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Ah happy bird, to raife thofe fighs

Which man could ne’er obtain ! [
Ah happy bird, to cloud thofe eyes :
That fir'd each kneeling fivain !

Thrice blefs’d thy life, ‘her joy, her blifs,
Thrice blefs’d thy happy doom ;

She gave thee many a melting kifs,
She wept upon thy tomb.
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The Vanity of Human Wifhes,

THE
Tenth Satire of Juvewnai,
IMITATED

By SAMUEL JOHNSON,

W ET aobfervation with extenfive view,
s Survey mankind, from China to Peru ;
Remark each anxious toil, each eager firife,
And watch the bufy feenes of crowded life ;
Then fay how hope and fear, defire and hate,

O’erfpread with fhares the clouded maze of fate,

2 Ver, Iv=

2I.




[ 153 ]
Where wav'ring man, betray’d by vent’rous pride,
To tread the dreary paths without a guide ;
As treach’rous phantoms in the mift delude,
Shuns fancied ills, or chafes airy good.
How rarely reafon guides the ftubborn choice,
Rules the bold hand, or prompts: the fuppliant voice,
How nations fink, by darling {chemes opprefs’d,
When vengeance liftens to the fool’s requeft.
Fate wings with ev’ry wifh th’ affliétive dart,

Bach gift of nature, and each grace of art,

With fatal heat impetuous courage glows,

With fatal fweetnefs elocution flows,

Impeachment ftops the fpeaker’s pow’rful breath,
And reftlefs fire precipitates on death.

b But {carce obferv’d the knowing and the bold,

Fall in the gen’ral maffacre of gold ;

Wide-wafling peft! that rages unconfin’d,

And crowds with crimes the records of mankind ;
For gold his fvord the hireling ruffian draws,

For gold the hireling judge diftorts the laws ;

Wealth heap’d on wealth, nor truth nor fafety buys,
The dangers gather as the treafures rife.

Let hift’ry tell where rival kings command,

And dubious title fhakes the madded Jand,

When flatutes glean the refufe of the fword,

How much more fafe the vaflal than the lord,

Low feulles the hind beneath the rage of pow’r,

And leaves the wealthy traytor in the Tow'r,

b Zer, 12————22.
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Untouch’d his cottage, and his flumbers found,
Tho’ confifcation’s vulturs hover round,

The needy traveller, ferene and £ay,
Walks the wild heath, and fings his toil away.
Does envy feize thee? crufh th’ upbraiding joy,
Increafe his riches and his peace defiroy,

New fears in dire viciflitude invade,

The roftling brake alaims, and quiv’ring fhade,
Nor light nor darknefs bring his pain relief,
One thews the plunder, and one hides the thief.

Yet ¢ flill one gen’ral cry the fkies affails,

And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales;
Few know the toiling ftatefman’s fear or care,
Th’ infidious rival and the gaping heir.

Once 4 more, Democritus, arife on earth,

With chearful wifdom and inftractive mirth,

See motly life in modern trappings drefs’d,

And feed with varied fools th? eternal jeft :

Thou who couldft laugh where want enchain’d caprice,
Toil cruflh’d conceit, and man was of a piece ;
‘Where wealth unlov’d without a mourner dy'd;
And fcarce a fycophant was fed by pride ;

Where ne’er was known the form of mock debate,
Or feen a new-made mayor’s unwieldy flate ;
Where change of fav’rites made no change of laws,
And fenates heard before they judg’d a caufe ;
How wouldft thou fhake at Britain’s modifh tribe,

Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ?

¢ Ver. 23 27. & Ver, 28
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Attentive truth and nature to decry,
And pierce each fcene with philofophic eye.
To thee were {folemn toys or empty fhew,
The robes of pleafure and the veils of woe :

All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain,
Whofe joys are caufelefs, or whofe griefs are vain,
Such was the fcorn that fill’d the fage’s mind,

Renew’d at ev’ry glance on humankind ;
How juft that fcorn ere yet thy voice declare,
Search every ftate, and canvafs ev’ry prayer.
¢ Unnumber’d {uppliants crowd Preferment’s gate,
Athirft for wealth, and burning to be great;
Delufive Fortune hears th’ inceflant calI,
They mount, they fhine, evaperate, and fall.
On ev’ry ftage the foes of peace attend,
Hate dogs their flight, and infult mocks their end.
Love ends with hope, the finking ftatefman’s door
Pours in the morning worfhiper no more ;
For growing names the weekly feribbler lies,
To growing wealth the dedicator flies,
From every room defcends the painted face,
That hung the bright Palladium of the place,
And fmoal’d in kitchens, or in autions fold,
To better features yields the frame of gold ;
For now no more we trace in ev’ry line
Heroic worth, benevolence divine:
The form diftorted juftifies the fall,
And deteftation rids th® indignant wall.

e Ver, §6———107.

