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VIGIL of VENUS.

Wratenmrhe Time of JuL1us C£sAR,
and by fome afirib’dto CaTULLUS.

E T thofe love now, who never lov'd before,

Let thofewhoalwayslov'dnow love themore.

The Spring, the new, the warb’ling Spring appears,
The youthful Scafon of reviving Years;

In Spring the Loves enkindle mutual Heats,
The feather'd Nation -chu['c their tuneful Mates,
The Trees grow fruitful with defcending Rain

And dreftin diff' ring Greens adorn the Plain.
She
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She comes; to morrow Beauty’s Empre(s roves
Thro' Walks that winding run within the Groves;
She twinesthe fhooting Myrtle into Bow'rs,
And ties their mecting Tops with Wreaths of
~ Flow'rs, :

Then raigd fublimely on her eafy Throne
From Nature’s pow’rful Dictates draws her own.

Let thofe love now, who never lov'd before,
Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more.

.
e

"Twason thatDay which faw the teeming Flood

Swell round, impregnate with celeftial Blood 3
Wand’ring in Circles ftood the finny Crew,
The midft was left avoid Expanfe of Blue,
There Parent Ocean work’d with heaving Throes,
And dropping wet the fair Dione rofe. |

Let thofe love now, who never lov'd 5%}"&1'8,'

Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more.
E She
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She paints the purple Year with vary'd fhow,
Tips thegreen G:.r:rll, and makes the Bluﬂbn‘; glow.
She makes the turgid Buds receive the Brecze,
Expand to Lcavcs, and fhade the naked Trees.

When gath ring damps the mifty Nights dlﬂ’ufg,
She fprinklesall the Morn. with balmy. Dews ;

Bright trembling Pearls depend at ev'ry fpray,
And kept fromfalling, feem to fall away.

A glofly Frefhnefs hence the Rofe reccives,

And blufhes fweet through all her fiiken L:aa;es :
(The Drops defcending through the filent Night,
While Stars ferencly roll their golden Light;)
Clofe 'till the Morn, her humid Veil fhe holds;
Then 4cckt with Virgin Pomp the Flow’s unfgld;.
Saon will the Mﬂrmng blufth; Ye Mmds ! prcparc,
In rnl"y (arlands bmd your ﬂﬂwmg I—Iau: b,
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“Tis Venus Plant: The Blood fair Penus fhed,
O’er the gay Beauty pour'd immortal Red s
From Love's foft Kils a fweet Ambrofial Smell

‘W as taught for ever on the Leaves to dwell ;

From Gemms, from Flamcs, fromorient Rays of
Light

"The richeft Luftre makes her Purple bright
And fhe to morrow weds ; the fporting Gale
Unties her Zone, fhe burfts the verdant Veil;
Thro’ all her Sweets the rifling Lover flics,
Andashe brclaths,- her glowing Firés arife.

Let thofe love now, who never lov'd before,
Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more.

Now fair Dipne to the Myrtle Grﬁvc |
Sends the gay Nymphs, and fends her tender Love.
.And fhall they venture » is it fafe fo go}

While I\[r_m!pb.rhavcHtarts,gnd(:’#pfdwcars a Bow?
| E 3 | Yes
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Yes fafely venture, ’tis his Mn;htr's Will $
He walks unarm’d and undefigning ill,‘
His Torch extin&, his Quiver ufcle(s hung, -
His Arrows idle, and his'Bow unftrung,
And yet,yec Nymphs, beware,hisEyes haveCharms,
And Love that'snaked, ftill is Love in Arnﬁ

Let thofe love now, who.never lov'd before,

Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more,

¥rom Venus Bow’r to Delia’s Lodge repairs
A Virgin Train compleat with modeft Airs:

¢ Chaft Delia! grant our Suit! or fhun the Wood,
¢ Nor ftain this facred Lawn with favage Blood.

¢ Venus, O Delia! if fhe cou’d perfuade, |

‘ Wou'd ask thy Prefence, might {lfe ask a Maid.
Here chearful Quires for three atifpiciofis Nights.
With Songs prolong the pleafurable Rites :

E 4 Here
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Here Crouds in Meafures lightly-decent roves -
Or feck by Pairs the Covért of the Grove,
Where meeting Greens for Arbours anﬁh aWc, 3
And mingling Flowrets firow the Scenesof Love.
Here dancing Ceres fhakes her golden Sheaves:
Here Bafrbﬂ.r revels, deckt witﬁ ﬁnjr Leaves:
Here Wit’s enchanting God in Lawrel crown'd
Woakesall the ravifh'd Hours with filver Sound.
YeFields, ye Forefts, own Dione’s Reign,

And Delia, Huntres Delia, fhun the Plain.
 Let thefe love now, who never lov'd before,
Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the mare.

