,.
And his own Hand, that fent the Sha't, he hates.
Fain would he heal the Wound, and eafe her Pain,
And tries the Compafs of his Art in vain.

Soon as he faw the lovely Nymph expire,

The Pile made ready, and the kindling Fire,

With Sighs and Groans her Obfequies he kept,
And, if a God could weep, the God had wept.
Her Corps he kifs’d, and heav'nly Incenfe brought,
And folemniz’d the Death himfelf had wrought.

But left his Ofspring fhould her Fate partake,
Spight of th’immortal Mixture in his Make,

He ript her Womb, and fet the Child atlarge,

And gave him to the Centaur Chiron’s Charge :
Then
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Then in his Fury black’d the Raven o’er,
And bad him prate in his white Plames no more,

OCYRRHOE transform’d into a Mupp,

Old Chiron took the Babe with fecret Joy,
Proud of the Charge of the Celeftia] Boy.
His Daughter too, whom on the Sandy Shore
The Nymph Charicle to the Centaur bore,
With Hair difhevel’d on her Shoulders, came
To fee the Child, Ocyrrioe was her Name ;
She knew her Father’s Arts, and could rehearfe
The Depths of Prophecy in founding Verfe,
Once, as the facred Infant fhe furvey’d,
The God was kindled in the raving Maid,
And thus the utter’d her Prophetic Tale;
“‘ Hail, great Phyfician of the World, all-hail;
¢ Hail, mighty Infint, who in Years to come
¢¢ Shalt heal the Nations, and defraud the Tomb;
¢ Swift be thy Growth ! thy Triumphs unconfin’d !
¢ Make Kingdoms thicker, and increafe Mankind,
¢ Thy daring Art thall animate the Dead,
 And draw the Thunder on thy guilty Head :
“ Then fhalt thou dye, but from the dark Abode
¢ Rife up victorious and be twice a God.
¢ And thou, my Sire, not deftin’d by thy Birth
“ To turn to. Duit, and mix with common Earth,
¢ How wilt thou tofs, and rave, and long to dje,
¢ And quit thy Claim to Immortality ;

¢ When



Book II.  Ovib’s Metamorphofes. 71

¢ When thou fhalt feel, enrag’d with inward Pains,
& The Hydra’s Venom rankling in thy veins ?
¢¢ The Gods, in Pity, fhall contra¢t thy Date,
¢ And give thee over to the Pow’r of Fate.”
Thus ent’ring into Deftiny, the Maid
The fecrets of offending Fove betray’d :
More had fhe ftill to fay ; but stow appears
Opprefs’d with Sebs and Sighs, and drown’d in Tears.
4 My Voice, fays fhe is gone, my Language fails §
¢ Through ev’ry Limb my kindred Shape prevails :
¢ Why did the God this fatal Gift impart, ,
¢¢ And with prophetic Raptures fwell my Heart !
¢ What new Defires are thefe ? I long to pace
O’er flow’ry Meadows, and to feed on Grafs ;
I haften to a Brute, a Maid no more
But why, alas ! am I transform’d all o’er
My Sire does half a human Shape retain,
And in his upper Parts preferves the Man.”
Her Tongue no more diftinét Complaints affords,
But in fhrill Accents and mif-thapen Words
Pours forth fuch hideous Wailings as declare
The human Form confounded in the Mare :
>Till by degrees accomplifh’d in the Beaft,
She neigh’d outright, and all the Steed expreft.
Her ftooping Body on her Hands is born,
Her Hands are turn’d to Hoofs, and fhed in Horn,
Her yellow Treffes ruftle in a Mane,
And in a flowing Tail fhe frifks her Train.
The Mare was finifi’d in her Voice and Look,
And a new Name from the new Figure took,

€<

113

-~

The
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The Transformation of BATTUS to0 4
Zouch-flone.

Sore wept the Centaur, and to Phabus pray’d :
But how cou’d Plabus give the Centaur Aid ?
Degraded of his Pow’r by angry Fouve,
In Elis then a Herd of Beeves he drove ;

And wielded in his Hand a Staff of Oak,

And oler his Shoulders threw the Shepherd’s Cloak 3
On feven compatted Reeds he us'd to play,

And on his rural Pipe to wafte the Day.

As once attentive to his Pipe he play’d,

The crafty Hermes from the God coavey’d }
A Drove that fep’rate from their Fellows ftray’d.
The Theft an old infidious Peafant view’d,
(They call’d him Bastus in the Neighbourhood)
Hir'd by a wealthy Pyliar Prince to feed
His fav’rite Mares, and watch the gen’rous Breed,
The thievith God fufpeéted him, and took
The Hind afide, and thus in Whifpers {poke ;
¢ Difcover not the Theft, whoe’er thou be,
“ And take that milk-white Hejfer for thy Feg.
¢ Go Stranger, cries the Clown, fecurely on,
¢¢ That Stone thall fooner tell,’” and thow’d a Stone,
The God withdrew, but ftrait return’d again,
In Speech and Habit like a2 Country Swain ;
And cries out, ¢¢ Neighbour haft thou feen a Stray
¢ Of Bullocks and of Heifers pafs this Way ?
¢ In the Recov’ry of my Cattle join,
¢ A Bullock and a Heifer fhall be thine,”
‘ The
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The Peafant quick replies, ¢ You’ll find ’em there
¢ In yon dark Vale;” and in the Vale they were.
The double Bribe had his falfe Heart beguil’d :
The God, fuccefsful in the Trial, fmil’d;

¢ And doft thou thus betray my felf to me?

<< Me to my felf doft thou betray ? * fays he:
Then to a Touch-flone turns the faithlefs Spy ;

And in his Name records his Infamy.

The Story of AGL A UROS transform’d into
a Statue.

This done, the God flew up on high, and pafs’d
O’er lofty Athens, by Minerva grac'd,
And wide Munichia, whilft his Eyes {urvey
All the vaft Region that beneath him lay.

’Twas now the Feaft, when each 4thenian Maid
Her yearly Homage to Minerva paid ;
In Canifters, with Garlands cover’d o’er,
High on their Heads, their myftick Gifts they bore :
And now, returning in a folemn Train,
The Troop of fhining Virgins fill’d the Plain.

The God well pleas’d beheld the pompous Show,
And {aw the bright Proceflion pafs below ;
Then veer’d about, and took a wheeling Flight,
And hover’d o’er them : As the fpreading Kite,
That {fmells the flaughter’d Viétim from on high,
Flies at a Diftance, if the Priefts are nigh, }
And fails around and keeps it in her Eye 3
So kept the God the Virgin Quire in view,
~ And in flow winding Circles round them flew,
Yor. I, G As
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As Lucifer excells the meaneft Star,
Or, as the full-orb’d Phele Lucifer ;
So much did Here all the reft outyy,
And gave a Grace to the Solemnity.
Hermes was fir’d, as'in the Clougis he hun'g ¢
So the cold Bullet, that witk Fury flung
From Balearick Engines mounts on high,
Glows in the XVl}irl, and burns along the Sky.
At length he pitch’d upon the Ground, and fhow’d
The Form Divine, the Features of 1 God.
He knew their Vertue o’er a Female Heart,
And yet he ftrives to better them by Art.
He hangs his Mantle loofe, and fets to thow
The golden Edging on the Seam below ;
Adjufts his flowing Curls, and in his Hand 4
Waves, with an Air, the Sleep-procuring Wand ;
The glitt’ring Sandals to his Feet.applies,
And to each Heel the well-trim’d Pinion ties,

His Ornaments with niceft Art difplay’d,
He feeks th’ Apartment of the Royal Maid.
The Roof was all with polifh’d Iv’ry lin’d,
That richly mix’d, in Clouds of Tortoife {hin’d.
Three Rooms, contiguous, in a Range were plac’d,
The Midmoft by the beauteous Her/z grac’d ;
Her Virgin Sifters lodged on ‘either Side.
“glauros firlt th’ approaching God defery’d,
And, as he crofs'd her Chamber, afk’d his Name.
And what his Bufinefs was, and whence he came,
““ I come, reply’d the God, from Heav’n to woo

¢ Your Sifter, and to make an Aunt of you ;
“ I am
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¢ I am the Son and Meflenger of Fove, :
¢« My Name is Mercury, my Bus’nefs Love
¢ Do you, kind Damfel, take a Lover’s Part,
¢ And gain Admittance to your Sifter’s Heart,”
She ftar’d him in the Face with Looks amaz’d,
As when fhe on Mizerwa’s Secret gaz’d,
And afks 2 mighty Treafure for her Hire ;
And, ’till he brings it, makes the God retire,
Minerva griev’d to fee the Nymph fucceed ;
And now rememb’ring the late impious Deed,
When, difobedient to her ftri¢&t Command,
She touch’d the Cheft with an unhallow’d Hand,
In big-fwoln Sighs her inward Rage exprefs’d,
That heav’d the rifing .Z£g7s on her Brealt ;
Then fought out Erwyin her dark Abode,
Defil’d with ropy Gore and Clots of Blcod :
Shut from the Winds, and from the wholefome Skies,
In a deep Vale the gloomy Dungeon lies,
Difinal and cold, where not a Beam of Light
Invades the Winter, or difturbs the Night.
Dire@ly to the Cave her Courfe fhe fteer'd ;
Againft the Gates her martial Lance fhe rear’d s
The Gates flew open, and the Fiend appear’d, -!
A pois’nous Morfel in her Teeth fhe chew’d,
And gorg’d the Flefh of Vipers for her Food.
Minerva loathing turn’d away her Eye;-
The hideous Monfter, rifing heavily,
Came ftalking forward with a fullen Pace,
And left her mangled Offals on the Place.
Goon as fhe faw the Goddefs gay and bright,
Slie fetch’d a Groan at{uch a chearful Sight.

G 2 Lavid
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Livid and meagre were her Looks, her Eye

In foul diftorted Glances turn’d awry ;

A Hoard of Gall her inward Parts poflefs’d,

And fpread a Greennefs o’er her canker’d Breaft ;

Her Teeth were brown with Ruft, and from her Tongue,
In dangling Drops, the ftringy Poifon hung.

She never fmiles but when the wretched weep,

Nor lulls her Malice with a Moment’s Sleep,

Reftlefs in Spite : while watchful to deftroy,

She pines and fickens at another’s Joy ;

Foe to herfelf, diftreffing and diftreft,

She bears her own Tormentor in her Breaft.

*The Goddefs gave (for fhe abhorr’d her Sight)

A fhort Command : ¢ To Athens fpeed thy Flight;

*“ On curft dglanros try thy utmoft Art,

“¢ And fix thy rankeft Venoms in her Heart.”

This faid, her Spear fhe pufh’d againft the Ground,
And mounting from it with an active Bound,

Flew off to Heav’'n : t2e Kag, with Eyes atkew,
Look’d up, and mutter’d Curfes as fhe flew ;

For fore fhe fretted, and began to grieve

At the Succefs which fhe herfelf muft give,

Then takes her Staff, hung round with Wreaths of Thorn,
And fails along, in a black Whirlwind born,

O’er Fields and flow’ry Meadows : where fhe fteers
Her baneful Courfe, a mighty Blaft appears,

Mildews and Blights ; the Meadows are defac’d,

The Fields, the Flow'rs, and the whole Years laid watte:
On Mortals next, and peopled Towns fhe falls,

And breathes a burning Plague among their Walls.
| When
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When Arbens fhe beheld, for Arts renown’d,
With Peace made happy, and with Plenty crown’d,
Scarce could the hideous Fiend from Tears forbear,
To find out nothing that deferv’d a Tear.

Th’ Apartment now fhe enter’d, where at reft
Aglauros lay, with gentle Sleep opprefs’d.

To execute Minerva’s dire Command,

She firoak’d the Virgin with her canker’d Hand,
Then prickly Thorns into her Breaft convey’d,
That ftung to Madnefs the devoted Maid :

Her fubtle Venom ftill improves the Smart,
Frets in the Blood, and fefters in the Heart.

To make the Work more fure, a Scepe " S
And plac’d before the dreamirs ~ wrgin’s View
Her Sifter’s Marriag< and her glorious Pales
'Th’ imaginary Bride appears in State;

Thy bride. groom with unwonted Beauty glost,

For Envy magnifies whate’er fhe fhows.
Full of the Dream, Aglauros pin’d away

In Tears all Night, 4n Darknefs all the Day;
Confum’d like Ice, that juft begins to run,
‘When feebly fmitten by the diftant Sun;
Or like unwholfome Weeds, that fet on Fire
Are flowly wafted, and in Smoke expire. ;
Giv’n up to Envy (for in ev’ry Thought
The Thorns, the Venom, and the Vifion wrought} .
Oft did fhe call on Death, as oft decreed,
Rather than {ee her Sifter’s Wifh fucceed,
To tell her awful Father what had paft,
At length before the Door herfelf fhe caft ;
G 3 And,
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And, fitting on the Ground with fullen Pride,

A Paffage to the love-fick God deny’d,

The God carefs’d, and for Admiflion pray’d,
And footh’d in fofteft Words th’ envenom’d Maid,
In vain he footh’d ; ¢ Begone ! the Maid replies,
“ Or here I keep my Seat, and never rife.”

¢ Then keep thy Seat for ever,” cries the God,
And touch’d the Door, wide op’ning to his Rod,
Fain would fhe rife, and ftop him, but fhe found
Her Trunk too heavy to forfake the Ground 3
Her Joints are all benum’d, her Hands are pale,
And Marble now appears in ev’ry Nail,
. Cancen in the Body feeds,

And gradual 1._, from Limb to Limb proceeds 3
So does the Chilnefs to €aCu ieq] Part,

Spread by Degrees, and Creeps into her Heart
"Till hard’ning ev’ry where, and fpeechlefs grown,
She fits unmov'd, and freezeg to a Stone,

But ftill her envious Eue and Tuilen iviicn,

Are in the fedentary Figure feen,

EvuRropra’s Rae

When now the God his Fury had allay’d,
And taken Vengeance on the flubborn Maid,
From where the bright 4rbenian Turrets rife
He mounts aloft, and re-afcends the Skies.
Jove faw him enter the fyblime Abodes,
And, as he mix’d among the Crowd of Gods,
Beckon’d



Book II.  Ov 10’s Metamorphofes. uYy
Beckon’d him out, and drew him from the reft,
And in foft Whifpers thus his Will exprefts :
<« My trufty Hermes, by whofe ready Aild  [vey’d.
& Thy Sire’s Commands are through the World con-
¢ Refume thy Wings, exert their utmoit Force,
¢ And to the Walls of Sidon {peed thy Courfe ;
«¢ There find a Herd of Heifers wand’ring o’er
< The neighb'ring Hill, and drive ’em to the Shore.”
Thus {poke the God, concealing his Intent.
The trufty Hermes on his Meflage went,
And found the Herd of Heifers wand’ring o’er
‘A neighb’ring Hill, and drove "em to the Shore;
Where the King’s Daughter, with alovely Train
Of Fellow-Nymphs was fporting on the Plain.
The Dignity of Empire laid afide,
(For Love but ill agrees with kingly Pride)
The Ruler of the Skies, the thund’ring God, -
Who fhakes the Woild’s Foundation with a Nod,
Among a Herd of lowing Heifers ran, i
Frifk’d in a Bull, and bellow’d o’er the Plain,
Large Rolls of Fat about his Shoulders clung,
And from his Neck the double Dewlap hung.
His Skin was whiter than the Snow that lies
Unfully’d by.the Breath of fouthern Skies 3
Small fhining Horns on his curl’d Forehead ftand,
As turn’d and polifh’d by the Workman’s Hand ;-
His Eye-balls roll’d, not formidably bright,
But gaz’d and languifh’d with a gentle Light.
Bisev’ry Look was peaceful, and expreft
The Softnefs of the Lover in the Beaft, _
’ G 4 Agenor’s '
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Lgzenor’s royal Daughter, as the play’d
Among the Fields, the Milk-white Rull furvey’d,
And view’d his fpotlefs Body with Delight,

And at a Diftance kept him in her Sight,

At length fhe pluck’d the rifing Flow’rs, and fed
The gentle Beaft, and fondly ftroak’d his Head,
He ftood well-pleas’d to touch the charming Fair,
But hardly could confine his Pleafure there,

And now he wantons o’er the neighb’ring Strand,
Now rolls his Body on the yellow Sand ;

And, now perceiving all her Fears decay’d,
Comes toffing forward to the royal Maid 3

Gives her his Breaft to firoke, and downward turns
His grizly Brow, and gently ftoops his Horns,

In flow’ry Wreaths the royal Virgin dreft

His bending Horns, and kindly clapt his Breaft,
*Till now grown wanton and devoid of Fear,

Not knowing that the preft the Thunderer,

She plac’d herfelf upon his Back, and rode

O’er Fields and Meadows, feated on the God.

He gently march’d along, and by Degrees
Left the dry Meadow, and approach’d the Seas;
Where now he dips his Hoofs and wets his Thighs,
Now plunges in, and carries off the Prize.

The frighted Nymph looks backward on the Shore,
And hears the tumbling Billows reund her roar 3
But ftill the holds him faft : one Hand is born
Upon his Back, the other grafps a Horn :

Her Train of ruffing Garments flics behind,

Swells in the Air, and hovers in the Wind,
Thro?
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Thro’ Storms and Tempefts he the Virgin bore,
And lands her {afe on the D:i&ean Shore ;
Where now, in his divineft Form array’d,
In his true Shape he captivates the Maid;
Who gazes on him, and with wond’ring Eyes
Beholds the new majeftic Figure rife,
His glowing Features, and celeftial Light,
And all the God difcover’d to her Sight.

The End of the Second Book,

G i OVID
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METAMORPHOSES
BOOK III

Tranflaied by Mr. ADD 150N,

The Story of CADMUS. \ .

;'g’ gg %}%‘yﬁ HEN now Agenor had his' Daughter

T2 v
TR
&/

1

; Nﬁ? loit,
He fent his Son to fearch on ev'ry

‘L%? Coaft; .
And ftetnly bid him to his Arms reftor
‘The darling Maid, or fee his Face no more,
But live an Exile in a foreign Clime ;
Thus was the Father pious to a Crime.

The reftlefs Youth fearch’d all the World around 3
But Low can Fowz in his Amours be found ?
When, tir'd at length with unfuccefsful Toil,
'To fhun his angry Sire and native Soil,
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;I-Ie goeJ a Suppliant-to; thr: Dz?pé:zr/% Dome;

“There afks the God what new appointed Home

Should end kis Wand’ rmgs, and his Toils reheve.

The Delphick Oracles this Anfwer give,

]9 Behold among the Fields a Ione]y Cow,

@) Wnwbt with Yokes, ‘unbroken o the Plough ;

“ Mark well the Place where firft fhe lays her down,

¢¢ There meafure out thy Walls, .and build thy Town,

¢ And from thy Guide Beaotia call the Land,

¢ In which the deftin’d Walls and Town fhall ftand.”
No fooner had he left the dark Abode,

Big with the Promife of the Delphick God,

When in the Fields the fatal Cow he view’d,

Nor gall'd with Yokes, nor worn with Servitude : . }

Her gently at a Diftance he purfu’d ;

And as he walk’d aloof, in Silence pray’d

To the great Pow’r whofe Counfels he obey’d.

Her Way thro” flow’ry Panspe the took,

And now, Cgphifus, crofs’d thy Silver Brook ;

When to the Heav’ns her fpacious Front the raig’d,.

And bellowed thrice, then backward turning gaz’d

On thofe behind, ’till on the deftin’d Place

She ftoop’d, and couch’d amid the rifing Grafs,
Cadmus {alutes the Soil, ‘and gladly hails

The new-found Mountains, and the namelefs Vales,

And thanks the Gods, and turns about his Eye

To fee his new Dominions round him lie ;

Then fends his Servantsto a neighb’ring Grove

For living Streams, a Sacrifice to Fove,
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O'er the wide Plain there rofe a fhady Wood
Of aged Trees; in its dark Bofom ftood ;
A buthy Thicket, pathlefs and unworn,
O’er-run with Brambles, and perplex’d with Thorns
Amidft the Brake a hollow Den was found, ;
‘With Rocks and fhelving Arches vaulted round

Deep in the dreary Den, conceal’d from Day,
Sacred to Mars, a mighty Dragon lay,
Bloated with Poifon to a monftrous Size ;
Fire broke in Flathes when he glanc’d his Eyes:
His tow’ring Creft was glorious to behold, :
His Shoulders and his Sides were feal’d with Gold; v
Three Tongues he brandifh’d when he charg’d his Foes;
His teeth ftood jaggy in three dreadful Rows.
The Tyrians in the Den for Water fought,
And with their Urns explor’d the hollow Vault:
From Side to Side their empty Urns rebound,
And rowfe the fleeping Serpent with the Sound.
Strait he beftirs him, and is {een to rife ;
And now with dreadful Hiffings fills the Skies,
And darts his forky Tongues, and rolls hxs glarmg

Eyes.

The Zyrians drop their Veflels in the Frwht
All pale and trembling at the hideous nght.
Spire above Spire uprear’d in Air he ftood,
And gazing round him over-look’d the Wood :
‘Then floating on the Ground in Circles roll’d,
Then leap’d upon them in a mighty Fold.
Of fuch a Bulk, and fuch a monftrous Size i
The Serpent in the Polar Circle lies, }
That firetches over half the northern Skies,
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In vain the Zyrians on their Arms rely, '

In vain attempt to fight, in vain to fly s

All their Endeavours and their Hopes are ?am 3

Some die entangled in the winding Train ;

Some are devour’d, or feel a loathfome Death,

Swoln up Wlth Blafts of peftilential Breath.

And’ now the {corching Sun was mounted high,

. Inall its Luftre, to the Noon- day Sky ;

When, anxious for his Friends, and fill’d with Cares,

To fearch the Woods th’ impatient Chief prepares,

A Lion’s Hide around his Loins he wore,

The well-poiz’d Jav’lin to the Field he bore,

Inur’d to Blaod ; the far- -deftroying Dart ;

And, the beft Weapon, an undaunted Heart,

Soon as the Youth approach’d the fatal Place,

He faw his Servants, breathlefs on the Grafs =

The {caly Foe amid their Corps he view'd,

Batking at Eafe, and feafting in their Blood.

¢ Such Friends, he cries, deferv’d a longer Date,

¢ But Cadmus will revenge or fhare their Fate.”

Then heav’d a Stone, and rifing to the Throw,,

He fent' it in 2 Whirlwind. at the Foe =

A Tow’r, affaulted by fo rude a Stroke,,

With all its lofty Battlements had fhook ;

But nothing here th’ unweildy Rock avails,

Rebounding harmlefs from the plaited Scales,

That, firmly join’d, preferv’d him from a Wound,,

With native Armour crufted all around.

With more Succefs, the Dart unerring flew,

Which at his Back the raging Warrior threw.;
Amid
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Amid the plaited Scales it took its Coutfe,

And in the {pinal Marrow fpent its Force.

'The Monfter hifs’d aloud, and rag’d in vain,

And writh’d his Body to and fro with Pain ;

He bit the Dart, and wrench’d the Wood away 3

The Point ftill buried in the Marrow lay.

And now his Rage, increafing with his Pain,

Reddens his Eyes, and beats in ev’ry Vein;

Churn’d in his Teeth the foamy Venom rofe,

‘Whilit from his Mouth a Blaft of Vapours flows,

Such as th’ infernal S{yg;;zn Waters caft,

The Plants around him wither in the Blaft.

Now in a Maze of Rings he lies enroll’d,

Now all unravell’d, and without a Fold ;

Now, like a Torrent, with a mighty Force

Bears down the Foreft in his boift’rous Courfe.

Cadmus gave back, and on the Lion’s Spoil

Suftain’d the Shock, then forc’d ‘him to recoil 3

The pointed Jav’lin warded off his Rage:

Mad with his Pains, and furious to engage,

The Serpent champs the Steel, and bites the Spear,

*Till Blood and Venom all the Point befmear.

But ftill the Hurt he yet receiv’d was flight ;

For, whilft the Champion with redoubled Might

Strikes home the Jav’lin, his retiring Foe

Shrinks from the Wound, and difappoints the Blowa
The dauntlefs Hero {till purfues his Stroke

And prefles forward, till a knetty Oak

Retards his Foe, and ftops him in the Rear;

Full in his Throat he plung’d the fatal Spear,

Thay
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That in th’ extended Neck a Paffage found,
And pierc’d the folid Timber thro’ the Wound,
Fix'd to the reeling Trunk, with many a Stroke
Of his huge Tail he lafh’d the fturdy Oak ;
>Till fpent with Toil, and lab’ring hard for Breath,
He now lay twifling in the Pangs of Death, -

Ca[/;;zu(; beheld him wallow in a Elood
Of fwimming Poifon, intermix’d with Blood ;
When fuddenly a Speech was heard from high,
(The Speech was heard, nor was the Speaker nigh)
* Why doft thou thus with tecret Pleafure fee,
* Infulting Man ! what thoy thyfelf fhalt be »?
Aftonifh’d at the Voice; he food amaz’d,
And allaround with inward Horrop gaz’d :
When Pallas fwift defcending from the Skies,
Pallas, the Guardian of the bold and wife,
Bids him plough up the Field, and featter round
The Dragon’s Teeth o’er all the furrow’d Ground 5
Then tells the Youth how to his wond’ring Eyes,
Embattled Armies from the Field fhall rifes’ i

He fows the Teeth at Pallas’s Command,
And flings the futare People from his Hand.
The Clod grows ‘warm, and crumbles where he {ows $
And now. the pointed Spears advance in Rows 3
Now nodding Plumes appear,” and fhining ‘Crefls,
Now the broad Shoulders and the rifing Breafts ;
O’er all the Field the breathing Harveft fwarms,
A growing Hoft, a Crop of Meh and Arms,

So thro’ the parting Stage a Figure rears
Its Body up, and Limb by Limb appears
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By juft Degrees ; *till all the Man arife,
And in his full Proportion ftrikes the Eyes.
Cadmus {urpriz’d, and ftartled at the Sight
Of his new Foes, prepar’d himfelf for Fight:
When one cry’d out, ¢ Forbear, fond Man, forbear
‘¢ To mingle in a blind promifcuous War.”
This faid, he ftruck his Brother to the Ground,
Himfelf expiring by another’s Wound;
Nor did the third his Conqueft long furvive,
Dying ere fcarce he had begun to live.
The dire Example ran thro’ all the Field,
*Till Heaps of Brothers ‘were by Brothers kill'd ;
The Furrows fivam in Blood ; and only five
Of all the vaft Increafe were left alive,
Echion one, at Pallas’s Commard,
Let fall the guiltlefs Weapon from his, Hand
And with the reft a peaceful Treaty makes,
Whom Cadmus as his Friends and Partners takes 3
So founds a City on the promis’d Earth,
And gives }ﬁs new PReotian Empire Birth,
Here Cadmus reign’d ; and now one would have guefls’d
The royal Founder in his Exile bleft :
Long did he live within his new Abodes,
Ally’d by Marriage to the deathlefs Gods;
And, in a fruitful Wife’s Embraces old,
A long Increafe of Children’s Children told:
But no frail Man, however great or high,
Can be concluded bleft before he die,
Agzon was the firft of all his Race,
Who griev’d his Grandfire in his borrow’d Face 3
Con=
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Condemn’d by fern Diana to bemoan

The branching Horns, and Vifage not his own ;
To fhun his once lov’d Dogs, to bound away,
And from their Huntfman to become their Prey,
And yet confider why the Change was wrought,
You’ll find it his Misfortune, not his Fault ;
Or, if a Fault, it was the Fault of Chance,

For how can Guilt proceed from Ignorance ?

The Transformation of AcT mON into a
Stag.,

In a fair Chace a fhady Mountain ftood,
Well ftor’d with Game, and mark’d with T'rails of Blood ;
Here did the Huntfmen, ’till the Heat of Day,
Purfue the Stag, and load themfelves with Prey ;
When thus 4Zeon calling to the reft :
“* My I'riends, faid he, our Sport is at the beft,
¢¢ The Sun is high advanc’d, apd downward fheds
¢ His burning Beams dire@ly on any Heads ;
*¢ Then by Confent abftain from further Spoils,
¢ Call off the Dogs, and gather up the Toils,
¢¢ And ere to-morrow’s Sun begins his Race,
*“ Take the cool Morning to renew the Chace,”
They all confent, and in a chearful Train
The jolly Huntfmen, loaden with the Slain, }
Return in Triumph from the fultry Plain.

Down in a Vale with Pine and Cyprefs clad,
Refrefh’d with gentle Winds, and brown with Shade,
The chafte Diana’s private Haunt, there ftood

Full in the Centre of the darkfome Wood
A fpa-
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A fpacious Grotto, all around o’ergrown

With hoary Mofs, and arch’d with Pumice-ftone,
From out its rocky Clefts the Waters flow,

And trickling fwell into a Lake below. |

Nature had ev’ry where fo play’d her Part,

That ev’ry where fhe feem’d to vie with Art,

Here the bright Goddefs, toil’d and chaf’d with Heat,
W as wont to bathe her in the cool Retreat.

Here did fhe now with all her Train refort,
Panting with Heat, and breathlefls from the Sport 3
Her Armour-bearer laid her Bow afide,

Some loos’d her Sandals, fome her Veil unty’d ;
Each bufy Nymph her proper Part undreft;
‘While Crocale, more handy than the reft,
Gather’d her flowing Hair, and in a Noofe
Bound it together, whilit her own huﬁg loofe..
Five of the more ignoble Sort by T'urns

Fetch up the Water, and unlade the Urns.