But




But will not Britain hear the laft appeal,
Sign her foes doom, or guard her fav’rites zeal ;
Throt gh Ireedom’s fons no more remonftrance rings,
iing nobles and controuling kings ;

y libels and feptennial ale,
115 full to riot and to rail.

blown dignity, fee Wolfey ftand,

Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand :

the rays of regal bounty fhine,
I to new heights his reftlefs withes tow’r,
Claim Ie

Till congueft un:

and pow’r advances pow'r ;
fifted. ceas’d to pleafe,

And rights fubmitted, left him none to fejze.

At length his fov’reign frowns— the train of flate
Mark the keen glance, and watch the fign to hate.

Where-e’er he turns he meets a fh'zlngcr’s eye,

His fuppli

s fcorn him, and his followers fly 5
At once is loft the pri

de of aweful flate,

The golden canopy, the glitt’ring plate,

The regal
The liviried : .
With age, with cares, with maladies opprefs’d,
He fecks the refuge of monaftic reft.

lace, the luxurious board,

and the menial lord.

Grief aids difeafe, remember’d folly ftin

And his laft fighs reproach the faith of kings.
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Speak thou, whofe thoughts at humble peace repine,
Shall Wolfey’s wealth, with Wolfey’s end be thine ?
Or liv’t thou now, with fafer pride content,

The wifeft juftice on the banks of Trent?

For why did Wolfey near the fteeps of fate,

On weak foundations raife th® enormous weight ?
Why but to fink beneath Misfortune’s blow,
With louder ruin to the gulphs below ¢

What f gave great Villiers to th’ aflaffin’s knife,
And fix’d difeafe on Harley’s clofing life ?

What murder’d Wentworth, and what exil’d Hyde,
By kings protected, and to kings ally’d ?

What but their wifh indulg’d in courts to fhine,
And pow’r too great to keep, or to refign ?

When & firft the college rolls receive his name,
The young enthufiaft quits his eafe for fame ;
Through all his veins the fever of renown
Spreads from the firong contagion of the gown ;
O'er Bodley’s dome his future labours fpread,

And h Bacon’s manfion trembles o’er his head.
Are thefe thy views ? proceed, illuftrious youth,
And virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth!

f Ver. 108 113. g Ver. 114——132.

h There is a traditiony that the ffudy of friar Bacon,
built on an arch over the bridge, avill fall, when a man
greater tharn Bacon jhall pafs under it.
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Yet fhould thy foul indalge the gen’rous heat,
Till captive Science yields her laft retreat ;

Should Reafon guide thee with her brighteft ray,
And pour on mifty Doubt refiftlefs day ;

Should no falfe Kindnefs lure to loofe delight,
Nor Praife relax, nor Difficulty fright;

Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain,

And Sloth effufe her opiate fumes in vain ;
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart,

Nor claim the trinmph of a letter'd heart ;
Should no Difeafe thy torpid veins invade, |
Nor Melancholy’s phantoms haunt thy fhade ;

Yet hope not life from grief or danger free,

Nor think the doom of man revers’d for thee :
Deign on the pafling world to turn thine eyes,

And paufe awhile from letters, to be wife ;

There mark what ills the {cholar’s life affail,

Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail.

See nations flowly wife, and meanly juft,

To buried merit raife the tardy buft.

If dreams yet flatter, once again attend,

Here Lydiat’s life, and Galileo’s end.

Nor deem, when Learning her laft prize beftows,
The glitt’ring eminence exempt from woes §
See when the vulgar *fcape, defpis’d or aw’d,
Rebellion’s vengeful talons feize on Laud.
From meaner minds, tho’ {maller fines content
The plunder'd palace or fequefter’d rent ; ;
Markd |
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Mark’d out by dangerous parts he meets the fhock,
And fatal Learning leads him to the bloclk :
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep,
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and {leep.

