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Alpice murorum moles, praruptaque faxa,
Obrutaque horrents vafta theatra fitu :
Hzc funt Roma. Viden® welyt ipfa cadavera tont »
Urbis adbuc fpirent imperiofa minas 2
Janus Viealis,
ﬁ NOUGH of Grongar, and the fhady dales
. Of winding Towy, Merlin’s fabled haunt,
I fung inglorious. Now the love of arts,
And what in metal or in flone remains |
Of proud antiquity, thro’ various realms
And various languages and ages fam’d, :!
Bears me remote, o’er Gallja’s woody bounds,
O’er the cloud-piercing Alps remote ; beyond
The vale of Arno purpled with the vine,
Beyond the Umbrian and Etrufean hills,
To Latium’s wide champain, forlorn
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Where yellow 'Tiber his neglected wave

Mournfully rolls. ~Yet once again, my Mufe,
Yet once again, and foar a loftier flight;

Lo the refiftlefs theme, imperial Rome.

Fali’n, fall’n, a filent heap ; her heroes all

Sunk in their urns ; behold the pride of pomp,
The throne of nations fall’n; obfcure in duft ;
Ev’n yet majeftical ; the folemn {cene

Flates the foul, while now the rifing fun
lames on the ruins in the purer air
Tow’ring aloft, upon the glitt’ring plain,
I.ike broken rocks, a vaft circumference ;

Rent palaces, crufh’d columns, rifted moles,

Fanes roll’d on fanes, and tombs on buried tombs,

Deep lies in duft the _Theban_obeliﬁ:,
Immenfe along the walte ; minuter art,
Gliconian forms, or Phidian, fubtly fair,
O’crwhelming 3 as th’ immenf{e LEVIATHAN

The finny brood, when near Ierne’s fhore

Out-ftretch’d, unwieldly, . his ifland length appears

Above the foamy flood. Globofe and huge,

Grev-mould’ring temples fwell, and wide o’ercaft
’ S :

The folitary landfkape, hills and woods,

And boundlefs wilds ; while the vine-mantled brows

The pendent goats unveil, regardlefs they
Of hourly peril, though the clefted domes
Tremble to every wind. The pilgrim oft
At dead of night, >mid his oration hears
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Aghalt the voice of time, difparting tow’rs,

Tumbling all precipitate down-dath’d,

Rattling around, loud thund’ring to the moon :”

While murmurs footh each aweful interval

Of ever-falling waters ; throuded Nile 1,

Eridanus, and Tiber with his twins,

And palmy Euphrates ; they with dropping locks, .

Hang o’er their urns, and mournfully among

"T'he plaintive-echoing ruins pour their ftreams.
Yet here advent’rous in the facred fearch

~ Of ancient arts, the delicate of mind,

Curious and modeft, from all climes refort,

Grateful fociety ! with thefe I raife

The toilfome ftep up the proud Palatin,

‘Through {piry cyprefs groves, and tow’ring pine,

Waving aloft o’er the big ruins brows,

On num’rous arches rear’d : and frequent ftopp’d,

The funk ground ftartles me with dreadful chafm,

Breathing forth darknefs from the vaft profound

Of ifles and halls, within the mountain’s womb.

Nor thefe the nether works ; all thefe beneath,

And all beneath the vales and hills around,

Extend the cavern’d fewers, mafly, firm,

As the Sibyline grot befide the dead

Lake of Avernus ; fuch the fewers huge,

Whither the great Tarquinian genius dooms

“ Fountains at Rome adoruned wvith the Jlatues of thofe ricvers.
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Fach wave impure ; and proud with added rains,
Hark how the mighty billows lafh their vaults,

And thunder ; how they heave their rocks in vain !
Though now inceflant Time has roll’d around

A thoufand winters o’er the changeful world,

And yet a thoufand fince, th’ indignant floods
Roar loud in their firm bounds, and dafh and {well,
In vain ; convey’d to Tiber’s loweft wave.