Now all undreft the fhining Goddefs ftood, -

‘When young Aézon, wilder’d in the Wood,

To the cool Grot by his hard Fate betray’d,

The Fountains fill’d with naked Nymphs furvey’ds

The frighted Virgins fhriek’d at the Suprize,

(The Foreft echo’d with their piercing Crics)

Then in a Huddle round their Goddefs preft ¢

She, proudly eminent above the reft,

With Bluthes glow’d ; fuch Blufhes as adorn

The ruddy Welkin, or the purple Morn ;

And tho the crowding Nymphs her Body hide,

Half backward fhrunk, and view’d him from a-fide.
Surpriz’d
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Surpriz’d, at firft fhe would have fhatch’d her Bow,
But fees the circling Waters round her flow ;
Thefe in the Hollow of her Hand fhe took,
And dafh’d ’em in his Face, while thus fhe fpoke :
¢¢ Tell, if thou canft, the wond’rous Sight difclos’d, |
““ A Goddefs naked to thy View expos’d.”

This faid, the Man begun to difappear
By flow Degrees, and ended in a Deer.,
A rifing Horn on either Brow he wears,
And ftretches out his Neck, and pricks his Ears ;
Rough is his Skin, with fudden Hairs o’ergrown,
His Bofom pants with Fears before unknown :
Transform’d at length, he flics away in Hafte,
And wonders why he flies away fo faft,
But as by Chance, within a neighb’ring Brook,
He faw his branching Horns and alter’d Look,
Wretched 4%eon ! in a doleful Tone
He try’d to fpeak, but only gave a Groan ;
And as he wept, within the watry Glafs 4
He faw the big round Drops, with filent Pace, }
Run trickling down a favage hairy Face.
What thould he do? Or feek his old Abodes,
Or herd among the Deer, and fculk in Woods !
Here Shame diffuades him, there his Fear prevails,
And each by Turns his aking Heart affails.

As he thus ponders, he behind him fpies
His op’ning Hounds, and now he hears their Crics :
A gen’rous Pack, or to maintain the Chace,
Or fouff the Vapour from the feented Grafs,

He bounded off with Fear, and {wiftly ran
O’er craggy Mountains, and the flow’ry Plain ; ,

Thro?
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Thro’ Brakes and Thickets forc’d his Way, and flew
Thro’ many a Ring, where once he did purfue,

In vain he oft endeavour’d to proclaim

His new Misfortune, and to tell his Name;

Nor Voice nor Words the brutal Tongue fupplies ;
From fhouting Men, and Horns, and Dogs he flies,
Deafen’d and ftunn’d with their promifcuous Cries.
When now the fleeteft of the Pack, that preft

Clofe at his Heels, and fprung before the reft,

Had faftened on him, {traight another Pair

Hung on his wounded Haunch, and held him there,
*Till all the Pack came up, andev’ry Hound .
Tore the fad Huntfman grov’ling on the Ground, }
Who now appear’d but one continu’d Wound:

With dropping Tears his bitter Fate he moans,

And fills the Mountains with his dying Groans.

His Servants with a piteous ‘Look he fpies,

And turns about his fupplicating Eyes.

His Servants, ignorant of what had chanc’d,

With eager Hafte and joyful Shouts advanc’d,

And call’d their Lord 4é&won to the Game.

He fhook his Head in Anfwer to the Name ;

He heard, but wih’d he had indeed been gone,

Or only to have ftood a Lookcr-on.

But to his Grief he finds himfelf too near,

And feels his rav’nous Dogs with Fury tear }
Their wretched Mafter panting in a Deer,

The
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Zhe Birth of BAccHUS,

A&zor’s SufPrings, and Diang's Rage,
Did all the Thoughts of Men and Gods engage;
Some call’d the Evils which Diana wrought,
Too great, and difproportion’d to the Fault »
Others again, efteem’d 42zon’s Woeg
Fit for a Virgin Goddefs to impofe,

The Hearers into diff’rent Parts divide,
And Reafons are produc’d on either Side,

Funo alone, of all that heard the News,
Nor would condemn the Goddefs, nor excufe,
She heeded not the Juftice of the Deed,

But joy’d to fee the. Race of Cadyus bleed ;
For ftill fhe kept Ewropa in her Mind,

And, for her Sake, detefted all her Kind,
Befides, to aggravate her Hate, he heard
How Seimele, to Jove's Embrace preferr’d,
Was now grown big with an immortal Load,
And carry’d in her Womb a future God,
Thus terribly incens’d, the Goddefs broke
To fudden Fury, and abruptly fpoke.

¢ Are my Reproaches of fo fmall a Force ?
¢ *Tis Time I then purfue another Courfe
€¢ It is decreed the guilty Wretch fhall die,
¢ If Pm indeed the Miftrefs of the Sky,
¢ If rightly ftyl'd among the Pow’rs above
¢“ The Wife and Sifter of the thund’sing Fove;

“ And
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¢¢ (And none can fure a Sifter’s Right deny)
¢ It is decreed the guilty Wretch fhall die,
¢¢ She boafts an Honour I can hardly claim,
$¢ Pregnant fhe rifes to a Mother’s Name;
¢¢ While proud and vain fhe triumphs in her Fowe,
¢¢ And fhews the glorious Tokens of his Love :
¢ But if I'm ftill the Miftrefs of the Skies,
¢ By her own Lover the fond Beauty dies.”-
This faid, defcending in a yellow Cloud,
Before the Gates of Semele fhe ftood.

Old Beroe’s decrepit Shape fhe wears,
Her wrinkled Vifage, and her hoary Hairs 3
Whilft in her trembling Gait fhe totters on,
And learns to tattle in the Nurfe’s Tone,
The Goddefs, thus difguis’d in Age, beguild -
With pleafing Stories her falfe Fofter-Child.
Much did fhe talk of Love, and when fhe ‘ca\x‘ne
T'o mention to the Nymph her Lover's Name,
Fetching a Sigh, and holding down her Head,
“ *Tis well, fays fhe, if all be' true that’s faid.
¢ But truft me, Child, I’m much inclin’d to fear
¢ Some Counterfeit in this your Fupizer.
¢ Many anhoneft well-defighing Maid
“ Has been by thefe pretended Gods betray’d,
¢ But if he be indeed the thund’ring Fouve,
Bid him, when next he courts the Rites of Love,
Defcend trinmphant from th’> Etherial Sky,
In all the Pomp of his Divinity,
¢ Encompafs’d round by thofe celeftial Charms,
“"With which he fills th* immortal Funa’s Arms.”

Vot.. I. H TR ums
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Th’ unwary Nymph. enfnar’d with what fhe {aid, -
Defir’d of Fove, when next he {fought her Bed,
To grant a certain Gift which fhe would chufe ;
¢«-Fear not, reply’d the God, that I'll refufe
¢ Whate’er you atk : May Sty confirm my Voice,
¢ Chufe what you will, and you fhall have your
Choice.”
¢ Then, fays the Nymph, when next you feck my
Arms, :
¢¢ May you defcend in thofe celeftial Charms,
¢« With which your FJuno’s Bofom you enflame,
¢¢ And fill with Tranfport Heav’ns immortal Dame.”
The God, furpriz’d, would fain have ftopp’d her Voice,
But he had {worn, and the had made her Choice.
To keep: his Promife he afcends, und fhrowds
His aweful Brow in Whirlwinds and in Clouds ;
Whilit all around, in terrible Array,
. His Thunders rattle, and his Light’nings play.
And yet, the dazzling Luftre to abate,
He fet not. out in all his Pomp and State,
Clad in the mildeft Light’ning of the Skies,
And arm’d with Thunder of the {malleft Size :
Not thofe huge Bolts, by which the Giants flain
- Lay overthrown on the Pblegrean Plain.
*T'was of a leflfer MouM, and lighter Weight,
They call it Thunder of a Second-Rate;
Far the rough Cyclops, who by Fove’s Command
Temper’d the Bolt, and turn’d it to his Hand,
Work’d up lefs Flame and Fury in its Make,

And quench’d it fooner in the ftanding Lake,
Thus
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Thus dreadfully adorn’d, with Horror brighty

Th? illuftrious God, defcending from his Height, }
Came ruthing on her in a Storm of Light.

The mortal Dame, too feeble to engage :

The Light’ning’s Flathes, and the Thunder’s Rage;,
Confum’d amidft the Glories fhe defir’d,
And in the terrible Embrace expir'd.

But, to preferve his Offspring from the Tomb,
Fove took him {moaking from the blafted Womb:
And, if on ancient Tales we may rely;

Inclos'd th® abortive Infant in his Thigh.

Here when the Babe had all his Time fulfill’d,
Ino firft took him for her Fofter-Child;

Then the Nifeansy in their dark Abode,

Nuws'd fecretly with Milk the thriving Gode

The Transformation of TIRESTAS.

*Tyas now, while thefe Tranfattions paft on Earth,
And Bacchus thus procur’d aifecond Birth,
When Fove, difpos’d tolay afide the Weight
Of public Empxre and the Cares of State,
As to his Queen in Ne&ar Bowls he quaff’d,
¢¢ In troth, fays he, and'as he {pokehe laucrh d,
¢¢ The Senfe of Pleafure in the Male is far
<t More dull and dead, than whatyou Females fhare.”’
Funo the Truth of what was faid deny’d ;
Tirefias therefore mufl the Caufe degides. .. . ! ies, }
For he the Pleafure of each Sex had try s : :
H 2 o il B
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In happen’d once, within 2 fhady Wood,

Two twifted Snakes he in Conjunction view'd,

When with his Staff their flimy Folds he broke,

And loft his Manhood at the fatal Stroke,

o But, after feven revolving Years, he view’d

The felf-fame Serpents in the felf-fame Wood:

¢ And if, fays he, fuch Virtue in you lie,

¢¢ That he who dares your flimy Folds untje }
*¢ Muft change his Kind, a fecond Stroke I’ll try,”
Again he ftruck the Snakes, and ftood again
New-fex'd, and ftrait recover’d into Man ;

Him therefore both the Deities create

The fov’reign Umpire, in their grand Debate 5

And he declar’d for Feve ; when Juno fird,

More than fo trivial an Affajr requir’d,

Depriv’d him, in her Fury, of his Sight,

And left him groping round in fudden Night,

But Fove (for fo it is in Heav’n decreed,

‘That 1o one God repeal another’s Deed)

Irradiates all his Soul with inward Light, :
And with the Prophet’s ‘Art reliéves the Want of Sight, '

The Transformation of Ecuo.

Fam’d far and near for knowing Things to come,
Fxor‘n him th’ enquiring Nations fought their Doom
‘T'hedfair Liriope his Anfwers try’d,

And firft ¢h’ unerring Prophet juftify’d.
This Nymph thé God Cephifus had abus’d,
With all his winding Water circumfus'd,
And
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And on the Nereid got a lovely Boy, 4 saa T
Whom the foft Maids ev’n then beheld with ]oy. :

The tender Dame, {olicitous to know
Whether her Child fhould reach old Age or no,
Confults the Sage Tirefras, who replies,
¢ If e’er he knows himfelf he furely dies.”
Long liv’d the dubious Mother in Sufpence,
*Till Time unriddled all the Prophet’s Senfe.

Naﬁij&s now his fixteenth Year began,

Juft turn’d of Boy, and on the Verge of Man ;
Many a Friend the blooming Youth carefs’d,
Many a love-fick Maid her. Flame confefs’d =
Such was his Pride, in vain the F riend carefs’d;
The love-fick Maid in vain her Flame confefs’d,

Once, in the W oods, as he purfu’d the Chace,
The babbling Echo had defery’d his Face ;-

She, who in others’ Words her Silence breaks,
Nor fpeaks herfelf but when another fpeaks.
Echo was then a Maid, of Speech bereft,

Of wonted Speech ; for tho' her Voice was lett
Funo a Curfe did on her Tongue impofe,

To fport with ev’ry Sentence in the Clofe.

Full often when the Goddefs might have caught
Fove and her Rivals in the very Fault,

This Nymph with fubtle Stories would delay
Her Coming, ’till the Lovers flipp’d away.
The Goddefs found out the Deceit in Time,
And then fhe cry’d, * That Tongue, for this thy Crime,
¢« Which could fo many fubtle Tales preduce,

# Shall be hereafter but of little Ufe.”

k.3 Hence
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Hence *tis fhe prattlesin a fainter Tone,
With mimick Sounds, and Accents not her own,

This love-fick Virgin, over-joy'd to find
The Boy alone, ftill follow’d him behind :

When glowing warmly at her near Approach
As Su]phu'rlblazes at the Taper’s Touch,

She long’d her hidden Paffion to reveal,

And tell*her Pains, but had not Words to tell 3
She can’t begin, but waits for the Rebound,
To catch his'Voice, and to return the Sound,

The Nymph, when nothing could Navciffus move,
Still dath’d with Blufhes for her flighted Love,
Liv’d in the fhady Covert of the Woods,

In folitary Caves and dark Abodes ;

Where pining wander’d the rejected Fair,
Il harrats'd out, &ad worn away with Care,
The founding Skeleton, of Blood bereft,
Befides her Bones and Voice had nothing left,
Her Bones are petrify’d, her Voice is found
In Vaults, where ftill it doubles ev’ry Sound,

The Story of NARCISsUS.

Thes did the Nymphs in vain carefs the Boy,
He {till was lovely, but he ftill was coy ;
When one fair Virgin of the flighted Train
Thus pray’d the Gods, provok’d by his Difdain, :
¢ Oh'may he love like me, and love like me in
vain 1” 7 ¢
Rhbamnufia pity’d the negle&ted Fair,

And with juft Vengeance anfwer’d to her Pray’r.
There
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There ftands a Fountain in a darkfome Wood,
Nor ftain’d with falling Leaves nor rifing Mud 3
Untroubled by the Breath of Winds it refts,

Unfully’d by the Touch of Men or Beafls :

High Bow’rs of fhady Trees above it grow,

And rifing Grafs and chearful Greens below.
Pleas’d with the Form and Coolnefs of the Place,
And over-heated by the Morning Chace,
Nareifjus-on the grafly Verdure lies:

But whilft within the dﬁryﬁal Fount he tries }
To quench his Heat, he feels new Heats arife.

For as his own bright Image he furvey’d,

He fel] in Love with the fantaftick Shade 5

And o’er the fair Refemblance hung unmov’d,
Nor knew, fond Youth'! it was himfelf he lov'd.
The well-turn’d Neck and Shoulders he deferies,
The fpacious Forchead, and the fparkling Eyes ;
The Hands that Bacchus might not {corn to fhow,
And Hair that round Apolio’s Head might flow ;
With all the Purple Youthfulnefs of Face,

That gently blafhesin the wat’ry Glafs,

By his own Flames confum’d the Lover lies,

And gives himfelf the Wound by which he diess
To the cold Water oft he joins his Lips,

Oft catching at the beauteous Shade he dips }
His Arms, as often from himfelf he flips.

Nor knows he who it is his Arms purfue

With eager Clafps, but loves he knows not who.

What could, fond Youth, this helplefs Paflion move ?
What kindled in thee this unpity’d Love ?

H 4 : Thy
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"Thy own warm Bluth within the Water glows,
With thee the colour’d Shadow comes and goes,
Its empty Being on thyfelf reljes ;
Step thou afide, and the frail Charmer dies.
Still o’er the Fountain’s wat’ry Gleam lhe fteod,
Mindlefs of Sleep, and negligent of Fuod ;
Still view’d his Face, and languifh’d as he view’d.
Atlength he( rais’d his Head, and thys began
To vent his Griefs, and tell the Woods his Pain,
 You Trees, fays he, and thoy furrounding.Grovc,
““ Who oft have been the kindly Scenes of Love,
“ Tell me, if e’er within your Shades did lje
“ A Youth fo tortur’d, fo perplex’d as I ¢ ‘
¢ I, who before me fee the charming Fair,
“ Whilft there he ftands, and yet he ftands not there -
“ In fuch a Maze of Love my Thoughts are loft
“¢ And yet no bulwark’d Town, nor diftant Coaft,
“ Preferves the beauteous Youth from being feen,
¢ No Mountains rife, nor Oceans flow between,
¢ A fhallow Water hinders my Embrace ;
* And yet the lovely Mimick wears 2 Face
“ That kindly fmiles, and when I bend to join
My Lips to his, he fondly bends to mine.
¢ Hear, gentle Youth, and pity my Complaint,
“ Come from thy Well, thou fair Inhabitant,
¢ My Charms an ealy Conqueft have obtain’d
*“O’er other Hearts, by thee alone difdain’d.
“ But why fhould I defpair ? I’m fure he burns
¢¢ With equal Flames, and languifhes by Turns ;
“ Whene’er I ftoop, he offers at a Kifs,

. . And when my Arms I firetch, he ftretches his,
¢ His
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¢ His Eye with Pleafure on my Face he keeps, :
¢« He fmiles my Smiles, and when-I weep he weepse
¢« Whene'er I fpeak, his moving Lips appear
¢ To utter fomething, which I cannot hear. -
¢ Ah wretched me! I now begin too late
¢ To find out all the long-perplex’d Deceit
s It is myfelf I love, myfelf I fee;
¢ The gay Delufion is a Part of me. -
¢ 7T kindle up the Fires by which 1 burn,
¢ And my own Beauties from the Well returm,

¢« Enjoyment but produces my Reftraint,

¢ And too much Plenty makes me die for Want.
« How gladly would I from myfelf remove !

¢ And at a Diftance fet the Thing I love.

¢« My Breaft is warm’d with fuch unufual Flre,

¢« Whom fhould I court ¢ how utter my Complamt ? }

«¢ T wifh him abfent whom I moft admire.
<« And now I faint with Grief; my Fate draws mgh,
¢¢ In all the Pride of blooming Youth I die. ; :
¢« Death will the Sorrows of my Heart relieve. :
¢ Oh might the vifionary Youth {urvive, il
¢ I thould with Joy my lateft Breath reﬁgn ?
¢« Butoh ' I fee his Fate involv’d in mine.”
This faid, the weeping Youth agoin return’d -
To the clear Fountain, where again he burn’d 3
His Tears defac’d the Surface of the Well,
With Circle after Circle, as they fell:
And now the lovely Face but half appears,
O’er-run with Wrinkles, and déform’d with Tearse =
¢ Ah whither, cries Narciffis, doft thou fly ? g
% Let me fill feed the Flame by which I die;
' 538 o8
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¢ Let me fiill fee, tho’ I'm no further bleft.”
Then rends his Garment off, and beats his Breatft :
His naked Bofom redden’d with the Blow,
In fuch a Bluth as purple Clufters thow,
Ere yet the Sun’s Autumnal Heats refine
Their fprightly Juice, and mellow it to Wine,
The glowing Beauties of his Breaft he fpies,
And with a new redoubled Paffion dies.,
As Wax diflolves, as Ice begins to run,
And trickle into Drops before the Sun ;
So melts the Youth, and lan guithes away,
His Beauty withers, and his Limbs decay ;
And none of thofe attrative Charms remain,
‘Te which the flighted Echo fu’d in vain.

She faw him in his prefent Mifery,
Whom, {pight of all her Wrongs, the griev’d to fee,
She anfwer’d fadly to the Lover’s Moan,
Sigh’d back his Sighs, and groan’d to ev’ry Groan :
«¢ Ah Youth! beloy’d in vain,”. Narciflius cries,
¢ Ah Youth! belov’d in vain,” the Nymph replies,
¢ Farewel,” fays he ; the parting Sound fearce fell
From his faint Lips, but fhe reply’d,  Farewel.”
Then on the wholefome Earth he gafping lies,
*T1ill Death fhuts up thofe felf-admiring Eyes.
To the cold Shades his flitting Ghoft retires,
And in the Stygian Waves itfelf admires,

For him the Naiads and Dryads mourn,
Whom the fad Zzbo anfwers in her turn ; }
And now the Sifter-Nymphs prepare his Urn :
‘When, looking for his Corps, they only found

& rifing Stalk, with yellow Bloffoms crown’d.
The
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The Story of PENTHEUS.

This fad Event gave blind Tirefras Fame,
Thro’ Greece eftablifh’d in a Prophet’s Name,
>Th> unhallow’d Pentheus only durft deride
The cheated People, and their eyelefs Guide.
To whom the Prophet in his Fury faid,
Shaking the hoary Honouts of his Head 3
«¢ *Twere well, prefumptuous Man, twere well for thee
¢ If thou wert eyelefs too, and blind, like me 3
¢ For the Time comes, nay, ’tis already here,
¢« When the young God’s Solemnities appear :
s« Which, if thou doft not with juft Rites adorn,
¢ Thy impious Carcafs, into Pieces tora, }
¢¢ Shall firew the Woods, and hang on ev’ry Thorn,
¢ Then, then remember what 1 now foretell,
¢ And own the blind Tirefias faw too well.”
Still Penthens fcorns him, and derides his Skill5
But Time did all the Prophet’s Threats fulfill,
For now thro’ proftrate Greece young Bacchus rode,
Whilit howling Matrons celebrate the God
All Ranks and Sexes to his Orgies ran,
"T'o mingle in the Pomps, and fill the Train.
W hen Penthens thus his wicked Rage exprefs’d 3
«¢ What Madnefs, Thebans, has your Souls poffefe’d 2
¢t Can hollow Timbrels, can a drunken Shout,
< And the lewd Clamours of a beaftly Rout,
« Thus quell your Courage; can the weak Alarm
& Qf Women’s Yells thofe ftubborn Souls difarm,,

H 6 s« Whom
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¢ Whom nor the Sword nor Trumpet e’er could fright,
¢ Nor the loud Din and Horror of a Fight

‘¢ And you, our Sires, who left yaur old Abodes,

¢ And fix’d in foreign Earth your Country Gods ;

“ Will you without a Stroke your City yield,

“ And poorly quit an undifputed Field ?

“ But you, whofe Youth and Vigour fhould infpire

“ Heroick Warmth, and kindle martjal Fire,

* Whom burnith’d Arins and crefted Helmets grace,

. “¢ Not flow’ry Gardens and a painted Face ;

‘“ Remember him to whom you ftand ally’d .

¢‘ The Serpent for his Well of Waters dy’d,

¢ He fought the Strong, do you his Cowrage fhow,

““ And gain a Conqueft o’cr 2 feeble Foe,
¢ If Thebes muft fall, oh might the Fates afford

¢ A nobler Doom from Famine, ‘Fire, or Sword,

¢ Then might the Thebaus perifh with Renown :

¢ But now a beardlefs Vietor facks the Town,

*“ Whom nor the prancing Steed, nor pond’rous Shield
“ Nor the hack’d Helmet, nor the dufty Field,

“ But the foft Joys of Luxury and Eafe,

“ The purple Vefts, and flow’ry Garlands pleafe,

¢ Stand then afide, I’ll make the Counterfeit

¢ Renounce his God-head, and confefs the Cheat,

““ Aerifius from the Greciar Walls repell’d

¢ This boafted Povw’r 5 why then fhould Peathbeys yield 2
* Go quickly drag th’ Impoftor Boy to me,,

“ 'l try the Force of his Divipity.”

Thuos did th” audacious Wretch thofe Rites profane ;
His Friends diffuade th’ andacious Wretch in vain :

In

>
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In vain his Grandfire urg’d him to give o’er :
His impious Threats 5 the Wretch but raves the more,
So have I feen a River gently glide,
In a fimooth Courfe, and inoffenfive Tide:
But if with Dams its Current we reftrain,
It bears down all, and foams along the Plain.
But now his Servants came befinear’d with Blood,
Sent by their haughty Prince to feize the God 5
The God they found not in the frantick Throﬁg,
But dragg'd a zealous Votary along.

The Mariners transfornm’d to Dolphins. -

Him Pentheus view’d with Fary in his Look;
And {earce with-held his Hands, while thus he fpoke 3
¢ Vile Slave ! whom fpeedy Vengeance fhall purfue,
« And terrify thy bafe feditions Crew.:
¢« Thy Country and thy Parentage reveal,
$2 Xnd why thou join’ft in thefe mad Orgies, tell.”
The Captive views him with undaunted Eyes,
And, arm’d with inward Innocence, replies.
« From high Meonia’s rocky Shores I came,
¢« Of poor Defcent, Aratesis my Name :
¢« My Sire was meanly born ; no Oxen plough’d
< His fruitful Fields, nor in his Paftures low’d.
«¢ His whole Eftate within the Waters lay
¢« With Lines and Hooks he caught the finny Prey :
&< His Art was all his Livelihood; whiclgbe
¢ Thus with his dying Lips bequeath’d to me:
“In
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¢ In Streams, my Boy, and Rivers take thy Chance ;
“ There fwims, faid he, thy whole Inheritance.
¢ Long did I live on this poor Legacy;
¢ "Tilltird with Rocks, and my old native Sky,
*“ To Arts of Navigation I inclin’d
¢ Obferv’d the Turns and Changes of the Wind,
‘¢ Learn’d the fit Havens, and began to note
¢¢ The ftormy Hyades, the rainy Goat,
¢¢ The bright Taygere, and the thining Bears,
“ With all the Sailor’s Catalogue of Stars.

‘¢ Once, as by Chance for Delos I defign’d,
“ My Veilel, driv’n bya ftrong Guft of Wind,
* Moor'd in a Chian Creek ; a-fhore I went,
¢ And all the following Night in Chios {pent.
¢ When Morning rofe, I fent my Mates to bring
*¢ Supplies of Water from a neighb'ring Spring,
¢ Whilft I the Motion of the Winds explor’d ;
¢ Then fummon’d in my Crew, and went aboard,
* Opbelses heard my Summons, and with Joy
 Brought to the Shore a foft and lovely Boy,
¢ With more than Female Sweetnefs in his Look,
¢ Whom f{traggling in the neighb’ring Fields he took.
“ With Fumes of Wine the little Captive glows,
* And nods with Sleep, and ftaggers as he gocs,

I view’d’him nicely, and began to trace
*¢ Each heav’nly Feature, each immortal Grace, }
¢ And faw Divinity in all his Face,”
¢ I know not who, faid;I, this God fhould be ;
¥ But that heisa God, I plainly fee :

‘¢ And
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And Thou, who-e’er thouart, excufe the Force
Thefe Men have us’d ; and oh befriend our Courfe!
Pray not for us, the nimble Diéys cry’d,
Dicys, that could:the Main-top Maft betiride, }
And down the Ropes with aétive Vigour {lide.
To the fame Purpofe old Eupepeus {poke,
Who overlook’d the Oars, and tim’d the Stroke ;
The fame the Pilot, and the fame the reft ;
Such impious Avarice their Souls pofieft.
Nay, Heav’n forbid, that I fhould bear away
Within my Veffel fo divine a Prey,
Said I ; and ftood to hinder their Intent: ;
When Lycabas, a Wretch for Murder fent }
From Tu/fcany, to fuffer Banifhment, -
With his clench’d Fift had ftruck me over-board,
Had not my Hands in falling grafp’d a Cord.
¢« His bafe Confederates the Fact approve;
When Bacchus (for *twas he) begun to move,
Wak'd by the Noife and Clamours which they rais’d, .
And fhook his drow{y Limbs, and round him gaz’d s
What means this Noife, he cries; am I betray’d 2
Ah, whither, whither muft I be convey’d 2”
Fear not, faid Proreus, Child, but tell us where
You wifh to land, and truft our friendly Care.”
To Naxos then dire& your Courfe, faid he; .
Naxos a hofpitable Port fhall be }
To each of you, a joyful Home to e, ’%
By ev’ry God, that rules the Sea or Sky,
The perjur’d Villains promife to comply,

¢ And
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*¢ And bid me haften to unmoor the Ship, % 1
¢ With eager Joy I launch into the Deep ;

““ And, heedlefs of the Fraud, for Naxos ftand,

* They whifper oft, and beckon with the Hand,

¢ And give me Signs, all anxious for their Prey,

“ To tack about, and feer another Way,
¢¢ Then let fome other to my Poft fucceed,

“Said I, 'm guiltlefs of fo foyl a Deed.

¢ What, fays Etbalion, muft the Ship’s whole Crew
‘¢ Follow your Humour, and depend on you ?
¢ And ftrzit himfelf he feated a¢ the Prore,
¢ And tack’d about, and fought another Shore,

+ ¢ The "beauteous Youth now found himfelf pe.

tray’d,

“ And from the Deck the rifing Waves furvey’d, -
¢ And feem’d to weep, and as he wept, he faid,
¢ And do you thus my eafy Faith beguile 3
““ Thus do you bear me to my native Ifle ?

“Will fuch a Multitude of Men employ
“ Their Strength againft a weak defencelefs Boy 27

““ In vain did I the God-like Youth deplore,
¢ The more 1 begg’d, they thwarted me the more,.

““ And now by all the Gods in Heav’n that hear
¢¢ This folemn Oath, by Racchus felf 1 {wear,
¢ The mighty Miracle that did enfue,
¢ Altho’ it feems beyond Belief, is true.

“The Veflel, fix’d and rooted in the Flood,
¢« Unmov'd by all the beatiug Billows flood.

