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The History of Porsenna, King of Russia,

Nl W OB -Cs CERigeas,
By the Same.

Arva, beata

Petamus arva, divites et infulas.

Hor. Epod. 16.
B ) e el

N Ruflia’s frozen clime fome ages fince
There dwelt, hiftorians fay, a worthy prince,

Who to his people’s good confin’d his care,
And fix’d the bafis of his empire there ;
Inlarg’d their trade, the lib’ral arts improv’d,
Made nations happy, and himfelf belov’d ;
To all the neighb’ring ftates a terror grown,
The dear delight, and glory of his own.
Not like thofe kings who vainly feek renown
From countries ruin’d,. and from battles won ;
Thefe mighty Nimrods, who mean laws defpife,
Call murder but a princely exercife,
And if one bloodlefs {un fhou’d fteal away,
Cry out with Titus, they have loft a day ;

Who,
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Who, to be more than men_ themfelves debafe
Beneath the brute, their Maker’s form deface,
Raifing their titles by their God’s difgrace.
Like fame to bold Eroftratus we give,
Who fcorn’d by lefs than facrilege to live ;
On holy ruins rais’d a lafting name,
And 1n the temple’s fire diffus’d his thame.
Far dift’rent praifes, and a brighter fame,
‘The virtues of the young Porfenna claim ;
For by that name the Rufflian king was known,
And fure a nobler ne’er adorn’d the throne.
In war he knew the deathful {fword to wield,
And fought the thickeft dangers of the field,
A bold commander ; but, the ftorm o’erblown,
He feem’d as he were made for peace alone ;
Then was the golden age again reftor’d,
Nor lefs his juftice honour’d than his fword.
All needlefs pomp, and outward grandeur fpar’d,
‘The deeds that grac’d him were his only guard ;
No private views beneath a borrow’d name ;
His and the publick intereft were the fame.
In wealth and pleafure let the {ubjet live,
But virtue is the king’s prerogative ;
Porfenna there without a rival ftood,
And wou’d maintain his right of doing good.
Nor did his perfon lefs attraction wear,
Such majefty and fweetnefs mingled there ; -
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Heav’n with uncommon art the clay refin’d,

A proper manfion for fo fair a mind;

Each look, each adtion bore peculiar grace,

And love itfelf was painted on his face.

In peaceful time he {uffer’d not his mind

To ruft in floth, tho’ much to peace inclin’d;
Nor wanton in the lap of pleafure lay,

And loft to glory loiter’d life away ;

But altive rifing ere the prime of day,

Thro’ woods and lonely defarts lov'd to ftray ;
With hounds and horns to wake the furious bear,
Or rouze the tawny lion from his laire;;
T'o rid the foreft of the favage brood,
And whet his courage for his country’s good.

L

One day, as he purfued the dang’rous.{port,
Attended by the nobles of his court,
it chanced a beaft of more than common {peed
Sprang from the brake, and thro’ the defart fled.
The ardent prince impetuous as the wind
Rufh’d on, and left his lagging train behind.
Fir’d with the chace, and full of youthful blood,
O’er plains, and vales, and woodland wilds he rode,
Urging his courfer’s {peed, nor thought the day
How wafted, nor how intricate the way ;
Nor, till the night in dufky clouds came on,
Reftrain’d his pace, or found himfelf alone.
Mifling his train, he ftrove to meafure back

The road he came, but cou’d not find the track ;
Still
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Still turning to the place he left before,

And only lab’ring to be loft the more.

The bugle horn, which o’er his fhoulders hung,

So loud he winded, that the foreft rung ;

In vain, no voice but Echo from the ground,

And vocal woods, made mock’ry of the found-
And now the gath’ring clouds began to fpread

O’er the dun face of night a deeper fhade;

And the hoarfe thunder growling from afar,

With herald voice proclaim’d th’ approaching war ;

Silence awhile enfued,—then by degrees

A hollow wind came mutt’ring thro’ the trees.

Sudden the full-fraught fky difcharg’d its ftore,

Of rain and rattling hail a mingled thow’r;

The aétive lightning ran along the ground ;

The fiery bolts by fits were hurl’d around,

And the wide forefts trembled at the found.

Amazement feiz’d the prince ;—where cou’d he fly

bl 7

No guide to lead, no friendly cottage nigh.
Penfive and unrefolv’d awhile he ftood,
Beneath the {canty covert of the wood ;
But drove from thence foon fallied forth again,
As chance diretted, on the dreary plain ;
Conftrain’d his melancholy way to take
Thro’ many a loathfome bog, and thorny brake,
Caught in the thicket, flound’ring in the lalke.
Wet with the ftorm, and wearied with the way,
By hunger pinch’d, himfelf to beafts a prey ;
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Nor wine to cheer his heart, nor fire to burn,

Nor place to reft, nor profpet to return.

Drooping and {piritlefs, at life’s defpair,

He bade it pafs, not worth his farther care ;

When fuddenly he fpied a diftant light,

That faintly twinkled thro’ the gloom of night,
And his heart leap’d for joy, and blefs’d the welcome fight,
Oft-times he doubted, it appear’d {o far,

And hung fo high, ’twas nothing but a ftar,

Or kindled vapour wand’ring thro’ the fky,

But ftill prefs’d on his fteed, ftill keptit in his eye ;
T1ill, much fatigue, and many dangers paft,

At a huge mountain he arriv’d at lait.

