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The History of PorsExna, King of Russi,

IN TWO BOOKS, |
By the Same.

Arwva, beata

Petamus arva, divites et infulas,

Hor. Epod. |6.}

00 oK ol |
N Ruffia’s frozen clime fome ages fince :
There dwelt, hiftorians fay, a.worthy prince, I
Who to his people’s good confin’d his care, |
And fix’d the bafis of his empire there ; T
Inlarg’d their trade, the lib’ral arts improv'd,
Made nations happy, and him{clf belov’d ; :
To all the neighb’ring fates a terror grown, 1
The dear delight, and glory of his own. \
. Not like thofe kings who vainly feek renown
From countries ruin’d, and from battles won ;
Thofe mighty Nimrods, who mean laws defpifc,
Call murder but a princely exercife,
And if one bloodlefs fun fhow’d fteal away,
Cry out with Titus, they have loft a day ;
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4o, to be more than men, themfelves debafe
fencath the brute, their Maker’s form deface,
Raifing their titles by their God’s difgrace.

Tike fame to bold Eroft

Who fcorn’d by lefs than facrilege to live s

1s we give,

On holy ruins rais’d a latting name,

And in the temples’s fire diffus’d his thame.

es, and a brighter fame,
The virtues of the young Porfenna claim ;

For by that name the R

an king was known,
And fure 2 nobler ne’er adorn’d the throne.

In war he knew the deathful fword fo wield,
And fought the thickeft dangers of the field,
Abold 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 {par’d,
The deeds that grac’d him were his only guard ;
No private views beneath a borrow’d name ;

His and the public intereft were the {fame.

In wealth and pleafure let the fubjeét live,

But virtue is the king’s prerogative ;

Porfenna there without a rival ftood,

And wowd maintain his right of doing good.
Nor did his perfon lefs attraétion wear,

Such majefty and fiveetnefs mingled there ;

M 2
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Heav’n with uncommon art the clay refin’d,
A proper manfion for {o fair a mind ;
Each look, each action bore peculiar grace,
And love itfelf was painted on his face.
In peaceful time he fuffer’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 afive rifing ere the prime of day,

Thro’ woods and lonely defarts lov’d to firay;
With hounds and horns to wake the furious bear;
Or rouze the tawny lion from his ..ire ;

To rid the foreft of the favage brood,

And whet his courage for his country’s good.

Ore day, as he purfued the dang’rous fport,

Attended by the nobles of his court,

1t chanced a beaft of more than common {peed
Sprang from the brake, and thro’ the defart fed.
The ardent prince impetuous as the wind

Rufh’d on, and left his lagging train behind.

Fird with the chafe, 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 3

Nor, till the night in dufky clouds came on,
Reftrain’d his pace, or found himf{elf alone.
Mifling his train, he ftrove to meafure back

The road he came, but cou’d not find the track;
2




[ 18]
gill tarning to the place he left before,
And only lab’ring to be loft the more.
The bugle horn, which o’er his fhoulders hung,
8o loud he winded, that the foreft rung ;
[n vain, no voice but echo from the ground,
And vocal woods, made mock’ry of the {ound.
And now the gath’ring clouds began to fpread
O'er the dun face of night a deeper fhade ;
And the hoatfe 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 {ky difcharg’d its ftore,
Of rain and rattling hail a mingled thow’r ;
The aftive 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 ?

No guidé to lead, no friendly cottage nigh.
Penfive and unrefoly’d awhile he ftood,

Beneath the {canty covert of the wood ;

But drove from thence foon fallied forth again,
As chance direted, on the dreary plain;
Conftrain’d his melancholy way to take

Thro’ many a loathfome bog, and thorny brake,
Caught in the thicket, floundring in the lake.
Wet with the fform, and wearied with the way,
By hunger pinch’d, himfelf to beafts a prey ;

M 3
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Nor wine to chear his heart, nor fire to bum,

Nor place to reft, nor profpect to return.

Drooping and {piritlefs, at life’s defpair

He bade it pafs, not worth his farther care;

‘When fuddenly he {pied a diftant light,

That faintly twinkled thro’ the gloom of night,

And hisheartleap’d for joy, and ble(s’d the welcome fight.
1 ’d fo far,

Oft-times he doubted,
h, ’twas nothing but a ftar,

it app
I
And hung fo h

Or kindled vapour wand’ring thro’ the fky,

i

But ftill prefs’d on his fteed, fHll keptit in his eye
'Till, much fatigue, aad many dangers paft

At a huge mountain he arriv’d at laft.