Hence over airy plains, by cryital founts,

That weave their glitt’ring waves with tuneful lapfe,
Among the fleeky pebbles, agate clear,

Cerulean ophite, and the flow’ry vein

Of orient jafper, pleas’d I move along,

And vafes bofs’d, and huge infcriptive ftones,

And intermingling vines ; and figur’d nymphs,
Flora’s and Chloe’s of delicious mould,

Cheering the darknefs ; and deep empty tombs,
And dells, and mould’ring fhrines, with old decay
Ruftick and green and wide-embow’ring fhades,
Shot_hfr{)m‘ the crooked clefts of nodding tow’rs ;

A folemn wildernefs ! With error {weet,

[ wind theling’ring ftep, where-e’er the path
Mazy conduéts me, which the vulgar foot

O’er fculptures maim’d has made ; Anubis, Sphinx,
Idols of antique guife, and horned Pan,
Terrifick, monftrous thapes ! propoft’rous gods,
Of Fear and Ign’rance, by the fculptor’s hand
Hewn into form, and werlhip’d ; as ev’n now

Blindly
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Blindly they worfhip at their breathlefs mouths ‘
In varied appellations : men to thefe
(From depth to depth in dark’ning error fall’n)
At length afcrib’d th’ INapprLicABLE NaME.

' How doth it pleafe and fill the memory
With deeds of brave renown, while on each hand
Hiftorick urns and breathing ftatues rife,
And fpeaking bufts ! Sweet Scipio, Marius flern;
Pompey fuperb, the {pirit-ftirring form
Of Czfar raptur’d with the charm of rule
And boundlefs fame ; impatient for exploits,
His eager eyes upcaft, he foars in thought
Above all height : and his own Brutus fee,
Defponding Brutus, dubious of the right,
In evil days; of faith, of publick weal
Solicitous and fad. Thy next regard
Be Thully’s graceful attitade ; uprais’d,
His out-ftretch’d arm he waves, in aé to fpeak
Before the filent mafters of the world,
And eloquence arrays him. There behold
Prepar’d for combat in the front of war
The pious brothers ; jealous Alba ftands
In fearful expeétation of the firife,
And youthful Rome intent : the kindred foes
Fall on each other’s neck in filent tears ;

In forrowful benevolence embrace —e—

b Several fatues of the P,,: o ’Hgﬂ,;, vave been converted
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Howe’er they foon unfheath the flathing {word,

Their country calls to arms, now all in vain i

The mother clafps the knee, and ev’n the fair
Now weeps in vain; their country calls to arms,
Such virtue Clelia, Cocles, Manlius, rous’d ;
Such were the Fabii, Decii; fo infpir’d

The Scipio’s battled, and the Gracchi {poke :

So rofe the Roman ftate. Me now, of thefe :
Deep-mufing, high ambitious thoughts inflame | :’! i:":f -
Greatly to ferve my country, diftant land, |
And build me virtuous fame ; nor fhall the duft g
Of thefe fall’n piles with thew of fad decay | i -
Avert the good refolve, mean argument, R
The fate alone of matter.

Now the brow i
We gain enraptur’d ; beauteoufly diftinét ¢ g "
The num’rous portico’s and domes upfwell, R

With obelifcs and columns interpos’d,

And pine, and fir, and oak : {o fair a fcene

Sees not the dervife from the fpiral tomb

Of ancient Chammos, while his eye beholds
Proud Memphis’ reliques o’er th’ Zgyptian plain :
Nor hoary hermit from Hymettus’ brow,

Though graceful Athens, in the vale beneath.,
Along the windings of the Mufe’s ftream,

Lucid Ilyflus, weeps her filent {chools,

.And ”groves, unvifited by bard or fage.