There lighting from his horfe, on hands and knees
Grop’d out the darkfome road, by flow degrees,
Crawling or clamb’ring o’er the rugged way ;

The thunder rolls above, the flames around him play,
Joyful at length he gain’d the fteepy height,

And found the rift whence fprang the friendly light.
And here he ftopp’d to reft his wearied feet,

And weigh the perils he had ftill to meet ;
Unfheath’d his trufty {word, and dealt his eyes

With caution round him to prevent {furprize;

Then fummon’d all the forces of his mind,

And ent’ring boldly caft his fears behind :

Refolv’d to puth his way, whate’er withftood,

Or perifh bravely as a monarch fhou’d.

While
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While he the wonders of the place furvey’d,
And thro’ the various cells at random ftray’d,
In a dark cornerof the cave he view’d
Somewhat, that in the fhape of woman ftood ;
But more deform’d than dreams can reprefent

The midnight hag, or poet’s fancy paint
The Lapland witch, when fhe her broom beftrides,
And f{catters ftorms and tempefts as fhe rides.’
She look'd as nature made her to difgrace
Her kind, and caft a blot on all the race;
Her fhrivel’d fkin with yellow {pots befmear’d
Like mouldy records feem’d; her eyes were blear’d ;
Her feeble limbs with age and palf{y fhook ;
Bent was her body, haggard was her look.
From the dark nook outcrept the filthy crone,
And propp’d upon her crutch came tott’ring on.

The prince in civil guife approach’d the dame,
Told her his piteous cafe, and whence he came,
And till Aurora fhou’d the fhades expel,
Implor’d a lodging in her friendly cell.
Mortal, whoe’er thou art, the fiend began,
And as fhe fpake a deadly horror ran
Thro’ all his frame ; his cheeks the blood forfook,
Chatter’d his teeth, his knees together firuck.
Whoe’er thou art, that with prefumption rude
Dar’ft on her facred privacy intrude,
And without licence in our court appear,
Know, thou’rt the firft that ever enter’d here.
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But fince thou plead’ft excufe, thou'rt hither brought

More by thy fortune than thy own default,

Thy crime, tho’ great, an eafy pardon finds,
For mercy ever dwells in royal minds ;

And wou’d you learn from whofe indulgent hand
You live, and in whofe aweful prefence ftand,
Know farther, thro’ yon wide extended plains
Great Eolus the king of tempefts reigns,

And in this lofty palace makesabade,

Well fuited to his ftate, and worthy of the God.
The various elements his empire own,

And pay their humble homage at his throne;
And hither all the ftorms and clouds refort,
Proud to increafe the fplendor of his court.

His queen am I, from whom the beauteous race
Of winds arofe, fweet fruit of our embrace!

She {carce had ended, when, with wild uproar,
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And horrid din, her fons impetuous pour
Around the cave ; came rufhing in amain
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Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, all the boif¥’rous train;

-

And clofe behind them on a whirlwind rode
In clouded majefty the bluft’ring Geod.
Their locks a thoufand ways were blown about ; | it
Their checks like full-blown bladders ftrutted out;
Their boafting talk was of the feats th’ had done,
Of trees uprooted, and of towns o’erthrown ;

And when they kindly turn’d them to accoft

The prince, theyalmoft pierc’d him with their froft.

The
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The gaping hag in fix’d attention ftood,

And at the clofe of ev’ry tale cried—good,
Blefling with outftretch’d arms each darling fon,
In due proportion to the mifchief done.

And where, faid fhe, does little Zephyr ftray ?
Know ye, my fons, your brother’s rout to-day ?
In what bold deeds does he his hours employ ?
Grant heav’n no evil has befall’'n my boy !

Ne’er was he known to linger thus before.
~ Scarce had fhe fpoke, when at the cavern door
Came lightly tripping in a form more fair
Than the young poet’s fond ideas are,

When fir’d with love, he tries his utmofit art
To paint the beauteous tyrant of his heart,

A fatin veft his flender fhape confin’d,
Embroider’d o’er with flow’rs of ev’ry kind,
Flora’s own work, when firft the goddefs ftrove
To win the little wanderer to her love,

Of burnifh’d filver were his fandals made,

Silver his bufkins, and with gems o’erlaid ;

" A {zffron-colour’d robe behind him flow’d,

And added grace and grandeur as he trod.

His wings than lillies whiter to behold,

Sprinkled with azure fpots, and ftreak’d with gold ;
So thin their form, and of fo light a kind,

That they for ever danc’d, and flutter’d in the wind.
Around his temples with becoming air,

In wanton ringlets curl’d his auburn hair,

And
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And o’er his fhoulders negligently {pread ;

A wreath of fragrant rofes crown’d his head.
Such his attire, but O ! no pen can trace,

No words can thew the:beauties of his face;

So kind! fo winning ! fo divinely fair !

Eternal youth and pleafure flourifh there ;

There all the little loves and graces meet,

And ev’ry thing that’s {oft, and ev’ry thing that’s fweet.

Thou vagrant, cried the dame in angry tone,
Where could’ft thou loiter thus fo long alone ?
Little thou car’ft what anxious thoughts moleft,
What pangs are lab’ring in a mother’s breaft.

Vell do you fhew your duty by your hafte,
For thou of all my fons are always laft ;
A child lefs fondled wou’d have fled more fait.
Sure ’tis a curfe on mothers, doom'd to mourn,
Where befl they love, the leaft and worft return.

