23 ]
XII.

How Time, all-wafting, ev’n the worft impairs,
And each foul age to dregs ftill fouler runs!
Our fires, more vicious ev’n than theirs,
Left us, ftill more degenerate heirs,
To fpawn a bafer brood of monfter-breeding fons.
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GREAT METAMORPHOSIS.

A POEM, written in Imitation of SPENsER,

1.

HE RE early Pheebus fheds his milder beams,
The happy gardens of Adonis lay:

There Time, well pleas’d to wonne, a youth befecems.
Ne yet his wings were fledg’d, ne locks were grey ;
Round him in fweet accord the Seafons play
- With fruits and blofloms meint, in goodly gree;
And dancing hand in hand rejoice the lea.
Sick gardens now no mortal wight can fee,
Ne mote they in my fimple verfe defcriven be.
I1.
The temper’d clime full many a tree affords :
Thofe many trees bluth forth with ripen’d fruite;
The blufhing fruite to feaft invites the birds ;
The birds with plenteous feafts their ftrength recruite ;
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And warble fongs more {weet than fhepherd’s flute;

The gentle ftream that roll’d the ftones among,
Charm’d with the place, almoit forgot its fuite;
But lift’ning and refponding to the fong,

Loit’ring, and winding often, murmured elong.

i1 1112
Here Panacea, here Nepenthe grew,
Here Polygon, and each ambrofial weed ;
Whofé vertues could decayed health renew,
And, anfwering exhaufted nature’s need,
Mote eath a mortal to immortal feed.
Here lives Adonis in unfading youth ;
Celeftial Venus grants him that rich meed,
And him fucceflive evermore renew’th,

In recompence for all his faithful love and truth,

1V.

Not the, T ween, the wanton queen of love,
All buxom as the waves from whence fhe rofe,
With her twin fons, who 1dly round her rove,
One Ergs hight, the other Anteros;

different as foes:

J3
fated, {ullen, apt for bickerment;

T'hat huongry, eager, fit for derring-does,
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I'hat flies before, with fcorching flames ybrent;

This foll’'wing douts thofc flames with peevith difcontent,
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J V. \

! Celeftial Venus does fuch ribaulds fhun,
Ne dare they in her purlues to be feen ;

But Cupid’s torch, fair mother’s faireft {on,
Shines with a fteady unconfuming fheen;
Not fierce, yet bright, coldnefs and rage between,
The backs of lyons felloneft he ftrod ;
And lyons tamely did themfelves amene ;
On nature’s wild full fov’reignly he rod ;
Wild natures, chang’d, confefs’d the mild puiffant god.

V.

A beauteous Fay, or heav’n-defcended {pright,
Sprung from her fire, withouten female’s aid,
(As erft Minerva did) and Plyche hight,

In that inclofure happy fojourn made.

No art fome heel’d uncomelynefs betray’d,

But nature wrought her many-colour’d ftole;

Ne tarnifh’d like an A thiopian maid,

Scorch’d with the funs that ore her beauties roll ;

Ne faded like the dames w ho bleach beneath the Pnlc.

V1I.

Nor fhame, nor pride of borrow’d fubftance wrought
Her gay embroidery and ornament:

But fhe who gave the gilded infet’s coat

Spun the foft filk, and fpread the various teint :

"The
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The gilded infect’s colours yet were fe;,,,
T'o thofe which nature for this fairy wove.
Qur grannums thus with diff’rent dies befprent,
Adorn’d in naked majeity the grove,
Charm’d our great fires, and warm’d our frozen clime to love,

VIII.

On either fide, and all adown her back,
With many a ring at equal diftance plac’d,
Contrary to the reft, was heben black,
With fhades of green, quick changing as fhe pafs’d,
All were on ground-work of bright gold orecaft.
The black gave livelood to the greenith hue,
The green ftill deep’d the heben ore it lac’d;
The gold,. that peep’d atween and then withdrew,
Gave luitre to them both, and charm’d the wond’ring view,

IX.