There lighting from his horfe, on hands and knees
Grop’d out the darkfome road, by flow degrees,

Crawling or clamb’ring o’cr the rugged way ;

The thunder rowls aliove, the flames around him play,

TJoyfal at length he gain’d the fteepy height,

And found the rift whence fprang the friendly light,

And here he fiopp’d to reft his wearied feet,
And weigh the perils he had ftill to meet;
Untheath’d his trufty fword, and dealt his eyes
With caution round him to prevent furprize,
i} i

Then fummon’d all the forces of his mind

£
And ent’ring boldy caft his fears belind ;
Refolv’d to puth his way, whate’er withftood,
Or perifh bravely as a monarch fhoud.
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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 corner of the cave he view’d
Somewhat, that in the fhape of woman ftood 3
But more deform’d than dreams can reprefent
The midnight hag, or poet’s fancy paint
The Lapland witch, when fhe her broom beflrides,
And featters 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 fpots befmear’d
Like mouldy records feem’d 5 her eyes were blear’d 5
Her feeble limbs with age and palfy fhook 5
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 om.
The prince in civil guife approach’d the dame,

Told her his piteous cafe, and whence he came,

And till Aurora thow’d the fhades expel,

Implor'd a lodging in her friencly cell.

Mortal, whoe’er thou art, the fiend began,

And as fhe {pake a deadly horror ran

Thro’ all his frame 3 his cheeks the blood forfook,

Chatter’d his teeth, his knees together ftruck.

Whoe'er thou art, that with prefumption rude

Dar'ft on our facred privacy intrude,

And without licence in our court appear,

Know, thowrt the firft that ever enter’d here.

M 4
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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 {tand,
Know farther, thro’ yon wide extended plains
Great Eolus the king of tempefts reigns,

And in this lofty palace makes abode,

Well {uited to his ftate, and worthy of the God,
"The various ‘elements his empire own,

And pay their humble homage at his throne 3

And hither all the ftorms and clouds refort,

Proud to increafe the {plendor of his court.

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

She fcarce had ended, when, with wild uproar,
And horrid din, her {ons impetuous pour

Around the cave ; came rufhing in amain

Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, all the boift’rous train ;

And clofe behind them on a whirlwind rode

In clouded majefty the bluf’ring God.

Their lacks a thoufand ways were blown about
Their cheeks 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, they almoft 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 2
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 utmoft art
To paint the beauteous tyrant of his heart.
A fatin veft his {lender thape confin’d,
Embroider’d o’er with flow’rs of ev’ry kind,
Flora’s own work, when firft the goddefs {trove
To win the little wanderer to her love.
Of burnifd filver were his fandals made,
Silver his bufkins, and with gems o’erlaid ;
A faffron-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 fireak’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,

:
!
!
:
!
!
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And o'er his fhoulders negligently fpread ;
A wreath of fragrant rofes crown’d his head.
Such hi¢ attire, but O! no pen can trace,
No words can fhew the beauties of his face ;
So kind ! {o winning ! fo divinely fair !
Eternal youth and pleafure flourith there ;
There all the little loves and graces meet,
And ev’ry thing that’s foft, and ev'ry thing that's fiveefs
Thou vagrant, cried the dame in angry tone,
Where cow’dft thou loiter thus fo long alone:?
Little thou car’lt what anxious thoughts moleft,
What pangs are lab’ring in a mother’s breaft,
Well do ye fhew your duty by your hafte,
For thou of all my fons art always laft :
A child lefs fondled wou'd have fled more faft.
Sure ’tis a curfe on mothers, doom’d to mourn,
Where béft they love, the leaft and worft return.
My dear mamma, the gentle youth replied,
And made a low obeifance, ceale to chide,
Nor wound me with your words, for well you know,
Your Zephyr bears a part in all your woe ;
How great muft be his forrow then to learn
That he him{elf’s the caufe of your concern !
Nor had I loiter’d thus had I been free,
But the fair princefs of Felicity
Intreated frie to make fome fhort delay,

