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And come you, who for thought are at little expence,
Who indite gentle paftoral, ballad, or fong ;

You fee with fmooth numbers, and not too much fenfe,
How the verfes run eafy and glibly along ;

And the rhime at the clofe how it falls with a clink,
So kind are the Mufes that {port on the Link.,
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In the feventh Canto of the Legend of Chaftity, 7z Spenfer’s
Fairy Queen, zhe Squire of Dames tells Satyrane, that by
order of his mifire/s Columbel (after having ferved the
ladies for a year) he aas fent out a fecond time, 7ot to
return til] be could find thiree hundred awomen iucapable of
yielding to any temptation. The bad fuccefs be met wilh in
the courfe of the three years, avbich is [lightly touch’d upon
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by Spenfer, is the foundation of the following poen.
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I
ARD is the heart that never knew to love,

Ne felt the pleafing anguith of defire.
Ye Britith maids, more fair than Venus’ dove,
For you alone I tune my humble lyre;
Adopt me, nymphs, receive me in your quire,
Make me your bard ; for that is all my care:
Then fhall I envy not that aged fire,
Who doth for court his annual fong prepare :
I lever myrtle wreath than Kefar’s laurel wear.
il
Think not becaufe T write of Columbel
I thence would blaft the fex with impious tale ;
Tranfations vile of foreign ftronds T tell,
Ne ’gainft a Britifh female would I rail
! For all the wealth that rolls on Indian grail.
Here, beauty, truth, and chaftity are found :
Eleonora here, with vifage pale,
| Did fuck the poifon from her Edward’s wound,
And Anna’s nuptial faith fhall ftond for aye renown’d,
| | I1I. '
See the fair fwans on Thamis’ lovely tide,
| The which do trim their pennons filver bright,
% _ In fhining ranks they down the waters ride ;
Oft have mine eyes devour’d the gallant fight.
Then
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Then caft thy looks with wonder and delight,
‘Where yon {weet nymphs enjoy the ev’ning air,
Some daunce along the green, like fairies light,

Some flow’rets cull to deck their flowing hair ;
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Then tell me, foothly, fwain,which fight thou deem’ft moft fair.
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§ To you, bright ftars, that fparkle on our ifle,
&

I give my life, my fortune, and my fame ;
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For my whole guerdon grant me but a {mile,

A fmile from you is all I hope or claim ;

Nor age’s ice my ardent zeal fhall tame,

To my life’s end I fhall your names adore,

B Not hermit’s bofoms feel {o pure a flame,

; Warm’d by approval I more high fhall foar:

! Receive my humble lays, my heart was yours before.
V.

Should you confent, I’Il quit my fhepherd’s grey,

And don more graceful and more coftly gear,

My crook and fcrip I’ll throw with {corn away,

And in a famite garment ftreit appear.

Farewell, ye groves, which once I held fo dear;

:! Farewell, ye glens, I other joys purfue;

ml Then fhall the world your matchlefs pow’r revere,

T And own what wonders your fweet {miles can do,

: That could a fimple clown into a bard tran{mew.
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T he Squire of Dames to Satyrane
His pifiory doth tell,

With all the toils be underavent
To gain his Columbel.

I.
W™ HE Squire of Dames his tale thus ’gan to tell;
Sith you command my tongue, fir Satyrane,
I now will all declare that me befell
The caufe of muchel fcath and dol’rous pain,
Ne fhall thy gentle eye from tears refrain.
Me Columbel commanded far to go
"Till I fhould full three hundred nymphs attain,
Whofe hearts fhould aye with Virtue’s leflons glow,
And to all fwains but one cry out for ever, No.
IT1,
To find the fortilage that ne’er will yield
Is not an eafy matter, good fir Knight ;

Troy town, they fay, is now a grafs-grown field,
That long withftood the force of Grecian might ;
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£ And caftles fall tho’ deep in earth empight ;

i Ne ought fo ftrong is found but what may fail,
g The fun at laft fhall lofe his glorious light,

And vows or bribes o’er women may prevail ;
Their hearts are made of flefh, and mortal fleth is frail.
| III.
| With heavy heart, and full of cark I go
i And take my congé of my blooming maid,

I ki{s’d her hond, and, louting very low,
| To her beheft at length myfelf array’d:

The fair we love expeéts to be obey’d,

Altho’ fhe bid us with the keftrel fly ;

So forth I prick, tho’ much by doubt difmay’d,

The hard experiment refolv’d to try:

For fhe was wond’rous fair, and much in love was I.
IV.

A grove I reach’d, where tuneful throftles {ung,

The linnet here did ope his little throat,

His twitting jefts around the cuckco flung,
| And the proud goldfinch thow’d his painted coat,
‘ And hail’d us with no inharmonicus note :

The robin eke here tun’d his fonnet fhrill,

b And told the foothing ditty all by rote,
- How he with leaves his pious beak did fill,
To fhroud thofe pretty babes, whom Sib unkind would kill.
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V. And
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And many a fair Narciflus deck’d the plain,
That feem’d anew their paflions to admire s

Here Ajax told his dolors o’er again,

|
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And am’rous Clytie ficken’d with defire ;
Here the blown rofe her odors fweet did {pire 3

Thro’ the dun grove a murm’ring river led

His chryftal ftreams that wound in many a gyres;

| "The baleful willow all the banks befpread,

| And ever to the breeze ycurl’d his hoary head.

| VI.

1 Soon to the grove there came 2 lovely maid,

| For maiden fure the did to me appear,

In plain check-laton was the nymph array’d,

| Her {parkling eyes ftood full of many a tear,

| And fhe bewept the abfence of her dear.

f Alas! ‘fhould beauty be to woe allay’d ? -
I Beauty, methinks, fhould meet with better cheer,

!I Content fthould never wander from her fide 3

| Good luck, I pray to heav’n, the face that’s fair betide.
! VIL.

| ““ Ah! woe i1s me, fhe m'y’d; fince Colin’s fled,

<« Whofe gentle prefence did thefe plains adorn,

¢¢ Soon was he ravifh’d from the nuptial bed,
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‘Torn from thefe arms, from his dear leman torn &
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O grief! far fharper than the pointed thorn,
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I {faw him ill-beftad by martial band.
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Alas the day that ever I was born !
<« Where roves my Colin, on what foreign ftrand,
Arraught from Laura’s eyes, and his dear native land ?
VIII.
¢« Alas! he only knew to prune the vine,
¢ Or thro’ the earth to urge the biting fhare,
<« To twift the bower with fragrant eg]untmc,
s¢ Where free from heat we thun’d the noon-tide ait,
¢¢ Or to the mart to lead his fleecy care.
¢« And is it fit in hacqueton and mail
¢¢ 'The youth for war’s grim terrors fhould prepare !
¢« His voice outfung the love-lorn nightingale,
And deftly could he daunce, or pipe along the dale.
IX.
¢« The gos-hawk fierce may pounce the trembling dove,
<« The favage wolf may tear the bounding fawn,
¢ But {fparrows mild are form’d for feats of love,
2 And kids dew not with blood the flow’ry lawn ;
¢¢ Then how fhall he, in whom all graces dawn,
¢ In the red ‘field the cruel paynim kill ?
<« Bor {cenes like thefe find men of hellifh fpawn.
¢¢ >T'is his with joy the virgin’s heart to fill,
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And not on foreign fhore his foemen’s blood to fpill,