E'F rom tne Palatin hill one fees mofl of. the remarkable
antiquities,
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Amid the tow’ry ruins, huge, fupreme,

Th’ enormous amphitheatre behold,

Mountainous pile! o’er whofe capacious womb
Pours the broad firmament its varied light ;
While from the central floor the feats afcend
Round above round, flow-wid’ning to the verge,.
A circuit vaft and high ; nor lefs had held
Imperial Rome, and her attendant realms,

When drunk with rule the will’d the fierce delight,
And op’d the gloomy caverns, whence out-rufh’d
Before th’ innumerable fhouting crowd "
Thhe fiery, madded, tyrants of the wilds,

Lions and tygers, wolves and elephants,

And defp’rate men, more fell. Abhorr’d intent !
By frequent converfe with familiar death,

To kindle brutal daring apt for war ;

To lock the breaft, and fteel th’ obdurate heart,
Amid the piercing cries of fore diftrefs

Impenetrable. But away thine eye ;

Behold yon fteepy cliff ; the modern pile
Perchance may now delight, while that rever’d &
In ancient days, the page alone declares,

Or narrow coin through dim czwrulean ruft.

T'he fane was Jove’s, its {pacious golden roof;.
O’er thick-furrounding temples beaming wide,
Appear’d, as when above the morning hills
Half the round fun afcends ; and tow’r’d aloft,

4 The CQapitol.

Suftain’d
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Suftain’d by columns huge, innumerous
As cedars proud on Canaan’s verdant heights
Dark’ning their idols, when Aftarte lur’d
Too profp’rous Ifracl from his living ftrength.

*And next regard yon venerable dome,
Which virtuous Latium,  with erroncous aim,
Rais’d to her various deities, and nam’d
Pantheon ; plain and round ; of this our world
Majeftick emblem ; with peculiar grace,
Before its ample orb, projefted ftands
The many-pillar’d portal ; nobleft work
Of human fkill, here, curious architect,
[f thou aflay’ft, ambitious, .to furpafs
Palladius, Angelus, or Britifh Jones,
On thefe fair walls extend the certain {cale,
And turn th’ infltru&ive compafs : careful mark
How far in hidden art, the noble plain
Extends, and where the lovely forms commence
Of flowing fculpture: nor negleét to note
How range the taper columns, and what weight
Their leafy brows fuftain : fair Corinth firft
Boafted their order which Callimachus
(Reclining ftudious on Afopus’ banks
Beneath an urn of fome lamented nymph)
Haply compos’d ; the urn with foliage curl’d
Thinly conceal’d, the chapiter inform’d.

See the tall obelifcs from Memphis old,

One flone enormous each, or Thebes convey’d ;
B2
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Like Albion’s fpires they rufh into the fkies.
And there the temple, where the fummon’d ftate ¢
In deep of night conveh’d : ev’n yet methinks
The veh’ment orator in rent attire '
Per{uafion pours, ambition finks her creft 3
And lo the villain, like a troubled fea,
That toffes up her mire! Ever difguis’d,
Shall treafon walk ? fhall proud oppreflion yoke
The neck of virtue ? Lo the wretch abafh’d,
Self-betray’d Catiline! O Liberty,
Parent of happinefs, celeftial born ;
When the firft man became a living foul,
His facred genius thou ; be Britain’s care ;
With her fecure, prolong thy lov’d retreat ;
Thence blefs mankind ; while yet among her fons,
Ev’n yet there are, to fhield thine equal laws,
Whofe bofoms kindle at the facred names
Of Cecil, Raleigh, Walfingham, and Drake.
May others more delight in tuneful airs ;
In mafque and dance excell ; to fculptur’d ftone
Give with fuperior fkill the living look ;
More pompous piles eret, or pencil foft
With warmer touch the vifior ary board :
Be thou, thy nobler Britons teach to rule ;
To check the ravage of tyrannick fway ;
To quell the proud ; to fpread the joys of peace
And various blefiings of ingenious trade.