My dear mamma, the gentle youth replied,
And made a low obeifance, ceafe to chide,

Nor wound me with your werds, for well you know,
Your' Zephyr bears a part in all your woe ;

How great muft be his forrow then to learn

T'hat he himfelf’s the caufe of your concern !

Nor had I loiter’d thus had I been free,

But the fair princefs of Felicity,

Intreated me to make fome fhort delay,

And afk’d by her who cou’d refufe to flay ?

Surrounded
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Surrounded by the damfels of her court
She fought the fhady grove, her lov’d refort;
Frefh rofe the grafs, the flow’rs were mix’d between,

Like rich embroid’ry on a ground of green,
And in the midft, proteted by the fhade,
A cryftal ftream in wild meanders play’d ;
While in its banks, the trembling leaves among,
A thoufand little birds in concert {fung.
Clofe by a mount with fragrant fhrubs o’ergrown,
On a cool mofly couch fhe laid her down ;
Her air, her pofture, all confpir’d to pleafe ;
Her head, upon her fnowy arm at cafe
Reclin’d, a ftudied carelefinefs exprefs'd;
Loofe lay her robe, and naked heav’d her breaft.
Fager I flew to that delightful place,
Andipour’d a fhow’r of kifles on her face ;
Now hover’d o’er her neck, her breaft, her arms,
Like bees o’er flow’rs, and tafted all her charms;
And then her lips, and then her cheeks I tried,
And fann’d, ard wanton’d round on ev’ry fide.
O Zephyr, cried the fair, thou charming boy,
Thy prefence only can create me¢ joy ;

A- To me thou art beyond expreflion dear,
Nor can I quit the place while thou art here.
Excufe my weaknefs, madam, when I fivear
Such gentle words join’d with fo foft an air,

Pronounc’d fo fweetly from a mouth fo faus,
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Quite ravifh’d all my fenfe, nor did I know
How long I ftaid ; or when, or where to go.
Mean while the damfels debonnair and gay,
Prattled around, and laugh’d the time away :
Thefe in foft notes addrefs’d the ravifh'd ear,
And warbled out {o fweet, twas heav’n to hear ;
And thofe in rings, beneath the greenwood fhade,
Danc'd to the melody their fellows made.
Some ftudious of themfelves, employ’d their care
In weaving flow'ry wreaths to deck their hair;
While others to fome fav’rite plant convey’'d
Refrefhing fhow’rs, and cheer’d its drooping head.
A joy fo general fpread thro’ all the place,
Such fatisfaétion dwelt on ev’ry face,
"The nymphs fo kind, fo lovely look’d the queen,
That never eye beheld a fweeter fcene.
Por{eana, like a ftatue fix’d appear’d,
And, wrapp’d in filent wonder, gaz’d and heard ;
Much he admir’d the fpeech, the {peaker more,
And dwelt on ev’ry word, and griev’d to find it @’er.
O gentle youth, he cried, proceed to tell,
In what fair country does this princefs dwell ;
What regions unexplor’d, what hidden coaft
Can fo much goodnefs, {fo much beauty boaft ?
To whom the winged god with gracious look,
Numberlefs fweets diffufing while he fpoke,
Thus anfwer’d kind—Thefe happy gardens lie
Far hence remov’d, beneath a milder fky ;
'Their name—The kingdom of Felicity.

Sweet
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Sweet fcenes of endlefs blifs, enchanted ground,

A foil for ever fought, but feldom found ;

Tho’ in the fearch all human kind in vain

Weary their wits, and wafte their L*. es 11 pain.

In diff’rent parties, diff’rent paths they tread,

As reafon guides them, or ¢ ﬁﬂ had

Thefe wrangling for the place they ne’er fhall fce,
Debating thofe, 1if fuch a place there be ;

But not the wifeft, nor t he belt can {ay

Where lies the point, or mark "l'.;: certain way.
Some few, by Fortune f;wom"d for her {port,
Have fail’d in fight of this delightful port;

In thought alrcad}* {feiz’d the blefs’d abodes,

And in their fond delirium rank’d with gods.
Fruitlefs attempt ! all avenues are kept

By dreadful foes, fentry that never flept.

Here fell Detration darts her pois’'nous breat!
Fraught with a thoufand ftings, and fcatters death ;
Sharp-fighted Envy there maintains her poft,

And fhakes her flaming brand, and ftalks around the coaft.
Thefe on the helplefs bark their fury pour,

Plunge in the waves, or dafh againft the thore;
Teach wretched mortals they were doom’d to mourn,
And ne’er muft reft but in the filent urn.

But fay, young monarch, for what name you bear
Your mien, your drefs, your perfon, all declare ;
And tho’ I feldom fan the frozen north,

Yet I have heard of brave Porfenna’s worth.
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My brother Boreas thro’ the world has flown,
Swelling his breath to {pread forth your renown ;

Say, wou’d you choofe to vifit this retreat,
And view the world where all thefe wonders meet ?
Wifh you fome friend o’er that tempeftuous fea
To bear you fafe! behold that friend in me.
My ative wings fhall all their force employ,
And nimbly waft you to the realms ijn}r; j.
As once, to gratify the god of Love,
I bore fair Pfyche to the Cyprian grove ;
Or as Jove’s bird, defcending from on high,
Snatch’d the young Trojan trembling to the tky.
There perfect blifs thou may’ft for ever fhare, :
>Scap’d from the bufy world, and all its care ;
There in the lovely princefs fhalt thou find
A miftrefs ever blooming, ever kind.
All ecftacy on air Porfenna trod,
And to his bofom ftrain’d the little god ;
With grateful fentiments his heart o’erflow’d,
And in the warmeft words millions of thanks beftow’d.
When Zolus in furly humour broke

S —

Their {trit embrace, and thus abruptly {poke.
Enough of compliment ; T hate the {port

Of meanlefs words ; this 1s no human court ; 1
Where plain and honeft are difcarded quite, (|
For the more modifh title of polite ;
Where 1n foft fpeeches hypocrites impart 1
‘The venom’d 1lls that lurk beneath the heart ; I
In
\
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In friendfhip’s holy guife their guilt improve,

And kindly kill with {pecious fhew of love.

