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By JOHN GILBERT COOPER, Efg;
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MerroMENE : or, The Melancholy.
————— Reafon thus with Life ;
If I do lofe thee, T'do lofe a thing,
That none but foals wwould wweep.
Suakese. Meaf. for Meaf.,

FFSPRING of folly and of noife,
Fantaftick train of airy joys,

Ceafe, ceafe your vain delufive lore,

And tempt my ferious thoughts no more.

O 4 Ye
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Ye horrid forms, ye gloomy throng,

Who hear the bird of midnight’s fong 3

Thou too, Desparr, pale {pectre, come,

From the {elf-murd’rer’s haunted tomb,

‘While fad MeLromENE relates,
How we're afllicted by the fates.

What’s all this wifli’d-for empire, Life ?

A {cene of mis’ry, care, and ftrife ;
3

And make the moft, that’s all we have,

Betwixt the cradle and the grave.
The being is not worth the charge,
jehold the eftimate at large.

Our youth is filly, idle, vain;
Our age is full of care and pain ;
From wealth accrues anxiety ;
Contempt and want from poverty ;
What trouble bufinefs has in ftore!
How idlenefs fatigues us more !
To reafon, th’ ignorant are blind ;
The learned!s eyes are too refin’d ;
Each wit deems every wit his fce,_,
Each fool is naturally {o;

And ev'ry rank and'ev’ry ftation
Meet juftly with difapprobation.
Say, man, is this the boafted ftate,
Where all is-pleafant, all is great?
Alas ! another face you'll fee,

Take off the vail of vanity.
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Is aught in pleafure, aught in pow’r,
Has wifdom any gift in ftore,
To make thee ftay a fingle hour ?

Tell me, ye ymlthf'u], who approve
Th intoxicating fweets of love,
What endlefs namelefs throbs arife,
What heart-felt anguifh and what fighs,
When jealoufy has gnaw’d the root,
Whence love’s united branches fhoot.
Or grant that Hymen lights his torch,
To lead you to the nuptial porch,
Behold ! the long’d-for rapture o'er!
Defire begins to lofe its pow'r,

Then cold indifference takes place,
Fruition alters quite the cafe ;

And what before was extafy,

Is fearcely now civility.

Your children bring a fecond care,

If childlefs, then you want an heir ;

So that in both alike you find

The fame perplexity of mind.

Do pow’r or wealth more comfort own ?

Behold yon pageant on a throne,

Where filken {warms of flattery

Obfequious wait his alking eye.

But view within his tortur’d breaft,

No more the downy feat of reft,

Sufpicion




Sufpicion cafts her poifon’d dart,

And Guilt, that fcarpion, ftings his heart,
Will knowledge give us happinefs ¢

In that, alas! we know there’s lefs,

For every pang of mental woe

Springs from the faculty, to Azouc.
Hark ! at the death-betok’ning knell

Of yonder doleful paffing-bell,

Perhaps a friend, a father’s dead,

Or the lov'd partner of thy bed!

Perhaps thy only fon lies there,

Breathlefs upon the {able hier !

Say, what can eafe the prefent grief;

Can former joys afford relief ?

Thofe former joys remember’d fill,

The more augment the recent ill,

And where you feck for comfort, gain

Additional increafe of pain,

‘What woes from mortal ills accrue !

And what from natural enfue !

Difeafe and cafualty attend

Qur footfteps to the journey’s end ;

‘The cold catarrh, the gout and ftone,

The dropfy, jaundice, join’d in one,

The raving fever’s inward heat,

The pale confumption’s fatal {iveat,

And thoufand mare diftempers roam,

To drag us to th’ eternal home,

And
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And when folution fets us free
From prifon of mortality,

The foul dilated joins in air,

To go, alas | we lknow not where,
And the poor body will become

A clod within 2 lonely tomb.
Refletion fad ! fuch bodies muft
Return, and mingle with the duft!
But neither fenfe nor beauty have
Defenfive charms againft the grave,
Nor virtue’s fhield, nor wifdom’s lore,
Nor true religion’s {acred pow’r ;
TFor as that charnel’s earth you {ee,

B'en, my Evnocia, you will be.

PART IL

CarLiopre: or, The Chearful.

Inter cuniia leges et percunéiabere doties

Qua ratione gueas sraducere leniter @vuil.

Hor. Lib. 1. Ep. 18,

RIM Superftition, hence away
To native night, and leave the day,
Nor let thy hellifh brood appear,
Begot on Ignorance and Fear.
Come, gentle Mirth, and Gaiety,
Sweet daughter of Society ;

Whilft




Whilft fair CarrLior:s purfues
Fli

O Life, thou great eflen

s worthy of the chearful Mufe.

tial good,
‘Where ev’ry blefling’s underflood !
Where Plenty, Freedom, Pleafure meet,
To make each ﬂecring moment {weet,
‘Where moral Love and Innocence,

The b
Where Peace expands her turtle wings,

1 of fiveet Content difpenfe,

And Hope a conftant requiem fings,
With eafy thought my breaft infpire,
To thee I tune the {prightly lyre.
From Heav’n this emanation flows,
To Heaven again the wand’rer goes :
And whillt employ’d beneath on earth,
Its boon attendants, Eafe and Mirth,
Join’d with the Social Virtues three,

And their calm parent Charity,

Conduét it to the facred plains
Where Happinefs terreftrial reigns.
*T'1s Difcontent alone deftroys

The harveft of our ripening joys ;
Refolve to be exempt from woe,
Your refolution keeps you fo.
‘Whate’er is needful man receives,
Nay more fuperfluous Nature gives,
Indulgent parent, fource of blifs,
Profufe of goodnefs to excefs !