And afk’d by her who cowd refufe to flay 2

Surroundéd

e
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Surrounded by the dam {els of her court
She fought the fhady grove, her lov'd refort 3
Frefh rofe the grafs, the flow’rs were mix’d between,
Tike rich embroid’ry on a ground of green,
And in the mid{t, protetted by the fhade,
A cryflal fiream 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 5
Her head upon her fnowy arm at eafe.
Reclin’d a ftudied careleflnefs exprefs’d ;
Loofe lay her robe, and naked heav’d her breaft,
Eager I flew to that delightful place,
And pour’d a thow’r of kifles on her face s
Now hover'd o’er her neck, her breaft, her arms,
Like bees o’er flow’rs, and tafted all their charms;
And then her lips, and then her cheeks I tried,
And fann’d, and wanton’d round on ev’ry fide.
O Zephyr, cried the fair, thou charming boy;
Thy prefence only can create me joy s
To me thou art beyond expreflion dear,
Nor can I quit the place while thou art here.
Excufe my weaknefs, madam, when I fwear
Such gentle words join’d with fo foft an air,
Pronounc’d fo fweetly from a mouth fo fair,
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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 {oft notes addrefs’d the ravifh’d ear,
And warbled out {o fiveet, ’twas heav’n to hear;
And thofe in rings, beneath the greenwood {hade,
Danc’d to the melody their fellows-made,
Some ftudious of themfelves, employ’d their care
In weaving flow’ry wreaths to deck tkeir hair;
While others to fome fav’rite plant convey’d
Refrefhing fhow’rs, and chear’d its drooping head,
A joy fo general fpread thro® all the place,
Such fatisfaction dwelt on ev’ry face,
The nymphs fo kind, fo lovely look’d the queen,
That never eye beheld a fweeter {cene.
Porfenna, like a ftatue fix’d appear’d,
And wrapp'd in filent wonder gaz’d and heard ;
Much he admir’d the {peech, the fpeaker more,
And dwelt on ev’ry word, and griev’d to find it o'er
O gentle youth, he cried, proceed to tell,
In what fair country does this princefs dwell 5
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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Sweat {cenes 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 walte their lives in pain 3
In diff'rent parties, dif’rent paths they tread,

As reafon guides them, or as follies lead ;

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

But not the wifeft, nor the beft can fay

Where lies the point, or mark the certain way.
Some few, by Fortune favour’d for her fport,
Have f2il’d in fight of this delightful port;

In thought already feiz’d the blefs’d abodes,

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

By dreadful foes, fentry that never flept.

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

And fhakes her flaming brand, and ftalks around the coalt.

Thefe on the helplefs bark their fury pour,
Plunge in the waves, or dafh againit the fhore ;

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, wouw'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 active wings fhall all their force cmploy,

And nimbly waft you to the realms of joys

As once to oratify the god of Love,

1 bore fair Pfyche to the Cyprian grove ;

Or as Jove's bird defcending from an high,
Snatch’d the young Trojan trembling to the fley.
There perfe&t blifs thou may’it for ever {hare,
Scap’d from the bufy world, and all its care 3
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 miliions of thanks beftow'd,

When Eolus in furly hamour brek

Their {tri& embrace, and thus abruptly {poke.
Enough of compliment ; 1 hate the {port

is no human court;

Of meanlefs words ; thi
Where plain and honeft are difcarded quite,
For the more modifh title of polite ;

Wherein foft fpeeches hypocrites impart

The venom’d ills that lurk beneath the heart;
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Tn friendfhip’s holy puife their guilt improve,
And kindly kill with {pecious fhew of love.

For us, ——my fubjelts are not us’d to wait,

And walte their hours to hear a mortal prate ;

They muft abroad before the rifing fun,
And hic ’em to the feas : there’s mifchicf to be done. |
Excufe my plainnefs, Sir, but bufinefs ftands, :. HiiR
And we have ftorms and fhipwrecks on our hands, &

He ended frowning, and the noify rout,

{= A

Fach to his feveral cell went puffing out.

But Zephyr, far more courteous than the reft,
To his own bow’r convey’d the royzl gueft ;
There on a bed of rofes neatly laid,

Beneath the fragrance of a myrtle fhade, (£
His limbs to needful reft the prince applied,

His fweet companion flumb’ring by his fide.
B GO = Kool

O fooner in her filver chariot rofe (i i
The ruddy morn, than fated with repofe it
The prince addrefs’d his hoft ; the God awoke,

And leaping from his couch, thus kindly fpoke.