For us,—— my {ubjeéts are not us’d to wait,

And wafte their hours to hear a mortal prate ;

They muft abroad before the rifing fun,

And hie ’em to the feas : there’s mifchief to be done.

Excufe my plainnefs, Sir, but bufinefs ftands,

And we have ftorms and fhipwrecks on our hands.
He ended frowning, and the noify rout,

Each to his feveral cell went puffing out.

But Zephyr, far more courteous than the reft,

"T'o his own bow’r convey’d the royal gueft ;

There on a bed of rofes neatly laid,

Beneath the fragrance of a myrile fhade,

His limbs to needful reft the prince applied,

His {weet companion flumb’ring by his fide.

Bibubd a2 G, o i

O fooner in her filver chariot rofe

The ruddy morn, than fated with repofe
The prince addrefs’d his hoft ; the God awoke,
And leaping from his couch, thus kindly fpoke.
This early call, my lord, that chides my ftay,
Requires my thanks, and I with joy obey.
Like you I long to reach the blifsful coaft,
Hate the {low night, and mourn the moments loft.

The
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The bright Rofinda, lovelielt of the fair

That crowd the princefs’ court, demands mv care =
P ’ ) 5

Ev’n now with fears and jealoufies o’erborn
Upbraids, and calls me cruel and forfworn.
What {fweet rewards on all my toils attend,
Serving at once my miftrefs and my friend ;
Jult to my love and to my duty too,

Well paid in her, well pleas’d in pleafing you.

This faid, heled him to the cavern gate,

And clafp’d him in his arms, and pois’d his weight ;

Then ballancing his body here and there,

Stretch’d forth his agile wings, and launch’d in air ;

Swift as the fiery meteor from on high

hoots to its goal, and gleams athwart the tky.
Here with quick fan his lab’ring pinions play ;
There glide at eafe along the liquid way ;
Now lightly fkim the plain with even flight ;
Now proudly foar above the mountain’s height.

Spiteful Detraétion, whofe envenom’d hate

Sports with the {uff 'rings of the good and great,
Spares not our prince, but with opprobrious {neer
Arraigns him of the heinous fin of fear ;
That he, {o tried in arms, whofe Very name
Infus’d afecret panic where it came,
Ev’n he, ashigh above the clouds he flew,
And {pied the mountains lefs’ning to the view,
Nought round him but the wide expanded air,

Helplefs, abandon’d to a ftripling’s care,

L
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Struck with the rapid whirl, and dreadful height,
Confefs’d fome faint alarm, {ome little fright.

The friendly God, who inftantly divin’d
The terrors that poflefs’d his fellow’s mind,
To calm his troubled thoughts, and cheat the way,
Defcrib’d the nations that beneath them lay,
The name, the climate, and the {oil’s increafe,
Their arms in war, their government in peace 3
Shew’d their domeftic arts, their foreign trade,
What int’reft they purfued, what leagues they made,
The {weet difcourfe {o charm’d Poirfenna’s ear,
That loft in joy he had no time for fear.

From Scandinavia’s cold inclement wafte
O’er wide Germania’s various realms they paft,
And now on Albion’s fields fufpend their toil,
And hover for awhile, and blefs the {oil.

O’er the gay fcene the prince delighted hung,

And gaz’d in rapture, and forgot his tongue ;
Till burfting forth at length. Behold, cried he,
The promis’d ifle, the land I long’d to {ee;

| Thofe plains, thofe vales; and fruitful hills declare
| My queen, my charmer muft inhabit there.

Thus rav’d the monarch, and the gentle guide,

| Pleas’d with his error, thus in {fmiles replied.

| I muft applaud, my lord, the lucky thought ;
Ev’n I, who know th’ original, am caught,

And doubt my fenfes, when I view the draught.

Vot. VI N Tl
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The flow-afcending hill, the lofty wood

"That mantles o’er 1ts brow, the filver flood
Wand’ring in mazes thro’ the flow’ry mead,
The herd that in the plenteous paftures feed,
And ev’ry objeét, every fcene excites
Frefh wonder in my foul, and fills with new delights :
Dwells cheerful Plenty there, and learned Eafe,
And Art with Nature feems at ftrife to pleafe.
There Liberty, delightful goddefs, reigns,
Gladdens each heart, and gilds the fertile plains ;
There firmly {eated may fhe ever fmile,
And fhow’r her bleflings o’er her fav’rite ifle !
But fee, the rifing fun reproves our ftay.
He faid, and to the ocean wing’d his way,
Stretching his courfe to climates then unknown,
Nations that {welter in the burning zone.
There 1n Peruvian vales a moment ftaid,
And fmooth’d his wings beneath the citron fhade ;
Then fwift his oary pinions plied again,
Crofs’d the new world, and fought the Southern main ;
Where many a wet and weary league o’erpatft,
The wifh’d for paradife appear’d at laft.