€ e temple of Concord, awliere the fenate met on Catiline's

confpiracy. :
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Be thefe our arts ; and ever may we guard,

FEver defend thee with undaunted heart,
Ineftimable good ! who giv’ft us T'ruth,

Whofe hand upleads to light, divineft Truth,
Array’d in ev’ry charm : whofe hand benign
Teaches unwearied toil to cloath the fields,

And on his various fruits infcribes the name

Of Property : O nobly hail’d of old

By thy majeftick daughters, Judah fair,

And Tyrus and Sidonia, lovely nymphs,

And Libya bright, and all-enchanting Greece,
Whofe num’rous towns and ifles, and peopled feas,
Rejoic’d around her lyre ; th’ heroic note

(Smit with fublime delight) Aufonia caught,

- And plan’d imperial Rome. Thy hand benign

Rear’d up her tow’ry battlements in ftrength ;
Bent her wide bridges o’er the {welling ftream
Of Tufcan Tiber; thine thofe folemn domes
Devoted to the voice of humble pray’r ;

And thine thofe piles undeck’d, capacious, vaft f
In days of dearth, where tender Charity
Difpens’d her timely fuccours to'the poor.

Thine too thofe mufically-falling founts

To flake the clammy lip ; adown they fall,

Mufical ever ; while from yon blue hills

Dim in the clouds, the radiant aquedu&s
Turn their innumerable arches o’er

£ The P:ﬁéﬂ’.{f} granaries,

R'3



. -

i B R —

T e g e sy

e

8 oy ——

S Ny T ST

= _"

Ty r—

- et =
e - S L
(A e T R e

=

=<7

e Rl

Tt

- i ¥

S Aty = s i T e T T R

Pl B

S

T S n s i T

P T —

[ 230 ]
The {pacious defert, bright’ning in the {un,
Proud and more proud, in their auguft approach :
High o’er irriguous vales and woods and towns,
Glide the foft whifpering waters in the wind,
And here united pour their filver fireams
Among the figur’d rocks, in murm’ring falls,
Mufical ever. Thefe thy beauteous works :
And what befide felicity could tell
Of human benefit : more late the reft ;
At various times their turrets chanc’d to rife,
When impious tyranny vouchfaf’d to {mile.

Behold by Tiber’s flood, where modern Rome 8
Couches beneath the ruins: there of old
With arms and trophies gleam’d the field of Mars :
There to their daily {ports the noble youth
Rufh’d emulous; to fling the pointed lance ;
"T'o vault the fteed ; or with the kindling wheel
In dufty whirlwinds fweep the trembling goal ;
Or wreftling, cope with adverfe fwelling breafts,

Strong, grappling arms, clos’d heads, and diftant feet ;

Or clafh the lifted gauntlets : there they form’d
Their ardent virtues : lo the bofly piles,

The proud triumphal arches ; all their wars,
Their conquelts, honours, in the fculptures live.
And fee from every gate thofe ancient roads,

€ Modern Romre Srands chicfly on the old C ampus Martius,

With
b
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With tombs high-verg’d, the folemn paths of Fame:
Deferve they not regard ! O’er whofe broad flints
Such crowds have roll’d, fo many ftorms of war ;
Such trains of confuls, tribunes, fages, kings ;

So many pomps ; fo many wond’ring realms :

Yet ftill through mountains pierc’d, o’er vallies rais’d,
In even ftate, to diftant feas around,

They ftretch their pavements. Lo the fane of Peace,
Built by that prince, who to the truft of pow’r®

Was honeft, the delight of human kind.

Three nodding ifles remain ; the reft an heap

Of fand and weeds ; her fhrines, her radiant roofs
And columns proud, that from her fpacious floor,

As from a fhinirg fea, majeftick rofe

- An hundred foot aloft, like ftately beech

Arouad the brim of Dion’s glafly lake,

Charming the mimick painter : on the walls
Hung Salem’s facred fpoils ; the golden board,
And golden trumpets, now conceal’d, entomb’d
By the funk roof.—O’er which in diftant view
Th’> Etru{can mountains {fwell, with ruins crown’d
Of ancient towns ; and blue Soraée {pires,
Wrappiﬂg his fides in tempefts. Eaftward hence,

Nigh where the Ceftian pyramid divides !
h-Begun by Vefpafian, and finifbed by Titus.
1 The tomb of Ceftius, partly within, and partly awithout

the walls.
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The mould’ring wall, behold yon fabrick huge,
Whofe duft the folemn antiquarian turns,
And thence in broken fculptures caft abroad,
Like Sybil’s leaves, colle&s the builder’s name
Rejoic’d, and the green medals frequent found
Decom Caracalla to perpetual fame :
The ftately pines, that {pread their branches wide
In the dun ruins of its ample halls, &
Appear but tufts ; as may whate’er is high
Sink in comparifon, minute and vile.