This early call, my lord, thatchides my fiay,
Requires my thanks, and T with joy obey. i
Like you I long to reach the blifsful coaft,

Hate the flow night, and mourn the moments loft.
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The bright Rofinda, lovelieft of the fair

That crowd the princefs’ court, demands my care ;

Ev’n now with fears and jealoufies o’erborn

Wpbraids, and calls me cruel and forfworn.

What fveet rewards on all my toils attend,

Serving at once my miftrefs and my friend 5

Juft to my love and to my duty: too,

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

This faid, he led him to the cavern gate,

And clzzfp’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 air3

Swift as the fiery meteor from on high

Shoots to its goal, and gleams athwart the fky.

Here with quick fan his lab’ring pinions play ;

There glide at eafe along the liguid way ;

Now lightly {kim the plain with even flight ;

Now proudly foar above the mountain’s height.
Spiteful Detradtion, whofe envenom’d hate

Sports with the {uff’rings of the good and great,

Spares not our prince, but with opprobrious fneer

Arraigns him of the heinous fin of fear ;

That he, fo tried in arms, whofe very name

Infus’d a fecret panic where it came,

Ev’n he, as high above the clouds he flew,

And fpied the mountains lefs’ning to the view,

Nought round him but the wide expanded air,

abandon’d to'a {tripling’s care,

Helplefs,
Struck




ruck

[ 193 ]
Struck with the rapid whirl, and dre:

Confefs’d fome faint alarm, fome lit

dful height;

e fright.

The friendly God; who inftantly divin’d

The terrors that poflefs’d his fellow’s mind,
To calm his troubled thoughts, and chéat the wiy;
Deferib’d the nations that beneath them lay,
The name, the climate, and the foil’s increafe,
Their arms in war, their government in peace ;
Shew'd their domeftic arts, their foreign trade,
What int’reft they purfued, what leagues they made,
The fweet difcourfe {o charm’d Porfenna’s ear,
That loft in joy he had no time for fear.
From Scandinavia’s cold inclement wafte
Q'er wide Germania’s various realms they paft;
And now on Albion’s fields fufpend their toil,
And hover for awhile, and blefs the foil.
O'er the gay fcene the prince delighted hung;
And gaz’d in rapture, and forgot his tongue ; it
Till burting forth at length. Behold, cried he; Al
The promis’d ifle; the land I long’d to fee ;
Thofe plains, thofe vales, and fruitful hills declare

My queen, my charmer muft inhabit there.
d ) Y
Thus rav’d the monarch, and the gentle ‘guide,
Fleas'd with his error, thus in finiles replied.
> P

I muft applaud, my lord, the lucky thought;
Evn1, who know th’ original, am caught,
And doubt my fenfes, when I view the dranght.

Vor, VL N The
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The flow-afcending hill, the lofty wood

That mantles o’er its brow, the filver flood

Wand’r: es thro’ the flow’ry mead,

ng in ma:

in the plenteous paftures feed,

ev’ry fcene excites

in my foul, and fills with new delights:

1 .
Plenty there, and learned E:

R e T
3W T Ner bl

But {ee, the rifing {un reproves our ftay.

and to the ocean wing’d his way,

There in Peruvian vales a moment flaid,

AL
1 fmooth’d

his oary pinions plied :
) I

his wings beneath the citron fhade;

-lit the Southern mainj

Crofs’d the new world, and {

> many a-wet and wear) rue o’erpalt,

‘I farce abated nos
1 IOICe A0diCl LIUW

ace of the fhining deep;

ym the diftant fhore,

the ‘T'ritons fwam before,

S : :
And breathes his welc
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Nor pale difeale, nor health-confuminz care,
Nor wrath, nor foul revenge can enter there ;
No vapour’s fogey gloom imbrowns the fky;

ightnings fl

No tempefts rage, no ang
But dews, and foft-refre

'md pure .ﬂ::hcri;:l azure fhi

a’s pla

Or Mecc ins, or In
What Hybla hills, or rich €

Or flow'ry vale of fam’d

,.a

picy coalt ;

alia’s fields,

nettus y ields;

|
y orchard graca;

i

ous to the taf U\,

Sweet to the {fmell; or lovely to the view,
Colledted there with added beauty grew.
H
Their

b0 clofely interwove, the tell-tale fun

1e trees are feen,

tow’ring to the heav

bolk i

LINENLE,

Can neer defcry the deeds beneath them done,

But where by fits the fimx'ti‘.'c gales divide

der tops, and fan the leaves afide.