“ In vain the Mariners would plough the Main:
¢ With Sails unfurl’d, and firike their Oars in vain;
i “ Around



Book III. Ovi1D’s Metamorphofes. - 113
¢« Around their Oars a twining Ivy cleaves,
<t And climbs the Maft, and hides the Cords in Leaves :
«¢ The Sails are cover’d with a chearful Green,
¢ And Berries in the froitful Canvas feen.
¢« Amidit the Waves a fudden Foreft rears )
¢¢ Jts verdant Head, and a new Spring appears,
‘¢« The God we now behold with open’d Eyes ;
¢ A Herd of {potted Panthers round him lies
¢¢ In glaring Forms ; the grapy Clufters {pread
- ¢ On his fair Brows, and dangle on his Head.
¢ And whilft he frowns, and brandifhes his Spear,
¢« My Mates furpriz’d with Madaefs or with Fear,
¢ Leap’d over-beard ; firt perjur’d Madon found
¢t Rough Scales and Fins his ftift’ning Sides {urround ;
¢¢ Ah what, cries one, has thus transform’d thy Look ?
¢ Strait his own Mouth grew wider as he {poke ;
¢ And now he views himfelf with like Surprize,
¢ Still at his Oar th’ induftrious Lybis plies;
s But, as he plies, each bufy Arm fhrink in,
¢ And, by Degrees, is fafhion’d to a Fin.
¢ Another, as he catches at a Cord,
¢ Mifles his Arms, and, tumbling over-board,
¢ With his broad Fins and forky Tail he laves
¢« The rifing Surge, and flounces in the Waves,
¢¢ Thus all my Crew transform'd around the Ship,
¢ Or dive below, or on the Surface leap, }
¢« And {pout the Waves, and wanton in the Deep.
¢¢ Full nineteen Sailors did the Slup convey,
A Shole of nineteen Dolphins round her playe
it | only in the proper Shape appear,
¢ Speechlefs with Wonder, and half dead with Fear,
¢l
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*¢ "Till Bacchaus kindly bid me'fear no more,
- % With him I lamded on the Chiny Shore, }
¢ And him ‘thall ever gratefully adore.”

- Whis forging Slave, fays Pentheus, would prevail
% O’r our juft Fury by a far-fetch’d Tale:
* Go, let him feel the Whips, the Swords, the Fire,
“ Andin the Tortures of the Rack expire,’’
Th’ officious ‘Servants hurry him away,
And the poor Captive in a Dungeon lay.
But whilft the Whips and Tortures are prepar’d,
The Gates fly open, of themfilves unbary’d ;
At Liberty th’ unfetter’d Captive flands,
And flings the loofen’d Shackles from his Hands.

The Death of PENTHED s,

But Penthens, grown ‘more furious than before,

Refolv’d to fend his Meflengers no more,

But went:himfelf to the diftracted Throng,

Where high Citharon echo’d with their Song,

And as the fiery War-horfe paws the Ground,

And fnorts and trembles at the Trumpet’s Sound ;
Tranfported thus he heard the frantick Rout,

And rav’d and madden’d at the diftant Shout,

A {pacious Circuit on the Hill there ftood,
Level and wide, and fkirted round with Wood;
Here the rath Penthens, with unhallow’d Eyes,
The howling Dames and myftick Orgies {pies.
His Mother fternly view’d him where he ftood,

And kindled into Madgefs as the view'd ;
Vil Her
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Her leafy Jav’lin at her Son fhe caft,
And cries, ¢ The Boar that lays our Country wafte !
¢ The Boar, my Sifters ! Aim the fatal Dart,
% And ftrike the brindled Monfter to the Heart.”
Pentheus aftonifh’d heard the difmal Sound,
And fees the yelling Matrons gath’ring round ;
He fees, and weeps at his approaching Fate,
And begs for Mercy, and repents too late.
¢¢ Help, help! my Aunt Autonoe, he cry’ds
< Remember how your own dézon dy’d.”
Deaf to his Cries, the frantick Matron crops
One ftretch’d-out Arm, the other Zzo lopse
In vain does Pentheus to his Mother fue,
And the raw bleeding Stumps prefents to View
His Mother howl’d ; and, heedlefs of his Pray’r,
Her trembling Hand fhe twifted in bis Hair, }
«¢ And this, fhe cry’d, fhall be dgave’s Share,”
When from the Neck his ftruggling Head fhe tore,
And in her Hands the ghaftly Vifage bore.
With Pleafure all the hideous Trunk furvey;
Then pull’d and tore the mangled Limbs aways }
As ftarting in the Pangs of Death it lay.
Soon as the Wood its leafy Honours cafts,
Blown off and fcatter’d by autumnal Blafts,
With fuch a fudden Death lay Pentbeus flain,
And in a thoufand Pieces firow’d the Plain.
By fo diftinguifhing a Judgment aw’d,
The Thebans tremble, and confeis the Gods

The End of the Third Book.
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The Story of ALc1THOE and her Sifterss

By Mr. EusDbDEN,

A %N ET ftill Aleithoe perverfe remains,

%ﬂﬁ And Bacchus ftill, and all his Rites, difs

AR dains.

jj{Z® Too rath, and madly bold, fhe bids him
prove

Himfelf 2 God, nor owns the Son of Foves

Her Sifters too unanimous agree,

Faithful Affociates in Impiety.

Be this a folemn Feaft, the Prieft had faid ;

Be, with each Miftrefs, unemploy’d each Maid.

With Skins of Beafts your tender Limbs enclofe,

And with an fvy-Crown adorn your Brows,

The
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The leafy Thyrfus high in Triumph bear,
And give your Locks to wanton in the Ajr,
. Thefe Rites profan’d, the holy Seer forethow’d
A mourning People, and a vengeful God.
Matrons and pious Wives Obedience thow,
Diftafts, and Wool half {pun, aw ay they throw :
Then Incenfe burn, and, Bacchus, thee adore,
Or lov’tt thou Nyjeus, or Lyzus more ?
O! doubly got, O! doubly born, they fung,
Thou mighty Promius, hail, from Light’ n1ng {prung!
Hail, Thyon, Eleleus! each Name is thine :
Or liften, Parent of the genial Vine !
lachus!" Evan! loudly they repeat,
And not one Grecian Attribute forget, ,
Which to thy Praife, great Deity, belong,
Stil’d juflly Liber in the Roman Song,
Eternity of Youth is thine ! enjoy
Years ro:l'd on Years, yet ftill a blooming Boy.
In Heav’n thou fhin’ft with a fuperior Grace;
Conceal thy Horns, and ’tis a Virgin’s Face. .
Thou taught’it the tawny Zudian to obey,
And Ganges, fmoothly flowing, own’d thy Sway :
Lycurgus, Pentheus, equally profane,
By thy juft Vengeance equally were flain,
By thee the Tufeans, whogconfpir’d to keep
Thee Captive, plung’d, and cut with Fins the Decp.
With painted Reins, all-glitt’ring from afar,
The fpotted Lynxes proudly draw thy Car.
Around, the Bacche, and the Satyrs throng,
Behind, Silenus, drunk, lags flow along :

4
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On his dull Afs he nods from Side to Side,
Forbears to fall, yet half forgets to ride.
Siill at thy near Approach, Applaufes load
Are heard, with Yellings of the Female Crowd.
Timbréls, and boxen Pipes, with mingled Criesy.
Swell up inSongs confus’d, and rend the Skies.
Come, Bacchus, come propitious, all implore,
And a& thy facred Orgies o’er and o’er.

But Mineus’ Danghters, while thefe Reits were paid,
At home, impertinently bufy, ftaid.
Their wicked Tatks they ply with various Art,
And thro’ the Loom the fliding Shuttle dart;
Or at the Fire to comb the Wool they ftand,
Or twirl the Spindle with a dextrous Hand.
Guilty them{elves, they force the Guiltlefs in 3
Theéir Maids, who fhare the Labour, fhare the Sin.
At laft one Sifter cries, who nimbly knew
T'o draw nice Threads, and wind the fineft Clue,
While others idly rove, and Gods revere,
Their fancy’d Qods! they know not who, or wheres
Let us, whom Pallas taught her better Arts,
Still working, cheer with mirthful Chat our Hearts;
And to deceive the Time, let me prevail
With each by Turns to tell fome antique Tale,
She faid 1 her Sifters lik’d the Humour well,
And {miling, bade her the flrit Story tell,
But fhe a-while profoundly feem’d to mufe,
Perplex’d amid Variety to chufe :
And knew not, whether fhe thould firft relate

The poor Dirceris, and her wond’rons Fate,

Vor. I. 1 The
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The Palg_ﬁi;ze: believe it to a Man, |

And fhow the Lake, in which her Scales began.

Or if fhe rather fhould the Daughter fing,

Who in the hoary Verge of Life took Wing;

Who foar’d from Earth, and dwelt in Tow’ss on high, .
And now a Dove fhe flits along the Sky.

Or how lewd Nais, when her Luft was cloy'd,

To Fifhes turn’d the Youths, fhe had enjoy’d,

By pow’rful Verfe, and Herbs; Effe&t moft firange !
At laft the Changer fhar’d herfelf the Change,

Or how the Tree, which once white Berries bore,
Still Crimfon bears, fince fiain’d with crimfon Gore,
The Tree was new ; fhe likes it, and begins

To tell the Tale, ard as fhe tells, fhe {pins.

The Story of PyraMUSs and TH1SBE,

In Babylon, where firfk her Queen, for State
Rais’d Walls of Brick mugniﬁceﬁtly great,
Liv’d Pyramus and Thifbe, lovely Pair!
He found no Eaftern Youth his Equal there, }
And fhe beyond the faireft Nymph was fuir.
A clofer Neighbourhood was never known,
Tho' two the Hou'es vet the Roof was one.
Acquaintance grew, th’ Acquaintance they improve
To Friendhip, Friendfhip ripen’d into Love:
Love had been crown’d, but impotently mad,
What Parents cotild not hinder,, they forbad.
For with fierce Flames young Pyramus ftill burn’d,

And gratefu) Thyfbe Flames as ficrce return’d.
Aloud
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Aloud in Words their Thoughts they dare not break;
But filent ftand ; and filent Looks can {peak.
The Fire of Love the more it is fupprefs’d,
The more it glows, and rages in the Breaft.
When the Divifion-wall was built, a Chink
Was left, the Cement unobferv’d to fhrink
So flight the Cranny, that it ftill had been'
For Centuries unclos’d, becaufe unfeen.
But oh ! what Thing fo fmall, fo fecret lies,
Which *fcapes, if form’d’ for Love, a Lover’s Eyes ¥
Ev’n in this narrow Chink they quickly found
A friendly Paffage for a tracklefs Sound.
Safely they told their Sorrows, and their Joys,
In whifper’d Murmurs and a dying Noife,
By Turns to catch each other’s Breath they ftrove,
And fuck’d in all the balmy Breeze of Love.
Oft as on diff’rent Sides they ftood, they cry’d}
Malicious Wall, thus Lovers to divide !
Suppofe, thou fhould’ft a-while to give us Place
To lock, and faften in a clofe Embrace:
But if too much to grant fo fweet a Blifs,
Indulge at leaft the Pleafure of a Kifs,
We {corn Ingratitude: to thee, we know,
This {afe Conveyance of our Minds we owe.
Thus they their vain Petition did renew
Till Night, and then they foftly figh’d Adieu.
But firft they ftrove to kifs, and that was all
Their Kifles dy’d untafted on the Wall,
Soon as the Morn had o’er the Stars prevail’d,
And warm’d by PAabus, Flow’rs their Dews exhal’d,

I2 The
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The Lovers-to .their well-known Place return,
Alike they fuffer, and alike they mourn.
At laft their Parentsithey refolve to cheat,
“(If to deceive in-Love ‘be called Deceit)
To fteal by Night from home, and thence unkn-wn
To feek the Fields, and quit th" unfaithful Town.
But, to prevent their wand’ring in the Dark,
They both agree to fix upon a Mark ;
A Mark, that could not their Defigns expo’e:
The Tomb of Nizus was the Mark they chofe.’
There they might reft fecure beneath the Shade,
‘Which Boughs, with fnowy Fruit encumber’d, male:
A wide-fpread Mulberry its Rife had took’
Juft on the Margin of a gurgling Brook.
Impatient for the friendly Dufk they ftay,
And chide the Slownefs of departing Day 3
In Weftern Seas down funk at laft the Light,
From Weftern Seas up-rofe the Shades of Night.
The loving Thifbe ev’n prevents the Hour,
‘With cautious Silence fhe unlocks the Door,
And veils her Face, and marching thro’ the Gloom
Swiftly arrives at th> Aflignation-Tomb.
For ftill the fearful Sex can fearlefs prove ;
Boldly they aét, if fpirited by Love.
Whenlo! a Lionefs rufi’d o’er the Plain,
Grimly befmear’d with Blood of Oxen flain :
And what to the dire Sight new Horrors brought,
T'o flake her Thirft the neighb’ring Spring fhe fought.
Which, by the Moon, when trembling Thifbe {pies,
Wing'd with her Fear, fiwift, asthe Wind, fhe flies;
And
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Amd in a Cave recovers from her Fright,
But.dropp’d her Veil confounded in her Flight..
When f{ated with repeated Draughts,- again :
The Queen of Beafts feour’d back along the Plain 3
She found the Veil, and niouthing:ivall-o’er; '
With bloody Jaws the lifelefs Prey: fhe tore.

The Youth, who could nctcheat his Guards{o foon,.
Late came, and noted by the glimm’ring Moon: ;
Some favage Feet, new printed onthe Ground,.

His Cheeks turn’d pale, his Limbs ne Vigour found &
But when, advancing on, the Veil'he fpy’d '
Diftain’d with Blood, and ghaftly torn; he cry’ds.
One Night fhall Death to two young Lovers give,.
But fhe deferv’d unnumber’d Years tolive!

*Tis I am guilty, I have thee betray’d, . '

Who came not early, ‘as my charming Maid.
Whatever flew thee, I the Caufe remain,

I nam’d, and fix’d the Place where thou waft flaine
Ye Lions from your neighb’ring Dens repair,,

Pity the Wretch, this impiousBody tear!

But Cowards thus for Death canidly cry 5

The Brave ftill have it in their Pow’r to die..
Then to th’ appointed Tree he haftes away,

The Veil firft gather’d, tho’ all rentit lay ¢

The Veil all rent yet ftill itfelf endears,

He kift, and kiffing, wafh’d it with his Tears.
Tho’ rich (he cry’d) with many a precious Stain,
Still from my Blood a.deeper Tincture.gain ;:
Then in.his Breaft his fhining Sword he drown’d,.

And fell fupine, extended on the Ground..
AL As
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As out again the Blade he dying drew,

Out fpun the Blood, and ﬁreaming upwards flew.

Soif a Conduit-pipe e’er burft you faw,

Swift {pring the gufhing Waters thro’ the Flaw :

Then fpouting in a Bow, they rife on high,

And a new Fountain plays amid the Sky. =

Xhe Berries, flain’d with Blood, began to fhow

A dark Complexion, and forgot their Snow ;

‘While fatten’d with the flowing Gore, the Roet

Was:doonrd for ever to a purple Fruit, :
Mean Time poor Thifbe fear’d, fo long fhe flay'd,

Her Lover might fufpe@t a perjur'd Maid,

Her Fright fcarce o'er, fhe ftrove the Youth to find

With ardent Eyes, which {poke an ardent Mind,

Alreadyin his Arms, fhe hears him figh

At her Deftruétion, which was once fo nigh,

‘The Tomb, the Tree, but not the Fruit fhe knew,

The Fruit fhe doubted for its alter’d Hue :

Still as the doubts, her Eyes a Body found

Quiv’ring in Death, and gafping on the Ground,

She ftarted back, 'the Red her Cheeks forfook,

And ev’ry Nerve with thrilling Horrors thook.

So trembles the fmooth Surface of the Seus,

If brufh’d ©o’er gently with a rifing Breeze.

But when her View her bleeding Love confeft,

She fhriek’d, fhe tore her Hair, fhe beat ber Breatt.

She rais’d the Body, and embrac’d it round,

And bath’d with Tears unfeign’d the gaping Wound.

Then her warm Lips to the cold Face apply’d,

And is it thus, ah! thus we meet! fhe ¢ry’d,
My
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My Pyramus! whencef prung thy cruel Fate ?
My Pyramus !———ah ! fpeak, ere 'tis toO lates
I, thy own Thifbe, but one Word implore,
One Word thy Thifbe never afk’d before.
At Thifte's Name, awak’d, he open’e wide
His dying Eyes ; with dying Eyes be wy'd }
On her to dwell, but clos’d them flow, and dy’d.

The fatal Caufe was now at laft explor'd,
Her Veil fhe knew, and faw his fheathlefs Sword :
From thy own Hand thy Ruin thou haft found,
She faid, but Love firft taught that Hand to wounde
Ev’n I for thee as bold a Hand can thow,
And Love, which fhall as true direét the Blows
1 will againft the Woman’s Weaknefs ftrive,
And never thee, lamented Youth, furvive.
"The World may fey, I caus’d, alas ! thy Death,
But faw thee breathlefs, and refign’d my Breath.
Fate, tho' it conquers, fhall no Triumph gain,
Fate, that divides us, fill divides in vain.

Now, both our crucl Parents, hear my Pray’rs
My Pray'r to ofter for us both I dare;
Oh! fee our Afhesin one Urmn confin’d,
Whom Love at firft, and Fate at lafl has join’d.
The Blifs, you envy’d, is not our Requett s
Lovers, when dead, may fure together reft.
Thou, Tree, where now one lifelefs Lump is laidy
Ere long o’er two fhalt caft a friendly Shade.
811 let our Loves from thee be underftood,
Still witnefs in thy purple Fruit our Blood.
She fpoke, and in her Bofom plung’d the Swordy
All warm and recking from its flaughter’d Lord.

4 The
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The Pray’r, which dying T4ifbe had preferr’d,
Both Gods, and Parents, with Compaffion heard,
The Whitenefs of the Mulberry foon fled,
And rip’ning, fadden’d in 2 dutky Red ;
Whiltt both their Parents their loft Children nourn,
And mix their Athes in one golden Urn,
Thus did the melancholy Tale conclude,
And a fhort, filent Interview enfu’d.
The next in Birth unloos’d her artful Tongue,
~ And drew attentive all the Sifter-Throng,

Lhe Story of LEUCOTHOE and the Sux,

The Sun, the Source of Light, by Beauty’s Pow’s
Once am’rous grew ; then hear the Sun’s Amour,
Venus, and Mars, with his far-piercing Eyes
This God firft fpy’d; this God firfk all Things fpies.
Stung at the Sight, and fwift on Mifchief bent,

To haughty Funa’s fhapelefs Son he went :

‘The Goddefs, and her God Gallant betray’d,
And told the Cuckold where their Pranks were play’d,
Poor Pulcan foon defird to hear no more,

He dropp’d his Hammer, and he fhook all o’ g
Then Courage takes, and full of vengeful Ire

He heaves the Bellows, and blows fierce the Fire :
From liquid Brafs, tho’ fure, yet fubtle Snares
He forms, and nexta wond’rous Net prepares,
Drawn with fuch curious Art, fo nicely 1ly,
Unfeen the Mathes cheat the fearching Eye.

Not half fo thin their Webs the Spiders weave,

Which the moft wary, buzzing Prey deceive,
Thzle
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Thefe Chains,. obedient to'the Touch, he fpread. :
Tn {ecret Foldings o’er the confcious Bed :.
The confcious Bed again. was quickly preft
By the fond Pair, in lawlefs Raptures:bleft:.
Mars wonder’d at his Cyzberea’s Charms,.
More faft than ever lock’d within:her Armss.
While Zulcar th’ Iv'ry Doors unbarr’d with Care,
Then call’d the Gods to .view.the {portive Pair :.
The Gods throng’d in, and faw in open:Day,.
Where Mars, and Beauty’s Queen, all naked lays.
© ! fhameful Sight, if fhameful thatwe name,,
Which Gods-withEnvyview’d, and could not'blame,
But, for the Pleafure, wifh’d to bear the Shame.. )8
Each Deity, with Laughtertir’d, departs, '
Yet all ftill'laugh’d at Fulcas in their Hearts: .

Thro’ Heav’n the News of this:Surprifal run;
But Zenus did not thus forget the Sun..
He, who ftol’n Tranfports idly. had betray’d,,
By a Betrayeriwas-in kind'repay’d..
What now-avails, great God, thy piercing Blaze,.
That:Youth, and Beauty, and thofe golden Rays?:
Thou, who" canft ~warm this" Univerfe alone,.
Feel’ft now a Warmth more pow’rful than thy own-
And thofe bright Eyes;. which all Things fhould furvey;
Know not from  fair Leucothee to firay,.
The Lamp of Light, for human Good defign’d,,
Is to one-Virgin niggardly confin’d..
Sometimes too. early rife thy. Eaftern Béams, .
Sometimes too late they fet in Weflern: Streams.:-
"Tis then her-Beauty thy {wift Courfe delays, .
And gives to Winter Skies long: Summer Days,

Lg Now
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Now in thy Face thy love-fick Mind appears,
And fpreads thro> impious Nations empty Fears s
For when thy beamlefs Head is wrapt in Night,
Poor Mortals tremble in defpair of Light,

> Tisnot the Moon that: o’er thee cafts a Veil,
.’ Tis Love alone, which makes thy Looks fo pale,
Leucorhoe is grown thy only Care,

Not Phaeton’s fair Mother now is fajr.

The youthful Rhodss moves no tender Fhought,
And beauteous Paor/z is at' lafi forgot,

Fond Chtie, fcorn’d, yet lov’d, and fought thy Bed,
Ev’n then thy Heart for other Virgins bled.
Leucorkoe has all thy Seul poffeft,

And chas’d each raval Paffion from thy Breaft,
To this bright Nymph Eurynome gave Birth

In the bleft Confines of the fpicy Earth,
Excelling others, fhe herfelf beheld

By her own blooming Daughter far exceli’d,
The Sire was Orchamus, whofe valt Command,
The Sev’nth from: Belus, rul’d the Perfian Land,

Deep in cool Vales, beneath.th’ He/perian Sky,,
For the Sun’ fiery Steeds the Pafiures lie.
Ambrofia there they eat, and thence they gain
New Vigour, and their daily Toils fuftain.
While thus on heay'nly Food the Courfers fed,
And Night, around; her gloomy Empire {pread,
The God affun’d his Mother’s Shape and Air,.
And pafs’d, unheeded toshis darling Fair.
C!ofe-by a Lamp, with Maids-encompafs’d round,,
The royal Spinfter, full-employ’d, he found :
Then
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Then cry’d, a-while from Work, my Daughter, reft

And, like a Mother, fcarce her Lips he preft.
Servants retire ? ——nor Secrets dare to hear,
Intrufted only to a Daughter’s Ear.
They fwift obey’d : not one, fufpicious, thought
The Secret, which their Mittrefs would be taught,
Then he : fince now no Witnefles are near,
Behold the God, who guides the various Year !
The World’s vaft Eye, of Light the Source ferene,
Who all Things fees, by whom are all Things feen.
Believe me, Nymph, (for 1 the Truth have fhow’d)
"Thy Charms have Pow’s to charm fo great a God.
Confus’d, fhe heard him his foft Paffion tell,
And on the Floor, untwirl’d, the Spindle fell :
Still from the fiweet Confufion fome new Grace
Blufh’d out by Stealth, and languifh’d in her Faces
The Lover, now inflam’d, himfelf puton,
And out at once the God, all-radiant, fhone.
The Virgin farted at his alter’d Form,
Too weak to bear a God’s impetuous Storm ¢
No more againit the dazzling Youth fhe firove,
But filent yielded, .and indulg’d his Love,

This Clytie knew, and knew fhe was undone,
Whofe Soul was fixd, and doated on the Sun.
She rag’d to think on her negle&ted Charms,
And Phabus, panting in another’s Arms. »
With envious Madnefs fir'd, fhe flies in hafte,
And tells the King his Daughter-was unchafte,
The King, incens’d to hear his: Honour ftain’ds
No more the Father nor the Man retain’ds.

16
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In vain fhe ftretch’d: her Arms, and turn’d her Eyes.
To her lov’d God, th’ Enlightner of the Skijes,

In vain the own’d it was a, Crime; yet fHli

It:-was a Crime not aéted by. her Will,

The brutal Sire ftood. deaf to ev’ry Pray’r,.

And deep in Earth-entomb’d: alive the Fair,

What Phabus could do, was by Phabus done 3

Full on Her. Grave with: pointed: Beams he thone :

To pointed Beams the gaping Earth gave Way ;

Had, the Nymph Eyes, her Eyes had.feen the Day, &
But lifelefs now, yet lovely ftill, fhe lay, j
Not more the God wept, when the World was.fir’d,
Andin the. Wereck; his.blooming Boy expird.

"The vital Flame he frives to light again,

And warm.the frozen  Blood in eviry Vein =

But fince refiftlefs Fates deny'd-that Pow’r,

On the cold Nymph he rain’d a Nedar Show'r;

Ah ! undeferving this (he faid) .to die, .

Yet ftill in Odours thou fhalt reach the Sky.

The Body foon difiolv’d, and 2l -around

Perfum’d with heav’nly Fragrancies the ‘Ground ;

A Sacrifice for Gods up-rofe from thence,

A fweet delightful Tree. of Frankincenfe,

The. Transformation of CL Y T 12s.

Tho’ guilty Glysie thus the San. betray’d, .
By too much Paffion fhe was guilty made.
Excefs of Love begot Excefs of Grief,
Grief fondly bade her hence to hope Reliefs.
But
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But angry Phecbus hears, unmov’d, her Sighs,.
'And fcornful from her loath’d Embraces flies.-
All Day, all Night, in tracklefs Wilds, alone
She pin’d, and taught the lift'ning Rocks her Moans
©On the bare Earth fhe lies, her Bofom bare,
Loofe her Attire, difhevell’d is her Hair.
Nine Times the Morn unbarr'd the Gates of Light,
As oft were fpead th” alternate: Shades of Night,,
So long no Suftenance the Mourner knew,
Unlefs fhe drank her Tears, orfuck’d the Dew..
She turn’d about, butrofe not from the Ground,,
Turn’d to the Sum, ftill as ke roll’d his Round's.
On his bright Face hung her defiring Eyes,,
»Till fix’d to Eaxth fhe ftrove in vain to rife..
Her Looks their Palenefs in a Flow’r retain’d,
But here, and there, fome purple Streaks they gain’de.
Still the lov’d Objeft the fond Leaves purfue,
Still move their Root, the moving Sun to view,. }
And in the Heliotrope the Nymphi is true, :
The Sifters hieard thefe Wonders with Surprife,,
But part receiv’d themn as romantic Liess-
And pertly rally’d, that they could not fee-
In Pow’rs. Divine fo vaft an Energy.
Part own’d, true Gods fuch Miracles might do,.
But own’d not Bacchus, one among the truc,..
At laft a common, juft Requeft they make,,
And beg Alzithoe her Turn: to take..
I will (fhe faid) and pleafe you; if f can;
Then fhot her Shuttle fivift, and thus begans.
The Fate of Daphnis is a Fate too.known,.
Whom an.enamour’d-Nymph transform’d to Stone,
Becaufe
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Becaufe fhe fear’d another Nymph might fee

The lovely Youth,_ and love as much as fhe + }
So ftrange the Madnefs is of Jealoufy.

Nor thall I tell, what Changes Seyrbon made,

And how he walk’d a Man, or tripp’d a Maid.

You too would peevith frown, and Patience want

To hearhow Cehmis grew an Adamant.

He once was dear to Fowe, and faw of old

Jove, when a Child; but what he faw, he told.
Crocus and Smiax may be turn’d to Flow’rs,

And the Curetes {pring from bounteous Show’rs :

I pafs a hundred Legends ftale, as thefe,

And with fweet Novelty your Tafte will pleafe.

The Story of SarLmMacis and HERrma-
PHRODITUS,

By Mr. Apprson.