For thee ’tis, than, the zephyr blows,
For thee the Pul'ple vintage flows,
Each flow’r its various hue difplays,
The lark exalts her vernal lays,
To view yon azure vault is thine,
And my Eupocra’s form divine.
Hark ! how the renovating Spring
Z
Invites the feather'd choir to fing;
Spontaneous misth and rapture glow
On ev'ry fhrob; and ev’ry bough
J 2 J ! 2
Their little airs a leffon give,
They teach us mortals how to live,
And well advife us whillt we can,
To {pend in joy the vital {p

Ye gay and youthful all ac
To
See blooming Hesz leads the way,

rether knit in feftive da

o

For vouth is Nature’s holiday.
If dire

Her dart to wound the timely joy,

Misfortune fhould employ

Solicit Bacchus with your pray’r,
No earthly gnblin dares come-near,

Care puts an eafier afpect on
P L £
?

Pale Anger {mooths her threat’ning frown,.
Mirth comes in Melancholy’s ftead,

And Difcontent conceals her head.

2 =2

The thoughts on vagrant pinions fly,

And mount cxulting to the {ky,

Thence




Thence with enraptur’d views look down

|

Or golden empires all their own.
On let, when Fancy fpreads her fails,

Love waft you on with eafier gales,

Where in the foul-bewitching groves,

Evrrrosing, fweet goddefs, reves ;

*Tis rapture all, *tis extafy !

An earthly immortality !

This all the ancient Bards employ’d,

"T'was all the afncient Gods enjoy’d,

Who often from the realms above

Came down on earth t” indulge in love. |
Still there’s one greater blifs in ftore, ‘

*Tis virtuous Friendfhip’s focial hour,

When goodnefs from the heart fincere

Pour’s forth Compaflion’s balmy tear,

For from thofe tears fuch tranfports flow, ‘

As none but friends, and angels know. |
Blett ftate ! where ev’ry thing confpires

To fill the breaft with heav’nly fires !

Where for a while the foul muft roam, |

To preconceive the {tate to coine, |

And ‘when thro’ life the journey’s paft,

Without repining or diftate,

Again the {pirit will repair,

To breathe a more celeftial air,

And reap, where bleffed beings glow,

Completion of the joys below.
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TgrPsIcHORE : of, The Moderate.

—d1d's Mayaloy T wakoy 7e.
Houm. Od. @

i, &
Hec fatis ¢ft crare Joven. Qui donat et aufer r,
%

Der witam, det opes 5 @guum mi animuin parac

Hor. le 1. ]:p 18.

D ISCEND, Aftrea; from above,
Where Jove’s celeftial daughters rove,
And deign once miore to bring with thee
Thy earth-deferting family,

Calm Temperance, and Patience mild,
Sweet Contémplation’s heav’nly child,
Refle@ion firm, and Fancy free,
Religion pure, and Problt_v,

Whilet all thé Heliconian throng

Shall join TERPsICHORE in fong.

Ere man great Reafon’s lord was made,
Or the world’s firft foundations laid,

As high in their divine abodes,
Confulting fate the mighty gods,

Jove on the chaos looking down,

Spoke thus from his imperial throne :

¢ Ye deities and potentates,

¢ Aerial pow’rs, and heav’nly ftates,
(13 LO
2
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¢ Lo, in that gloomy place below,

-

Where darknefs reigns and difcord now,

There a new world fhall grace thé fkies,

And a new creature form’d arife,

Who fhall partake of our perfetions,

€

And live and aét by our direétions,

(For the chief blifs of any Ration

¢

kN

Is nought without communication)

'

Let therefore ev'ry godhead give
‘What this new being fhould receive,

-

But care important muft be had,

To mingle well of good and bad,

-
-

That by th’ allaying mixture, he

”
N

May not approach to deity.

The fovereign fpake, the gods agree,
And each began in his degree,

Behind the throne of Jove there flood
Two veflels of celeftial wood,
Containing jult two equal meafures,
One fill'd with pains, and one with pleafures 3
The gods drew out from both of thefe,
And mix’d ’em with their effences,
(Which effences are heav’nly fiill;

When undifturb’d by nat’ral ill,

And man to moral good is prone,

Let but the moral pow’rs alone,

And not. pervert ’em by tuition,

Or con

¢ ’em by fuperftition)
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flence man partakes an equal fhare
Of pleafing thoughts and gloomy care,
And Pain and Pleafure e’er fhall be,
AsaPraTo fays, in company.
Receive the one, and {oon the other
Will follow to rejoin his brother.
Thofe who with pious pain purfue
Calm Virtue by her facred clue,
Will furely find the mental trealure
Of Virtue, only real pleafure:
Follow the pleafurable road,
That fatal Siren reckons good,
"Twill lead thee to the gloomy cell,
Where Pain and Melancholy dwell.
Health is the child of Abftinence,
Difeafe, of a luxurious fenfe ;
Defpair, that hellifh fiend; proceeds
From loofen’d thoughts, and impious deeds;
And the fweet offspring of Content,
Flows from the mind’s calm government.
Thus, man, thy ftate is free from woe,
If thou would’ft chufe to malke it {o.
Murmur not then at Heav’n’s decree,
The gods have giv’n thee liberty,
And plac’d within thy conicious breait,
Reafon, as an unerring teft,
And fhould’ft thou fix on mifery,
The fault is not in them, but thee.

a See the PHEDO of Plate,
Vor. 111, P

4
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