Like a fmooth.carpet at their feet lies {pread

The matted gra

And on LD.\.]I bo er’d choir employ

ir melting notes, -and nm:fght is heard but joy.

The p inted flow’rs exhale a rich perf

I
gled with c:c:'nall bloom,

and Autumn hand in hand appear,

Lead on the merry. m and join to cloath the

VeaAr.

yea

Here,
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Here, o’er the mountain’s haggy 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 thro’ the meads the mazy current firay’d,

Now hid its wand’rings in the myrtle fhade ; ‘

Or in a thoufand veins divides its ftore,

Vifits each plant, refrefhes ev’ry flow’r ;

O’er gems and golden fands in murmurs flows,

And fweetly {oothes the foul, and lulls to foft repofe,
If hunger call, no fooner can the mind

Exprefs her will to needful food inclin’d,

But in fome cool recefs, or op’ning glade,

The feats are plzm’d, the tables neatly laid,

And inftantly convey’d by magic hand

In comely rows the coftly dithes ftand ;

Me

Prepar’d in all the niceft forms of art.

of all kinds that natare can impart,

A troop of {prightly nymphs array’d in green,

With flow’ry chaplets crown’d, come fcudding in; [
With fragrant blofloms thefe adorn the feaft,
Thofe with officious zeal attend the gueit ;
Beneath his feet the filken carpet fpread,

Or fprinkle liquid edours o’er his head.
Others in ruby cups with rofes bound
Delightful ! deal the {parkling neétar round ;

Or weave the dance, or tune the vocal lay ;

The lyres refound, the merry minftrels play,
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s health, and youthful joys o’erfpread the place,

ay » ) 193 : P
And fivell each heart, and triumph in each face. ’
o when embolden’d by the vernal air,
The bufy bees to bloaming fields repair ;
For various ufe employ their chymic pow’r ;

ne culls the fnowy pounce, one fucks the flow’r 5

i

Again to diff’rent works returning home,
Same * fteeve the honey, fome ereét the comb ;
All for the general good in concert ftrive,
And ev’ry foul’s in motion, ev’ry limb’s alive.

And now defcending from his flight, the God
On the green turf releas’d his precious load ;
There, after mutual falutations 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 fopping fhort to give his tranfports vent ;
With fudden gufts of happinefs opprefs’d,
Or ftands entranc’d, or raves like one poflefs’d 5

His mind afloat, his wand’ring {enfes quite

Oercome with charms, and frantic with delight ;
From fcene to fcene by random fteps convey’d,
Admires the diftant views, explores the fecret fhade,
Dywells on each fpot, with eager eye devours

The woods, the lawns, the buildings, and the bow’rs s
New fiveets, new joys at ev’ry glance arife,
And ev’ry turn creates a frefh furprize,

! Or flive, fipant,
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And, pather'd in a filken cord behind,
r &

Curl’'d to the waift, and fioated in the wind ;
O'er thefe a veil of yellow gaunle fhe wore,

hs and gcld embroider’d o’er.

With amarar
Her fnowy neck half naked to the view
Gracefully fell ; a robe of purple hue
Hun:g:luoi‘ul‘\' o'er her flender fhape, and tried
To thade thofe beauties, that it cou'd not hide.
The damfels of her train with mirth and fong
Frolick behind, and laugh and {port along.
The birds proclaim their queen from ev’ry tree;
The bedfts run frifking thro® the groves to fee ;
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

4

r

They thro' the fecret valiey tock their way,
And to the cryftal grot advancing {pied
The prince extended by the fountain’s fide.