It feem’d like arras, wrought with cunning fkill,
Where kindly meddle colours, light, and' fhade ;
Here flows the flood ; there rifing wood or hill
Breaks offits courfe ; gay verdure dies the mead.
The ftream, depecinten by the glitt’rand braid,
Emong the hills now winding feems to hide;
Now fhies unlook’d for thro’ the op’ning glade,
Now 1n full torrent pours its golden tyde;

Hills, woods, and meads refrefh’d, rejoicing by its fide.

X. Her
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X.

ier Cupid lov’d, whom Pfyche lov’d again.
1%, like her parent and her belamour,
Sought how fhe mote in fickernefs remain,

From all malengine fafe, and evil ftour.

s« Go tender coflet, {aid he, forray ore

¢¢ Thefe walks and lawnds; thine all thefe bufkets are 3
¢¢ Thine ev’ry thrub, thineev’ry fruite and flower:

¢« But oh! I charge thee, love, the rofe forbear ;

For prickles fharp do arm the dang’rous rofiere,

XI.

¢ Prickles will pain, and pain will banifh love :

<« I charge thee, Pfyche, then the rofe forbear.

¢« When faint and ﬂck, thy languors to remove,

¢« To yon ambrofial fhrubs and plants repair ;

¢« Thou weeteft not what med’cines in them are :

«¢ What wonders follow their repeated ufe

¢« N’ote thy weak fenfe conceive, fhould I declare;

¢« Their labour’d balm, and well-concoéted juice,

New life, new forms, new thews, new joys, new world$
[ produce.

X1I.

¢¢ Thy term of tryal paft with conftancy,

¢¢ That wimpling flough fhall fall like filth away ;

¢« On pinions broad, uplifted to the ky,

¢¢ Thou fhalt, aftert, thy ftranger felf furvey.
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¢ Together, Pfyche, will we climb and play;

““ "Together wander through the fields of air,

¢ Beyond where funs and moons mete night and day,
¢¢ I charge thee, O my love, the rofe forbear, 4

“ Ifthouwouldftfcathe avoid. Pfyche, forewarn’d, beware !”*

XIII.

““ How fweet thy words to my enchanted ear!
(With grateful, modeft confidence the faid)

¢ It Cupid fpeak, I could for ever hear -

¢ ‘I'ruft me, my love, thou fhalt be well obey’d,
““ What rich purveyance for me haft thou made,
*¢ The prickly rofe alone denied ! the reft

4

™

In full indulgcnfe o1v’n! ’twere to upbraid
¢ To doubt compliance with this one requeft :
#¢ ‘How {mall, and yet how kind, Cupid, is thy beheaft!

XI1V.

“ And i1s that kindnefs made an argument
¢ Toraife me fll to higher {cenes of blifs ?
¢ Is the acceptance of thy goodnefs meant
¢ Merit in me for farther happinefs ?
¢¢ No merit and no argument, I wifs,
¢ Is there bpefides in me unworthy maid :
““ Thy gift the very love I bear thee is.
““ Truft me, my love, thou fhalt be well obey’d ;
¢¢ T'o doubt compliance here, Cupid, were to upbraid,’

XV. With.
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XV.

Withouten counterfefance thus fhe {poke;
Unweeting of her frailty. Light uprofe

Cupid on eafy wings: yet tender look,

And oft reverted eye on her beftows ;

Fearful, but not diftruftful of her vows.

And mild regards fhe back reflects on him:
With aching eye purfues him as he goes;

With aching heart marks each diminifh’d limb;

Till indiftinét, diffus’d, and loft in air he {eem.

XVI.

He went to fet the watches of the eaft,

That none mote ruth in with the tyde of wind:
He went to Venus to make fond requeft

From flefhly ferm to loofen Pfyche’s mind,

And her eftfoons tranfmew. She fotelore pin’d ;
And mov’d for folace to the glafly lake,

To view the charms that had his heart entwin’d.

She faw, and blufh’d and {fmil’d ; then inly {pake:

¢¢ Thefe charms I cannot chufe but love, for Cupid’s {fake.”

XVII.
But fea-born Venus ’gan with envy flir
At bruite of their great happinefs ; and fought
How fhe might wreak her {pight: then call’d to her
Her fons, and op’d what rankled in her thought ;
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