How Salmacis, with weak enfeebling Streams
Softens the Body, and unnerves the Limbs,
And what the fecret Caufe, fhall here be fhown
The Caufe is fecret, but th’ Effe&t is known.
- The Naiads nurft an Infant heretofore,
That Cytherea once to Hermes bore : !
From both th’ illuftrious Authors of his Race
The Child was nam’d ; nor was it hard to trace
Both the bright Parents thro’ the Fafant’s Face., I
When fifteen Years in 742’s cool Retreat
The Boy had told, he left his native Seat,
And fought frefh Fountains in a foreign Soil ;

The Pleafure leffen’d the astending Toil,
With
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With eager Steps the Tycian Fields he croft,
And Fields that border on the Lyciaz Coalft ;
A River here he view’d fo lovely bright,
It {hew’d the Bottom in a fairer Light, Bk }
Nor kept a Sand conceal’d from human Sight.
"The Stream produc’d nor flimy Ooze, nor Weeds,
Nor miry Ruthes, nor the fpiky Reeds;
But dealt enriching Moifture all around,
The fruitful Bankswith chearful Verdure crown’d, }
And kept the Spring Eternal on the Ground.
A Nymph prefides, not praétis’d in the Chace,
Nor fkilful at the Bow, nor at the Race
Of a1l theblue-ey’d Daughters of the Main,
The only Stranger to Diara’s Train :
Her Sifters often, as ’tisfaid, would cry,
¢ Fye, Salmacis: what, always idle ! fye.
¢« Or take thy Quiver, or thy Arrows {eize,
¢ And mix the Toils of Hunting with thy Eafe,?
Nor Quiver fhe, nor Arrows e’er would feize,
Nor mix the Toils of Hunting with her Eafe.
But oft would bathe her in the Chryital Tide,
Oft with a Comb her dewy Locks divide;;
Now in the limpid Streams fhe views her Face,
And dreft her Image in the floating Glafs:
On Beds of Leaves fhe now repos’d her Limbs,
Now gather’d Flow'rs that grew about her Streams,
And then by Chance wis gathering, as he ftood
To view the Boy, and long’d for what fhe view’d.
Fain would fhe meet the Youth with hafty Feet,
She fain would meet him, but refus'd to meet
Before
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Before her Looks were fet with niceft Care,
~ And well deferv’d to be reputed fair,
‘¢ BrightYouth, fhe cries, whom all thy Features prove.
‘“ A God, and, if 2 God, the God:of Love ;.
 Butif a Mortal, bleft thy Nurfe’s Breaft,
¢ Blelt are thy Parents, and thy Sifters bleft :
¢ But oh how bleft! how more than bleft thy Bride;.
* Ally’d in Blifs, if any yet ally’d !
¢ Ififo, let mine the ftol’n Enjoyments be ;
¢t If not, behold a willing, Bride in, me.” [Shame,,
The Roy knew nought of Love, and. touch’d - with.
He ftrove, and blufh’d, but fil] the Bluth became -
In rifing Blushes {till freth Beauties rofe ;.
Then funny Side of Fruit fuch Blyfhes fhows ;.
And fuch the Moon, when allher Silver W hite-
Turns in Eclipfes to.a.ruddy Light.
The Nymph fill begs, if not a nobler. Blifs,,
A cold-Salute at leatt, aSifter’s Kifs
And now prepares to take the. lovely. Boy -
Between her Arms. He,,innoccntly Coy,.
Replies, ““Or leave me to myfelf alone,
¢ You rude uncivil Nymph, ori’Il be gone.”’
¢ Fair Stranger then,.fays fhe, it thall be fag’?’
And, for fhe fear'd his Threats, fhe feign’d.to go g
But hid within a Covert’s_neighb’ring Green,
She kept him ftill in Sight, herfelf unfeen,
The Boy now fancies all the Danger o'er,
And innocently_ fports about the Shore,
Blayful and wanton to the Stream he trips,
And dips his. Foot, and fhivers as he dips,.-
The
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The Coolnefs pleas’d him, and with eager Hafte

His airy Garmients on the Banks he caft;

His Godlike Features, and his heav’'nly Hue,

And all his Beauties were expos’d to View.

His naked Limbs the Nymph with Rapture fpics,

While hotter Paflions in her Bofom rife, }

Fluth in her Cheeks, and fparkle in her Eyes.

She longs, fhe burns to clafp him in her Arms,

And looks, and fighs, and kindles at his Charms.
Now all undreft upon the Banks he ftood,

And clapt his Sides, -and leapt into the Flood :

His lovely Limbs the Silver Waves divide,

His Limbs appear more lovely thro’ the Tide ;

As Lilies fhut within a cryftal Calfe,

Receive a glof{'y‘ Luftre from the Glafs,

~ He’s mine, he’s all my own, the Naiad cries,

And flings off all, and after him fhe flies.

And now fhe faftens on him as he fwims,

And holds him clofe, and wraps about his Limbs.

The more the Boy refifted, and was coy,

The more fhe clipt, and kift the ﬁrﬁggling Boy.

So when the wriggling Snake is fnatcht on high

In Eagle’s Claws, and hifles in the Sky,

Around the Foe his twirling Tail he flings,

And twifts her Legs, and wriths about her Wings.
The reftle(s Boy ftill obdurately ftrove

To free himfelf, and fill refus’d her Love.

Amidft his Limbs the kept her Limbs intwin’d,

¢ And why, coy Youth, fhe cries, why thus unkind! }

¢ Qh may the Gods thus keep us ever join’d !

: « ©h
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“ Oh may we never, never part again ! '
So pray’d the Nymph, nordid fhe pray in vain ;
For now fhe finds him, as his Limbs fhe preft,
Grow nearer ftill, and nearer to her Breaft;
°Till, piercing each the other’s Fleth, they run
Together, and incorporate in One :
Laft in ope Face are both their Faces join'd,
As when the Stock and grafted Twig combin’d }
Shoot up the fame, and wear a common Rind :
Both Bodies in one fingle Body mix,
And fingle Body with a double Sex,

The Boy, thus loft in Woman, now furvey’d
The Rivet’s guilty Stream, and thus he pray’d.,
(He pray’d, but wonderd at his fofter Tone,
Surpriz’d to hear a Voice but half his own.)
You Parent-Gods, whofe heav’nly Names I bear,
Hear your Hermaphrodite, and grant my Pray’r ;
Oh grant, that whomfoe’er thefe Streams contain
If Man he enter’d, he may rife again }
Supple, unfinew’d; and but half 2 Man !

The heav’nly Parents anfwer’d from og high,
Their two-fhap’d Son, the double Votary ;
Then gave a fecret Virtue to the Flood,
And ting’d its Source to make his Wifhes good,

Continued by Myr. EvspEx.
ALCITHOE and her Sifers transform’d to
Bats,

But Mineus Davnghters il their Tafks purfue,

To Wickednefs moft obftinately true
At
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At Bacchus ftill they laugh, when all around,

Unfeen, the Timbrils hoarfe were heard to found,

Saffron and Myrrh their fragrant Odours fhed,

And now the prefent Deity they dread.

Strange to relate! Here [vy firft was feen,

Along the Diftaff crept the wond’rous Green.

Then fudden-fpringing Vines began to bloom,

And the foft Tendriis curl’d around the Loom :

While purple Clufters, dangling from on high,

Ting'd the wrought Purple with afecond Die,
Now from the Skies was fhot a doubtful Light,

The Day declining to the Bounds of nght.

The Fabrick’sfirm Foundations fhake all o’er,

Falfe Tigers rage, and figur'd Lions roar.

Torches, aloft, feem blazing in the Air,

And angry Flathes of red Light’nings glare,

To dark Recefles, the dire Sight to fhun,

Swift the pale Sifters in Confufion run.

Their Arms were loft in Pinions, as they fled,

And fubtle Films each flender Limb o’er{pread.

Their alter’d Forms their Senfes foon reveal’d ;

Their Forms, how alter’d, Darknefs ftill conceal’d,

Clofe to the Roof each, wond’ring, upwards fprings,

Borne on unknown, tranfparent, plumelefs Wings.

They ftrove for Words ; their little Bodies found

No Words, but murmur’d in a fainting Sound.

In Towns, not Woods, the footy Bats delight,

And, never, ’till the Dufk, begin their'Flight;

*Till Fefper rifes with his Ev’ning Flame,

From whom the Romans have deriv’d their Name,

The
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Zhe . Transformation of INo and Mxry 1-
€CERTA t0 Sea-Gods.

The Pow’r of Bacchus now o'er 7hebes had fAown :
With awful Rev’rence foon the God they own,
Proud Ino, all around tlre Wonder tells,
And on her Nephew Deity #ill dwells, -
Of num’rous Sifters, fhe alone yet knew
No Grief, byt Grief, which the from Sifters-drew..
Imperial Funo faw her with Difdain,
Vain in her Offspring, in her Confort vain,
Who rul’d the trembling Thebans with a Nod,
But faw her vainett in her Fofter-God.
Could then (fhe cry’d) a Baftard-Boy have Pow’r
To make a Mother her own Son devour ?
Could he the Tufean Crew to Fifhes change,
And now three Sifters damn to Forms fo ftrange 2
Yet fhall the Wife of Jove find no Relief ?
Shall fhe, ftill unreveng’d, difclofe her Grief ?
Have I the mighty Freedom to complain
Is that my Pow’r ¢ Is that to- eafe my Pain ?
A Foe has taught me Vengeance ; and who ought
To fcorn that Vengeance, which-a Foe has taught?
What fure Deftru@tion frantick Rage can throw,
The gaping Wounds of flanghter’d Peutheus thow,
Why fhould not Ino, fir'd with Madnefs, ftray,
Like her mad Sifters her own Kindred flay » }
Why, fhe not follow, where they lead the Way ?
Down a feep, yawning Cave, where Yews difplay’d
In Arches meet, and lend a baleful Shade,
Thre'
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“Thro® filent Labyrinths a Paffage lies TR :
To mournful Regions, and infernal Skies,

Here Sy exhales its noifome Clouds, and here,

The fun’ral Rites once paid, all Souls appeér.

‘8:iff Cold, and Horror with a ghaftly Face

And ftaring Eyes, infeft the dreary Place.

‘Ghofls, new-arriv'd, and Strangers to thefe Plains,
Know not the Palace, where grim Pluzo reigns.

‘They journey doubtful, nor the Road can tell,

‘Which leads to the Metropolis of  Hell.

A thoufand Avenues thofe Tow’rs command,

A thoufand Gates for ever open ftand.

As-all the Rivers, difembogu’d, find Room

For all their Waters in old Ocean’s Womb :

So this vaft City Worlds of Shades receives,

And Space for Millions ftill of Worlds the leaves,

Th’ unbody’d Speétres freely rove, and fhow

Whate’er they lov’d on Earth, they love below,

The Lawyers f{till, or right, or wrong, fupport,

The Courtiers fmoothly glide to P/uto’s Court.

Still airy Heroes Thoughts of Glory fire, |
Still the dead Poet-ftrings his deathlefs Lyre, } ;
And Lovers ftill with fancy’d Darts expire. 3

'The Queen of Heav’n to gratify her Hate,

And footh immortal Wrath, forgets her State.

Down from the Realms of Day, to Realms of Night,
The Goddefs fivift precipitates her Flight,

At Hell arriv’d, the Noife Hell’s Porter heard,

Th’ enormous Dog his triple Head up-rear’d:

Thrice
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Thrice from three grizly Throats he how!’d profound,
"Then fuppliant couch’d, and ftretch'd along the Ground.
The trembling Threthold, which Sasuraia preft,
The Weight of fuch Divinity confeft.

Before a lofty, adamantine Gate,
Which clos’d a Tow’r of Brafs, the Furies fate :
Mif-thapen Forms, tremendous to the Sight,
Th’ implacable foul Daughters of the Night.
A founding. Whip each bloody Sifter fhakes,
Or from her Trefles combs the curling Snakes.
But now great Furo’s Majefty was known ;
Thro’ the thick Gloom, all heav’nly bright, fhe fhone :
The hideous Monfters their Obedience fhow’d,
And rifing from their Seats, fubmiffive bow’d.

This is the Place of Woe, here groan the Dead;
Huge Tizyus o’er nine Acres here is fpread.
Fruitfel for Pain th’ immortal Liver breeds,
Still grows, and ftill th’ infatiate Vulture feeds.
Poor Tantalus to tafte the Water tries,
But from his Lips the faithlefs Water flies :
Then thinks the bending Tree he can command,
The Tree ftarts backwards, and eludes his Hand,
The Labour too of Sifyphus is vain,
Up the fteep Mount he heaves the Stone with Pain, }
Down from the Summit rolls the Stone again,
The Belides their leaky Vefitls fill,
Ave ever lling, and yet never fill s
Doom’d to th#® Punifhment for Blood they {hed,
For Bridegrooms flaughter’d in the bridal Bed.

: Stretch’d

~
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Stretch’d on the rolling Wheel Zxion lies 3
Himfelf he follows, and himfelf he fliese
Ixion, tortur’d, Fumo fternly ey’d,
Then turn’d, and toiling Sifpbus efpy’d:
‘And why (fhe faid) fo wretched is the Fate
Of him, whofe Brother proudly reigns in State?
Yet ftill my Altars unador’d haye been
By Athamus, and his prefumptuous Queen. _
What caus’d her Hate, the Goddefs thus confefty
What caus’d her Journey now was more than gueft.
That Hate, relentlefs, its Revenge did want,
And that Revenge the Furies foon could grant:
They could the Glory of proud 7hebes efface,
And hide in Ruin the Cadimean Race.
For this fhe largely promifes, intreats,
And to Intreaties adds imperial Threats.
Then fell 7i/phone with Rage was {tung,
And from her Mouth th’ untwifted Serpents flung,
To gain this trifling Boon, there is no Need
(She cry’d) in formal Speeches to proceed.
Whatever thou command’{t to do, is done;
Believe it finifh'd, tho’ not yet begun:
But from thefe melancholy Seats repair
T'o happier Manfions, and to purer Air.
She fpoke: the Godedfs, darting upwards, flies,
And joyous re- afcends her native Skies:
Nor enter’d there, till round her Zris threw
Ambrofial Sweets, and pour’d celeftial Dew.,
The faithful Fury, guiltlefs of Delays,
“ With cruel Hafte the dire Command obeys.
Gint
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Girtin a blotidy Gown, a Torch fhe fhakes,

And round her Neck twines {peckled Wreaths of Snakes.

Fear, and Difmay, and agonizing Pain,

With frantick Rage, compleat her lovelefs Train.

To Thebes her Flight fhe fped, and Hell forfook ;

At her Approach the Theban Turrets fhook :

‘The Sun fhrunk back, thick Clouds the Day o’ercatt,

And{pringing Greens were wither'd as fhe paft.
Now, difmal Yellings heard, firange Spe&res feen,

Confound as much the Monarch as the Queen.

In vain to quit the Palace they prepar'd,

Tifiphone was there, -and kept the Ward.

She wide extended her unfriendly Arms,

And all the Fury lavifh’d all her Harms.

Part of her Trefles loudly hifs, and Part

Spread Poifon, as their forky Tongues they dart,

Then from her middle Locks two Snakes fhe drew,

Whofe Merit from fuperior Mifchief grew :

Th’ envenom’d Ruin, thrown with fpiteful Caré,

Clung to the Bofoms of the haplefs Pair.

The haplefs Pair foon with wild Thoughts were fir'd,

And Madnefs, by a thoufand Ways infpir’d.

“Tis true, th’ unwounded Body ftill was fouhd,

But ’twas the Soul which felt the deadly Wound.

Nor did th" unfated Monfter here give o'er,

But dealt of Plagues afrefh, unnumber’d Store.

Each baneful Juice too well fke underftood,

Foam, churn’d by Cerderus, and Hydra’s Flood.

Hot Hemlock, and cold Aconite fhe chofe,

Delighted in Variety of Woes,

Whatever
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Whatever can untune th’ harmonious Soul,
And its mild, reas’ning Faculties controul,
Give falfe Ideas, raife Defires profane,
And whirl in Eddies the tumultuous Brai,
Mix'd with curs’d Art, fhe direfully around
Thro® all their Nerves diffus’d the fad Compound.
Then tofs’d her Torch in Circles fill the fame,
Improv'd their Rage, andadded Flame to Flame.
The grinning Fury her own Conquet {py’d, :
And to her rueful Shades return’d with Pride, }
And threw th’ exhaufted, ufelefs Snakes afide.
Now Arhamas-cries out, his Reafon fled,
Here, Fellow-hunters, let the Toils be {pread,
I faw a Lionefs, in queft of Food,
With her two young, run roaring in this Wood,
Again the fancy’d Savages were feen,
As thro’ his Paldce ftill he chac’d his Queen;
Then tore Learchus from her Breaft: the Child
Seretch’d little Arms, and on its Father {mil’'d ;
A Eather now no more, who now begun
Around his Head to whirl his giddy Soxn,
And, quite infenfible to Nature’s Call,
The helplefs Infant flung againft the Wall,
The fame mad Poifon in the Mother wrought,
Young Melicerta in her Arms fhe caught,
And with diforder’d Trefles, howling, flies,
O Bacchus, Ewoe, Bacchus! loud fhe cries.
The Name of Bacchus, Funo laugh’d to hear,
And faid, thy Fofter-God has coft thee dear.
A Rock there ftood, whofe Side the beatiag Waves
Had long confum’d, and hollow’d into Cave ,
Veor. . K The
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‘The Head fhot forwards in a bending Stecp,

And caft a'dreadful Covert o’er the Deep,

The wretched Im, on Deftruétion benr

Climb’d up the Cliffs ; fuch Strength her Fury lent

Thence with her puz't]efs Boy, who wept in vain,

At 6ne bold Spring fhe plung’d into the Main,
Her Niece’s Fate touch’d C_Tyf/:zerea’;Breaﬁ

And in foft Sounds fhe Neptune thus addreft.

Great God of Waters, whofe extended Sway

Is next to his, whom Heav’n and Earth obey :

Let not the Suit of Penus thee difpleafe,

Pity the Floaters on th’ Jonian Seas. 2

Increafe thy Subject-Gods, nor yet. difdain

To add my Kindred to that glorious Train.

¥f from the Sea I may fuch Honours claim,

If'ts Defert, that from the Sea I came,

As Grecian Poets artfully have fung,

And in the Name confeft from whence [ {prung.
Pleas’d Neptune nodded his Affent, and free

Both foon became from frail Mortality.

He gave them Form, and Majefty Divine,

And bade them'glide along the foamy Brine.

For Melicerta is Palemon known,

And Ino ance, Leucothoe is grown.

be Transformation of the THEBAX Matrons.

‘The Theban Matrons their lov’d Queen purfu’d,
And tracing to the Rock, her Footiteps view’d,
Too certain of her Fate, they rend the Skies

With piteous Shrieks, and lamentable Cries.
All
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All beat their Breafts, and Funxo all upbraid, ‘

Who ftill remember’d a deluded Maid :

Who, {till revengeful for one ftol’n Embrace,

. Thus wreak’d her Hate on the Cadmean Races ., -
This Funo heard ; and fhall fuch Elfs, fhe cry e
Difpute my Juftice, or my Pow’r deride ? ~ -

You too fhall feel my Wrath: not) idly fpent 5

A Goddefs never was for Infults meant. ;

She, who lov’d mof, and who moft lov’d had been, -
Said, not the Wayes fhall part me from my Queen.
She ftrove to plunge into the roaring Flood ;

Fix’d to the Stone, a Stone herfelf fhe ftood. . -
This, on her Breaft would fain her Blows repeat, A
Her ftiffen’d Hands refus’d her Breaft to beat. ‘
That, ftretch’d her Arms unto the Seas ; in vaia - ;
Her Arms fhe labour’d to unftretch again,

To tear her comely Locks another try’d,

Both comely Locks and Fingers petrify’d._

Part thus; but Fuzo with a fofter Mind

Part doom’d to mix among the feather’d Kind.
Transform’d, the Name of Theban Birds they keep,:
And fkim the Surface of that fatal Deep.

Capmus and bis QUEEN transform’d te.
Serpents.

Mean-time, the wretched Cadmus mourns, nor knows
‘That they who mortal fell, immortal rofe,
With a long Series of new Ills oppreft,
He droops, and all the Man forfakes his Breaft, -
Kgito Molns
Strange
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Strange Prodigies confound his frighted Eyes,
From the fair City, which he rais’d, he flies :

Asif Mistortune not purfued his Race,

But only hung o’er that devoted Place,

Refolv’d by Sea to feek fome diftant Land,

At laft he fafely gain’d th’ Ilyrian Strand.

Cheuarlefs h»lmfelf, his Confort ftill he: chears,
Ho'lr), and loaden’d both with Woes and Years,
"Then to recount paft Serrows they begin,

And trace them to the gloomy Origin.

That Serpent fure was hallow’d, Cadimus cry’d,
‘Which once my ‘Sp‘ear' transfix’d with foolith Pride ;
When the big Teeth, a Seed before unknown,

By me along the wond’ring Glebe were fown, }
And fprouting Armies by themfelves o’erthrown,
1f thence the Wrath of Heav’n on me is bent,
May Heav’n conclude it with one fad Event;

To zn extended Serpent change the Man :

And while he fpoke the wifh’d-for Change began.
His Skin with fea-green Spots was vary’d round,
And on his Belly prone he prefs'd the Ground.

He glitter’d foon with many a golden Scale,

' And his fhrunk Legs clos’d in a fpiral Tail,

Arms yet remain’d, remaining Arms he fpread

To his lov'd Wife, and human Teats yet fhed.
Come, my Harmenia, come, thy Face recline
Down to my Face; ftill touch, what {till is mine,
O ! let thefe Hands, while Hands, be gently preft,

While yet the Serpent has not all poflett,
Moye
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More he had {poke, but ftrove to fpeak in vain,. .

7 he forky Tongye refus’d testell his Painy. }

And learn’d in Hiffings only to complain. i
Then thriek’d Harmonia, Stag, my Cadmus, ftays.

Glide not in fuch a moniftrous Shape away !

Deftrudion,, like impetuous Waves,, rolls on.

Where are thy Feet, thy Legs, thy Shoulders gone ?

Chang’d is thy Vifage, chang’dis all thy Frame ;.

Cadmus is only Cadmus now in Names.

Ye Gods, my Cadmus to. himfelf reftore,

Or me like him. transform, I afk no mors. -
The Hufband Serpent thow’d he ftill had Thought,,

With wonted Fondnefs an Embrace he fought;

Play’d round her Neck in many a harmlefs Twilft,.

And lick’d that Bofom, which, a Man, he kift..

The Lookers-on (for Lookers-on there were)

Shock’d at the Sight, half-dy’d away with Fear..

The Transformation was again renew'd, :

And, Tike the Hufband, chang’d the Wife they view'd.

Both, Serpents now, with Fold invelv’d in Fold,

To the next Covert amicably relPdi. .

"There curl’d they lie, or wave along the Green, ‘

Fearlefs fee Men, by Men are fearlefs feen, }

Still mild, and confcious what they once have been..

The Story of PERSEUSs.

Yet tho’ this harfh, inglorious Fate they found;
Each in the deathlefs Grandfon liv’d renown’d.
Thro’ conquer’d India Bacchus nobly rode,

And Greece with Temples hail’d the conqu’ring God..

K 3 In.
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In Argosonly proud Aderifius rei gn’d,
Who all the confecra‘ed Ritcs profan’d,
Audacious Wretch ! thus Bacchus to den Vs
And the great Thunderer’s great Son defy !
Nor him alone: thy Daughter vainly ftrove,
Brave Perfeus of Celeftial Stem to prove, }
And herfelf pregnant by a golden Fowe,
Yet this was true, and Truth in Time prevatls,
Aerifius now his Unbelief bewails;
His former Thought, 1an impious T hought he found,
And both the.-Hero, 2and the God were own’d,
Hefaw, already onelin Heav’n was plac’d,
And one'with morethan mortal Triumphs grac’d,
The Vi&or P"fﬁu.f withi the Gorgon-head,
O’er Libyan Sands his airy Journey f ed.
The gory Drops diftill?d, as fivift e flew,
And from’each Drop envenom’d Serpents grew.
The Mifchiefs brooded on the barren Pluins,
 And ftill b unhappy Fruxtfulnefs remalns.

A TLAS z‘mmform’d to-a .Mourtauz.

; Thence Perfous, .like a Cloud, by Storms was driven,
Throlall th> Expanfe beneath the Cope of Heav’n.
The jarring Winds unable to controul,

He faw the Seuthéern, and the Northern Pole:

And Eaftward thrice, and Weftward thrice was whirl’d,
And from the Skies furvey’d the nether World,

But when grey Evining fhow’d the Verge of Night,

He fear’d in Darknefs to purfue his Flight,
i i’ He



Book IV. Ovip’s Metamorphofes. T
He pois’d his Pmlons, and forgot to foar,

Aand finking, clos’d them on th’ He/perianShore :
Then begg’d to reft, *till Lucifer begun

To wake the Morn, the Morn to wake the Sun.

T

L

Here At'as ngn ’d, of more than human Size,
And in his Kingdom the World’s Limit lies.
Here Titan bids his weary'd Courfers fleep,
And cocls theburning Axle in the Deep.
The mighty Monarch, uncontroul’d, alone,
His Sceptre fways ; no neighb’ring States are knowns
A thoufand Flocks on fhady Mountains fed,
A thoufand Herds o’er grafly Plains were {pread.
‘Here wond”rous Trees their fhining Stores unfold,
Their fhining Stores too wond’rous. to be told,
Their Leaves, their Branches, and their Apples, Gold.
Then Perfpus the gigantick Prince addreft,
Humbly implor’d a hofpitable Reflt.
1f bold Exploits thy Admiration fire,
He faid, I fancy, mine thou wilt admires.
Or if the Glory of a Race can'move,
Not mean my Glory, for I {pring from Fove.-
At this' Confeflion r/as ghaftly ftar’d,
Mindful of what an Oracle declar’d,
That the dark Womb of Time conceal’d a Day,. .
W hich fhould, difclos’d, the. bloomy Gold betray &
All fhould at once be ravif’d from his Eyes, .
And Jove's own Progeny enjoy the Prize,. .
Tor this, the Fruit he loftily ir-pmur’d,
And a fierce Dragon the ftrait Pafs fecur’de.-
For this,. all’ Strangers he forbad to land,
Aad drove them from th’ inhofpitable Strand..

K. 4. Tou
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To Per/eus then : Fly quickly, fly this Coaft,
‘Nor falfely dare thy A&sand Race to hoatt,
In vain the Hero for one Night entreats,
Threat’ning he ftorms, and next adds Force to T hreats,
By Strength not Per/eus could himfelf defend,
For who in Strength with 4/as could contend ?
But fince fhort Reft to me thoa wilt not give,
A Gift of endlefs Reft from me receive.
He faid, and backward turn’d, no more conceal’d
The Prefent, and Medufa’s Head reveal’d.
Soon the high 4t/zs a high Mountain flood,
His Lecks and Beard became a leafy Wood.
His Hands and Shoulders into Ridges went,
The Summit-head ftill crown’d the fteep Afcent.
His Bones a folid, rocky Hardnefs gain’d :
He, thus immenfely grown, (as Fate ordain’d) }
“The Stars, the Heav’ns, and all the Gods fufiain’d.

AXDROMEDA refcued from the Sea-Monfler.

Now Zolus had with ftrong Chains confin’d,
And deep imprifon’d ev’ry bluft’ring Wind,
The rifing Pho/pber with a purple Light
Did {luggifh Mortals to new Toils invite,
His Feet again the valiant Per/eus plumes,
And his keen Sabre in his Hand refumes;
Then nobly fpurns the Ground, and upwards {prings,
And cuts the liquid Air with founding Wings.
O’er various Seas, and various Lands he paft,

"Till Lthiopa’s Shore appear’d at laft,
Andros
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Andromeda was there, doom’d to attone
By lier own Ruin Follies not her own:
And if Injuftice in a God can be, ‘
Such was the Lybian God’s unjuft Decree.’
Chain’d to a2 Rock fhe ftood'; young Perfeus flay’d:
His rapid Flight, to view the beauteous Maid,
So fweet her Frame, fo exquifitely fine,.
She feem’d a Statue by a Hand Divine,
Had not the Wind her waving Trefles thow’d,
And down her Cheeks’ the melting Sorrows flow’d..
Her faultlefs Form the Hero’s Bofom fires; ;
The more he looks, the more he {till admires..
"Th’ Admirer almoft had forgot to fly, '
And fwift defcended, flutt’ring from on high.-
Q! Virgin, worthy no fuch Chains to prove, .
But pleafing Chains in the {oft Folds of Love ;- :
Thy Country, and thy Name (he faid) difclofe, .
And give a true Rehearfal of thy Woes.

A quick Reply her Bafhfulnefs refus’d, .
To the free Converfe of a-Man unus’d:
Her rifing Blufhes had Concealment found
From her fprcad'Hands, but that her Hands were'bound. -
She acted to her full Extent of Pow’r;. can gy
And bath’d her Face with a frefh, filént Show’r. -
But by Degrees in Innocence grown bold, .
Her Name, her Country. and herBirth the told : .
And how fhe fuffer’d for aiMother’s Pride, '
Who with the Nereids once in Beauty vy’d.
Part yet untold, the Seas begun to rear,
And mountiog Billows tumbled to the Shore, .-

K g ‘Above
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Above the Waves Monfter rais’d his Head,

His Body o’er the Deep was widely {pread :
Onward he flounc’d 5 aloud the Virgin cries ;
Each Parent to.her-Shricks in‘Shricks replies : }
But fhe had decpeft, Caufe to rend the Skies.
Weeping, to her they.cling 5 no Sign appears
Of Help, they only lend their helplefs Tears.

Too long you vent your Sorrows, Perfeus {aid,
Short is the-Hour, and fwift the Time of Aid,

In me:the Son of thund’rmg Jeve behold,

Got in a kmdly Show’r of fruitful Gold.
Medufa’s Spaky Head is now my Prey,

And thro’ the Clouds I boldly Wing my Way,

If fuch Defert be worthy of Efteem,

Add, if your Daughter I from Death redeem,
Shall fhe be mine ? Shall it not then be thought,
A Bride, fo lovely, was too cheaply bought ?

For her my Arms I willingly employ,

If I may Beauties, which I fave, enjoy.

"The Parents eagerly the Termsembrace ;

For who. would flight fuch. Terms infuch a Cafe ?
Not her alone' they promife, but befide,

The Dowry of a Kingdom with the Bride.

As well-rigg’d Gallies, which Slaves, {weating, row,
With their tharp Beaks the whiten’d Ocean plough ;
So when the Monfter mov’d, {till at his Back
The furrow’d Waters left a foamy Track.

Now to the Rock he was advanc’d fo nigh,
Whirl'd from a.Sling a Stone the Space would fly,
Then bounding, upwards the brave Per/feus fprung,
And in mid Ajr on hov’sing Pinions hung.