He Iook’d as, by fome 1l hand exprefs’d,

Apollo’s youthful form retir’d to reft ;
juits the wood

When with the chafe fatigued he

For Pindus’ v

and Aganippe’s flood ;

¢ fleeps fecure, his carelefs limbs difplay’d

[T 3 1 I 1
At eafe, encircled by the laurel fhade ;

Beneath his head his fheaf of arrows lie,
His bow unbent hangs negligently by.
The flamb’r prince might boaft an eq

al hie

dCC.
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Waking he ftarted from the ground in hafte,

And faw the beauteous choir around him plac’d 3

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
Thole charms, and werfhip thy divinity:
Accept thy flave, and wi

a gracious fmile

Excufe his rathnefs, and reward his toil.

Stood motionlef(s the fair with mute furprize,

And read him over v

And while the fledfaft o

-

h adimiring eyes ;

iz'd, a pleafing {mart

Ran thrilling thro® her veins, and reach’d her heart.
Fach limb fhe cann’d, confider’d ev'ry grace,

And fagely judg’d him of the pheenix’ race.

An animal like this fhe neler had known,
And thence concluded there con’d be but one;
The creatare too had all the pheenix’ air ;
None but the pheenix cow’d appear fo fair.
The more fhe look’d, the more fhe thought it true,
And call’d him by that name, to fhew the knew.
O handfome pheenix, for that fuch you are
We know ; your beauty does your breed declare 3
And I with forrow own thro’ all my coaft
No other bird can fuch perfection boaft;
For nature form’d you fingle and alone s
Alas ! what pity 'tis there is but one |
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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
8o frange a {peech, {o innocent a mind.
The compliment indeed did fome offence
To reafon, and a little wrong’d her fenfe ;
He cou'd not let it pafs, but told his name,
And what he was, and whence, and why he came 3
And hinted other things of high concern
For him to mention, and for her to learn ;
And fhe *ad a piercing wit, of wond’rous reach
Tocomprehend whatever he cou’d teach.
Thus hand in hand they to the palace walk,
Pleas’d and inftruéted with each others talk,
Here, thou’d I tell the furniture’s expence,
And all the flru&ure’s vaft magnificence,
Deferibe the walls of fhining faphire made,
With emerald and pear] the Roors inlaid,
find how the vaulted canopies unfold
Amimic 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.
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O cou’d her art in equal terms exprels

The lives they lead, the ],lc;u'ln'cs they poffefs !
Fortune had ne’er fo plenteouily before
Beftow’d her gifts, nor can {he lavifh more.

'Tis heav’n itfelf, ’tis ecftacy of blifs,

Uninterrupted joy, untir’d excefs ;

Mirth following mirth the moments dance away;

Love claims the night, ai friendfhip rules thé day.

Their tender care no cold indiff’rence knows;

{e

No jealoufies difturb their {weet repe

=

No ficknefs, no decay 3 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

Far diff’rent here, on them it only blows

hing rofe ;

= s
sthe bl
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Ifman on earth in endlefs blifs cou’d be, '.
The boon, young prince, had been beftow’d on thee, ‘
: i

‘ 1 e e L L S b e A B
B.—grht jone thy ftars, thy Fortune flouriiivd

=
And feem’d fecure be eyond the reach of care,
]

And fo might ftil
Has dafh’d thy cup, and thou muft tafte the ¢

have been, but anxious thou

It fo befel, as on a certain day

This happy couj ple toy’d their time awaj

ming hours were flown, !

He afk’d how many char

Since on her {lave her heav’n of beauty {hone.

Should I confult my ]'Jt‘LlI‘F, cried he; the rate I

Were finall, a week wou'd be the utmoft date

But when my mind refleéts on adtions paft,

And counts its joys, time muit have fled more faft.
Perhaps I might have faid, three months are gone.
Threz months ! replied the fair, three months alone !
Know that three hundred years have roll'd away,

Since at my feet the lovely pheenix lay. i

Three hundred years ! re-echo’d back the prince,

|
|
Awhole three hundred years complcartﬁ-.l fince 1t |}

Ilanded here! O! whither then are flown

My deareft friends, my fubjeéts, :md my: throne?