Thefe, and unnumber’d, yet their brows uplift,
Rent of their graces; as Britannia’s oaks |
On Merlin’s mount, or Snowden’s rugged fides,
Stand in the clouds, their branches fcatter’d round,
After the tempeft ; Maufoleums, Cirques,
Naumachios, Forums; Trajan’s column tall,
From whofe low bafe the fculptures wind aloft,
And lead through various toils, up the rough fteep,
Tts hero to the fkies : and his dark tow'r !
Whofe execrable hand the city fir'd,
And while the dreadful conflagration blaz’d,
Play’d to the flames ; and Phcebus’ letter’d dome ; ™
And the rough reliques of Carina’s ftrect,
Where now the thepherd to his nibbling fheep
Sits piping with his oaten reed ; as erft

k The baths of Caracalla, a vaft ruin.

1 Nero’s.

™ The Palatin fifrrm:}-.

There
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There pip’d the fhepherd to his nibbling fheep,

When th’ humble roof Anchifes’ fon explor’d
Of good Evander, wealth-defpifing king,
Amid the thickets: f{o revolves the fcene s

So time ordains, who rolls the things of pride
From duft again to duft. Behold that heap
Of mould’ring urns (their afhes blown away,
Duft of the mighty) the fame ftory tell ;

And at its bafe, from whence the ferpent glides
Down the green defert ftreet, yon hoary monk
Laments the fame, the vifion as he VIEWS,
The folitary, filent, folemn {cene,

Where Cafars, heroes, peafants, hermits lie,
Blended in duft together ; where the flave

. Refts from his labours ; where th’ infulting proud

Refigns his pow’r ; the mifer drops his hoard ;
Where human folly fleeps.—There 1s a mood,
(I fing not to the vacant and the young)
There is a kindly mood of melancholy,
That wings the foul, and points her to the fkies ;
When tribulation cloaths the child of man,
When age: defcends with forrow o the grave,
>Tis fweetly-foothing fympathy to pain,

A gently wak’ning call to health and eafe.

How mufical ! when all-devouring Time,
Here fitting on his throne of ruins hoar,
While winds and tempefts fweep his various lyre,
How fweet thy diapafon, Melancholy !
| Cool
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Cool ev’ning comes ; the fetting fun difplays
His vifible great round between yon tow’rs,

As through two fhady cliffs ; away, my Mufe,
‘Though yet the profpe& pleafes, ever new

In vaft variety, and yet delight

The many-figur’d fculptures of the path

Half beauteous, half effac’d ; the traveller
Such antique marbles to his native land

Oft hence conveys ; and ev’ry realm and ftate
With Rome’s auguft remains, heroes and gods,

Deck their long galleries and winding graves ;
Yet mifs we not th’ innumerable thefts,

Yet fill profufe of graces teems the wafte.

Suffice it now th’ Efquilian mount to reach

With weary wing, and feek the facred refts
Of Maro’s humble tenement ; a low
Plain wall remains ; a little {un-gilt heap,
Grotefque and wild ; the gourd and olive brown
Weave the light roof ; 'the gourd and olive fan
‘Their am’rous foliage, mingling with the vine,
Who drops her purple clufters through the green.
Here let me lie, with pleafing fancy footh’d :
Here flow’d his fountain ; here his laurels grew ;
Here oft the meek good man, the lofty bard
Fram’d the celeftial fong, or focial walk’d

With Horace and the ruler of the world ;