_ is
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His Shadow quickly:floated ‘on the Main ;
The Monfter could not his wild Rage reftrain; }
But at the floating Shadow 1e,ap’d in vaim, ‘ :
As w’hen j‘orve s Blrd a fpeckled Serpent {pxes,
‘Which in the. Shme of P habus bafkmg lies,
Uhnfeen, he foufes down, and bears aws ay,
Trufs’d from behind, the vainly hifing Prey..
"To writh his Neck.the Labour nought-awnls,
Too deep th’ imperial Talons pierce his Scales. .
Thus the wing’d Hero now. defcends, now foars, .
And at his. Pleafure the vaft Monfter gores.
Full in his Back, fwift flooping from aboy €.,
The crooked Sabre to its Hilt he drove.
The Monfter rag'd, impatient of the Pain,
Fir{t bounded high, and then {unk low dgam 24
Now, like a {favage Boar, when chaf’d with \Vounﬁs.,.
And bay’d with op’ning Mouths of hungry. Houncm,‘.
He on the Foe turns with collected Might,
Who ftill eludes him with:an airy Flight 3
And wheeling round, the fcaly Armour tries.
Of his thick Sides ;. his thinner. Tail now plies ::
»Till from repeated Strokes,out gufh? d a Fload,.
Angd _the Waves 1edden d, mth the fm. mmw Bloodq
At laft the dmppmo Wi 1ngs btf()f(nl J all’ o'et,

Vith flaggy, Heqvmﬂfq then Maihr bores:, -
A Rock:helpy d _whofe humble Heqc’um: lows,
Bare at an:Ebb, but cover’d ata Flox\
A.ridgy Hold, hey, thither ﬂymg gain d,
And withone Hand his. bendmg VVewht fuﬂun d
With th’ othgr, wg rous Blows he dedlt ah,und

And the Home-thrafls th’ expt iring N‘onﬁ 1 oW d
ol s In.
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In deaf’ning Shouts the glad Applaufes rife,

And Peal on Peal runs rattling thro’ the Skies.

The Saviour-Youth the Royal Pair confefs, [blefse

- And with heav’d Hands their Daughter’s Bridcgroom

The beauteousBride moves on, now loos’d from Chains,

The Caufe, and fweet Reward of all the Hero’s Pains.
Mecan-time, on Shore triumphant Perfeus ftood,

Andpurg’d his Hands, fmear’d with the Monfter’sBlood:

Then in the Windings of a fandy Bed

Compos’d Medufa’s execrable Head.

But to prevent the Roughnefs, Leaves he threw,

And young, green Twigs, which foft in Waters grew,

There foft, and full of Sap ; but here, when lay’d,

Touch’d by the Head, that Softnels foon decay’d.

The wonted Flexibility quite gone,

The tender Scyons harden’d into Stone.

Frefh, juicy Twigs, furpriz’d, the Nereids brought,

Frefh, juicy Twigs the fame Contagion caught,

The Nymphs the petrifying Seeds ftill keep,

And propagate the Wonder thro’ the Deep.

The pliant Sprays of Coral yet declare

"Their ftiff ning Nature, when expos’d to Air.

Thofe Sprays which did, like bending Ofiers, move,

Snatch’d from their Element, obdurate prove, }

And Shrubs beneath the Waves, grow Stones above-
The great Immortals grateful Per/eus prais’d,

And to three Pow’rs three turfy Altars rais’d,

To Hermes.this ;. and that he did affign

To Pallas : the mid Honours, Fove, were thine,

He haftes for Pallas a: white Cow to cull,

A Calf for Hermes, but for Fove a Bull..
Then
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Then feiz’d the Prize of his viétorious Fight,

Andromeda, and claim’d the nuptial Rite.

Awdromeda alone he greatly fought,

The Dowry Kingdom was not worth his Thought.
Pleas’d Hymen now his golden Torch difplays ;

With rich Oblations fragrant Altars blaze,

gweet Wreaths of choiceft Flow’ss are hung on high,

And cloudlefs Pleafure {miles in ev'ry Eye.

The melting Mufick melting Thoughts infpires,

And warbling Songfters aid the warbling Lyres.

“The Palace opens wide in pompous State,

And by his Peers furrounded, Cepheus fate.

A Feaft was ferv’d, fit for a King 1o give,

And fit for God-like Heroes to receive.

The Banquet ended, the gay, chearful Bowl

Mov’d round, and brighten’d, and enlarg’d each Soul.

Then Perfeus afk’d, what Cuftoms there obtain’d,,

And by what Laws the People were reftrain’d.

Which told ; the Teller a like Freedom takes,

And to the Warrior his Petition makes, }

To know, what Arts had won Medufa’s Snakes.

The Story of MED Us A’s Head.

"The Hero with his juft Requeit complies,
Shows, how a Vale beneath cold At/as lies,
Where, with afpiring Mountains fenc’d around,
He the two Daughters of old Phorcus found.

Fate had one common. Eye to both. affign’d,
Each faw by Turns, and each by Turas was blind.
' But
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But while one ftrove to lend her Sifter Sight, \
He firetch’d his Hand, and ftole their mutual Light, }
And left both eyelefs, both invoelv’d in. Night: j
Thro’ devious Wilds, and; tracklefs Woods. ‘he paﬁ
And at-tire Gorgon-Seats arriv’d at laft :
But as he journey’d, penfive he furvey’d,.
W.hat wafteful Bavock dire Medu/a made.
Here,. ftood ftill breathing Statues, Men before
There, rampant Lionsdeem’din Stone to.rear.,,
Nor did he, iyet affrighted, quit the Field,:
But in the Mirror of his polifh’d:Shield.
Refletted faw Medufa Slumbers take,.
And not oneSerpent by good Chance awake.
Then backward an.unerring Blow he fped, .
And from her Body lopp’d at once her Head.
The Goreprolifick prov’d ;. withdidden Force
Sprung Pegafus, ind wing’d his airy. Courfe.

The Heav’n-born Warrior faithfully went on,.
And told the num’ious Dangers-which he run;.
MWhat fubjett Seas, what Lands he had inview,.
And nighiwhat Stars th’ adyent’rous Hero flew. .
At laft he filent fate ; the lift’hing Throng
Sigh’d af the Paufe of his delightful Tongue.
Some begg’d to know,. why this alone fhould wear,
Of all the Sifters, fuch defirn&ive Hair.

Great Perfensthen ;. with me you fhall prevail,
Worth'the Relation, to relaté a ‘Fale:.
Medufa once hiad.Charms ;. to gainther Love:
A rival Crowd of enviotis Lovers firove. .
They, who have feenher, own, they ne’er did trace
More moying Features in a fiveeter Face,.

Yegt
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Yet above all, her Length of Hair, they own,
In golden Ringlets wav’d, and graceful {hone.
Her Neptune faw, and with fuch Beauties fir’d,
Refolv’d to compafs what his Soul defir’d.

In chatte Minerwa's Fane, he, luftful, ftaid,
And feiz’d, and rifled the young, bluthing Maid,
The bathful Goddefs turn’d her Eyes away,
Nor durft fuch bold Impurity furvey 3

But on the ravifh’d Virg:':n Vengeance takes,

Her fhining Hair is chang’d to hifling Snakes.
“Thefe in her Zgis Pallas joys to bear,

The hifing Snakes her I'oes more {fure enfnare, : }
Than they did Lovers once, when fhining Hair,

The End of the Fourth Book.

OVID?’.
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METAMORPHOSE&
BOOK V.

Tranflated by
ARTHUR MAYNWARING, Ef.

The Story of PERSEUS ‘continued. .

¢ HILE Perfius entertain’d with this
_ ‘Report : L 3/
/> His Father Cepheus, and the lif’ning
iy 63  Court, :

Within the Palace Walls was heard aloud
The roaring Noife of fome unruly Crowd ;
Not like the Songs which chearful Friends prepare
Fornuptial Days, but Sounds thatthreaten’d War.;
And all the Pleafures of this happy Feait
To Tumult turn'd, in wild Diforder ceas’d :
So, when the Sea is calm, we often find
A Storm rais’d fudden by fome furious Wind.

Chief
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~Chief in the Riot Phineus firft appear’d,

~The rafh-Ringleader of this boift’rous Herd, \

~And brandifhing his brazen-pointed Lance,

"Behold, he faid, an injur’d Man éx&vémce,

‘Stung with Refentment for his ravifh’d Wife,
Nor fhall thy Wings, O Perfeus, fave thy Life ;
Nor Fove himfelf; tho’ we’ve'been often told
Who got thee in the Form of tempting Gold.

His Lance was aim’d, when Cepheus ran, and faid,

Hold, Brother, hold ; what brutal Rage has made
Your frantick Mind fo black a Crime conceive ?
Are thefe the Thanks that you to Perfeus give ¥
This the Reward that to his Worth you pz;y,
Whofe timely Valour fav’d Zndromeda ?

Nor was it he, if you would reafon right,
That forc’d her from you, but the jealous Spight
Of envious Nereids, and ove’s high Decree,
And that devouring Monfter of the Sea,
That ready with his Jaws wide-gaping ftood
To eat my Child, the faireft of my Blood.
You loft her then, when fhe feem’d paft Relief,
Andwifh’d perhaps. her Death, to eafe your Grief
With my Affiictions : not content to view
Andromeda in Chains, unhelp’d by yeu,
Her Spoufe, and Uncle ;. will you grieve that he
Expos’d his Life the dying Maid to free ?
And:ball you claim his Merit ? Had you thought
Her Charms fo great, you fhould have bravely fought
That Blefling on the Rocks, where fix’d fhe lay :
But now let Perfens bear his Prize away,

By



Book V.  Ov 1D’s Metamorphofes. 165
By Service gain'd; by promis’d Faith poffe(s’d ;

To him I owe it, that my Age is blefs’d

Still with a Child : nor think that I prefer

Peifeus to thee, but to the Lofs of her.

Pbineus on him, and Perfeus, roll’d about
His Eyes in filent Rage, and feem’d to doubt
Which to deftroy; ’till, refolute atlength,

He threw his Spear with the redoubled Strength .
His Fury gave him, and at Perfexs ftruck ;

But mifling Perfeus, in his seatit ftuck.

Who, {pringing nimbly up, return’d the Dart,
And almoft plung’d it in his Rival’s Heart

But he for Safety to the Altar ran,

Unfit Protection for fo vile a Manj

Yet was the Stroke not vain, as Rhetus found,
Who in his Brow receiv’d a mortal Wound ;
Headlong he tumbled, when his Skull was broke,
From which his Friends the fatal Weapon took,
While he lay trembling, and his gufhing Blood
In crimfon Streams around the Table flow’d.

But this provok’d th’ unruly Rabble worle,
They flung their Darts, and fome in loud Difcourfe
To Death young Perfeus, and the Monarch doom §
But Cepheus left before the guilty Room,

With Grief appealing to the Gods above,
Who Laws of Hofpitality approve,

Who Faith protect, and fuccour injur’d Right,
That he was guiltlefs of this barb’rous Fight.

Pallas her Brother Perfeus clofe attends,

And with her ample Shield from Harm defends,
Raifing
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Raifing a fprightly Courage in his Heart :

But Indian Athis took the weaker Part,

Born in the chryital Grottoes of the Sea,

Lymnate’s Son, a Fenny Nymph, and fhe

Daughter of Ganges; graceful was his Mein,

His Perfon lovely, and his Age Sixteen.

His Habit made his native Beauty more ;

A purple Mantle fring’d with Gold he wore ;

His Neck well-turn’d with golden Chains was grac’d,
His Hair with Myrrh perfum’d, was nicely dreft.
Tho’ with juft. Aim he could the Jav’lin throw,
Yet with more Skill be drew the bending Bow ;

And now was drawing it with artful Hand,

When Perfeus fnatching up a flaming Brand,

Whirl’d fudden at his Face the burning Wood,
Crufh’d his Eyes in, and quench’d the Fire with Blood ;
Thro’ the foft Skin the {plinter’d Bones appear,

And {poil’d the Face that lately was fo fair,

When Lycabas Lis Athis thus beheld,

How was his Heart with friendly Horror fill’d !

A Youth fo noble, to his Soul fo dear,

To fee his thapelefs Look, hisdying Groans to hear!
He fnatch’d the Bow the Boy was us’d to bend,

And cry’d, With me, falfe Traitor, dare contend ;
Boaft not a Conqueft o’er a Child, but try

Thy Strength with me, who ali thy Pow’rs defy ; }
Nor think:fo mean an Aft a " iciory.

While yet he fpoke he flang ' 2 whizzing Dart,

Which pierc’d the plaited = . but mifs’d his Heart:
Perfeus défy’d, upon him ool prefs’d
With Sword unfheath’d, 2c.d olan:"d it in his Breaft;

His
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His Eyes o’erwhelm’d with ‘Night, he fumbling falls,
And with his lateft Breath-on Atbis calls ;
.Pleas’d that fornear thelovely Youth he lies,

He finks his:Head upon ‘his Friend; and dies.

Next eager Phorbas, old Methion’s:Son,

Came ruthing forward with dmpbimedon;

When the fmooth Pavement, {lipp’ry made with Gore,
Tripp’d up their Feetyand flung ’em on the Floor ;
The Sword of Perfens, who by Chance was nigh,
Prevents their Rife, and where they! fall, they lie :

Full in his Ribs Amphimedsn he fmote, | !

And then firuck fiery Phorbas in the Throat,
Eurythuslifting up his Ax, the Blow

Was thus prevented by his nimble Foe

A golden Cup he feizes, high emboft,

And at his Head the mafiv-Goblet toft 2.

It hits, and from his Forehead bruis’d rebounds,

And Blood and Brains he vomits from his Wounds;
With his. flain Fellows on the Floor he lies,

And Death for ever fhuts his fwimming Eyes.
Then Pclydemon fell, a Goddefs born ;

Pbhlegias and” Efycen with Locks unfhorn

Next follow'd ; next, the Stroke of Death:he gave
"To Cltus; Abanus, and Lycerus brave;

While o'er unnumber’d Heaps of ghaitly Dead,
The Argive Hero’s Feet triumphant tread,
~ -But Phineus ftands aloof, and dreads to feel

His Rival’s Force, and flies his pointed Stecl
Yet threw a Dart from far; by Chance it lights
On Idas, who for neither Party fights 3 |
But
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But wounded, fternly thus to Phiness faid,
Since of a Neuter thou a Foe haft made,
This I return thee, drawing from his Side
The Dart;- which, as he firove to fling, he dy’d.
Odites fell by Clymenns’s Sword,
"The Cephen Court had not a greater Lord.
Hypfeus his Blade does in Protenor fheath,
But brave Lyncides foon reveng'd his Death.
Here too was old Emathion, one that fear'd
The Gols, andin the Caufe of Heav’n appeat’d,
Who only wifhing the Succefs of Right,
And, by his Age, exempted from the Fight,
Both Sides alike-condemns; This impious War
Ceafe, ceafc, he cries; thefe bloody Broils forbear,
This fcarce the Sage with high Concern had faid,
W hen Chromis at a Blow ftruck oft his Heud,
‘W hichdrepping, on the royal Altar roll’d,
Still ftaring on the Crowd with Afpe&t bold ;
And ftill it feem’d their horrid Strife to blame,
In Life and Death, his pious Zeal the fame ;
While clinging to the Horns, the Trunk expires,
The fever'd Head confunies amidit the Fires.

Then Pbineus, who from far his Jav'lin threw,
Broteas and A4mmon, Twins and B athers, flew ;
For knotted Gauutlets matchlefs in the Field,
But Gauntlets muft to Swords and Jav’lins yield.
Ampycus next, with hatlow’d Fillets bound, .
As Ceres Prieft, und with a Mitre crown’d, }
His Spear transfix’d, and flruck him to the Giound.

O Iapedites, with Pain I tell,
How you, {weet Lyrift, in the Riot fell
; What
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What worfe than brutal Rage his Breaft could fill,

‘Who did thy Blood, O Bard celeftial ! {pili?

Kindly you prefs’d amid the princely Throng,

To crown the Feaft, and give the nuptial Song:

Difcord abhorr’d the Mufick of thy Lyre,

Whofe Notes did gentle Peace fo well infpire;

Thee, when fierce Petulus far off efpy’d,

Defencelefs with thy Harp, he fcoffing cry’d,

Go; to the Ghofts thy foothing Leflons play ;

We loath thy Lyre, and fcorn thy peaceful Lay ¢

And, as again he fiercely bid him go,

He pierc’d his Temples with a mortal Blow.

His Harp he held, tho’ finking on the Ground,

‘Whofe Strings in Death his trembling Fingers found }

By Chance, and tun’d by Chance a dying Sound.
With Grief Lycormas faw him fally from far,

And, wrefting from the Door a mafly Bar,

Full in his Poll lays on a Load of Knocks,

Which fiuns him, and he falls like a devoted Ox.

Another Bar Pelates would have {natch’d, :

But Coryrhus his Motions flily watch’d ;

He darts his Weapon from a private Stand,

And rivets to the Poft his veiny Hand :

When ftrait a miflive Spear transfix’d his.Side,

By bas thrown, and as he hung, he dyld.
Melaneus on the Prince’s Side was flain g

And Dorylas, who own’d a fertile Plain,

Of Nafamonia’s Fields the wealthy Lord,

‘Whote crowded Barns could {carce contain their Hoard,

A whizzing Spear obliquely gave a Blow,

€tuck in his Groin, and pierc’d the Nerves below ;

Voor.{i L ‘. His
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His Foe beheld his Eyes convulfive roll,
His ebbing Veins, and his departing Soul ;
‘Then taunting faid, Of all thy fpacious Plains,
This Spot thy only Property remains,
He left him thus ; but had no fooner left,
Than Perfens in Revenge his Noftrils cleft ;
From his Friend’s Breaft the murd’ring Dart he drew,
And the fame Weapon at the Murd’rer threw ;
His Head in Halvgs the darted Jav’lin cut,
And on each Side the Brain camé.iﬂ'uing out,
Fortune his Friend, his Deaths around he deals,
And this his Lance, and that his Faulchion feels :
Now Clytius dies ; and by a diff’rent Wound,
- "The T'win, his Brother Claxis, bites the Ground,
In his rent Jaw the bearded Weapon fticks,
And the fteel’d Dart does Clytius’ Thigh transfix,
With thefe Mendefran Celadon he {lew
Aund dfireus next, whole Mother was a Jew,
His Sire uncertainz then by Perfeus fell
Athion, who could Things to come foretel ;
But now he knows not whence the Jav’lin flies
That wounds his Breaft, nor by whofe Arm he dies,
The Squire to Phineus next his Valour try’d,
And fierce Agyrtes ftain’d with Puricide.
As thefe are flain, freth Numbers flill appear,
And wage with Perfeus an unequal War ;
To rob him of his Right, the Maid he won,
By Honour, Promife, and Defert his own.
‘With him, the Father of the beauteous Bride,

‘The Mother, and the frighted Virgin fide;
With
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$With Shricks, and doleful Cries they rend the Air:
Their Shrieks confounded with the Din of War,
With clafhing Arms, and Groanings of the Slain,
They grieve unpitied, and unheard complain.
The Floor with ruddy Streams Bellona ftains,
And Phineus a new War with double Rage maintaing,

Perfeus begirt, from all around they pour
Their Lances on him, a tempeftuous Show’r,
Aim’d all at him; a Cloud of Darts and Spears,
Or blind his Eyes, or whiftle round his Ears,
Their Numbers to refift, againft the Wall
He guards his Back fecure, and dares them all,
Here from the left Mo/peus renews the Fight,
And bold Ethemon prefles on the right:
As when a hungry Tyger near him hears
Two lowing Herds, a-while he both forbears;
Nor can his Hopes of this, or that renounce,
~ So ftrong he lufts to prey on bothat once 3
Thus Perfexs now with that, or this is loth
To war diftinét, but fain would fall on both,
And fichk Chaonian Mo peus felt his Blow,
And fled, and never after fac’d h's Foe ;
Then fierce Ethemon, as he turn’d his Back,
Hurry’d with Fury, aiming at his Neck,
His brandifh’d Sword aganit the Marble ftruck
With all his Might; the brittle Weapon broke, }
And in his Throat the Point rebounding ftuck.
"Too {light the Wound for Life toiffue thence,
And yet too great for Battle, or Defence;
His Arms extended in this piteous State,
For Mercy he would fue, but fues too late;

L2 Perfeus
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Perfeus has in his Bofom plung’d the Sword,

And, ere he fpeaks, the Wound prevents the Word.
TheLCrowds tncreafing, and his Friends diftrefs’d,

Himfelf by warring Multitades opprefs’d ;

‘Since thus-unequally you fight, ’tis Time,

Hecry’d, to punifh your prefumptuons Crime ;

Beware, my Friends ; his Friends were foon prepér’d,

‘Theiz.Sight averting, high the Head he rear’d, }

And Gorgon-on his Foes feverely ftar’d. '

‘Vain Shift! fays The/celus, with Afpect bold,

"Thee, and thy Bugbear Monfter, I behold

‘With Scorn ; he lifts his Arm, but ere he threw

‘The Dart, the Hero to a Statue grew. -

In the fame Pofture ftill the Marble ftands,

And holds the WWarrior’s Weapons in its Hands.

Amphix, whom yet this Wonder can’t alarm,

Heaves at Lyncides’ Breaft his impious Arm ;

But, while thus daringly he prefles on,

His Weapon and his Arm are turn’d to Stone.

Next Nileus, he who vainly faid he ow’d

His Origin to Nil’s prolifick Flood ;

Who on his Shield feven filver Rivers bore,

His Birth to witnefs by the Arms he wore ;

Full of his feven-fold ¥ather, thus exprefs’d

His Boaft to Perfeus, and his Pride confefs’d :

See whence we{prung ; let this thy Comfort be

In“thy fure Death, that thoa didft dic by me.

While yet he fpoke, the dying Accents hung

1n Sounds imperfeét on his Marble Tongue ;

Tho’ chang’d to Stone, his Lips he feem’d to ftretch,

And thro’ th’ infenfate Rock would force a Speech,
This
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This Eryx faw, but feeing would not own 3
The Mifchief by yourfelves, he eries, is done, 1
*Tis your cold Courage turns your Hearts to Stone. A
Come, follow me ; fall on the firipling Boy,
Kill him, and you his magick Arms defiroy.
Then rufhing on, his Arm to ftrike he rear’d,
And marbled o'er,, his varied Frame appear 'd..
Thele for affronting Pallas were chaitis 1di,
And juftly met the Death they bad defpis’d.
But brave Aconteus, Perfers’ Friend, by Chance
Look'd tack, and met the Gorgon’s fatal Glance s
A Statue now become, he ghaftly ftares,
And ftill the Foe to mortal Combat dares.
Afyages the living Likenefs knew,. :
On the dead Stone with vengeful Fury flew 5
But impotent his Rage, the jarring Blade
No Print upon the folid Marble made :
Again, as with redoubled 21ight he ftruck,
Him{elf aftonifh’d in the Quarry ftuck.
The vulgar Deaths ’twere tedious to rehearfe,.
And Fates below the Dignity of Verfe ;
Their Safety in their Flight two Hundred found,.
Two Hundred, by A',’ea’z!/a’s' Head were fton’d,
Fierce Phineus now repents the wrongful Fight,.
And views his varied Friends, a dreadful Sight ;.
He knows their Faces, for their Help he fues,
And thinks, not hearing him, that they refufe:.
By Name he begé their. Succour, one by one,
Then doubts their Life, and feels the friendly Stone..
Struck with Remorfe, and conicious of his Pride,
Convi& of Sin, he turn’d his Eyes afide ;
| YR With
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With fup;liant Mein to Perfeus thus he pra\ys,
Hence with the Head, 2s far as Winds and Seas
Can bear thee ; hence, O quit the Cephen Shore,
. And never cur’eus with Nedyfa more,

That horrid Head, which fliffens into Stone
Thofe impious Men who, daring Death, look on,
I warr’d not with thee out of Hate or Strife,

My honeft Caufe was to defend my Wife,

Firft pledg’d to me ; what Crime could I fappofe,
To arm my Friends, and vindicate my Spoufe ?
But vain, too late I fee, was our Defign ;

Mine was the Title, but the Merit thine.
~Contending made me guilty, I confefs ;

But Penitence fLould make that Guilt the lefs :
’Iwasthine to conquer by Mirerwa’s Pow i
Favour’d of Heav’n, thy Mercy 1 implore ;

Yor Life I fue; the reft to thee I yield ;

In Pity, from my Sight remove the Shield,

He fuing faid 5 nor durft revert his Eyes

On the grim Head: And Perfeus thus replies ;
Coward, what 1s in me to grant, I will,

Nor Blood, unworthy of my Valour, {pill:

Fear not to perifk by my vengeful Sword,

From that fecure, ’tis all the Fates afford.

Where I now fee thee, thou fhalt ftill be feen,
A lafting Monument to pleafe our Queen

There ftill thall thy Betroth’d behold her Spouf,
And find his Image in her Father’s Houfe.

This faid ; where Phizens turn’d to fhun the Shield,

Full in his Face the ftaring Head he held ;
As
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As here and there he ftrove to turn afide,
The Wonder wrought, the Man was petrify’d :
All Marble was his Frame, his humid Eyes
Dropp’d Tears, which hung upon the Srone like Ice..
In fuppliant Pofture, with uplifted Hands,
And fearful Look, the guilty Statue ftands..

Hence Perfeus to his native €ity hies,
Victorious, an¢ rewarded with his Prize.
Conqueft, o'er Pretus the Ufurper, won,
He re-inftates his Grandfire in the Throne..
Pretus, his Brother difpoffefs’d by Might,
His Realm enjoy’d, and ftilldetain’d his Right &
But Perfeus puil’d the haughty Tyrant dewn,
And to the rightful King reftor’d the Throne.
Weak was th’ Ufurper; as his Caunfe was wrong 3
Where Gorgon’s Head appears, what Arms are ftrong &
When Perfeus to his Hoft the Monfler held,
They foon were Statues, and their King expell’d..

Thence to Seriphus with the Head he fails,
W hofe Prince his Story treats as idle Tales :.
Lord of a little Ifle, he fcorns to feem
Too credulous, but laughs at that, and hims.
Yet did he not fo much fufpect the Truth,
As out of Pride, or Envy, hate the Youth. g
‘The Argive Prince, at his Contempt enrag’ds.
To force his Faith by fatal Proof engag’d,
Friends, fhut your Eyes, he cries; his Shield he takess,.
And to the King expos’d Medufa’s Snakes.
The Monarch felt the Pow’r he would not own,
And ftood conviét of Folly in. the Stone.

Tide MINERVA’S
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MINERV A’ Interview with ihe Musss,

Thus far Mineron was con tent to rove
With Perfeus, Cfspring of her Father Jove :
Now, hid in Clouds, Seriphus the forfook ;
And to the Thbern Tow'rs her Journey took,
Cythros and Gyaros lying to the 1ight,
She pafs’d unbeeded in her cager Flight ;
And chufing firlt-on Helicon to reft,
‘The Virgin Mufes in thefe Words addrefs’d :

Me, the ftrange Tidings of a new-found Spring,
Ye learned Sifters, to this Mountain bring.
If all be true that Fame’s wide Rumours tell,
> Twas Pegafus difcover’d firt your Well;
Whofe piercing Hoof gave the foft Earth a Blow,
Which broke the Surface where thefe Waters flow.
I faw that Horfe by Miraele obtain
Life, from the Blood of dire Medufa flain ;
And now, this equal Prodigy to view,
From diftant Iles to fam’d Beotia fiew.

The Mule Urania faid, Whatever Caufe
So great a Goddefs to this Manfion draws ;
:Our Shades are happy with fo bright a Gueft,
You, Queen, are welcome, and we Mules blef,
What Fame has publifh’d of our Spring 1is true,
Thanks for our Spring to Pega/us are due.
Then-, with becoming Courtely, the led
The curious Stranger to, their Fountain’s Head ;.
Who long furvey’d, with Wonder and Delight,
Their facred Water, charming to the Sight

Theis
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Their ancient Groves, dark Grottos, fhady Bow’rs,
And fmiling Plains adorn’d with various Flow’rs.

Q. happy Mufes ! fhe with Rapture cry’d,

Who, fafe from Cares, on this fair Hill refide ;.

Bleft in your Seat, and free yourfelves to pleafe.

With Joys of Study, and with glorious Eafe.

The Fate of PY R EX E US..

Then one replies: O Goddefs, fit to guide
Our humble Works, and in our Choir prefide,
Who fure would wifely to thefe Fields repair,

To tafte our Pleafures, and cur Labours fliare,

Were not'your Virtue and fuperior Mind

To higher Arts and nobler Deeds inclin’d ;

Juftly you praife our-Wcrks, and ‘plealing Seat, |

Which all might eavy in-this foft Retreat,

Were we fecur’d from Dangers, and {rom Farms 31

But Maids are frighted with the leafl Alirms,

And none are fafe in this licentious Time 5

Still ficrce Pyrencus, and his daring Crime, .

W ith lafting Horror frikes my feeble Sight,

Nor is my Mind recover’d from the Fright,

With Thracian Arms this bold Ufarper _g:‘,xin’d i

Daulis, and Phocis, where he proudly reign’d =

It happen’d once, as thro’ his Lands we went, .

For the bright Temple of Parne us bent,

He met us there, and in his artful Mind

Hiding the faithlels A&tion he defign’d, .