With force abated now they gently fweep
O’er the fmooth furface of the fhining deep ;
The Dryads hail’d them from the diftant fhore,
The Nereids play’d around, the T'ritons fivam before,
While foft Favonius their arrival greets,
And breathes his welcome in a thoufand fweets.

Nor
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Nor pale difeafe, nor health-confuming care,

Nor wrath, nor foul revenge can enter there ;

No vapour’s foggy gloom imbrowns the tky ;

No tempefts rage; no angry lightnings fly ;

But dews, and foft-refrefhing airs are found,

And pure wtherial azure fhines around.

Whate’er the fweet Sabzan {oil can boatft,

Or Mecca’s plains, or India’s {picy coalt ;
What Hybla’s hills, or rich (Ebalia’s fields,
Or flow’ry vale of fam’d Hymettus yields ;
Or what of old th’ Hefperian orchard grac’d ;
All that was e’er delicious to the tafte,
Sweet to the fmell, or lovely to the view,
Colle€ted there with added beauty grew.
High-tow’ring to the heav’ns the trees are {een,
Their bulk immenfe, their leaf for ever green ;
So clofely interwove, the tell-tale fun

Can ne’er defcry the deeds beneath them done,

But where by fits the {portive gales divide

| Their tender tops, and fan the leaves afide.

Like a fmooth carpet at their feet lies {fpread

The matted grafs, by bubbling fountains fed ;

And on each bough the feather’d choir employ

Their melting notes, and nought is heard but jOY.
The painted flow’rs exhale a rich pertume,

The fruits are mingled with eternal bloom,

And Spring and Autumn hand in hand appear,

'; Lead on the merry months, and join to cloath the year.
i N 2 Here,
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Here, o’er the mountain’s fhaggy fummit pour’d,
From rock to rock the tumbling torrent roar’d,
While beauteous Iris in the vale below |
Paints on the rifing fumes her radiant bow. |
Now through the meads the mazy current ftray’d,
Now hid its wand’rings in the myrtle fhade ;
Or 1n a thoufand veins divides its ftore,
Vifits each plant, refrefhes ev’ry flow’r;
O’er gems and golden fands in murmurs flows,
And {wectly foothes the foul, and lulls to f{oft repofe.

[f hunger call, no {fooner can the mind
Exprefs her will to needful food inclin’d, |
But in fome cool recefs, or op’ning glade, ‘
‘T'he {eats are plac’d, the tables neatly laid, "
And inftantly convey’d by magic hand
In comely rows the coitly difhes ftand ; I
Meats of all kinds that nature ecan impart,
Prepar’d in all the niceft forms of art. ]
A troop of {prightly nymphs array’d in green,
With flow’ry chaplets crown’d, come {cudding in ;
With fr:l;!‘;mt blofloms thefe adorn the feaft, |
'Thofe with officious zeal attend the guefl ; j
Beneath his feet the filken carpet {pread, }
Or {prinkle liquid odours o’er his head. '
Others in ruby cups with rofes bound
Delightful ! deal the fparkling nectar round ;
Jr weave the dance, or tune the vocal lay ;
The lyres refound, the merry minftrels play,
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Gay health, and youthful joys o’erfpread the place,
And fwell each heart, and triumph in each face.

So when embolden’d by the vernal air,

The bufy bees to blooming fields repair ;

For various ufe employ their chy mic pow’r ;

One culls the fnowy pounce,  one {ucks s the flow’r ;
Again to diff’rent works returning home,

Some * fteeve the honey, fome erect the comb ;

All for the general good in concert ftrive,

And ev’ry foul’s in motion, €v'ry imb’s alive.

And now defcending from his flight, the God
On the green turf releas’ d his precious load ;
There, after mutual {alutations paft,

And endlefs friendfhip vow’d, they part in hafte ;
Zephyr impatient to behold his love,

The prince in raptures wand’ring thro’ the grove;
Now fkipping on, and finging as he went,

Now ftopping fhort to give his tranfports vent
With fudden gufts of happinefs opprefs’d,

Or {tands entranc’d, or raves like one poflefs’d ;
His mind afloat, his wand’ring fenfes quite
O’ercome with charms, and frantic with delight ;
From {cene to fcene by random fteps conveyed,
Admires the diftant views, explores the {ecret fhade,
Dwells on each fpot, with eager eye devours

The woods, the lawns, the buildings, and the bow’rs j
New fweets, new joys at every glance arife,

And ev’ry turn creates a freftr furprize.

* Or flive, [fiipant.

N 3 Clofe
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Clofe by the borders of a rifing wood,

In a green vale a cryftal grotto ftood ;

And o’er its fide, beneath a beechen fhade,
In broken falls a filver fountain play’d.
Hither, attrated by the murm’ ring {tream,
And cool recefs, the pleas’d Porfenna came,

And on the tender gr;lf-u 1‘L'{;Immg chofe

T'o wave his joys awhile, and take a fhort repofe.
JO3

r

I'he {cene invites him, and the wanton breeze
T'hat whifpers thro’ the vale, the dancing trees,
The warbling birds, and rills that gently creep,
All join their mufic to prolong his fleep.