How ftrange, alas! how alter’d fhall:T find

Each earthly thing; each feene I left behind !
Who knows me now ? on whom fhall I depend

To gain my rig where fhall T find a friend ¢

My crown perhaps may grace a foreign line,

ARy 1 e
A race of kings, that know not me nor mine;
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Who r y with my death, his fubjes treat

My claim with {corn, and call their prince a cheat,
Oh had my life been end

My deflin’d ftage, m;
I fhow’d have died well
Had i;'."L!, had fi

Refle

s'd ; my honour’d name

h’d in the lift of fame;

i

r my mind with horror fees

¥4 ful eafe,

The odious blot, the feandal of my race,

Scarce known, and enly mention’d with difgrace,

&8 e 3
him with impatient eye,

The fair beheld
And red with anger made this warm reply.
Ungrateful man ! is this the kind return
My love deferves; and can you thus with fcorn
Reject what once you priz’d, what once yon {wore
Surpafs’d all charms, and made ev’n glory poor ?
What gifts have I beftow’d, what favours fhewn !
Made you partaker of my bed and throne ;
Three centuries preferv’d in youthful prime,

Safe from the rage of death, and injuries of time,
Weak arguments ! for glory reigns above

The feeble ties of gratitude and love ;

I urge them not, nor wou’d requeft your ftay 3
The phantom glory calls, and I obey ;

All other virtues ave regardlefs quite,

Sunk and abforb’d in that fuperior light.

Go then, barbarian; to thy realms return,

And fhew thyfelf unworthy my concern ;




|
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Go, tell the world, your tender heart cou’d give
th to the princefs, by whofe care vou live.
el E y
At this a deadly pale her cheeks o’erfpread,

d her limbs, her fpirits fled 2
I H

Cold trembling
She funk into his arms: the prince was mov’d,
Felt all her griefs, for ftill he greatly lov’d.
Hefigh'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 3
He cou’d not hide its wounds, but pin’d away
Like a fick flow’r, and 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 feene fo chang’d, a fight of {fo much care.
She told him with a lool: of cold difdain,
And I‘ccming eafe, as women well can feign,
Hemight depart at will ; a milder air
Wor'd mend his health; he was no pris’ner there ;
She kept him not, and wifl’d he ne’er might find
Caufe to regret the place he left behind ;
Which once he lov’d, and where he fill muft own,
He had at leaft fome little pleafure known.

If thefe prophetic words awhile deftroy
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 he:
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For Fate, on mifchiefs bent, perverts the will,

And firft infatuates whom it means to lkill.

Aurora now, not, as {he wont to rife,

’d with a thot

But fober-fad in folemn ftate appears,

Clad in a dufky veil bedew’d with tea

tling clouds beneath her chariot {pread,

Thick n
drooping from her head.

n emits a feeble ray,

'The fick’ning

- drown’d in fogs, and ftrug gling into day.

foretel.

- event th

s sntalrerhis ok faraw
e to take Ni1s lait 1arew

{t the mon

] princefs
the Lemnian artift wrought ;
fecret virtue ftor’d,

¢ 1worda 3

5 force a me

And of ref

ms of wond’rous price,

...th,r's and

S

1‘_\11& loaded him with gifts and good advice ;

Bu

¢ chicf (he gave, and what he moft wou'd need,

Cher frud, a flying fteed.

[wift (ﬂmpno, faid th’ aflifed fair,
fer’s name) with {peed fhall bear,

|‘JL1(."| was tf \-. T1€
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e, with matchlefs might
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anc turn
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But this, I warn, beware ; what

To intercept your courfe, or tempt your |
Quit not your {faddle, nor your {peed abate,

Till fafely landed at your

ice (},'ilﬁ().

On this alone L!cpr‘m‘.s your weal or.woe ;

1 rate, and fo the Gods forethew.

Such is the wil
He in the foftelt terms repaid her love,

A
£

i vow’d, nor age, nor abfence fhou’d remove

His conftant faith, and fure fhe con’d not blame
A fhort divorce due to his injur’c
The debt difcharg’d, then fhou’d her foldier come

Gay from the field, and flufh’d with conqueft, home;

With equal ardour her affeétion meet, i
And lay his laorels at his miftrefs’ feet. il
He ceas’d, and fighing took a kind adieu ;
Then urg’d his fleed ; the fierce Grifippo flew ; LAl
With rapid force outitripp’d the lagging wind, ‘

And left the blifsful fhores, and weeping fair beh

-
1 ind 5

Now o'er the feas purfued his airy flight,

Now feower’d the e plains, and climb’d the mountain’s height. il

Thus driving on at {peed the p:-incu had run
Near half his courfe, when, with the fetting fun,
As thro’ a lonely lane he chanc’d to ride,