Conferr’d on us (whom, Oh! too well he knew)®
11 Honours that to Goddefics are due,

L s Stop.»,
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Stop, {top, ye Mufes, tis your Friend who calls,
The Tyrant faid ; behold the Rain that falls
On ev’ry Side, and that ill-boding Sky,
Whofe low’ring Face portends more Storms are nigh,
Pray make my Houfe your own, and void of Fear,
While this bad Weather lafts, take Shelter here,
Gods have made meaner Places thejr Refort,
And, for a Cottage, left their fhining Court,
Oblig’d to ftop, by the united Force
Of pouring Rains, and complaifant Difcour’e,
His courteous Invitation we obey,
And in bis Ball refolve a-while to ftay.
Soon it clear’d up; the Clouds began to fly,
The driving North refin’d the fhow’ry Sky 3
Then to purfue our Journey we began :
But the falfe Traitor to his Portal ran,
Stopt our Efcape, ‘the Door fecurely barr’d,
And to our Honour, Violence prepar’d.
But we, transform’d to Birds, avoid his Snare,
On Pinions rifing in the yielding Air,
But he, by Luft and Indignation. fir’d,
Up to his higheft Tow’r with Speed retir’d,
Andcries, In vain you from my Arms withdrew,
"The Way you go your Lover will purfue.
Then, in a flying Pofture wildly plac’d,
And daring from that Height himfelf to caft,
The Wretch fell headlong, and the Ground befireyw’d
With broken Bones,. and Stains of guilty Blood,
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The. Story of the PILERIDES

The Mufe yet fpoke ; when they began to bearr
A Noife of Wings that flutter’d in the. Airj
And ftrait a Voice, from one high-fpreading Boughs.
Seem’d to falute the Company below. .
The Goddefs wonder’d, .and inquir’d from whence
That Tongue was heard, that fpoke fo plainly Scnfe 23
(It feem’d ta her a human. Voice to be, -
But prov'd a Bird’s ;:forina fhady Tree
Nine Magpies perch’d lament their alter’d State, .
And, what they hear, are tkilful to repeat.)

The Sifter to the wond’ring Geddefs {aid,
Thefe, foil’d by us, by us were thus repaid. .
Thefe did Ewvigpe of Peonia bring.
\Vith nine hard Labour-Pangs to Pella’s Kinge - .
"The foolifh Virgins of their Number proud,
And puff’d with Praifes of the fenfelefs Crowd, .
Thro all Achaia, and th’ Zimonian Plains,
Defy’d us thas, to match their artlefs Strains ;
No more, ye T4efpian Girls, your Notes repeaty.,
Nor with falfe Harmony the vulgar cheat;
1n Voice or Skill, if you-with us will vie,
As many we, in Voice orSkill will try,
Surrender you to us, if we.excell,
Fam’d Aganippe, and Medu/u’s Well,
The Conqueft yours, your Prize from us fhall be-
TH Emathian Plains to inowy Peone;

L6 The:
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The Nymphs our Judges. To difpute the Field,
We thought a Shame ; but greater Shame to yield,
On Seats of living Stone the Sifters fit,

And by the Rivers fiear to judge aright,

The Song.of the P1ER 1D Es,

Then rifes one of the prefumptuous Throng,
Steps rudely forth, and firft begins the Song;
With vain Addrefs defcribes the Giants Wars,
And to the Gods their fabled AGs prefers,

She fings, from Earth’s dark Womb how 7jpkon rofe,
And ftruck with mortal Fear his heav’nly Fees.
How the Gods fled to Egyps’s flimy Soil,

And hid their Heads beneath the Banks of il »
How Typhon, from the conquer’d Skies, purfu’d
Their routed Godheads to the fev’n-mouth’d Flood 3
Forc’d ev’ry God, his Fury to efcape,

Some beaftly Form to take, or earthly Shape,

- Fowe (fo fhe fung) was chang’d into 2 Ram,

From whence the Horns of Libyan Ammon came.
Bacchus a Goat, Apollo was a Crow,

Phabe a Cat, thie Wife of Fove a Cow,

Whofe Hue was whiter than the- falling Snow.
Meycury to a nafty Ibis turn’d,

The Change obfcene, afraid of Zyphon, mourn’d ;
While Zenns from a Fifh Protection craves.

And once more plunges in her native Waves.

She fung, and'to her Harp her Voice apply’d,
"Then us again to match her they defy’d,

[SREN)

But
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But our poor Song, perhaps, for you to hear,
Nor Leifure ferves, nor is it worth your Ear.
That caufelefs Doubt remove, O Maufe, rehearfe,.
The Goddefs cry’d, your ever-grateful Verfe. -
Beneath a chequer’d Shade fhe takes her Seat,
And bids the Sifter her: whole Song repeat..

"The Sifter thus ; Calliope we chafe

For the Performance, The fweet Virgin rofe;.
With Tvy crown’d, fhe tunes her golden Strings,.
And to her Harp this Compofition fings.

The Song of the M v S Ese

Firft Ceres taught the lab’ring Hind to plough:
The pregnant Barth, and quick’ning Seed to fow.,.
The firft for Man did wholefome Food provide,
And with juft Laws the wicked World fupply’d ;.
All Good from her deriv’d, to her belong
The grateful Tributes of the Mufe’s. Song.

Her more than worthy of our Verfe we deem,_
Oh ! were our Verfe more worthy of the. Theme,

Fove on.the Giant Fair Tringeria barldy 0
And with one Bolt reveng’d his ftarry World.
Beneath her burning Hills Tipheus lies,

And, ftruggling always, ftrives in vain to rifes.
 Down does. Pelorus his right Hand fupprefs
Tow’rd Latium, on the left Pachyne weighs.
His Legs are under Lilybzum {pread,
And Zitna prefles hard his horrid Head.
On his.broad Back he there extended lies,
And vomits Clouds of Athes to the Skies,
Of..
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Oft lab’ring with his Load, atlaft he tirés”,.

Aud fpews out:in Revenge a.Flood of Fires.

Mountains: he ftruggles to o’erwhelm, and Towns ;

Earth’s inmoft Bowels: quake, and Nature groans. .

His Terrors reach the diveful King of Hell ;

He fears his Throws will to the Day reveal:

The Realms of Night, and fright his trembling Ghofts..
T'his to prevent, he quits the Spygian Coafts, .

In his black Car, by footy Horfes drawn,

- Fair Sicily he feeks,. and dreads the Dawn..

Around her Plains he cafts his-eager Eyes, .

And ev’'ry Mountain.to the Bottom tries.

But when, 1nall the careful Search, he faw

WNo Caufe of Fear, no ill-fufpeted Flaw ;

Secure from Harm, and wand’ring on at Will, .

¥ enus beheld him from her flow’ry Hill :

When ftrait the Dame her little Cupid preft,

With fecret Rapture to her fnowy Breaft, }

And in thefe Words the flut’ring Boy addreft. '
O thou, my Arms, my. Glory, and my Pow’r,

My Son, whom Men, and deathlefs Gods adore;

Bend thy fure Bow, whofe Arrows never mifs’d,

No longer let Hell’s King thy Sway refift;

Take him, while firaggling from his dark Abodes-

He coafts the Kingdom of fuperior Gods.

If Sov’reign Fove, if Gods who rule the Waves,

And Neptune, who rules them, have been thy Slaves,

Shall Hell be free ? The Tyrant firike, my Son,

Enlarge thy. Mother’s Empire, and thy own.

I.et not our Heav’n be made the Mock of Hell,

But Pluto to confefs thy Pow’r compel,
; Our
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Our Rule is flighted in our native Skies, :
See Pallas, fee Diana too defies }
Thy Darts, which Ceres’ Daughter would defpife. »
She too our Empire treats with aukward Scorn;
Such Infolence no longer’s to be borne..
Revenge our flighted Reign, and with thy Dart
Transfix the Virgin’s to the Uncle’s Heart.

She faid ;. and from his Quiver ftrait he drew
A Dart that furely would the Bufinefs do.
She guides his Hand, fhe makes her Touch the Teft,.
And of a thoufand Arrows chofe the beft :
No Feather better pois’d, a fharper Head"
None had, and fooner none, and furer fped..
He bends his Bow, he draws it to his Ear,
Thro® Plute’s Heart it drives, and fixes there..

The Rape of PROSERRINE..

Near Emna’s Walls a fpacious Lake is fpread,.
Fam’d for the fweetly-finging Swans it bred ;
Pergnfa is its Name : And never more
Were heard, or fveeter on Cayffer’s Shore.
Woods crown the Lake ; and Phabus ne’er invades
The tufted Fences, or offends the Shades :
Frefh fragrant Breezes fan the verdant Bow’rs,
And the moift Ground fmiles with enamell’d Flow’rs,
The chearful Birds their airy Carols fing,
And the whole Year is cne eternal Spring.

Here, while young Proferpine, among the Maids,
Diverts herfelf in thefe delicious Shades ;

While
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W hile like a Child with bufy Speed and Care
She cathers Lilies here, and Vi'lets there ;
W hile firft to fill her little Lap fhe ftrives,
Hell’s grizly Monarch at the Shade arrives ;-
Sees her thus {porting onsthe flow’ry Green,
And loves the blooming Maid as foon as feen.
- His urgent Flame impatient of, Delay, .

Swift as his Thought he feiz’d the beauteous Prey, }
And bore her in his footy Car away.
The frighted Goddefs to her Mother cries,
But 2all in \;ain, for now far off fhe flies ;
Far fhe behind her leaves her Virgin Train,
To them too cries, and cries to themr.in vain ;.
And, while with Paffion fhe repeats her Call,
The Vi'lets from ber Lap, and Lilies fall ;
She mifles ’em, poor Heart ! and makes new Moan ;.
Her Lilies, ah! are loft, her Vi’lets gone.

O’er Hills, the Ravifher, and Vallies {peeds,
By Name encouraging his foamy. Steeds 5.
He rattles o’er their Necks the rufty Reins,
And rufiles with the Stroke their fhaggy Manes;
O’er Lakes he whirls his flying Wheels, and comes .
To the Palicz breathing fulph’rous Fumes.
And thence to where the Baschiads of Renown
Eetween unequal Havens built their Town ;
Where. drethufa, round th’ imprifon’d Seu,
Extends her crooked Courfe to Cyane ;.

"
3

The Nymph who gave the neighb’ring Lake a Name,
Ot all Sicilian Nymphs the firft in Fame,
She from the Waves advanc’d her beiuteous Head,
'The Goddefs knew, and thus to Pluto {aid ;

Farther
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Farther thou fhalt not with the Virgin run ;

Ceres unwilling, canft thou be her Son ? }

The Maid fhould be by {weet Perfuafion won.

Force fuits net with the Softnefs of the Fair ;

For, if great Things with fmall I may compare,

Me Anapis once lov’d ; a milder Courfe

He took, and won me by his Words, not Force,
Then, ftretching out her Arms, fhe ftopt his Way 3

But he, impatient of the fhorteft Stay,

‘Throws to his dreadful Steeds the flacken’d Rein,

And ftrikes his iron Sceptre thro’ the Main ;

The Depths profound thro’ yielding Waves he cleaves,

And to Hell’s Centre a free Paffage leaves;

Down finks his Chariot, and his Realms of Night

The God foon reaches with a rapid Flight.

C Y A N E diffolves to a Fountain.

But {till does Cyane the Rape bemoan,
And with the Goddefs’ Wrongs laments her own §
For the flo’n Maid, and for herinjur’d Spring,
Time to her Trouble no Relief can bring.
In her fad Heart a heavy Load the bears,
*Till the dumb Sorrow turns her all to Tears.
Her mingling Waters with that Fountain pafs,
Of which fhe late immortal Goddefs was ;
Her varied Members to a Fluid melt,
A pliant Softnefs in her Bones is felt;
Her wavy Locks firtt drop away in Dew,
And liquid next her flender Fingers grew.

¢ The
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The Body’s Change foon feizes its Extreme,

Her Legs diffolve, and Feet flow off in Stream,

Her Arms, her Back, her Shoulders, and her Side,,
Her fwelling Breafts in little Currents glide,

A filver Liquor only now remains

Within the Channel of her purple Veins ;

Nothing to fill Love’s Grafp ; her Hufband chafte
Bathes in that Bofom he before embrac’d..

A Boy transforn’d to an Eff.

Thus, while thro” all the Earth, andall the Main,,
Her Daughter mournful Ceres fought in vain ;
Aurora, when with dewy Looks fhe rofe,

Nor burnifh’d Zefper found her in Repofe,.

At ZLtna’s flaming Mouth two pitchy Pines

To light her in her Search at length fhe tines.
Refilefs, with thefe, thro’ frofty Night fhe goes,
Nor fears the cutting Winds, norlieeds the Snows ;;
And,when the Morning-Star the Day renews,.
From Eaft to Weft her abfent Child purfues.
Thirfty at laft by long Fatigue fhe grows,

But meets no Spring, no Riv’let near her: flows,.
Then looking round, a lowly Cottage fpies,
Smoaking among the Trees, and thither hies..
'The Goddefs knocking at the little Door,

*Twas open’d by a Woman-old and poor,

Who, when fhe begg’d for Water, gave her Ale:

Brew’d long, but well preferv’d from being fiale.
| : The
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The Goddefs drank ; a chuffy Lad was by,
Who faw the Liquor with a grudging Eye, }
And grinning, cries, She’s greedy more than dry.
Ceres, offended at his foul Grimace,
Flung what fhe had not drarnk into his Face 3
The Sprinklings {peckle where they hit the Skin,
And a long Tail does from his Body fpin;
His Arms are turn’d to Legs, and left his Size
Should make him mifchievous, and he fhould rife
Againft Mankind, diminutives his Frame,
Lefs than a Lizzard, but in Shape the fame.
Amaz’d the Dame the wondrous Sight beheld
And weeps, and fain would touch her quondam Child..
Yet her Approach th’ affrighted Vermin fhuns,
And faft into the greatélt Crevice runs.
A Name they gave him, which thé Spots expreft,
That rofe like * Stars, and varied all his Breaft.
What Lands, what Seas the Goddefs wander’d o’er,
Were long to tell 5 for there remain’d no more.
Searching all round, her fruitlefs Toil the mourns,
And with Regret to Sicily returns.
At length, where Cyare now flows, fhe came,
Who could have told her, were fhe {till the fame
- As when fhe faw her Daughter fink to Hell ;
But what fhe knows fhe wants a Tongue to tell,
Yet this plain Signal manifeftly gave,
The Virgin’s Girdle floating on a Warve,
As late fhe dropt it from her flender Waift,
When with her Uncle thro® the Deep fhe paft.
Ceres
* Stellios
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Ceresthe Token by her Grief confeft, ‘
And tore her golden Hair, and beat her Breaf,

She knows not on what Land her Curfe thoull faily,
But, as ingrate, alike upbraids them all,
Unworthy of her Gifts; Trinacria mott,

Where the laft Steps fhe found of what fhe loit.
The Plough for this the vengeful Goddefs broke,
And with one Death the Ox, and Owner ftruck.
In vain the fallow Fields the Peafant tillg,

The Seed, corrupted ere *ts fown, fhe kills.

The fruitful Soil, that once fuch Harvefts bore,
Now mocks the Farmer’s Care, and teems no more.
And the rich Grain which fills the furrow’d Glade,

Rots in the Seed, or fhrivels in the Blade ;

Or too much. Sun burns up, or too much Rain

Drowns, or black Blights deftroy the blafted Plain;

Or greedy Birds the new-fown Seed devour,

Or Darnel, Thiftles, and a Crop impure”

Of knotted Grafs along the Acres ftand,

And fpread their thriving Roots thro’ all the Land.
Then from the Waves foft Araibhufa rears

Her Head, and back fhe flings her dropping Hairs.

O Mother of the Maid, whom thou fo far

Haft fought, of whom thou canft no Tidings hear ;

O thou, fhe cry’d, who art to.Life a Friend,

Ceafe here thy Search, and let thy Labour end.

Thy faithful Sicily’s a guiltlefs Clime,

And thould not {uffer for another’s Crime ;

She neither knew, nor could prevent the Deed.

Nor think that for my Country thus I plead 5 e

Y
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My Country’s Pi/z, I'm an Alien here,
Yet thefe Abodes to E/is I prefer, ‘ }
No Clime to me fo fiveet, no Place fo-dear.
“Thefe Springs I Arethufa now poflefs,
And this my Seat, O gracious Goddefs, blefs.
This lfland why I love, and why I croft
Such {pacious Seas to reach Orzgia’s Coaft,
‘To you I fhall impart, when, void of Care,
Your Heart’s at Eafe, and you’re more fit to hear;
‘When on your Brow no :prefling Sorrow fits,
For gay Content alone fuch Tales admits. ‘
‘When thro’ Earth’s Caverns I a-while have roll’d
My Waves, I rife, -and here again behold
The long-loft Stars; and, as Ilatedid glide
Near Styx, Proferpina there I efpy’d.
Fear ftill with Grief might in her Face be feen ;
She ftill her Rape laments ; yet, made a ueen,
Beneath thofe gloomy Shades her Sceptre fiays,
And ev'n th’ infernal King her Will obeys.

This heard, the Goddefs like a Statue ftood,
Stupid with Grief; and in that mufing Mood
Continu’d long ; new Cares a-while fuppreft
The reigning Pow’rs of her immo:tal Breaft.

At laft to Fowe, her Daughter’s Sire, fhe flies,
And with her Chariot cuts the chryftal Skies;
She comes in Clouds, and with difheveli’d Hair,
‘Standing before his Throne, prefers her Pray’r.

King of ‘the Gods, defend my Blood and thine,
And ufe it not the wor'e for being mine,

If
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If I no more am gracious in thy Sight, :

Be juft, O Jove, and do thy Daughrer Right.

In vain I fought her the wide World around,

And, when I moft defpair’d to find her, found.

But how can [ the fatal Finding boaft,

By which T know fhe is for ever loft?

Without her Father’s Aid, what other Pow’r

‘Can to my Arms the ravifh’d Maid reftore ?

Let him reftore her, I’ll the Crime forgive ;

My Child, tho’ ravifhi’d, I’d with Joy receive.

Pity, your Daughter with a Thief fhould wed,

Tho’ mine, you think, deferves no better Bed.
Fove thus replies ; It equally belongs

To both, to guard our common Pledge from Wrongs.

Butif to Things we proper Names apply,

This hardly can be call’d an Injury.

The Theft is Love; nor need we blufhto own

The Thief, if I can judge, to be our Son.

Had you of his Defert no other Proof,

To be Fove's Brother is methinks enough.

Nor was-my Throne by Worth fuperior got,

Heav’n fell to me, as Hell to him, by Lot:

If you are ftill refolv’d her Lofs to mourn,

Andnothing elfe will ferve than her Return 3

Upon thefe Terms fhe may again be yours,

(Th’ irrevocable Terms of Fate, not ours)

Of Stygian Food if fhe did never tafte,

Hell’s Bounds may then, and only then, be paft.

Thr



Book V. Ovip’s Metamorphofes. - 191

The Transformation of AsCALAPHUS into
-an Owl.

The Goddefs now, refolving to fucceed,’ s
Down to the gloomy Shades defcends with Speed ; }
But adverfe Fate had otherwife decreed.

* For, long before, her giddy thoughtlefs Child
Had broke her Faft, and all her Projeéts fpoil’d,
As in the Garden’s fhady Walk fhe ftray’d,
A fair Pomegranate charm’d the fimple Maid,
Hungin her Way, and tempting her to tafte,
‘She pluck’d the Fruit, and took a fhort Repaft. *
Seven Times, a Seed at once, fhe eat the Food 5
‘The Faét dfvalaphus had only view’d ;
Whom Aeveron begot in Stygian Shades
On Orpbne, fam’d among Avernal Maids ;
He faw what paft, and by difcovering all,
Detain’d the ravifh’d Nymph in cruel Thrall,
Eut now a Queen, fhe with Refentment heard,
And chang’d the vile Informer to a Bird.
¥In Phlegeton’s black Stream her Hand fhe dips,
Sprinkles his Head, and wets his babbling Lips.
Soon on his Face, bedropt with Magick Dew,
A Change appear’d, and gawdy Feathers grew.
A crooked Beak the Place of No‘e {upplies,
Rounder his Head, and larger are his Eyes.
His Arms and Body walte, but are fupply’d
With yellow Pinions flagging on each Side.
" His Nails grow crooked, and are turn’d to Claws,

And lazily along his heavy Wings he draws.
. Ill-
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Ill-omen’d in his Form, th’ unlucky Fowl,
Abhorr’d by Men, and call’d a ferieching Owl

The Daughters of AcHELouS transform’d to
SIRENS.

~Juftly this Punithment was due to him,
And lefs had been too little for his Crime:
But, O ye Nymphs that from the Flood defcend,
What Fault of yours the Gods could fo offend,
With Wings and Claws your beauteous Forms to fpoil,
Yet {ave your Maiden Face, and winning Smile ?
"Were you not with her in Pergu/a’s Bow'rs,
‘When Proferpine went forth to gather Flow’rs ?
Since P/uto in his Car the Goddefs caught,
Have you not for her in each Climate fought ?
And when on Land you long had fearch’d in vain,
You wifh’d for Wings to crofs the pathlefs Main ;
That Earth and Sea might witnefs to your Care:
The Gods were eafy, and return’d your Pray’r;
With golden Wing o’er foamy Waves you fled,
And to the Sun your plumy Glories {pread.
But, left the foft Enchantment of your Songs,
And the fweet Mufick of your flatt’ring Tongucs
Should quite be loft, (as courteous Fates ordain)
Your Voice and Virgin Beauty ftill remain.

Howe fome Amends for Ceres loft to make,
Vet willing Pluto fhould the Joy partake,
Gives ’em of Proferpine an equal Share,
Who, claim’d by both, with both divides the Year.

The
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The Goddefs now in either Empire fways, !
Six Moons in Hell, and fix with Ceres ftays.

Her peevifh Temper’s chang’d ; that fullen Miod,
Which made ev’n Hell uneafy, now is kind ;

Her Voice refines, her Mein more fiweet appears, :
Her Forehead free from Frowns, her Eyes ffom Tears.
As when, with golden Light, the conqu’ring Day
Thro’ dutky Exhalations clears a Way.

Ceres her Daughter’s Rape no longer mourn’d,

But back to Arerbusa’s Spring return’d ;

And fitting on the Margin, bid her tell

From whence fhe came, and why a facred Weil.

The Story of ARETRUS A,

Sall were the purling Waters, and the Maid
From the {mooth Surface rais’d her beauteous Head
Wipes off the Drops that from her Trefles ran,
And thus to tell Alphens’ Loves began.

In E/isfirft 1 breath'd the living Air,

The Chafe was all my Pleafure, all my Care,
Nonelov’d like me the Foreft to explore,

To pitch the Toils, and drive the briftled Boar,
Of fair, tho’ mafculine, T had the Name, '
But gladly would to that have quitted Claim

It lefs my Pride than Indignation rais’d,

To hear the Beauty I negleéted, prais’d ;

Such Compliments I loath’d, fuch Charms as thels
I fcorn’d, and thought it Infamy to pleafe.

Once, Iremember, in the Summer’s Heat,
‘Tir'd with the Chafe, I fought a cool Retreat 5

Var, 1. M A
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And, walking on, a filent Current found,

Which gently glided o’er the grav’ly Ground.

The chryftal Water was fo fmooth, fo clear,

- My Eye diftinguifh’d ev’ry Pcbble there.

So foft its Motion, that I fcarce perceiv'd

‘The running Stream, or what I {faw believ’d.

The hoary Willow, and the Poplar, made
Along the fhelving Bank a grateful Shades
In the cool Rivulet my Feet I dipt,

Then waded to the K nee, and then I ftript ;

My Robe I carelefs on an Ofier threw,

'That near the Place commodioufly grew ;

Nor long ﬁpon the Border naked ftood,

But plung’d with Speced into the filver Flood. |

My Arms a thoufund Ways I mov’d, and try'd

"To quicken, if I could; the lazy Tide;

Where, while I play’d my fwimming Gambols o’er,

I heard a murm’ring Voice, and frighted {fprung to Shore,
Oh! whither, Arethufa, doft thou fly ? :

From the Brook’s Bottom did A/pheus cry 3

Again, I heard him, in a hollow Tone,

Oh ! whither, Arethufa, doft thou run ?

N:aked I flew, nor could I ftay to hide

My Limbs, my Robe was:on the other Side;

Alpheus follow’d faft, th’ inflaming Sight

Quicken’d his Speed, and made his Lubour light ;

He fees me ready for his eager Arms,

And with a greedy Glance devounrs my Charms,

As trembling Doves from-preffing Danger fly,

‘When the fierce Hawk comes foufing from. the Sky ;
And,

-
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And, as fierce Hawks the trembling Doves purfue,
From him I fled, and after me he flew.
Firft by Orchomenus 1 took my Flight,
And foon had Pfophis and Cyllene in Sights
Behind me then high Meralus I loft,
And craggy Erimantbus {cal’d with Froft ;
Elis was next; thus far the Ground I trod
With nimble Feet, before the dillanc’d God.
But here I lagg’d, unable to {uftain
“The Labour longer, and my Flight maintain
While he more ftrong, more patient of the Toil,
And fir'd with Hopes of Beauty’s fpeedy Spoil,
Gain’d my loft Ground, and by redoubled Pace,
Now left between us but a narrow Space.
Unweary’d 1°till now o’er Hills, and Plains,
Q’er Rocks, and Rivers ran, and felt no Pains:
The Sun behind me, and the God I kept,
But, when I fafteft fhould have run, I ftept,
Before my Feet his Shadow now appear’d ;
As what I faw, or rather what I fear'd,
Yet there I could not be deceiv’d by Fear,
Who felt his Breath pant on my braided Hair, [near.?
And heard his founding Tread, and knew him to bej
Tir'd, and defpairing, O celeftial Maid,
’m caught, I cry’d, without thy heav’nly Aid,
Help me, Diane; help a Nymph forlorn,
Devoted to the Woaods, who long has worn }
Thy Livery, and long thy Quiver born.
The Goddefs heard; my pious Pray’r prevail’d ;
In muffling Clouds my Virgin Head was veil'd,
M 2 ‘ The
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The am’rous God, deluded of his Hopes, 4
Searches the Gloom, and thro’ the Darknefs gropes ;
Twice, where Diana did her Servant hide,
He came, and twice, O Arethufz! cry’d.
How fhaken was my Soul, how funk my Heart!
"The Terror feiz’d onev’ry trembling Part,
Thus when the Welf about the Mountain prowls
For Prey, the Lambkin hears his horrid Howls -
The tim’rous Hare, the Pack approaching nigh,
Thus hearkens to the Hounds, and tremblesat the Cry;
Nor dares fhe fir, for fear her fcented Breath
Dire the Dogs, and guide the thieaten’d Death,
Alpheus in the Cloud no Traces found
To mark my Way, yet ftays to guard the Ground,
"The God fo near, achilly Sweat pofleft
My fainting Limbs, atev’ry Pore expreft ;
My Strength diftil’d in Drops, my Hair in Dew,
My Form was chang’d, and allmy Subflance new,
Each Motion was a Stream, and my whole Frame
Turn’d to a Fount, which {till preferves my Name,
Refolv’d I fhould not his Embrace efcape,
Again the God refumes his fluid Shape ;
To mix his Streams with mine he fondly tries,
But ftill Diana bis Attempt denies.
She cleaves the Ground ; thro’ Caverns dark I rum
A diff’rent Current, while he keeps his own,
To dear Ortyyia fhe conduéts my Way,
And here I firlt review the welcome Day.

Here Arethufa flopt 5 then Ceres takes
Her golden Car, and yokes her fiery Snakes ;

With
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"With a juft Rein along Mid-heav’n fhe flies

O’er Earth, and Seas, and cuts the yielding Skies,

She halts at Arkens, dropping like a Star,

And to Triptolemus refigns her Car,

Parent of Seed, fhe gave him fruitful Grain,

And bade him teach to till and plough the Plain ;

The Seed to fow, as well in fallow Fields,

As where the Soil manur’d aricher Harveft yields.

The Transformation of Ly N cus.

The Youth o’er Europe and o’er Afia drives,
*Till at the Court of Lyncus he arrives.
The Tyrant Scythia’s barb’rous Empire fvay’d ;
And, when he faw Triptolemus, he faid,
How cam’ft thou, Stranger, to our Court, and why ?
Thy Country,and thy Name ? TheYouth didthusreply,
Triptolemus my Name; my Country’s known
O’cr all the World, Minerva's fav’rite Town, }
Aehens, the firft of Cities in Renown. .
By Land I neither walk’d, nor {ail’d by Sea, .
~ But hither thro’ the &rber made my Way.
By me, the Goddefs who the Fields befriends,
Thefe Gifts, the greateft of all Bleflings, fends.
The Grain fhe gives if in your Soil you fow,
Thence wholfome Focd in golden Crops-thall grow.
Soon as the Secret to the King was known,
He grudg’d the Glory of the Service dene, _ }
And wickedly refolv’d to make it all his own.
To hide his Purpofe, he invites his Gueft,
The Friend of Ceres, to a royal Feaft,

M 3 And
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And when fweet Sleep his heavy Eyes had feiz’d,
The Tyrant with his Steel attempts his Breaft. -
Him ftrait a Lynx’s Shape the Goddefs gives,
And home the Youth her facred Dragons drives.