Happy Auguftus ! who fo well infpir’d

Could’ft throw thy pomps and royalties afide,

LY

Attentive

b
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Attentive to the wife, the great of {oul,
And dignify thy mind. 'Thrice glorious days,
Aufpicious to the Mufes ! then rever’d,
Then hallow’d was the fount, or fecret fhade,
Or open mountain, or whatever fcene
The poet chofe to tune th’ ennobling rhime
Melodious 3 ev’n the rugged fons of war, i
Ev’n the rude hinds rever’d the Poet’s name : W
But now . another age, alas ! is ours —-
Vet will the Mufe a little longer {oar,
Unlefs the clouds of care weigh down her wing,
Since nature’s ftores are fhut with cruel hand,
And each aggrieves his brother ; fince in vain
The thirfty pilgrim at the fountain afks

Th’ o’erflowing wave —Enough-— the plaintdifdain.—

Sec’ft thou yon fane ! ev’n now inceflant time B
Sweeps her low mould’ring marbles to the duft;
And Pheebus’ temple, nodding with its woods
Threatens huge ruin o’er the {fmall rotund.
'T'was there beneath a fig-tree’s umbrage broad,
Th> aftonifth’d fivains with rev’rend awe beheld
Thee, O Quirinus, and thy brother-twin,
Prefling the teat within 2 monfler’s grafp
Sportive ; while oft the gaunt and rugged wolf
Turn’d her ftretch’d neck and form’d your tender limbs

Sotaught of Jove, ev'n the fell favage fed

. T .
R The temple of Romulus and Remus under mnount Palatin.
Your
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Your facred infancies, your virtues, toils,
The conquetfts, glories, of th’ Aufonian ftate,
Wrapp’d in their fecret feeds. Each kindred {oul,
Robuft and ftout, ye grapple to your hearts,
And little Rome appears. Her cots arife, |
Green twigs of ofier weave the flender walls, E
Green ruthes fpread the roofs ; and here and there
Opens beneath the rock the gloomy cave,
lilate with joy Etrufcan Tiber views
Her fpreading fcenes enamelling his waves,
Her huts and hollow dells, and flocks and herds,
And gath’ring fwains ; and rolls hjs yellow car
T'o Neptune’s court with more majeftick train,

Her fpeedy growth alarm’d the ftates around
Jealous, yet foon by wond’rous virtue won,
They fink into her bofom. From the plough
Rofe her dictators ; fought, o’ercame, return’d,
Yes, to the plough return’d, and hail’d their peers ;
For then no private pomp, no houthold ftate,

The publick only fwell’d the gen’rous breaft,
Who has not heard the Fabian heroes fung ?
Dentatus’ fcars, or Mutiys’ flaming hand ?
How Manlius fav’d the Capitol ? the choice
Of fteady Regulus ? As yet they ftood,
Simple of life ; as yet {feducing wealth

Was unexplor’d, and fhame of poverty

Yet unimagin’d— Shine not all the fields

With various fruitage ? murmur not the brooks 1

p—

e T M s e T e P

S e e

Along

!




[ 237 ]
Along the flow’ry vallies ? 'They, content;
Feafted at nature’s hand, indelicate,

Blithe, in their eafy tafte; and only {fought

To know their duties ; that their only firife,
Their gen’rous ftrife, and greatly to perform.
They through all fhapes of peril and of pain,
Intent on honour, dar’d in thickeft death

To fnatch the glorious deed. Nor Trebia quell’d,
Nor Thrafymene, nor Cannz’s bloody field,
Their dauntlefs courage ; ftorming Hannibak

In vain the thunder of the battle roll’d,

The thunder of the battle they return’d

Back on his Punick fhores ; ’till Carthage fell,

- And danger fled afar.  The city gleam’d

With precious fpoils : alas profperity !