The i feftal blazes, the triumphal fhow,
The ravifh’d ftandard, and the captive foe,
The fenate’s thanks, the pazette’s pompous tale,
With force refiftlefs o’er the brave prevail.
Such bribes the rapid Greek o’er Afia whirl’d,
For fuch the fteady Romans fhool: the world ;
For fuch in diftant lands the Britons fhine,
And fiain with: blood the Danube or the Rhine ;
This pow’r has praife, that virtue fcarce can warm,
Till fame fupplies the univerfal charm.
Yet Reafon frowns on War’s unequal game,
Where wafted nations raife'a fingle name,
And mortgag’d ftates their grandfires wreaths regret,
From age to age in everlafting debt ;
Wreaths which at laft the dear-bought right convey
To raft on medals, or on ftones decay.

On k& what foundation ftands the warrior’s pride,
How juft his hopes let Swedifh Charles decide ;
A frame of adamant, a foul of fire,
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire;
O'er love, o’er fear extends his wide domain,

Unconquer'd lord of pleafure and of pain 5

i Ver. 133146, k Per, 147——167.
No




No joys to him pacific fcepters yield,
War founds the trump, he rufhes to the field
Behold furroundi ng kings their pow’r combine; I
And one capitulate, and one refign ; \
Peace courts his hand, but {preads her charms in vain
¢ Think nothing gain’d, he cries, till nought remain,
¢ On Mofcow’s walls till Gothic ftandards fly,

¢¢ And all be mine beneath the polar fky.”

The march begins in military ftate,

And nations on his eye fufpended wait ;

Stern Famine guards the {olitary coaft,
And Winter barricades the realm of Froft ;
He comes, not want and cold his courfe delay ;—
Hide, bluthing Glory, hide Pultowa’s day :
The vanquifl’d hero leaves his broken bands,
And fhews his miferies in diftant lands ;
Condemn’d a needy {upplicant to wait,
While ladies interpofe, and {laves debate.
But did not Chance at length her error mend ?
Did no fubverted empire mark his end ?
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound 2
Or hottile: millions prefs him to the ground'?
1-‘15 fall was deftin’d to a barren ftrand,

A petty fortrefs, and a dubious hand ;

He left the name, ‘at which the world grew pale,
To point a meral, or adorn a tale,
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All k times their {cenes of pompous woes afford,

From Perfia’s tyrant to Bavaria’s lord.

In gay hoftility; and barb’rous pride;

With half mankind embattled at his fide;

Great Xerxes comes to {éize the certain preyy

And ftarves exhaufted regions in his way ;

Attendant Flatt’ry counts his myriads o’ery

Till counted myriads footh his pride no more’;

Frefh praife is try’d till madnefs fires his mind,

The waves he lafthes, and enchains the wind ;

New pow’rs are claim’d, new pow’rs are fill beftow’d,

Till rude refiftance lops the {preading god ;
The daring. Greeks deride the martial thow,
And heap theil vallies with the gaudy foe 5
TH infulted fea with humbler thoughts he gains,
A fingle {kiff to {peed his flight remains ;
Th incumber’d oar fcarce leaves the dreaded codft
Through purple billows and a floating hoft:
The bold Bavarian, in a‘'lucklefs hour,
Tries the dread fummits of Cefarean pow’ry
With unexpeéted legions burfts away,’
And fess-defencelefs realms receive his fway ;

Short fway ! fair Auftria fpreads hér mournful charms;

The queen, the beauty, fets the world in arms;
From hill to hill the beacons roufing blaze
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praife 5

k Ver., 168 187,

Yor: IV, L
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The fierce Croatian, and the wild Huffar,

And all the fons of ravage crowd the war;

The baffled prince in honour’s flatt’ring bloom

Of hafty greatnefs finds the fatal doom,

His foes derifion, and his fubje&s blame,

And fteals to death from anguifh and from fhame.
Enlarge ! my life with multitude of days,

In health, in ficknefs, thus the fuppliant prays;

Hides from himfelf his ftate, and fhuns to know,

‘That life protracted is protraéted woe.

Time hovers o'er, impatient to deftroy,

And thuts up all the paflages of joy:

In vain their gifts the bounteous feafons pour,
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow’r,
With liftiefs eyes the dotard views the ftore,
He views, and wonders that they pleafe no more; |
Now pall the taftelefs meats, and joylefs wines,

And Luxury with fighs her {lave refigns.