Gay with the Bloomof all her opening Year,
The Queen at Hybla bids her Throne appear ;
And there prefides ; and there the fav'rite Band
(Her fmiling Graces) fharf: thegreat Command.

. Now
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Now beauteous Hybla ! drefs thy flow’ry Beds
With all the Pride the lavifh Seafon fheds, |
Now all'thy Colours, all thy Fragrance yield,
And rival Enna's Aroma‘tick Field. . \

To fill the Prefence of the ;gcntle Court

From ev'ry Quarter rural Nymphs refort,

¥rom Woods,from Mountains, from their humble
Vales, .

From Waters curling with the wantott Gales, .

Pleas'd with the joyful Train, the lzughing Queen

In Circles featsthem round the Bank of green;
And ¢lovely Girls, (fhe whifpers) guard yuuf
Hearts s

¢ My Boy, tho’ ftript of Arms, abounds in Atts.
Let thofe love now, who never lovd before,

Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more.

Let
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Let tender Grafs in thaded Allys fpread,
Let carly Flow’rs eret their painted Head.
To murruw'é Glory be to morrow feen,
‘That Day, old Ether wedded Earth il;grncn,
The Pernal Father bid the Spring appear,
In Clouds he coupled to produce the Year,
Thc‘ Sap dcfccﬁding oer her Bofom ran,
And all the various forts of Soul began.
By Wheels unknown to Sight, by fecret Veins
Diftilling Life, the fruitful Goddefs reigns,
Through all the lovely Realms &f native Day,
Throughall the circled Land, and circling Seas
With fertil Seed fhe fill'd the pervious Earth,
- And ever fix'd the myftick Ways of Bitth.
Let thofe love now, who never lov'd before,

Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more.

"Twas .



SEvErAL OccasioNs. 63_

"Twas fhe the Parent, to the LatianShore
Through various Dangers Trqfs R emainder bore.
She won Lavinia for her watlike S:Dn,

And winning her, the Latian Empire won.

She gave to Mars the Maid,whofe honour'd Womb
Swelld with the Founder of immortal Rome.
Decoy’d by Shows the Sabin Dames fhe led, ]

And taught our vig'rous Youth the Means to wed.
Hence 'fprdrig the Romans, hencethe Race divine
Thro’ which great Czfar. draws his _‘}’#lmn Line,

Let thofe love now, who never lov'd before,

Let thofe who a!wya.r lov'd, now love the mre.;

In rural Seats the Soul of Pleafure reigns;
The Life of Beauty fills the rural Scenes ;
Evn Love (if Fame the Truth of Lovedcclare)

Drew firft the breathings of a rural Air,

Some
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Some pleafing Meadow pregnant Beauty preft,
She laid her Infant on its. flow’ry Breatt,
From Nature’s Sweets he fipp'd the frﬁgrant Dew,
He {imil'd, he kifs'd them, and by kifling grew.

Let thofe love now, who never lov'd before,
Let thofe who always lovd, now love the more.

Now Bulls o’erStalks of Broom extend theirSides,
Secure of Favours frq;p their Jowing Brides.
Now ftately Rams theirﬂcecy- Cﬂﬁfprtslcad,
Who bleating follow thro' the wand'ring Shade, -
And now the Goddefs bids the Birds appear,
Raife all their Mufick, and falutethe Year:
Then deep the Swan begins, 'andﬂccp the Song
Runs o’er the Water where he fails along ;
While Philomela tunes a treble Strain,

And from the Poplar charms the lift'ning Plain.

F We
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‘We fancy Love expreft at ev’ry Note,
It melts, it warbles, in her liquid Throat.

Of barb’rous Tereus fhe complains no more,
- But fings for Pleafure as for Grief before,
And ftill her Gracesrife, her Airs extend,

And all is Silence’till the Syrez end.

How long in coming is iny lovely Spring }
And when fhall I, and when the Swallow fing ?
Sweet Philomela ceafe, -—br here Ifit,

And filent lofe my rapt’rous Hour of Wiit:
"Tis gone, tfm Fitretires, the Flames decay,
My tuneful Phebus flies averle away. -

His own Amycle thus, as Storiesrun,

But once wasfilent, and that once undone.

Let thofe love now, who never lov'd before,
Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more.
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