Ah baneful flate ! yet ebb’d not all their ftrength
In {oft luxurious pleafures ; proud defire

Of boundlefs {way, and fev’rifh thirft of gold,
Rous’d them again to battle. Beauteous Greece,
Torn from her joys, in vain with languid arm
Half rais’d her rufty fhield ; nor could avail

The {word of Dacia, nox the Pa.rthizm dart ;

Nor yet the car of that fam’d Britith chief,

Which feven brave years beneath the doubtful wing

Of vié&’ry, dreadful rolPd its griding wheels
Over the bloody war: the Roman arms
Triumph’d, ’till Fame was filent of their foes.
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And now the world unrivall’d they enjoy’d

In proud fecurity : the crefted helm,

The plated greave and corfelet hung unbrac’d ;

Nor clank’d their arms, the {pear and founding thield,

But on the glitt’ring trophy to the wind.
Diffolv’d in eafe and foft delights they lie,

"Till ev’ry {fun annoys, and ev’ry wind

Has chilling force, and ev’ry rain offends :

For now the frame no more is girt with firength

Mafculine, nor in luftinefs of heart |

Laughs at the winter ftorm, and fummer beam;

Superior to their rage : enfcebling vice

Withers each nerve, and opens every pore

To painful feeling : flow’ry bow’rs they feek
(As xther prompts, as the fick fenfe approves)
Or cool Nymphean grots; or tepid baths
(‘Taught by the {oft Ionians) they, along

The lawny vale, of ev’ry beauteous ftone,

Pile in the rofeat air with fond expence :

‘Through filver channels glide the vagrant waves,
And fall on filver beds cryftalline down, 1
Melodious murmuring ; while luxury I
Over their naked limbs, with wanton hand, [
Sheds rofes, odours, fheds unheeded bane.
Swift is the flight of wealth; unnumber’d wants,
Brood of volupt’oufnefs, cry out aloud
Neceflity, and feek the {plendid bribe.
The citron board, the bow! embofs’d with gems, i
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And tender foliage wildly wreath’d around
Of feeming ivy, by that artful hand,
Corinthian Thericles ; whate’er 1s known
Of rareft acquifition ; Tyrian garbs,
Neptunian Albion’s high teftaceous food,
And flavour’d Chian wines with incenfe fum’d
To fhake Patrician thirft : for thefe, their rights
In the vile ftreets they proftitute to {ale;
Their ancient rights, their dignities, their laws,
Their native glorious freedom. Is there none,
Is there no villain, that will bind the neck
Stretch’d to the yoke? they come ; the market throngs..
But who has moft by fraud-or force amafs’d ?
Who moft can charm corruption with his doles 2
He be the monarch of the ftate ; and lo!
Didius, vile us’rer, through the crowd he mounts, ©
Beneath his feet the Roman eagle cow’rs,
And the red arrows fill his grafp uncouth.
O Britons, O my countrvmen, beware,
Gird, gird your hearts ; the Romans once were free,
Were brave, were virtuous.—I'yranny howe’er
Deign’d to walk forth awhile in pageant ftate,
And with licentious pleafures fed the rout,
The thoughtlefs many : to the wanton {ound
Of fifes and drums they danc’d, orin the fhade
Sung Cefar, great and terrible in war,
Immortal Cefar! lo, a God, a God,

° Didius Fulianus, who bought the empire.
2
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He cleaves the yielding fkies ! Cafar iméan while
Gathers the ocean pebbles ; or the gnat
Enrag’d purfues ; or at his lonely meal
Starves a wide province ; taftes, diflikes, and flings
To dogs and fycophants : a God, a God !
The flow’ry fhades and fhrines obfcene return. ﬂ

But fee along the north the tempeft fivell
O’er the rough Alps, and darken all their fnows !
Sudden the Goth and Vandal, dreaded names,
Rufth as the breach of waters, whelming all
Their domes, their villa’s ; down the feftive piwles,
Down fall their Parian porches, gilded baths,
And roll before the florm in clouds of duft.

Vain end of human ftrength, of human fkill,
Conqueft, and triumph, and domain, and pomp,
And eafe and luxury ! O luxury,

Bane of elated life, of afluent ftates,

What dreary change, what ruin is not thine ?

How doth thy bowl intoxicate the mind !

To the {foft entrance of thy rofy cave

; How doft thou lure the fortunate and great !

f Dreadful attra@ion ! while behind thee gapes
Th” unfathomable gulph where Afhur lies |
O’erwhelm’d, forgotten ; and high-boaﬂing Cham ; i
And Elam’s haughty pomp’; and beauteous Greece ;
And the great queen of earth, imperial Roms.