The prinuc:s for her morning walk prepar’d ;
The female troops attend, a beauteous guard,
Array’d in all her charms appear’d the fair ;
Tall was her ftature, unconfin’d her air ;
f’rnp{}ruun dec "d her Iimbs, and in her face
Lay love infhrin’d, lay fwcet attra&ive grace
Temp’ring the ;uvefu, beams her eyes convey’d,
And like a lambent flame around her play’d.
No foreign aids, by mortal ladies worn,

From fhells and rocks her artle(s charms adorn ;
For grant that beauty were by gems increas’d,
’T'1s render'd more fufpeéted at the leaft ;

And foul defedls, that wou’d efcape the fight,
Start from the piece, and take a ftronger light,

Her chefnut hair in carelefs rings around

Her temples wav'd, with pinks and jes’mine crown’d,

——
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And, gather’d in a filken cord behind,
Curl’d to the waift, and floated in the wind ;
O’er thefe a veil of yellow gaufe fhe wore,

With amaranths and gold embroider'd o’er.
Her fnowy neck half naked to the view
Gracefully fell 5 a fobe of purple hue
Hung loofely o’er her flender fhape, and tried
To {hade thofe beauties, that it cou’d not hide.

The damfels of her train with mirth and fong
Frolick behind, and laugh and fport along.
The birds pmclaim their queen from ev’ry tree;
The beaits run frifking thro’ the groves to {ee;
The Loves, the Pleafures, and the Graces meet
In antic rounds, and dance before her feet.
By whate’er fancy led, it chanc’d that day
They thro’ the fecret valley took their way,
And to the cryftal grot advancing {pied
The prince extended by the fountain’s fide.

He look’d as, by fome fkilful hand exprefs’d,
Apollo’s youthful form retird to reft ;
When with the chace fatigued he quits the wood
For Pindus’ vale, and Aganippe’s flood ;
There fleeps fecure, his carelefs limbs difplay’d
At eafe, encircled by the laurel thade ;
Beneath his head his fheaf of arrows lie,
His bow unbent hangs negligently by.
The {lumb’ring prince might boaft an equal grace,

So turn’d his limbs, fo beautiful his face.

N 4 Waking

e
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Waking he ftarted from the ground in hafte,
And faw the beauteous choir around him plac’d ;
‘Then, fummoning his fenfes, ran to meet
The queen, and laid him humbly at her feet.
Deign, lovely princefs, to behold, faid he,
One, who has travers’d all the world to fee
Thofe charms, and worfhip thy divinity :
Accept thy flave, and with a gracious fmile
Excufe his rathnefs, and reward his toil.

Stood motionlefls the fair with mute furprize,

And rcad him over with admiring eyes ;

2]

And while the ftedfaft gaz’d, a pleafing {mart

Ran thrilling thro’ her veins, and reach’d her heart,

Each limb fhe {cann’d, confider’d ev’ry grace,

-
.
ey )

r judg’d him of the pheenix’ race.

like this fhe ne’er had known,

'T'he creature too.had all the pheenix?® air ;

None but the pheeaix cou’d appear fo fair.
‘The more fhe lpok’d, the more fhe thought it true,
And call’d him by that name, to thew fhe knew.

O handfome pheenix, for that fuch you are

We know ; your beauty dees your breed declare 3

And I with forrow own thro’ all my coaft
No other bird can {uch perfe&ion boaft ;
For Nature form’d you fingle and alone:

Alas! what pity ’tis there is but one!

e
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Were there a queen fo fortunate to fhew

An aviary of charming birds like you,

What envy wou’d her happinefs create

| In all, who faw the glories of her ftate !
| The prince laugh’d inwardly, furpriz’d to find
| So ftrange a fpeech, fo innocent 2 mind.

The compliment indeed did fome offence
To reafon, and a little wrong’d her {enfe 3
He cou’d not let it pafs, but told his name,

And what he was, and whence, and why he came

And hinted other things of high concern

For him to mention, and for her to learn

And the ’ad a piercing wit, of wond’rous reach

To comprehend whatever he cow’d teach.

Thus hand in hand they to the palace walk,

Pleas’d and inftruéted with each other’s talk.
Here, fhou’d I tell the furniture’s expence,

And all the ftruture’s vaft magnificence,

Defcribe the walls of fhining {faphire made,

With emerald and pearl the floors inlaid,

And how the vaulted canopies unfold

A mimic heav’n, and flame with gems and gold ;

Or how Felicity regales her gueft,
The wit, the mirth, the mufic, and the feaft ;
And on each part beftow the praifes due,

»Twould tire the writer, and the reader too.
| My amorous tale a fofter path purfues:
| Love and the happy pair demand my Mufe.

O cou’d
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O cou’d her art in equal terms exprefs

The lives they lead, the pleafures they poflefs !
Fortune had ne’er {o plenteouily before
Beftow’d her gifts, nor can fhe lavifh more,
*T1s heav’n 1tfelf, ’tis ecftacy of blifs,
Uninterrupted joy, untir’d excefs ;

Mirth fnllmving mirth the moments dance away ;

>

Love claims the night, and friendfhip rules the day.

"Their tender care no cold indiff’rence knows ;
No jealoufies difturb their {weet repofe ;
No ficknefs, no decay; but youthful grace,
And conftant beauty fhines in either face.
Benumming age may mortal charms invade,
Flow’rs of a day that do but bloom and fade;
Far diff’rent here, on them it only blows
The lilly’s white, and fpreads the blufhing rofe ;
No conqueft o’er thofe radiant eyes can boaft ;
They like the ftars fhine brighter in its froft;
Nor fear its rigour, nor its rule obey ;
All feafons are the fame, and ev’ry month is May.
Alas! how vain 1s happinefs below !
Man {oon or late muft have his fthare of woe ;
Slight are his joys, and fleeting as the wind ;
His griefs wound home, and leave a fting behind,
His lot diftinguifh’d from the brute appears
Lefs certain by his laughter than his tears ;
For ignorance too oft our pleafure breeds,

But {forrow from the reas’ning foul proceeds.

s
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If man on earth in endlefs blifs cou’d be, -

had been beftow’d on thee.

thy Fortune flourifh’d fair,
And feem’d fecure beyond the reach of care,

The boon, young prince,
Bright fhone thy ftars,

And fo might i1l have been, but anxious thought
Has dafh’d thy cup, and thou muft tafte the draught.