The PIERIDES transform’d to Magpies,
"The chofen Mufe here cnds her facred Lays;
The Nymphs unanimous decree the Bays,
And give the Heliconian Goddefles the Praife.
"Then, far from vain that we fhould thus prevail,
But much provok’d to hear the vanquif’d rail,
Calliope refumes ;3 Too long we’ve born
Your daring Taunts, atid your aff-onting Scorn ;
Your Challenge juftly merited a Curfe,
And this unmanner’d Railing makes it werfes
Since you refufe us calmly to enjoy '
Our Patience, next our Paffions we’ll employ’;
The Dictates of a Mind enrag’d purfue,
And, what our juft Refentment tids us, do. ”
i The Railers laughy onr Threats and Wrath def'fe,
::And clap their Hands, 2and make a fcolding Noife :
But in the Faét they’re feiz’d ; beneath their Nails
Feathers they feel, and on their Faces Scales ;
Their horny Beaks at once each other fcare,
Their Armsare plum’d, and on their Backs they bear }
Py’d Wings, and flutter in the fleeting Air,
Chatt’ring, the Scandal of the Woods they fly,
And there continue ftill their clam’rous Cry :
The fame their Eloquence, as Maids, or Birds,
Now only Noife, and nothing then but Words.

The End of the Fifth Book.
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METAMORPHOSES.
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Tranflated by Mr. CROXALL,

The Transformation of ARACHNE inio a Spider.

& ALLAS, a-tteﬁding to the Mufe’s Song,
b, - Approv’d the juft Refentment of their

Y Wrong ;
‘ And thus refle&s ; While tamely T com-
' mend w, § 52

Thofe who their injur’d Deities defend,

My own Divinity affronted {tands,

And calls aloud for Juftice at my Hands ;

Then takes the Hint, atham’d to lag behind,

And on drachne bends her vengeful Mind;

One at the Loom fo exquifitely ikill'd,

That to the Goddefs fhe refus’d to yield, :
M 5 ~ Low
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Low was her Birth, and fmall her native Town,

She from her Art alone obtain’d Renown.

Idmon, her Father, made it his Employ,

To give the fpungy Fleece a purpie Dye :

Of vulgar S‘trjai;:) her Mother, lately dead,

With hier own Rank had been content to wed 3

Yet fhe their Daughter, tho’ her Time was fpent

In a finall Hamlet, and of mean Defcent,

Thro’ the great Towns of Zydia gain’d a Name,

And fil’d the neighb’ring Countries with her Fame.
Oft, to admire the Nicenefs of her Skill,

The Nympks would quit their Fountain, Shade, or Hill

Thither, from green Tymolus, they repair,

And leave the Vineyards, their peculiar Care ;

Thither, from fam’d Padtolus’ golden Stream,

Drawn by her Art, the carious Naiads came,

Nor would the Work, when finifh’d, pleafe fo much,

As, while the wrought, to view each graceful Touch ;

Whether the fhapelefs Wool in Balls fhe wound,

Or with quick Motion turn’d the Spindle round,

Or with her Pencil drew the neat Defign,

Pallas her Miftrefs fhone in ev’ry Line.

This the proud Maid with {cornful Air denies,

And ev’n the Goddefs at her Work defies ;

Difowns her heav’nly Miftrefs ev'ry Hour,

Nor atks her Aid, nor deprecates her Pow’r,

Let us, fhe cries, but toa Trial come,

And, if fhe conquers, let her fix my Doom.
‘The Goddefs then a Beldame’s Form put on,

With filver Hairs her hoary Temples fhone ;

: Propp’d
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Propp’d by a Staff, the hobbles in her Walk,
And tott’ring thus begins her old Wive’s Talk.

Young Maid attend, nor ftubbornly defpife
The Admonitien: of the old, and wife; 3
For Age, tho’ fcorn’d, aripe Experience bears,

That golden Fruit, unknown to blooming Years:
Still may remot.ft Fame your Labours crown,
And Mortals your fuperior Genius own 3

But to the Goddefs yield, and humbly meek

A Pardon for your bold Prefumption feek ;

The Goddefs will forgive. At this the Maid,
With Paflion fir'd, her gliding Shuttle ftay’d ;
And, darting Vengeance with an angry Look,
To FPeallas in Difguife thus fizrcely fpoke.

Thou doating Thing, whofe idle babbling Tongue
But too well fhews the Plague of living long ;"
Hence, and reprove, with this your fage Advice,
Your giddy Daughter, or your aukward Niece ;
Know, [ defpife your Counfel, aud am fill
A Woman, ever wedded tomy Will 5
And, if your fkilful Goddets better knows, =+ ;= -
Let her accept the Trial I propofe.

She dots, impatient Pailas ftrait replies,

Aud, cloath’d with hesv’nly Light, {fprung from her
odd Difguife. =

The Nymphs, and Virgins of the Plain adore
The awful Godde’s, and confefs her Pow'r;

"The Maid alone ftood unappall’d; yet thow’d
A tranfient Blufh, that for a Moment glow’d,
Then difappear’d; as purple Streaks adorn
“The op’ning Beauties of the rofy Morn;
| M 6 Tl
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. «ibng prevalontly bright,

s ‘the Tindture wiath his Silver Light,
©<Libe periifis, and obftinately great,
in hopes of Conquett herries on her Fate.
The Goddefs now the Challenge waves no more,
Nor, kindly good, advifes as before.
Strait to their Pofls appointed both repair,
Aud fix their threaded Looms with equal Care :
Around the {0lid Beam the Web is ty’d,
While hollow Canes the parting Warp divide;
Thro’ which with nimble Flight the Shuttles play,
And for the Woof prepare a ready Way ;
The Woof and Warp unite, prefs’d by the toothy Slay.j

Thus both, their Mantles button’d to their Breaft,
Their fkilful Fingers ply with willing Hafte,
And work’d with Pleafure ; while they chear the Eye
With glowing Purple of the 7yrian Dye :
Or, juftly intermixing Shades with Light,
Their Colourings infenfibly unite.
As when a Show’r tranfpierc’d with Sunny Rays,
Its mighty Arch along the Heav'n difplays ;
¥rom whence a thoufand diff’rent Colours rife,
‘Whofe fine Tranfition cheats the cleareft Eyes;
So like the intermingled Shading feems,
" And only differs in the laft Extremes.
Then Threads. of Gold both artfully difpofe,
And, as each Part in juft Proportion rofe,
Some antique Fable in their Work difclofe.
Pallas in Figuares wrought the heav’nly Pow'rs,
And Mars’s Hill among th’ 4rhenian Tow’rs.
O=n
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On lofty Thrones twice fix Celeftials fate, '
. Fove in the Midft, and held their warm Debate ;
The Subje& weighty, andwell known to Fame,
From awhom the City [bould receive its Name.

Fach God by proper Features was expreft,

Fove with majeftick Mein excell’d the reft.

His three-fork’d Mace the dewy Sea-God fhook,
And, looking fternly, fmote the ragged Rock ;
When from the Stone leapt forth a fprightly Steed,
And Neptune claims the City for the Deed.

Her’elf the blazons, with a glitt’ring Spear,
And crefted Helm that veil’d her braided Hair,
With Shield, and fcaly Breaft-plate, Implements of

War.
Struck with her pointed Launce, the tezming Earth
Seem’d to produce a new furprifing Birth ;
When, from the Glebe, the Pledge of Conqueft fprung,
A Tree palé-green with faireft Olives hung.

And then, to let her giddy Rival learn

What juft Rewards fuch Boldnefs was to earn,
Four Trials at each Corner had their Part,
Defign’d in Miniature, and touch’d with Art,
Hemus in one,  and Rhodope of Thrace,
Transform’d to Mountains, fill’d the foremoft Place ;
Who claim’d the Titles of the Gods above,
And vainly us’d the Epithets of Fove.
Another thew’d, where the Pigmean Dame,
Profaning Funo’s venerable Name,

Turn’d to an airy Crane, defcends from far,

And with her Pigrzy Subje@s wages Ware
in
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In a third Part, the Rage of Heav’n’s great Queen,
Difplay’d on proud Aurigone, was feen ;
Who with prefumptuous Boldnels dar’d to vie,
For Beauty with the Emprefs of the Sky.
Ah ! what avails her ancient princely Race,
Her Sire a King, and 77y her native Place :
Now, to a noify Stork transform’d, fhe flies,
And with her whiten’d Pinions cleaves the Skies..
And in the laft remaining Part was drawn
Poor Cinyras that feem’d to weep in Stone ;
Clafping the Temple Steps, he fadly mourn’d
His lovely Daughters, now to Marb'e tarn'd,
With her own Tree the finith’d Piece is crown’d,
And Wreaths of peaceful Olive all the Work furrouna,

Arachne drew the fam’d Intrigues of Fove,
Chang’d to a Bull to gratify his Love ;
How thro’ the briny Tide all foaming Hoar,
Lovely Europa on his Back he bore. ‘
The Sea feem’d waving, and the trembling Maid
Shrunk up her tender Feet, as if afraid 3
And, looking back on the forfaken Strand,
To her Companions wafts her diftant Hand.,
Next fhe defign’d 4feria’s fabled Rape,
When Foveaffum’d a foaring Eagle’s Shape :
And fhew’d how Leda lay fupinely prefs’d,
While the foft fnowy Swan fate hov'ring o’er her Breaft,
How in a Satyr’s Form the God beguil'd,
‘When fair Antiope with Twins he fill’d.
Then, like dmphytrian, but a real Fove,
In fair dlemena’s Arms he cool’d his Love.

In



Book VI. Ov 1 D’s Metamorphofes. 207
In Auid Gold to Danae’s Heart he cane, ; ‘
Egina felt bim n a lambent Flame.

He took Muemsfyne in Shepherd’s Make,

And for Deois was a fpeckled Snake.

She made thee, Neptune, like a wanton Steer,
Pacing the Meads for Love of Ayze dear;

Next like a Stream, thy burning Flame to {lake,
And like a Ram,. for fair Bifaliis’ Sake.

'Then Ceres in a Steed your Vigour try’d,

Nor could the Mare the yellow Goddefs hide.
Next, to a Fowl transform’d, you won by Force
The Snake-hair’d Mother of the winged Horfe ;-
And, in a Dolphin’s fiby Form, fubdu’d
Melantho fweet beneath the oozy Flood.

All thefe the Maid with lively Featnres drew,,
And open’d proper Landfcapes to the View.
There Phabus, roving like a Country Swain,
Attunes his jolly Pipe along the Plain; >
For lovely Ije’s Sake in Shepherd’s Weeds,

O’er Paftures green his bleating Flock he feeds,
There Bacchus, imag’d like the cluft’ring Grépe,
Melting bedrops Erigone’s fair Lap ;

And there old Saturan, ﬂung with youthful Heat,
Torm’d like a Stallion, rafhes to the Feat. ;
Freth Flow’rs, which Twifts of Ivy intertwine,
Mingling a running Foliage, clofe the neat Defigns.

This the bright Goddefs paffiorately mov’d,
With Envy faw, yetinwardly approv'd.

The Scene of heav’nly Guilt'with Haftefhe tore,
MNor longer the Affront with Patience bore;

A boxen
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A boxen Shuttle in her Hand fhe took, !

And more than once Arackhne’s Forehead firuck,

Th’ unhappy Maid, impatient of the Wrong,

Down from a Beam her injur’d Perfon hung;

When Pallzs, pitying her wretched State,

At once prevented, and pronounc’d her Fate

Live ; but depend, vile Wretch, the Goddefs cry’d,

Doom’d in Sufpence forever to be ty’d ;

That all your Race, to utmoft Date of Time,

May feel the Vengeance, and deteft the Crime. ,
Then, goingoff, fhe fprinkled her with Juice,

Which Leaves of baneful Aconite produce.

Touch’d with the pois’nous Drug, her flowing Hair

Fell to the Ground, and left her Temples bare ;

Her ufual Features vanifh’d from their Place,

Her Body leflen’d all, but /moft her Face.

Her flender Fingers, hanging on each Side

With many Joints, the Ufe of Legs fupply’d :

A Spider’s Bag the reft, from which fhe gives

A Thread, and fill by conflant Weaving lives,

The Story of N1oBE.

Swift thro’ the Pyygian Towns the Rumour flies,
And the firange News each female Tongue employs &
Niobe, who before fhe married knew
The famous Nymph, now found the Story true ;

Yet, unreclaim’d by poor drachre’s Fate,
Vainly above the Gods affum’d a State.

Her Hufband’s Fame, their Family’s Defcent,
Their Pow’r, and rich Dominion’s wide Extent,

Might
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Might well have juftify’d a decent Pride;
But not on thefe alone the Dame rely’d,
Her lovely Progeny that far excell’d,
The Mother’s Heart with vain Ambition fwell’d :
The happieft Mother not unjuitly ftyl’d,
Had no conceited Thoughts her tow’ring Fancy fill’d,
For-once a Prophetefs with Zeal infpir'd,
Their flow Negleét to warm Devotion fir'd ;
Thro’ ev’ry Street of Zhebes who ran poffefs’d,
And thus in Accents wild her Charge expreft ;
Hafte, hafte, ye Zheban Matrons, and adore,
With hallow’d Rites, Latona’s mighty Pow’r 3
And, to the heav’nly Twins that from her {jring,
With Laurel crown’d, your fmoaking Incenfe bring.
Strait the great Summons ev’ry Dame obey’d,
And due Submiffion to the Goddefs paid :
Graceful, with Laurel Chaplets drefs’d, they came,
And offer’d Incenfe in.the facred Flame.
Mean-while, furrounded with a courtly Guard,
"The royal Niode in State appear’d
Attir’d in Robes embroider’d o’er with Gold,
And mad with Rage, yet lovely to behold =
Her comely T'refles, trembling as fhe ftood,
Down her fine Neck witheafy Motion flow’d ;
Then, darting round a proud difdainful Look,
In haughty Tone her hafty Paffion broke,
And thus began ; 'What Madnefs this, to court
A Goddefs, founded meerly on Report?
Dare yea poor pretended Power invoke,
While yet no Altars to my Godhead fmoke 2
‘ Mine,
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Mine, whofe immediate Lineage ftands confefs’d .
From Tantalus, the only mortal Gueft }
That e’er the Gods admitted to their Feaft.

A Sifter of'the Pleiads gave me Birth ;

And 4tlas, mightieft Mountain upon Earth,

'W-ho bears the Globe of all the Stars above,

My Grandfire was, and 4t/as fprung from Fove,

- The Theban Towns my Majefty adore,

And neighb’ring Phrygia trembles at my Pow’r :
Rais’d by my Hufband’s Lute, with Turrets crown d
Our lofty City ftands fecur’d around.

Within my Court, where-e’er I turn my Eyes,
Unbounded Treafures to my Profpect rife :

With thefe my Face I modeftly may name,

As not unworthy of fo high a Claim ; :

Sev’n are my Daughters, of a Form divine,

With fev’n fair Sons, an indefe&ive Line.

Go, Fools! confider this; and afk the Caufe

From which my Pride its ftrong Prefumption draws g
Confider this 5 and. then prefer to me

Czus the Titan’s vagrant Progeny ;

To whom, in Travel, the whole fpacious Earth
No Room afforded for her fpurious Birth.

Not the leaft Part in Earth, in Heav’n, or Seas,
Would grant your out-law’d Goddefs any Eafe
’Till pitying her’s, from his own wand’ring Cafe,
Delos, the floating Ifland gave a Place.

There fhe a Mother was, of two at moft ;

Only the feventh Part of what I boaft.

My Joys all are beyond Sufpicion fix’d ;

With no Pollutions of Misfortune mix’d :
Safe
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Safe on the Bafis of my Pow’r I ftand, e
Above the Reach of Fortune’s fickle Hand.

Leffen fhe may my inexhaufted Store,

Aud much deftroy, yet ftill muftleave me more.
Suppofe it poffible that fome may die .
Of this my num’rous lovely Progeny 5 }
Still with Lazsna 1 might fafely vie, Fiary

- Who, by her fcanty Breed, fcarce fit to name,

But juft efcapes the childlefs Woman’s Shame. ;
Go then, with Speed your laurell’d Heads uncrown,
And leave the filly Farce you have begun, :

The tim’rous Throng their facred Rites forbore,
And from their Heads the verdant Laurel tore ;
Their hanghty Queen they with Regret obey’d,
And ftillin gentle Murmurs foftly pray’d.

High, onthe Top of Cynthus® thady Mount,
With Grief the-Goddefs faw the bafe Affront;
And, the -Abufe revolving in her Breaft,

The Mother her Twin-offspring thus addrett.

Lo I, my Children, who with Comfort knew
Your God-like Birth, and thence my Glory drew ;
And thence have claim’d Precedency of Place
From all but Fuso of the heav’nly Race,

Muft now defpair, and languifh in Difgrace.

My Godhead queition’d, and all Rites divine,

Unlefs vou fuccour, banifh’d from my Shrine,

Nay more, the Imp of Tantalus has flung

RefleCtions with her vile paternal Tongue ;

Has dar’d prefer her mortal Breed to mine,

And call’d me childlefs, which, jut Fate, may fhe repine!
When

S il
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When to urge more the Goddefs ywas prepar’d,
Phebas in hafle replies, T'oo much we’ve heard, }
And ev’ry Moment’s loft, while Vengeance is deferi’d.
Diana fpoke the fame. Then both enfthroud
Their heav’nly Badies in a fable Cloud ;

And to the Thebar Tow’rs defcending light,
Thro’ the foft yielding Air dire& their Flight,

Without the Wall there lies a champaign Ground

With even Surface, far extending round,

Beaten and levell’d, while it daily feels

The trampling Horfe, and Chariot’s grinding Wheels,

Part of proud Nobe’s young rival Breed,

Praifing there to ride the manag’d Steed,

Their Bridles bofs'd with Gold, were mounted high

On ftately Furniture of Tyrian Dye.

Of thefe, Z/nenor, who by Birth had been

The firft fair Iffue of the fruitful Queen,

Juft as he drew the Rein to guide his Horfe,

Around the Compafs of the circling Courfe,

Sigh’d deeply, and the Pangs of Smart exprefs’d,

While the Shaft ftuck, engor’d within his Breaft ;

And, the Reins dropping from his dying Hand,

He funk quite down, and tumbled on the Sand.

Sipylus next, the rattling Quiver heard,

And with full Speed for his Efcape prepar’d ;

As when the Pilot from the black’ning Skies

A gath’ring Storm of wintry Rain defcries,

His Sails unfurl’d, and crowded all with Wind,

He ftrives to leave the threat’ning Cloud behind ¢

So fled the Youth ; but an unerring Dart

O’ertook him, quick difcharg’d, and fped with Art;
Fix’d
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Fix’d in his Neck behind, it trembling ftood,

And athis Throat d ifplay’dthePoint befmear’d withBlood,

Prone, as his Pofture was, he tumbled oer, T

And bath’d his Courfer’s Mane with ftreaming Gore,

Next at young Phedimus they took their Aim,

And Tantalus, who bore his Grandfire’s Name -

Thele, when their other Exercife was done,

To try the Wrefiler’s oily Sport begun ;

And, ftraining evty Nerve, their Skill exprefs’d

In clofeft Grapple, Joining Breaft to Breaft :

When from the bending Bow an Arrow fent,

Join’d as they were, thro’ both their Bodies went :

Both groan’d, and writhing both their Limbs with Pain,

They fell together bleeding on the Plain ;

Then both their languid Eye-balls faintly roll,

And thus together breathe away their Soul.

With Grief diphenor faw their doleful Plight,

And fmote his Breaft, and ficken’d at the Sight ;

"Then to their Succour ran with eager Hafte,

And, fondly griev’d, their ftit’ning Limbs embrac’d

But in the A&ion falls: A thrilling Dart,

By Phabus guided, pierc’d him to the Heart,

This, as they drew it forth, his Midriff tore,

Its barbed Point the flefby Fragments bore, }

And let the Soul gufh out in Streams ofipurple Gore,

But Damafichthon, by a double Wound,

Beardlefs, and young, lay gafping on the Ground,

Fix’d in his finewy Ham, the fteely Point

Stuck thro’ his Knee, and pierc’d the nervous Joint :
Arnd

-
>
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And, as bhe ftoop’d to tug the painful Dart, ‘
Another fltuck him in a vital Part;

Shot thro’ his Wezen, by the Wing it hung,

The Life-blood lférc’d it out, and darting upward {prong.
Jleoneus, the laft, with Terror ftands, :

Lifting in Pray’r his unavailing Hands

And, ignorant from whom his Griefs arife,

Spare me, O all ye heav’nly Pow’rs, he cries:

Phabus was touch’d too late, the founding. Bow

Had fent the Shaft, and firuck the fatal Blow;
‘Which yet but gently gor’d his tender Side,

So by a flight and ealy Wound he dy’d.

Swift to the Mother’s Ears: the Rumour came,

And doleful Sighs the heavy News proclaim;

With Anger and Surprize inflam’d by Turns,

In furious Rage her haughty Stomach burns :

Tirft the difputes th’ Effc@s of heav’nly Pow’r,

Then at their daring Boldnefs wonders more:

For poor Amphion, with fore Grief diftreft,

Hoping to footh his Cares by endlefs Reft,

Had theath’d 2 Dagger in his wretched Breait.

And fhe, who tols’d her high difdainful Head,

When thio’ the Streets in {folemn Pomp fhe led }
The Throng ‘that from Latona’s Altar fled,

AfTiming State beyond the proudeft Queen,

"Was now the miferableft Objet{een.

Proftrate among the clay-cold Dead the fell,

And kif’d an undiftinguifh’d laft Farewel.

Then her pale Arms advancing to the Skies;
-Cruel Latona ! triumph now, fhe cries,
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My grieving Soul in bitter Anguith drench;

And with my Woes your thirlty Paffion quench:;

Fealt your black Malice at a Price thus dear,

While the fore Pangs of fev’n fuch Deaths I bear,

Triumph, too cruel Rival, and dlfp ay

Your conq’ring Standard ; for you’ve won the Day.

Yet I’ll excel 5 for yet, tho fev'n are flain,

Superior ftill in Number I remain,

Scarce had fhe fpoke; theBow-ftring’s twangingSound

Was heard, and dealt freth Terrors all around, }

Which all, but Niobe alone, confound. ; :

Stunn’d, and obdurate by her Load of Grief,

Infenfible the fi s, nor hopes Relief.

Before the fun’ral Biers, all weeping fad,

Her Daughters food, in Vefts of Sable clad.,

When one, furpriz’d, and ftung with fudden Smart,

In vain attempts to draw the tticking Dart:

But to grim Death her blooming Youth refigns,

And o’er her Brother’s Corpfe her dying Head rechnes.

This, to afluage her Mother’s Anguith tries,

And, flenc’d in the pious Ation, dies; 0

Shot by a fecret Arrow, wing’d with Death,

Her fault’ring Lips but only gafp’d for Breath.

Oue, on her dyiag Sifter, breathes her laft;

Vainly in Flight another’s Hopes are plac’d ;

This hiding, from her Fate a Shelter feeks 3

That trembling ftands, and fills the Air with Shrieks,

And all in vain; for now all fix had found

Their Way to Death, each by adifi’rent Wound,
The



216 Ovip’s Metamorphofes.  Book VI.

The laft, with eager Care the Mother veil’d, -
Behind her {preading Mantle clofe conceal’d,
And with her Body guarded, as a Shield,
Only for this, this youngeft, I implore,
"Grant me this one Requeft, I afk no more;
3) grant' me this ! fhe paflionately cries: :
But while fhe fpeaks, the deftin’d Virgin dies.

The Transformation of N 10B Ee

Widow’d, and Childlefs, lamentable State !
A doleful Sight, among the Dead fhe fate ;
Harden’d with Woes, a Statue of Defpair,
To ev’ry Breath of Wind unmov’d her Hair ;
Her Cheek ftill redd’ning, but its Colour dead,
Faded her Eyes, and fet within her Head.
No more her pliant T'ongue its Motion keeps,
But ftands congeal’d within her frozen Lips.
Stagnate, and dull, within her purple Veins,
Its Current fiopp’d, the lifelefs Blood remains.
Her Feet their ufual Offices refufe,
Her Arms and Neck their graceful Geftures lofe:
Action and Life from ev’ry Part are gone,
And ev’n her Entrails turn to folid Stone;
Yet ftill fhe weeps, and whirl’d by ftormy Winds,
Borne thro’ the Air, her native Country finds;
There fix’d, the ftands upon a bleaky Hill, :
There yet her marble Checks eternal Tears diftil,

j

Tl
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The Peafants of Lyc1a transformed to Frogs.

Then all, reclaim’d by this Example, thow’d
A due Regard for each peculiar God :
Both Men and Women their Devoirs exprefs’d,
And great Lasona’s awful Pow’r confefs'd,
Then, tracing Inftances of older Time,
"T'o fuit the Nature of the prefent Crime,
Thus one begins his Tale. —Where Lycia y}clds
A golden Harveft from its fertile Fields,
Some churlifb Peafants, in the Days of Yore,
Provok’d the Goddefs to exert her Pow’r.
The Thing indeed the Meannefs of the Place
Has made obfcure, furprizing as it was;
But I myfelf once happen’d to behold
This famous Lake of which the Story’s told.
My Father then, worn out by Length of Days,
Nor able to fuftain the tedious Ways,
Me with a Guide had fent the Plains to roam,
And drive his well-fed ftraggling Heifers home,
Here, as we faunter’d thro’ the verdant Meads,
We fpy’d a Lake o’ergrown with trembling Reeds,
‘Whofe wavy Tops an op’ning Scene difclofe,
From which an antique fmoaky Altar rofe,
I, as my fuperftitious Guide had done,
Stopp’d fhort, and blefs’d myfelf, and then went on;
Yet I enquir’d to whom the Altar ftoed,
Faunus, the Naids, or fome native God ?
No fylvan Deity, my Friend replies,
Enfhrin’d within this hallow’d Altar lies.

Vorl L. N For
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’For this, O Youth, to that fam’d Goddefs ftands,

Whom at th’ imperial Juno’s rough Commands,

Of ev’ry Quarter of the Earth bereav’d,

Delos; the floating Ifle, at length receiv’d,

Who there, in fpite of Enemies, brought forth,

Beneath an Olive’s Shade, her great Twin-birth,
Hence too fhe fled the furious Stepdame’s Pow’r,

And in her Arms a double Godhead bore;

And now the Borders of fair Lycia gain’d,

~ Juft when the Summer Solftice parch’d the Land.

With Thirft the Goddefs languifhing, no more

Her empty’d Breaft would yield its milky Store ;

When, froin below, the fmiling Valley thow’d

A filver Lake that in its Bottom flow’d :

A fort of Clowns were reaping, near the Bank,

The bending Ofier, and the Bullrufh drank ;

The Crefle, and Water-lily, fragrant Weed,

Whofe juicy Stalk the liquid Fountains feed.

‘The Goddefs came, and kneeling on the Brink,

Stoop’d at the frefh Repaft, prepar’d to drink.

Then thus, being hinder’d by the Rabble Race,

In Accents mild expoftulates the Cafe.

Water I only afk, and fure ’tis hard

From Nature’s common Rights to be debart’d :

- This, as the genial Sun, and vital Air,

Should flow alike to ev’ry Creature’s Share.

Yet fiill T atk, and as a Favour crave,

'That which, a-public Bounty, Nature gave.

Nor do I feek my weary Limbs to drench

Only, with one cool Draught, my Thirft I'd quench.

Now
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Now from my Throat the ufual Moifture dries,
And ev’n my Voice in broken Accents dies:
One Draught as dear as Life I thould efteem,.
And Water, now I thirft, would Ne&ar feem s
Oh! let my little Babes your Pity move,
And melt your Hearts to charitable Love;
They (as by Chance they did) extend to you :
Their little Hands, and my Requeft purfue.

Whom would thefe {oft Perfuafions not fubdue,
Tho’ the moft ruftick, and unmanner’d Crew ?
Yet they the Goddefs’s Requeft refufe,

And with rude Words reproachfully abufe: (T
Nay more, with {piteful Feet the Villains trod :

O’er the foft Bottom of the marthy Flood, }
And blacken’d all the Lake with Clouds of rifing Mud,

Her Thirft by Indignation was fupprefs’d ;

Bent on Revenge, the Goddefs ftood confefs’d :»
Her fuppliant Hands uplifting to the Skies, -

For a Redrefs, to Heav’n fhe now applies.

And, may you live, fhe paflionately cry’d,
Doom’d in that Pool for ever to abide.

The Goddefs has her Wifh; for now they chufe
To plunge, and dive among the watry Ooze;
Sometimes they fhew their Head above the Brim,
And on the glafly Surface {pread to {wim ;

Often upon the Bank their Station take,

Then {pring, and leap into the coolly Lake._
~Still, void of Shame, they lead a clam’rous Life,
And, croaking, ftill fcold on in endlefs Strife;
Compell’d to live beneath the liquid Stream,
Where ftill they quarrel, and attempt to fcream.

N 2 Now
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Now, ffofn their bloated Throat, their Voice puts on
Imperfect Murmurs in a hoarfer Tone;

Their noify Jaws, with Bawling now grown wide,

An ugly Sight! extend on either Side:

Their motly Back, ftreak’d with a Lift of Green,
Join’d to their Head, without a Neck is feen ;

And, with a Belly broad and white, they look

Mere Frogs, and flill frequent the muddy Brook.

" The Fate of M ARSY As.