Approach, ye minflrels, try the {oothing ftrain,

And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain :

No founds alas would touch th’ impervious ear,

Though dancing mountains witnefs Orpheus near,

Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow’rs attend,

Nor {iveeter mufick of a virtuous friend, |
But everlafting di€ates crowd his tongue,
P

erverfely grave or pofitively wrong,

1 Fer,
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The ftill returning tale, and ling’ring jelt;
Perplex the fawning niece and pamper’d gueft,
While growing hopes fcarce awe the gath’ring fneer;
And fcarce a legacy can bribe to hear ;
The watchful guefts ftill hint the laft offence,
The daughter’s petulance, the fon’s expence;
Improve his heady rage with treach’rous fkill,
And monld his paffions till they make his will.
Unnumber’d maladies his joints invade,
Lay fiege to life and prefs the dire blockade s
But unextinguifh’d Av’rice fiill remains,
And dreaded loffes aggravate his pains;
He turns; with anxious heart and cripled hands;
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ;
Or views his coffers with fufpicious eyes,
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies.
But grant, the virtues of a temp’rate prime
Blefs with an age exempt from fcorn or crime 3
An age that melts in unperceiv’d decay,
And glides in modeft innocence away ;
Whofe peaceful ddy Benevolence endears,
‘Whofe night cnngratulating Confcience chears 3
The pen’ral fav’rite as the gen’ral friend 5
Such age there is, and who could with its end ?
Vet ev’n on this her load Misfortune flings,
To prefs the weary minutes flagging wings
New forrow rifes as the day retums,
A fiter fickens, or a danghter mourns.
L. 2




Now kindred Merit fills the fable bier,
Now lacerated Friendfhip claims a tear.

Year chafes year, decay purfues decay,

Still drops fome joy from with’ring life away ;
New forms arife, and diff’rent views engage,
Superfiuous lags the vet’ran on the ftage,

Till pitying Nature figns the laft releafe,

And bids afli®ted worth retire to’ peace.

But few there are whom hours like thefe await,

Who fet unclouded in the gulphs of Fate.

From Lydia’s monarch fhould the fearch defeend,

By Solon caution’d to regard his end,

Tn life’s laft {fcene what prodigies furprife,

Fears of the brave, and follies of the wife ?

From Marlb’rough’s eyes the fireams of dotage flow.

And fwift expires a driv’ler and a fhow.

The m teeming mother, anx for her race;
Begs fof each birth the fortune of a face:

Vet Vane could tell what ills from beauty {pring ;
And Sedley cors'd the form that pleas’d a king.
Ve nymphs of rofy lips and radiant eyes,

Whom Pleafure keeps too bufy to be wife,
Whom Joys with foft varieties invite,

By day the frolick, and the dance by night,
‘Who frown with vanity, who fmile with art, |

And alk the lateft fathion of the heart,

e e
m Fer, 289 ——— 345,

What
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What care, what rules your heedlefs charms fhall {ave,
Fach nymph your rival, and each youth your flave ¢
Againft your fame with fondnefs hate combines,
The rival batters, and the lover mines.
With diftant voice negleéted Virtue calls,
Lefs heard and lefs, the faint remonftrance falls ;
Tir'd with contempt, fhe quits the {lip’ry reign,
And Pride and Prudence take her feat in vain.
In crowd at once, where none the pafs defend,
The harmlefs Freedom, and the private Friend,
The guardians yield, by force {fuperior ply’d ;
By Int'reft, Prudence; and by Flatt’ry, Pride.
Now beauty falls betray’d, defpis’d, diftrefs’d,
And hifling Infamy proclaims the reft.
Where 0 then fhall Hope and Fear their objes find ?
Muft dull Sufpence corrapt the flagnant mind ?
Mauft helplefs man, in ignorance fedate,
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ?
Maft no diflike alarm, no wifhes rife,
No cries attempt the mercies of the fkies ?
Enquirer, ceafe, petitions yet remain,
Which heav’n may hear, nor deem religion vain.
§till raife for good the fupplicating voice,
But leave to heav’n the meafure and the choice.
Safe in his pow’r, whofe eyes difcern afar

The fecret ambufh of a {pecious pray’r,

n Ver. 346m==——=3066.
L s Implore
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