It {o befel, as on a certain day
This happy couple toy’d their time away,
fIe afk’d how many charming hours were flown,
Since on her flave her heav’n of beauty thone.
Should I confult my heart, cried he, the rate
Were {mall, a week wou’d be the utmoit date:
But when my mind refle&ts on actions paft,
And counts its joys, time mult have fled more fait.
Perhaps I might have faid, three months are gone.
Three months ! replied the fair, three months alone!
Know that three hundred years have roll’d away,
Since at my feet the lovely pheenix lay.
Three hundred years! re-echo’d back the prince,
A whole three hundred years compleated fince
I landed here! O'! whither then are flown
My deareft friends, my fubjets, and my throne?
How {trange, alas! how alter’d fhall I find
Each earthly thing, each {cene I left behind !
Who knows me now ? on whom fhall I depend
To gain my rights? where fhall I find a friend?
My crown perhaps may grace a foreign line,
A race of kings, that know not me nor mine ;

2
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Who reigns may wifh my death, his fubjeéts treat

My claim with fcorn, and call their prince a cheat.
Oh had my life been ended as begun !

My deftin’d ftage, my race of glory run,

I fthou’d have died well pleas’d ; my honour’d name

Had liv’d, had flourifh’d in the lit of fame ;

Reflecting now my mind with horror {ees,

The fad furvey, a fcene of fhameful eafe,

"T'he odions blot, the fcandal of my race,

Scarce known, and only mention’d with difgrace.
T'he fair beheld him with impatient eye,

And red with anger made this warm reply.

Ungrateful man! is this the kind return

My love deferves; and can you thus with fcom

Reject what once you priz’d, what once vou fwore

Surpafs’d all charms, and made ev’n gh\ry poor ¢
What gifts have I beftow’d, what favours thewn !

Made you partaker of my bed and E].-ml‘.e;
Three centuries preferv’d in youthful prime,

Safe from the rage of death, and injuries of time.
Weak arguments ! for gim**-; reigns above

The feeble ties of gratitude and love.

I urge them not, nor wou’d requeft your ftay

The phantom trh,r; calls, and I obey ;

All other virtues are regardlefs quite,

Sunk and abforb’d in that fuperior light,

Go then, barbarian, to thy realms return,

-1

And fhew thyfelf unwerthy my concern ;
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Go, tell the world, your tender heart cou’d give

Death to the princefs, by whole care you live.
At this a deadly pale her cheeks o’erfpread;
Cold trembling feiz’d her limbs, her fpirits fled ;
She funk into his arms : the prince was mov’d,
Felt all her griefs, for fill he greatly lov’d.
He figh’d, he wifh’d he could forget his throne,
Confine his thoughts, and live for her alone ;
But glory fhot him deep, the venom’d dart
Was fix’d within, and rankled at his heart;
e con’d not hide its wounds, but pin’d away
Like a fick flow’r; anrd languifh’d in decay.
An age no longer like a month appears,
But ev’ry month becomes a hundred years.
Felicity was griev’d, and cou’d not bear
A fcene fo chang’d, a fight of fo much care.
She told him with a look of cold difdain,
And feeming ecafe, as women well can feipn,
He might depart at will; a milder air
Wou’d mend his health ; he was no pris’ner there ;
She kept him not, and wifh’d he ne’er might find
Caufe to regret the place he left behind ;
Which once he lov’d, and where he flill muft own,
He had at leaft fome little pleafure known.
If thefe prophetic words awhile defiroy
His peace, the former ballance it in joy.
He thank’d her for her kind concern, but chofe
To quit the place, the reft let heav’n difpoie.
For
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For Fate, on mifchiefs bent, perverts the will,

And firft infatuates whom it means to kill.,

Aurora now, not, as fhe wont to rife,
In gay attire ting’d with a thoufand dies,
But fober-fad in {folemn flate appears,

Clad in a dufky veil bedew’d with tears.

Thick mantline clouds beneath her chariot fpread,
g P

A faded wreath hangs drooping from her head.
The fick’ning {un emits a feeble ray,

Half drown’d in fogs, and ftruggling into day.
Some black event the threat’ning fkies foretel.
Porfenna rofe to take his laft farewel.