Scarce had the Man this famous Story tdld,
Qf Vengeance on the Lycians thown of old,
~ When ftrait another pictures to their View
. ‘The Satyr’s Fate, whom angry Phabus {lew
Who, rais’d with high Conceit, and puff’d with Pride,
At his own Pipe the fkilful God defy’d.
‘Why do you tear me from myfelf, he cries?
Ah, cruel! muft my Skin be made the Prize 2
This for a filly Pipe ? he roaring faid,
Mean-while the Skin from off his Limbs was flay’d.
All bare, and raw, one large continu’d Wound,
With Streams of Blood his Body bath’d the Ground.
The bluith Veins their trembling Pulfe difclos’d,
The ftringy Nerves lay naked, and expos’d ;
His Guts appear’d, diftinétly each exprefs’d,
With ev'ry fhining Fibre of his Breaft.

The Fauns, and Silvans, with the Nymphs that rove
Among the Sagyrs in the thady Grove ;
Olympus, known of old, and ev’ry Swain
That fed, or Flock, or Herd upon the Plain,

Bewail’d
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“Bewail’d the Lofs; and with their Tears that flow’d,
A kindly Moifture on the Earth beftow’d ;

That foon, conjoin’d, and in a Body rang'd,

Sprung from the Ground, to limpid Water chang’d ;
Which, down thro’ PArvgia’s Rocks, a inighty Stream,
Comes tumbling to the Sea, and Mar/ja is its Name,

The Story of PEL O P 8.

From thefe Relations ftrait the People turn
'To prefent Truths, and loft Amphion mourn :
The Mother moft was blam’d, yet fome relate
That Peleps pity’d, and bewail’d her Fate, |
And ftript his Cloaths, and laid his Shoulder bare, .
And made the Iv’ry Miracle appear. YRRELS
This Shoulder, from the firft, was form’d of Fl efh,
As lively as the other, and as frefh;
But, when the Youth was by his Father flain,
'The Gods reitor’d his mangled Limbs again ;
Only that Place which joins the Neck and Arm,
The reft untouch’d, was found to fuffer Harm :
The Lofs of which an Iv’ry Piece fuftain’d,
And thus the Youth his Limbs, and Life regain’d.

The Story of TEREUs, Procwg, and
PHILOMELA.

To Thebes the neighb’ring Princes all repair,
And with Condolance the Misfortune fhare.
Each bord’ring State in {folemn Form addrefs’d,
And each betimes a friendly Grief exprefs’ds
N 3 Argos



222 OviD’s Metamorphofes. Book VL.
Argos, with Sparta’s, and Mycena’s Towns,
And Calydon, yet free from fierce Diana’s Frowns,
Corinth for fineft Brafs well fam’d of old,
Orthomenos for Men of Courage bold :
Cleonz lying in the lowly Dale, \
And rich Mefene with its fertile Vale :
Pylos, for Neflor’s City after fam’d,
And Trazen, not as yet from Pittheys nam’d.
And thofe fair Cities, which are hemm’d around
By double Seas within the [f#hmian Ground ;
And thofe which farther from the Sea-couft ftand,
Lodg’d in the Bofom of the {pacious Land.
Who can believe it ? Athens was the laft :
~Tho’ for Politenefs fam’d for Ages paft.
For a ftrait Siege, which then their Walls enclos’d,
Such Acts of kind Humanity oppos’d :
And thick with Ships, from foreign Nations bound,
Sea-ward their City lay invefted round.
Thele, with auxiliar Forces led from far,
Tereus of Thrace, brave, andinur’d to War,
Had quite defeated, and obtain’d a Name,
The Warrior’s Due, among the Sons of Fawme.
‘This, with his Wealth, and Pow’r, and ancient Line,
From Mars deriv’d, Pandion’s Thoughts incline }
His Daughter Procne with the Prince to join,
Nor Hymen, nor the Graceshere prefide,
Nor Funo to befriend the blooming Bride ;
But Fiends with fun’ral Brands the Procefs led,
And Furies waited at the Genial Bed :
And all Night long the {crieching Owl aloof,

‘With baleful Notes, fate brooding o’er the Roof.
With
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With fuch ill Omens was the Match begun,

That made them Parents of a hopeful Son.

Now Zhrace congratulates their feeming Joy,

And they, in thankful Rites, their Minds employ.
If the fair Queen’s Efpoufals pleas’d before,

I1ys, the new-born Prince, now pleafes more 3

And each bright Day, the Birth, and bridal Featt,
Were kept with hallow’d Pomp above the reft.

So far true Happinefs may lie conceal’d,

When, by falfe Lights, they fancy ’tis reveal’d.

Now, fince their Nuptials, had the golden Sun’
Five Courfes round his ample Zodiac run ;

When gentle Procne thus her Lord addrefs’d,
And {poke the fecret Withes of her Breaft :

If I, fhe faid, have ever Favour found,

Let my Petition with Succefs be crown’d :

Let me at Athens my dear Sifter fee,

Or let her come to 7hrace, and vifit me.

And, left my Father fhould her Abfence mourn,
Promife that fhe {hail make a quick Return.
With Thanks 1’d own the Obligation due -
Only, O Tereus, to the Gods, and you.

Now, ply’d with Oar and Sail, at his Command,
The nimble Gallies reach’d th’ Athenian Land,
And anchor'd in the fam’d Pirzan Bay,

While Zereus to the Pulace takes his Way ;
The King falutes, and Ceremonies paft,
Begins the fatal Embafly at laft;
The Occafion of his Voyage he declares,
And, with his own, his Wife’s Requeft prefers:
N 4 Afks
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Afks Leave that, only for a little Space,
Their lovely Sifter might embark for Thrace.

Thus while he fpoke, appear’d the royal Maid,
Bright Philomela, fplendidly array’d ;
But moft attra&ive in her charming Face,
And comely Perfon, turn’d with ev’ry Grace :
Like thofe fair Nymphs, that are defcrib’d to rove
Acrofs the Glades, and Op’nings of the Grove ;
Only that thefe are drefs’d for fylvan Sports,
And lefs become the Finery of Courts.

Tereus beheld the Virgin, and admir’d,
And with the Coals of burning Luft was fir'd -
Like crackling Stubble, orthe Summer Hay,
When forked Lightnings o’er the Meadows play.
Such Charms in any Breaft might kindle Love,
But him the Heats of inbred Lewdnefs move;
To which, tho® Thrace is naturally prone,
Yet his is ftill fuperior, and his own,
Strait her Attendants he defigns to buy, ;
And with large Bribes her Governefs won!d try :
Herfelf with ample Gifts refolves to bend,
And his whole Kingdom in th’ Attempt expend
Or, fnatch’d away by Force of Arms, to bear,
And juftify the Rape with open War.
The boundlefs Paffion boils within his Breaft,
And his proje&ing Soul admits no Reft.

And now, impatient of the leaft Delay,
By pleading Procne’s Caufe he fpeeds his Way.:
The Eloquence of Love his Tongue infpires,
And, in his Wife’s, he fpeaks his own Defires ;

Hence
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Hence all his Importunities arife, 49
And Tears unmanly trickle from his Eyes. g

Ye Gods! what thick involving Darknefs blmds
The ftupid Faculties of mortal Minds !
Tureus the Credit of Good-nature gains :
From thefe his Crimes ; fo well the Villain felgns.
And, unfufpeéting of his bafe Defigns,
In the Requeft fair Philomela joins 5
Her fnowy Arms her aged Sire embrace, }
And clafp his Neck'with an endearing Grace s
Only to fee her Sifter fhe intreats, o 1]
A feeming Blefling, which a Curfe compleats,
Tereus furveys her with a lufcious Eye,
And in his Mind foreftalls the blifstul Joy ¢
Her circling Arms a Scene of Luft i11i'i?i1je,
And ev’ry Kifs foments the raging Fire.
Fondly ke wifhes for the Father’s Place, :
To feel, and to return the warm Embrace 3 i

s 1

Since not the neareft Ties of filial Blood :

- Would damp his Flame, and force him to be good
Atlength, for both their fakes, the King aorees i

And Pbhilomela, on her bended Knees, 44454

Thanks him for what her Fancy calls Succefs, 4

‘When cruel Fate intcnds her nothmg BA Tl
Now.Phabus, hal'ning toambrofial Reft

His fiery Steeds drove floping down the Weft :

The feulptur’d Gold witls {parkling, Wiines was fill’d,

And, with rich Meats, eachi chearful Table {mil’d,

Plenty and Mirth the royal Banquet clofe,

Then all retire to Sleep, and {weet Repofes Vi

N s But
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But the lewd Monarch, ‘tho” withdrawn aparf,
Still feels Love’s Poifon rankling in his Heart:
Her Face divine is ﬁamp’d within his Breaft,
Fancy imagines, and improves the reft ;
And thus, kept waking by intenfe Defire,
He nourithes his own prevailing Fire,
Next Day the good old King for Tereus fends,
And to his Charge the Virgin recommends ;
His Hand with Tears th’ indulgent Father prefs’d,
Then fpoke, ‘and thus with Tendernefs addrefs’d.
Since the kind Inftanices of pious Love,
Do all Pretence of Obftacle remove ;
Since Pracne’s, and her own, with your Requeft,
O’er-rule the Fears of a paternal Breaft;
‘With you, dear Son, my Daughter I entruft,
And by the Gods adjure you to be juft;
By Truth, and ev’ry confanguineal Tie,
To watch, and guard her with a Father’s Eye,
And, fince the leaft Delay will tedious prove,
In keepmg from my Sight the Child I love,
‘With Speed return her, kindly to afluage
The tedious Troubles of my ling’ ring Age,
And you, my Philomel, let it {uffice,
"To know your Sifter’s banifh’d from my Eyes ;
If any Senfe of Duty fways your Mind,
Let me from you the fhorteft Abfence find.
" He wept; thenkifs’d his Child ; and while he fpeaks,
The Tears fall gently down his aged Cheeks,
Next, as a Pledge of Fealty, he demands,

And, with afolemn Charge, conjoins their Hands ;
‘ Then
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Then to his Daughter, and his Grandfon {ends, -

And by their Mouth a Blefling recommends 3

While, ina Voice with dire Forebodings broke,

Sobbing, and faint, the laft Farewel was {pokes
Now Philomela, {carce receiv’d on Board,

And in the royal gilded Bark fecur'd,

Beheld the Dathes of the bending Oar,

The rufled Sea, and the receding Shore ;

When ftrait (his Joy imp/atient of Difguife)

We’ve gain’d our Point, the rough Barbarian criesy

Now I poflefs the dear, the blifsful Hour,
And ev’ry Wifh fubjetted to my Pow’r..

T ranfports of Luft his vicious Thoughts employ,
And he forbears with Pain th’ expected Joy.
His gloting Eyes inceflantly furvey’d

The Virgin Beauties of the loveiy Maid:
As when the bold rapacious Bird of Fove
With crooked Talons ftooping from above,
Has {hatch’d, and carry’d to his lofty Neft
A captive Hare, with cruel Gripe opprett ;
Secure, with fix’d, and unrelenting Eyes, -

He fits, and views the helplefs, trembling Prize, .‘

Their Veflels now had made th’ intended Land,,
And all with Joy defcend upon the Strand ;
When the falfe Tyrant feiz’d the princely Maid,
And to a Lodge in diftant Woods convey’d ;

Pale, finking, and ditrefs’d with jealous Fears,.
And afking for her Sifter all in Tears.
The Letcher, for Enjoyment fully bent,
No longer now conceal’d his bafe Intent 3
N 6 &
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But with rude Hafte the bloomy Girl deflower’d,
Tender, defencelefs, and with Eafe o’erpower’d,
Her piercing Accents to her Sire complain,
And to her abfent Sifter, but in vain :
In vain fhe-importunes, with doleful Cries,
Each unattenfive Godhead of the Skies,
She pants and trembles, like the bleating Prey,
From fome clofe-hunted Wolf juft foatch’d away 3
That ftill, with fearful Horror, looks around,
And on its Flank regards the bleeding Wound.
Or, as the tim’rous Dove, the Danger o’er,
Beholds her thining Plumes befmear’d with Gore,
And, tho’ deliver’d from the Faulcon’s Claw, -
Yet fhivers, and retains a fecret Awe.

But when her Mind a calm Refle&ion fhar’d,
And all her featter’d Spirits were repair’d :
Torn and diforder’d while her Treffes hung,
Her livid Hands, like one that mourn’d, fhe wrung ;
Then thus, with Grief o’erwhelim’d her languid Eyes,
Savage, inhuman, cruel Wretch! fhe cries ;
Whom not a Parent’s ftri& Commands could move,
Tho’ charg’d, and utter’d with the Tears of Love s
Nor Virgin Innocence, nor all that’s due
To the ftrong Contra of the nuptial Vow :
Virtue, by this, in wild Confufion’s laid,
And I compell’d to wrong my Sifter’s Bed 3
Whilft you, regardlefs of your Marriage Oath,
With Stains of Inceft have defil’d us both.
Tho’ I deferv’d fomé Punithment to find,

This was, yeGods! too cruel, and unkind. i
Yet,
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Yet, Villain, to compleat your horrid Guilt, '
Stab here, and let my tainted Blood be fpilt.,
Oh happy ! had it come, before I knew
The curs’d Embrace of vile perfidious you
Then my pale Ghoft, pure from inceftuous Love,
Had wander’d{potlefs thro’ th’ Elyfan Grove,
Bat, if the Gods above have Pow’r to know,
And judge thofe Actions that are done below 3
Unlefs the dreaded Thunders of the Sky,
Like me, fubdu’d, and violated lie ;
Still my Revenge fhall take its proper Timey
And fuit the Bafenefls of your hellith Crime.
Myfelf, abandon’d, and devoid of Shame,
Thro’ the wide World your Actions will proclaim 3
Or tho’ 1’m prifon’d inthislonely Den,
Obfcur’d, and bury’d from the Sight of Men,
My mournful Voice the pitying Rocks fhall move,
And my Complainings echo thro’ the Grove.
Hear me, O Heav’n! and if a God be there,

et him regard me, and acceptmy Pray’r.

Struck with thefe Words, the Tyrant’s gnilty Breaft
With Fear and Anguith was by Turns poffeft ;
Now with Remorfe his Confcience deeply ftung,
He drew the Faulchion that befide her hung,
And firft her tender Arms behind her bound,
Then dragg’d her by the Hair along the Ground,
The Princefs willingly her Throat reclin’d,
And view’d the Steel with a contented Mind ;
But foon her Tongue the girding Pinchers {train,
With Anguifh {oon fhe feels the piercing Pain :

Oh
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Oh Father ! Father ! fhe would fain have fpoke,
But the fharp Torture her [ntention broke ;
In vain fhe tries, for now the Blade has cut
Her Tongue fheer off, clofe to the trembling Root,
The mangled Part ftill quiver’d on the Ground,
Murmuring with a faint imperfeét Sound :
And, as a Serpent writhes his wounded Train,
Uneafy, panting, and poflefs’d with Pain ;
The Piece, while Life remain’d, flill trembled faft,
And to its Miftrefs pointed to the lalt.
Yet, after this fo damn’d and black a Deed,
Fame (which I fcarce can credit) has agreed,
That on her riffed Charms, fill void of Shame,
He frequently indulg’d his luftful Flame.
At laft he ventures to his Frocne’s Sight, ,
Loaded with Guilt, and cloy’d with long Delight §
There, with feign’d Grief, and falfe, diflembled Sighs,
Begins a formal Warrative of Lies;
Her Sifter’s Death he artfully declares,
Then weeps, and raifes Credit from his Tears.
Her Veft, with Flow’rs of Gold embroider’d o’er,
VWith Grief diftrefs’d, the mournful Matron tore, }
And a befeeming Suit of gloomy Sable wore.
With Coft, an honorary Tomb fhe rais’d,
And thus th’ imaginary Ghoft appeds’d.
Deluded Queen ! the Fate of her’you love,
Nor Grief, nor Pity, butRevenge fhould move:
Thro’ the twelve Signs had pafs’d the circling Sun,
And round the Compafs of the Zodrac run ;
What muft unhappy Philomela do,
For ever fubje to her Keeper's View ?

Huge
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Huge Walls of mafly Stone the Lodge furround,
From her own Mouth no Way of fpeaking’s found,
But all our Wants by Wit may be fupply’d,
And Art makes up, what Fortune has deny’d :
With Skill exa& a Phrygian Web fhe ftrung,
Fix’d to a Loom that in her Chamber hung,:
Where in wrought Letters, upon White difplay’d,
In purple Notes, her wretched Cafe betray’d ;
The Picce, when finilh’d, fecretly fhe gave
Into the Charge of one poor menial Slave ;
And then, with Geftures, made him underftand,
It muft be fafe convey’d to Procne’s Hand,
The Slave, with Speed, the Queen’s Apartment fought,.
And rendec’d up his' Charge, unknowing what he
brought,
But when the Cyphers, figur’d in each Fold,
Her Sifter’s melancholy Story told,
(Strange that fhe could !) with Silence fhe furvey’'d
The tragick Piece, and without weeping read :
In fuch tumultuous Hafte her Paflions fprung,
They choak’d her Voice, and quite difarm’d her Tongue,
No Room for female Tears ; the Faries rife,
Darting vindictive Glances from her Eyes ;
And, ftung with Rage, the bounds from Place to Place,
‘W hile ftern Revenge fits low’ring in her Face.
Now the triennial Celebration came,
Obferv’d to Bacchus by each Thracian Damej
When, in the Privacies of Night retit’d,
They a&t his Rites, with facred Rapture fir'd :
By Night, the tivkling Cymbals ring around,

While the fhrill Notes from Rhodgpe refound ;
By
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By Night, the Queen, difguifed, forfakes the Court,

To mingle in the Feftival Refort.

Leaves of the curiing Vine her Temples fhade,

And, with a circling Wreath, adorn her Head

Adown her Back the Stag’s rough Spoils appeér,

Light on her Shoulder leans a Cornel Spear.
Thus, in the Fury of the God conceal’d,

Procne her own mad headftrong Paflion veil’d ;

Now, with her Gang, to the thick Wood fhe flies,

And with religious Yellings fills the Skies ;

The fatal Lodge, as’twere by chance, fhe feeks,

And, thro’ the bolted Doors, an Entrance breaks

From thence, her Sifter fnatching by the Hand,

Maik’d like the ranting Bacchanaliar Band,

Within the Limits of the Court fhe drew,

Shading, with Ivy green, her outward Hue.

But Philomela, confiious of the Place,

Felt new reviving Pangs of her Difgrace ;

A fhiv’ring Cold prevail'd in ev’ry Part,

And the chill’d Blood ran ‘rreimbling to her Heart,

. Soon as the Queen a fit Retirement found,

Stript of the Garlands that her Temples crown’d,

She ftrait unvgil’d her bluthing Sifter’s Face,

And fondly clafp’d her with a clofe Embrace :

With Shame dejected, hung her drooping head,
As guilty of a Crime that ftain’d her Sifter’s Bed.
That Speech that thould her injur’d Virtue clear,
And make her {potlefs Innocence appear,

But, in Confufion loft, th> unhappy Maid, }

Is now no more; only her Hands, and Eyes

Appeal, in Signals, to the conicious Skies,
In
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In Procne’s Breaft the rifing Paflions boil,
And burft in Anger at a mad Recoil 5
Her Sifter’s ill-tim’d Grief, with Scorn, fhe blanes,
Then, in thefe furious Words her Rage proclaims.
Tears, unavailing, but defer our Time,
The ftabbing Sword muft expiate the Crime ;
Or worfe, if wit, on bloody Vengeance bent,
A Weapon more tormenting can invent,
O Sifter! T’ve prepar’d my ftubborn Heart,
To att fome hellith, and unheard-of Part;
Either the Palace to furround with Fire,
And fee the Villain in the Flames expire ;
Or, with a Knife, dig out his curfed Eyes ;
Or, his falfe Tongue with racking Engines feize ;
Or, cut away the Part that injur’d you,
And, thro’ a thoufand Wounds, his guilty Soul purfue,
Tortures enough my Paffion has defign’d,
But the Variety diftraéts my Mind.
A-while, thus wav’ring, ftood the furious Dame,
‘When Itys fondling to his Mother came ;
From him the cruel fatal Hint the took,
She view’d him with a ftern remorfelefs Lcok;
Ah'! but too like thy wicked Sire, fhe faid,
Forming the direful Purpofein her Head.
At thisa fullen Grief her Voice fuppreft,
While filent Paffions ftruggle in her Breaft,
Now, at her Lap arrived, the flatt’ring Boy
Salutes his Parent with a fmiling Joy :
About her Neck his little Arms are thrown,

And he accofts herin a prattling Tone.
Then
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Then her tempeftuous Anger was allay’d,

And in its full Career her Vengeance ftay’d ;
While tender Thoughts, in fpite of Paflion, rife,
And melting Tears difarm her threat’ning Eycs,
But when fhe found the Mother’s eafy Heart,

- Too fondly fwerving from th’ intended Part,

Her injur’d Sifter’s Face again fhe view’d :

And, as by Turns furveying both fhe ftood,
While this fond Boy (fhe {aid) can thus exprefs
The moving Accents of his fond Addrefs ;

Why ftands my Sifter of her Tongue bereft,
Forlorn, and fad, in fpeechlefs Silence left ?

O Procne, {fee the Fortune of your Houfe !

Such is your Fate, when match’d to fuch a Spoufe !
Conjugal Duty, if obferv’d to him,

Would change from Virtue, and become a Crime ;
For all Refpeét to Terens muft debafe !
"The noble Blood of great Pardion’s Race.

Strait at thefe Words, with big Refentment fill'd,
Furious her Look, fhe flew, and feiz’d her Child ;
Like a fell Tigrefs of the favage Kind,
That drags the tender Suckling of the Hind
Thro’ India’s gloomy Groves, where Ganges laves
The fhady Scene, and rolls his ftreamy Waves,

Now to a clofe Apartment they were come,
Far off retir’d within the fpacious Dome ;
When Procne, onrevengeful Mifchief bent,
Home to his Heart a piercing Poniard fent,
Itys, with rueful Cries, but all too late,
Holds out his Hands, and deprecates his Fate ;

Still
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Still at his Mother’s Neck he fondly &ims,
And firives to melt her with endearing Names ;
Yet ftill the cruel Mother perfeveres,
Nor with Concern his bitter Anguith hears.
This might fuflice; but Philomela too
Acrofs his Throat a fhining Cutla(s drew.
Then both, with Knives, diffe& each quiv’ring Part,
And carve the butcher’d Limbs with crael Art
‘Which, whelm’d in boiling Cauldrons o’er the Fire,
Or turn’d on Spits, in fleamy Smoak afpire :
While the long Entries, with their flipp’ry Floor,
Run down in'purple Streams of clotted Gore. !
Afk’d by his Wife to this inhuman Feaft,
Terens unknowingly i1s made a Gueft:
Whilit fhe her Plot the better to difguife,
Stiles it fome unknown myftic Sacrifice ;
And fuch the Nature of the hallow’d Rite,
The Wife her Huafband only could invite, [Sight.}
The Slaves muft all withdraw, and be debarr’d the
Tereus, upon a Throne of antique State, \ »
Loftily rais’d, before the Banquet fate ;
And, Glutton like, luxurioufly pleas’d,
W ith his own Flefh his hungry Maw appeas’d.
Nay, fuch a Blindnefs o’er his Senfes falls,
That he for 7zy5s to the Table calls.
When Procne, now impatient to difclofe
The Joy that from her full Revenge arofe,
Cries out, 1n Traniports of a cruel Mind,
Within yourfelf your Js you may find.
Still, at this puzzling Anfwer, with Surprife,
Arcund the Room he fends his curious Eyes ;
And,
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And, as he ftill enquir’d, and call’d aloud,

Fierce Philomela, all befmear’d with Blood,

Her Hands with Murder flain’d, her fpreading Hairx

Hanging dithevel’d with a ghaftly Air,

Stept forth, and flung full in the Tyrant’s Face

The Head of Iys, goary as it was :

Nor ever long’d fo much to ufe her Tongue,

And with a juft Reproach to vindicate her Wrong.
The 7Thracian Monarch from the Table flings,

While with his Cries the vaulted Parlogr rings ;

His Imprecations echo down to Hell,

And rouze the fnaky Furies from the Stygian Cell,

One while he labours to difgorge his Breaft,

And free his Stomach from the curfed Feaft;

Then, weeping o’er his lamentable Doom,

He ftiles himfelf his Son’s fepulchral Tomb,

Now, with drawn Sabre, and impetuous Speed,

In clofe Purfuit he drives Pandion’s Breed ;

‘W hofe nimble Feet fpring with fo fwift a Force

Acrofs the Fields, they feem to wing their Courfe,

And now, on real Wings themfelves they raife,

And fteer their airy Flight by diff’rent Ways ;

One to the Woodland’s fhady Covert hies, .

Around the fmoaky Roof the other flies ;

Whofe Feathers yet the Marks of Murder ftain,

Where ftampt upon her Breaft, the crimfon Spots remain,

Tereus, through Grief, and Hafte to be reveng'd,

Shares the like Fate, and toa Bird is chang’d ;

Fix’d on his Head, the crefted Plumes appear,

Long is his Beak, and fharpen’d like a Spear

This
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Thus arm’d, his Looks his inward Mind difplay,
And, toa Lapwing tarn’d, he fans his Way,

Exceeding Trouble, for his Children’s Fate,
Shorten’d Pandior’s Days, and chang’d his Date 3
Down to the Shades below, with Sorrow fpent,
An early, unexpeéted Ghoft he went.

BoRrREAs in Love.

Erechtbeus next th’ Arhenian Sceptre fway’d,
Whofe Rule the State with joint Confent obey’d ;
So mix’d his Juftice with his Valour fow’d,

His Reign one Scene of Princely Goodnefs thew’d, -
Four hopeful Youths, as many Females bright,
" Sprung from his Loins, and footh’d him with Delight.

Two of thefe Sifters, of a lovelier Air,

Excell’d the reft, tho’ all the reft were fair,
Procris, to Cephalus in Wedlock ty’d,

Blefs’d the young Sylvan with a blooming Bride
Xor Orithyia Boreas {uffer’d Pain,

For the coy Maid fu’d long, but fu’d in vain.
Tereus his Neighbour, and his Thraciar Blood,
Againft the Match a main Objection ftood 3

‘Which made his Vows, and all his fuppliant Love,
Empty as Air and ineffeétual prove. ‘

But when he found his foothing Flatt’ries fail,

Nor faw his {oft Addrefles could avail ;
Bluft’ring with Ire, he quickly has Recourfe
To rougher Arts, and his own native Force.
>Tis well, he faid; fuch Ufage is my Due,
‘When thus difguis’d by foreign Ways I fue ;
When
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When my ftern Airs, and Fiercenefs I difclaim,
And figh for Love, ridiculoufly tame
When foft Addrefles foolifhly I try,
Nor my own ftronger Remedies apply.
By Force and Violence i chiefly live,
By them the low’ring ftormy Tempefts drive ;
In foaming Billows raile the hoary Deep,
‘Wrrithe knotted Oaks, and fandy Defarts fweep ;
Congeal the falling Flakes of fleecy Snow,
And bruife, with ratling Hail, the Plains below.
I, and my Brother-Winds, when join'd above,
Thro’ the wafte Campaign of the Skies we rove,
With fuch a boift’rous full Career engage,
That Heav’n’s whole Concave thunders at our Rage,
While, ftruck from nitrous Clouds, fierce Light tnings play,
Dart thro’ the Storm, and gild the gloomy Day.
Or when, in f{ubterraneous Caverns pent,
My Breath, again the hollow Earth, is bent,
The quaking World above, and Ghofts below,
My mighty Pow’r, by dear Experience, know, }
Tremble with Fear, and dread the fatal Blow.
This is the only Cure to be apply’d,
Thus to Erechtheus 1 fhould be ally’d ;
And thus the fcornful Virgin fhould be woo’d,
Not by Intreaty, but by Force fubdu’d.

Boreas, in Paffion, fpoke thefe hufing Things,
And, as he fpoke, he fhook his dreadful Wings ;
At which, afar the fhiv’ring Sea was fann’d,
And the wide Surface of the diftant Land :

His
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His dufty Mantle o’er the Hills he drew,

And fwept the lowly Vallies as he flew :

Then, with his yellow Wings, embrac’d the Maid,

And, wrapt in dufky Clouds, far off convey’d,

The fparkling Blaze of Love’s prevailing Fire

Shone brighter as he flew, ana flam’d the higher,

And now the God, poflefs’d of his Delight,

'To Northern Zhrace purfu’d his airy Flight,

Where the young ravifh’d Nymph became his Bride,

And foon the lufcious Sweets of Wedlock try’d.
Two lovely Twins, th’ Effe¢t of this Embrace,

Crown their foft Labours, and their Nuptials grace 3

Who, like their Mother, beautiful, and fair,

Their Father’s Strength, and feather’d Pinions fhare :

Yet thefe, atfirft, were wanting, as ’tis faid,

And after, asthey grew, their Shoulders {pread.

Zethes and Calais, the pretty Twins,

Remain’d unfledg’d, while finooth theirbeardlefs Chins;

But when, in Time, the budding filver Down

Shaded their Face, and on their Cheeks was grown,

Two fprouting Wings upon their Shoulders {prung,

Like thofe in Birds, that veil the callow Young,

Then as their Age advanc’d, and they began

From greener Youth to ripen into Man,

With Fa/on’s Argonauts they crofs’d the Seas,

Embark’d in queft of the fam’d Golden Fleece;

There, with the reft, the firft frail Veffel try’d,

And boldly ventur’d on the fwelling Tide.

 The End of the Sixth Book.
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