With roclts and buthes fenc’d on either fide,

T . Y e g
He fpied a vageon full of wings, that lay

i B R R
Broke and o’erturn’d acrofs the narrow way

e lSass ey :
The helplefs driver on the dirty road

Lay fiy ugeling, crofh

f=1-

d beneath th’ incumbent load.
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Never in human fhape was feen beforé
A wight {o pale, fo feeble, and fo poor.
Comparifons of age would do him wrong,
For Neftor’s felf, if plac’d by him, were youngi
His limbs were naked all, and worn {o thin,
The bones feem’d ftarting thro’ the parchment fkin,
His eyes half drown’d in rheum, his accents weak,
Bald was his head, and furrow’d was his cheek,
The conicious fteed ftopp’d fhort in deadly fright,

And back recoiling ftretch’d his wings for flight.
When thus the wretch with fupplicating tone,

\nd rueful face, began his piteous moan,
And, as he fpake, the tears ran trickling dewn.

O gentle youth, if pity e’er inclin’d
Thy foul to gen’rous deeds, if e’er thy mind
Was touch’d with foft diftrefs, extend thy care

To fave an old man’s life, and eafe the load I bear,
So may propitious heav’n your journey {peed,
Prolong your days, and all your vows {ucceed.

Mov'd with the pray’r the kind Porfenna ftaid,

Too nobly-minded to refufe his aid,

And, lvl'taﬁcm‘c yielding to {uperior .g;rief,

Leap’d from his fleed;, and ran to his relief;
Remov’d the weight, and gave the prisner breath,
Juft choak’d, and gafping on the verge of death.
|

Then reach’d his hand, when lightly with a bound
2 (=

The erizly fpetre vaulting from the ground,
F =) / I f=] -
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8eiz’d him with fudden gripe, th’ aftonifh’d prince,

Stood horror-ftruck, and thoughtlefls of defence.
0 king of Ruflia, with a thund’ring found

Bellow'd the ghaltly fiend, at length thouw’rt found.

Receive the raler of manlkind, 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 its feat,

And the pale breathlefs corfe fell bleeding at hLis feet.
Scarce had the curfed fpoiler left his prey,

When, {o it chanc’d, young Zephyr pafs’d that way ;

Toolate his prefence to affift his friend,

Afad, but helplefs witnefs of his end.

He chafes, and fans, and ftrives in vain to cure

His fireaming wounds ; the work was done too fure,

Now lightly with a foft embrace uprears

The lifelefs load, and bathes it in his tears ;

Then to the blifsful feats with {peed conveys,

And graceful on the mofly carpet lays

With decent care, clofe by the fountain’s fide,

Where firlt the princefs had her pheenix fpied.

There with fiveet flow’rs his lovely limbs he ftrew’d,

And gave a parting l:ifs, and fighs and tears beftow’d.
Vor. VL (o} :

Ta
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To that fad folitude the weeping dame,
Wild with her 1

There was fhe wont to vent her griefs, and moum

and {ivoln with forrow, came,

Thofe dear delig

ts that muft no more return,

Thither that morn with more than ufual carfe
She 1n :

7 to find him t

ed, but O what ]

As juit arriv’d, and weary with'the way,
R

Now near approaching {he began to creep

'd to foft repofe her hero lay.

With careful fteps, loth to difturb his is fleep’;
Till quite o’ercome with tendernefs fhe ﬂu.

And round 1 her arms in tranfport threw.

But, when fhe found him dead, no tongue can tell
T'he pangs fhe felt; fhe fhriek’d, and fivooning fell,
Waking, with loud laments fhe pierc 'd the fkies,

And fill’d th

That fatal hour the palace gates the barr'd,

ahted foreft with her cries.

And fix’d around the coaft a fironger guard ;
=) &= ’

Now rare appearing, and at diftance feen,
‘With crowds of black misfortunes plac’d bgtweens
F
Mifchiefs of ev’ry kind, corroding care,
Y 3 g
And fears, and jealoufies, and dark defpair.
And fince that day (the wretched world muft own
Thefe mournful truths by fad experience known)

No mortal ¢’er enjoy’d that happy clime,
And ev’ry thing on earth fubmits to Time.
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