A curious veft the mournful princefs brought,
And armour by the Lemnian artift wrought ;

A fhining lance with fecret virtue ftor’d,

And of refiftlefs force a magic {word ;
Caparifons and gems of wond’rous price,

And loaded him with gifts and good advice ;

But chief fhe gave, and what he moft wou’d need,

The fleeteft of her ftud, a flying fteed.
The fwift Grifippo, faid th’ aflited fair,

(Such was the courfer’s name) with fpeed fhall bear,

And place you fafely in your native air ;
Aflift againft the foe, with matchlefs might
Ravage the field, and turn the doubtful fight;
With care protect you till the danger ceafe,
Your truft in war, your ornament in peace,

But
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But this, I warn, beware; whate’er fhall lay
To intercept your courfe, or tempt your ftay,
Quit not your faddle, nor your {peed abate,
Till fafely landed at your palace gate.
On this alone depends your weal or-woe ;
Such is the will of Fate, and fo the Gods forefhew.
He in the fofteft terms repaid her love,
And vow’d, nor age, nor abfence {hou’d remove
His conftant faith, and fure fhe cou’d not blame
A fhort divorce due to his injur’d fame.
The debt difcharg’d, then fhou’d her foldier come
Gay from the field, and fluth’d with conqueit, home;
With equal ardour her affection meet,
And lay his laurels at his miftrefs’ feet.
He ceas’d, and fighing took a kind adieu;
Then urg’d his fteed ; the fierce Grifippo flew s
With rapid force outftripp’d the lagging wind,
And left the blifsful fhores, and weeping fair behind 3
Now o’er the feas purfued his airy flight,
Now fcower’d the plains, and climb’d the mountain’s height.
Thus driving on at {peed the prince had run
Near half his courfe, when, with the {etting {un,

As thro’ a lonely lane he chanc’d to ride,
With rocks and bufhes fenc’d on either fide,
He {pied a waggon full of wings, that lay
Broke and o’erturn’d acrofs the narrow way.

The helplefs driver on the dirty road

Lay firuggling, crufh’d beneath th’ incumbent load.

Never
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Never in human fhape was {een before
A wight fo pale, fo feeble, and fo poor.
Comparifons of age would do him wrong,
For Neftor’s felf, if plac’d by him; were young.
His limbs were naked all, and worn fo thin,
The bones feem’d ftarting thro’ the parchment fkin,
His eyes half drown’d in Theum, his accents weak;

Bald was his head, and furrow’d was his cheek.

The confcious fteed ftopp’d fhort in deadly fright,

And back recoiling ftretch’d his wings for flight.

When thus the wretch with fupplicating tone,

And rueful face, began his piteous moan,

And, as he fpake, the tears ran trickling down.

O gentle youth, if pity e’er inclin’d

Thy foul to gen’rous deeds, if €’er thy mind

Was touch’d with foft diftrefs, extend thy care

"Fo {ave an old man’s life, and eafe the load I bear.

So may propitious heav’n your journey fpeed,

Prolong your days, and all your vows fucceed.
Mov’d with the pray’r the kind Porfenna ftaid,

Too nobly-minded to refufe his aid,

And, prudence yielding to {fuperior grief,

Leap’d from his fteed, and ran to his relief;

Re¢mov’d the weight, and gave the pris’ner breatl,

Juft choak’d, and gafping on the verge of death.

Then reach’d his hand, when lightly with a bound

The grizly {pe€re vaulting from the ground,

e

Seiz’d !
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Seiz’d him with fudden gripe, th’ aftonifh’d prince
Stood horror-ftruck, and thoughtlefs of defence.

O king of Rufiia, with a thund’ring found
Bellow’d the gh:tiﬂ}f fiend, at length thou’rt found.
Receive the ruler of mankind, and know,

My name is Time, thy ever-dreaded foe.

Thefe feet are founder’d, and the wings you fee
Worn to the pinions in purfuit of thee;

Thro’ all the world in vain for ages fought,

But Fate has doom’d thee now, and thou art caught.
Then round his neck his arms he nimbly caft,

And feiz’d him by the throat, and grafp’d him faft ;
Till forc’d at length the foul forfook 1its {eat,

And the pale breathlefs corfe fell bleeding at his feet.

Scarce had the curfed {poiler left his prey,
When, {o it chane’d, young Zephyr pztfa:d that way §
'T'oo late his prefence to affift his friend,

A fad, but helplefs witnefs of his end.

He chafes, and fans, and {trives in vain to cure
His ftreaming wounds ; the work was done too {ure;
Now lightly with a foft embrace uprears

The lifelefs load, and bathes i1t in his tears ;

Then to the blifsful feats with fpeed conveys;

And graceful on the mofly carpet lays

With decent care, elofe by the fountain’s fide,
Where firft the princefs had her pheenix fpied,
There with fweet flow’rs his lovely limbs he ftrew’d,

2 kd " o B ;)
And gave a parfing kifs, and fighs and tears beftow’d,
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To that fad folitude the weeping dame, ~
wild with her lofs, and fivoln with forrow, came, g
'There was fhe wont to vent her griefs, and mourn
Thofe dear delights that muft no more return.

Thither that morn with more than ufual care
She fped, but O what joy to find him there!
As juft arriv’d, and weary with the way, |
Retir’d to foft repofe her hero lay. l.l'
Now near approaching fhe began to creep <
With careful fteps, loth to difturb his fleep ;

Till quite o’ercome with tendernefs fhe flew,

And round his neck her arms in tranfport threw.
But, -when fhe found him dead, no tongue can tell
The pangs fhe felt ; the fhriek’d, and fwooning fell.
Waking, with loud laments fhe pierc’d the fkies,
And £11'd th’ affrighted foreft with her cries. | !
That fatal hour the palace gates fhe barr’d, |
And fix’d around the coaft a ftronger guard ;

Now rare appearing, and at diftance {een,

With crowds of black misfortunes plac’d between ;
Mifchiefs of ev’ry kind, corroding care,

And fears, and jealoufies, and dark defpair.

And fince that day (the wretched world muit own I
Thefe mournful truths by fad experience known)
No mortal e’er enjoy’d that happy clime,

And ev’ry thing on earth fubmits to Time. =
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