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ARISBE to MARIUS Junior.

From FoNTENELLE. By the Same.

When Marius avas expelled from Rome by Sylla’s faltion, and
retired into Africa, bis Jon (who accompany’d bim) fell into
the hands of Hiempfal king of N umidia, wwbo kept him prijoner.
One of the miftreffes of that king fell in love awith Marius ju-
nior, and was fo generous to Contrivve and give bim bis liberty,
though by that means Jbe_facrificed ber love for ever. T avas

after be had rejoin’d bis father, that Jbe arit bim the follow-
ang letter.

I,
F all I valued, all I lov’d, bereft,
Say, has my heart this little comfort left ?
That you the mem’ry of its truth retain,
And think with grateful pity on my pain?
it LB
Tho’ but with life my forrows can have end,
(For death alone can join me to my friend)
Yet think not I repent I fet you free,
I mourn your abfence, not your liberty.
I11.
Before my Marius left Numidia’s coalt,
Each day I faw him; {carce an hour was loit ;
Now months and years muft pafs, nay life fhall prove
But one long abfence from the man I love,

IV. Painful
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IV.
Painful refle&tion! poyfon to my mind !
Was it but mortal too, itﬁwould be kind :
But mad with grief I fearch the palace round,
And in that madnefs dream you’re to be found.
V.
Would’ft thou believe it ? to thofe walls I fly
Where thou wert captive held ; there frantick cry,
Thefe fetters {ure my vagrant’s flight reftrain’d ;
Alas! thefe fetters I myfelf unchain’d.
VI.
The live-long day I mourn, I loath the light,
And wait impatient each returning night

5
o m—— -
—

What, tho’ the horrid gloom augment my grief ?
"Fis grateful @fill, for I difclaim relief.

VIL.
That coz’ner hope intrudes not on my woe ;
One only interval my forrows know ;
When dreams, the kind reverfers of my pain,

‘Bring back my charming fugitive again. 2| g:

VIII.
Yet there’s a grief furpafling all the reft ; g
A jealous demon whifpers in my breaft,
Marius ‘was falfe, for liberty alone
The fhow of love the hypocrite put on. -

IX. Tken
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IX.

Then I refle& (ah! would I could forget!)
How much your thoughts on war and Rome were fet.
How little paflion did that condu& prove !
Too ftrong thy reafon, but too weak thy love.

| X.
Thy fword, ’tis true, a father’s caufe demands;
But ’twas a miftre{s gave it to thy hands :
To love, and duty juft, give each their part,

His be the arm, and mine be all thy heart.
X1,

But what avail thefe thoughts ? fond wretch, give o’er !.

Marius, or falfe, or'true, is thine no more:

Since Fate has caft the lot, and we muft part,

Why fhould I wifh to think I had his heart ¢
XII.

Yes - let me cherifh that remembrance &ill;

That thought alcne fhall foften ev’ry il ;

To tell my foul, his lave, his truth was {uch;

All was his due, nor have I done too much.
XI1I.

Deceitful comfort! let me not perfuade

My cred’lous heart its fondnefs was repaid ;

It makes my foul with double anguifh mourn

Thofe joys, which never, never muft retaen.
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XIV.
Perhaps ev’n you what moft I with oppofe,
And in the Roman all the lover lofe
I’m a Numidian, and your {oul difdains
To bear th’ inglorious weight of foreign chains,
XV,
Can any climate then fo barb’rous prove,
To ftand excluded from the laws of Love ?
His empire’s univerfal, unconfin’d,
His proxy beauty, and his flaves mankind.
X VI,
Nor am I a Numidian but by name,
For I can int’reft for my love difclaim :
My virtue thows what ’twas the gods defign’d,
By chance on Africk’s clay they ftamp’d a Roman mind,
XVII.
Not all the heroes which your Rome can boaft,
So much for fame, as I for you have loft :
Yourfelf I loft: oh! grateful, then confefs,
My tryal greater, tho’ my glory lefs,
XVIII,
Yes, partial gods! infliCers of my care !
Be witnefs what I felt, what grief, what fear!
When full of ftifled woes the night he fled,
No figh I dar’d to breathe, no tear to fhed.

XIX. Whilft
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XIX.

| . Whilft men of faith approv’d, a chofen crew,
' Firm to their truft, and to their miftrefs true,

:

With care too pun&ual my commands obey,
And in one freight my life and thee convey.
XX.
The harder tafk was mine; condemn’d to bear
| With brow ferene, my agonizing care ;
To mix in idle tallks to force a imile,
A king and jealous lover to beguile.
XXI.
Think in that dreadful interval of fate,
' ALl I held dear, thy fafety in debate,
Think what I {uffer’d, whilft my heart afraid
Suggefts a thoufand times, that’s all betray’d.
¢ XXII.
A thoufand times revolving in my mind
The doubtful chance; oh! Love! faid I, be kind:
Propitious to my fcheme; thy vot’ry aid,
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And be my fondnefs by fuccefs repaid.
| XXIII.

Now bolder grown, with fangunine hopes elate,

e

{ My fancy reprefents thy {fmiling fate;
The guards deceiv’d, and ev’ry danger o’er,
The winds already waft him from the fhore.

XXIV. Thefe
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XXIV.
Thefe pleafing images anew impart
Life to my eyes, and gladnefs to my heart ;
Difpel the gloomy fears that cloud my face,
And charm the little flutterer to peace.
XXV.
But now the king, or taftelefs to my charms,
Or weary of an abfent miftrefs’ arms,
His own apartment feeks, and grateful reft ;
That courted firanger to the careful breaft.
XXVTI.
Vhilft I, by hopes and fears alternate {way’d,
Impatient afk the flaves if ’m obey’d.
"T'ts done, they cry’d, and firuck me with defpair ;
For what I long’d to know, I dy’d to hear.
XXVII.
Fantaftick turn of a diftra®ed mind 3
I 'blam’d the gods for having been too kind ;
Curs’d the fuccefs they granted to my vows,
And this affiftant hand that fill’d my waes.
XXVIII.
Such was my frenzy in that hour of care,
And fuch th’ injuftice of my bold defpair ;
That even thofe, ungrateful I upbraid,

Whofe fatal diligence my will obey’d.
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| XXTIX.
Scarce, Marius, did thyfelf efcape my rage;
(Moft lov’d of men!) when fears of black prefage
Defcribe thy heart fo fond of liberty,
It néber gave one parting throb for nie.
XXX.
At every ftep you fhould have turn’d your eye,
Dropt a regretful tear, and heav’d a figh ;
The nature of the grace I fhew’d was fuch,
You not deferv’d it, if it pleas’d too much,
XXXI.
A lover vould have linger’d as he fled,
And oft in anguifh to himfelf have faid,
Farewel for ever! Ah! yet more he’d done,
A lover never would have fled alone.
XXXII.
To force me from a hated rival’s bed,
Why comes not Marius at an army’s head ?
Oh! did thy heart but wifh to fee that day,
“I'would all my paft, and future woes o’er-pay.
XXXIII.
But vain are all thefe hopes: preferve thy breaft
From falfhood only, I forgive the reft :
Too happy, if no envy’d rival boaft
Thofe joys Arifbe for her Marius loft.

Vor. IV. G ROXANA




