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Urge, urge thy pow’r, the black attempt ¢onfound,

And dafh the fmoaking cenfer to the ground.

Thus aw’d to fear, inftruted bards may fee, 515
That guilt is doom’d to fink in infamy.

A Character of Mr. PO P E’s WRITINGS,

B BT NG
'An Epifode from the Poem call’d SicknEess, Book IL.
By the Rev. Mr. THOMP SON.

——————In meafur’d time
{So heav’n has will’d) together with their fnows,
The everlafting hills fhall melt away :
This folid globe-diflolve, as du&ile wax
Before the breath of Vulcan; like a fcroll
Shrivel th’ unfolded curtains of the ky ;
Thy planets, NEwTon, tumble from their {pheres;
"The moon be perifh’d from her bloody orb;
‘The fun himfelf, in liquid ruin, rufh

And deluge with deftroying flames the globe

Peace ther, my foul, nor grieve that Pork is dead.
If e’er the tuneful {pirit, {weetly ftrong,
Spontaneous numbers, teeming in my breaft,
Y 2 Enkindle;
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Enkindle; O, at that exalting name;
Be favourable, be propitious now,
While, in the gratitude of praife, I fing
"The works and wonders of this man divine.

I tremble while I write—— His lifping Mufe
Surmounts the loftieft efforts of my age.
What wonder ? when an infant, he apply’d
"The loud * Papinian trumpet to his lips,
Fir’d by afacred fury, and infpir’d
With all the god, in founding numbers fung
¢¢ Fraternal rage, and guilty Thebes’ alarms.”’

Sure at his birth (things not unknown of old)
The Graces round his cradle wove the dance,
And led the maze of harmony : the Nine
Prophetick of his future honours, pour’d
Plenteous, upon his lips, Caftalian dews ;
And Attick bees their golden ftore diftill’d.
The foul of HoMmER, fliding from its ftar,
Where, radiant, over the poetick world
it rules and fheds its influence, for joy
Shouted, and blefs’d the birth: the {acred choir

Of poets, born in elder, better times,

Enraptur’d catch’d the elevating found,

And roll’d the gladd’ning news from fphere to {phere.

* Imperial Windfor! raife thy brow auguft,
Superbly gay exalt thy tow’ry head ;

s Tranflation of the Fir/t Book of Statius’s Thebais.

s Windfor Fereft: Mr. Popx born there.
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And bid thy forefts dance, and nodding, wave
A verdant teftimony of thy joy :
A native OrRPHEUs warbling in thy fhades.

O liften to © AvEx1s’ tender plaint!
How gently rural! without coarfenefs plain ;
How fimple in his elegance of grief!
A fhepherd, but no clown. His every lay
Sweet as the early pipe along the dale,
When hawthorns bud, or on the thymy brow
When all the mountains bleat, and vallies fing.
Softas the nightingzale’s harmanious woe,
In dewy even-tide, when cowilips drop
Their fleepy heads, and languifh in the breeze.,

¢ Next in the critick-chair furvey him thron’d,
Imperial in his art, prefcribing laws
Clear from the knitted brow, and {quinted fneer ;
Learn’d without pedantry ; correély bold,
And regularly eafy. Gentle, now,
Asrifing incenfe, or defcending dews,
The variegated echo of his theme :
Now, animated flame commands the foul
To glow with facred wonder. Pointed wit
And keen difcernment form tht certain page.
Juft, as the StacYr1TE ; as Hor ACE, free;
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As FFaBrran, cleary and as’ PErroniUs, gay.
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¢ But whence thofe peals of laughter fhake the fides
Of decent mirth? Am I in Fairy-land ?
Young, evanefcent forms, before my eyes,
Or fkim, or{een to fkim ; thin eflences
Of fluid light ; zilphs, zilphids, elves, and gnomes;

Genii of Roficruce, and ladies’ gods !
And, lo, in fhining trails BELinDa’s hair,

Befpangling with difhevell’d beams the fkies,

Flames o’er thenight., Behind, a {atyr grins,

And, jocund, holds a glafs, reflecting, fair,

Hoops, crofles, mattadores ; beaux, fhocks, and belles,

Promifcuoudly whimfical and gay.

T assoni, hiding his diminifh’d head,

Droops o’er the laughing page: while Bdireav fkulks,
With blufhes cover’d, low beneath the defk.

More * mournful fcenes invite. The milky vein
Of amorous grief devolves its placid wave
Soft-ftreaming o’er the foul, in weeping woe
And tendernefs of anguith, While we read
‘TR’ infe€tious page, we ficken into love,

And languith with involuntary fires.

The Zephyr, panting on the filken buds
Of breathing violets; the vif%in’s figh,
Rofy with youth, are turbulent and rade,
"T'o SappHO’s plaint, and Eroisa’s moan.

€ Rz-.}e‘rf f:y"!xf*r: L:-c‘.{;,
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Heav’ns! what a flood of empyréal day
My aking eyes inyolves! A & temple foars,
Rifing like exhalations.on a mount,

And wide its adamantine valves expands.
Three monumental columns, bright in air,

Of figur’d gold, the center of the quire

With luftre fill. PorEe on the midmoft {hines
Betwixt his Homer and his Horack plac’d,
Superior, by the hand of Juftice. Famg,
With all her mouths, th’ eternal trumpet {wells,

Exulting at his name ; and, grateful, pours

The lofty notes of never-dying praife,
Triumphant, floating on the wings of wind,
Sweet o’er the world : th' ambrofial {pirit flies
Diffufive, in its progrefs wid’ning ftill,
¢¢\ Dear to the earth, and grateful to the fky.”
FaME owes him more than e’er fhe can repay :
She owes her very temple to hishands ;
Like Tlium built; by hands no lefs divine !
Attention, rouze thyfelf! the mafter’s hand,
(The mafter of our fouls!) has chang’d the key,
And bids the thunder of the battle roar
Tumultuous ". Homer, HoMER 1sour own!
And Grecian heroes flame in Britith lines.
What pomp of words ! what namelefs energy

Kindles the verfe; invigours every line ;

e Temple of FaAME.

I ranflation of HHOMER.
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Aftonifhes, and overwhelms the foul
In tranfports tofs’d ! when fierce AcH1LLES raves,
And flathes, like a comet, o’er the field,
To wither armies with his martial frown.
I {ee the battle rage; T hear the wheels
Careering with their brazen orbs! The fhout
Of nations roll (the labour of the winds)
Full on my ear, and fhakes my inmoft foul.
Defcription never cou’d fo well deceive :
’T'is real! T'roy 1s here, or I at TroY
Enjoy the war. My {pirits, all on fire,
With unextinguifh’d violence are borne
Above the world, and mingle with the gods.
Olympus rings with arms ! the firmament,
Beneath the lightning of Minerva’s fhield,
Burns to the center: rock the tow’rs of heav’n,
All nature trembles, fave the throne of Jove.

' To root excefles from the humah breaft; |
Behold a beautéous pile of Ethicks rife;
Senfe, the foundation ; harmony, the walls ;
(The Dorique grave, and gay Corinthian join’d) \«I

Where SocraTrs and Horack jointly reign.
Reft of philofophers! of poets too
The beft! he teaches thee thy felf to know :

'That virtue is the nobleft gift of heav’n :
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¢¢ And vindicates the ways of Gop to man.”

4 : O hearken







