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XEDED Sing that graceful toy, whofe waving play

3 g With gentle gales relieves the {ultry day,-
S g%é Not the wide fan by Perfizn damesdifplay’d,
_‘ 8) Which o'er their beauty cafts a grateful
Nor that long known in China’s artful land, [thade ;
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand :

Cz Nor




i " | ——

28 9% F- 4 N,

Nor fhall the mufe in 4ffar climates rove,
To feck in Ludofian fome fpicy grove,
Where firetch’d at eafe the panting lady lies,
To fhun the fervor of meridian skies,

While fweating flaves catch ev'ry breeze of air,
And with wide-fpreading fans refrefh the fair;
No bufy gnats her pleafing dreams moleft,
Inflame her cheek, or ravage o’er her breaft,
But artificial Zephyrs round her fly,

And mitigate the fever of the sky.

Nor thall Bermudas long the Mufe detain,
Whofe fragrant forefts bloom in WWaller’s firain,
Where breathing {weets from ev’ry field afcend,
And the wild woods with golden apples bend ;
Yet let me in fome od’rous thade repofe,
Whilftin my verfe the fair Palnetto grows :
Like the tall pine it thoots its flately head,
From the broad top depending branches fpread ;
No knotty limbs the taper Body bears,

Hung on each bough a fingle leaf appears,
Which fhrivell’d in its infancy remains,
Like a clos’d fan, nor ftretches wide its veins,

{0}
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But
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But as the feafons in their circle run,
Opes its ribb’d furface to the nearer fun: 18
Beneath this thade the weary peafant lies,

Plucks the broad leaf, and bids the breezes rife.

Stay, wand'ring Mufe, nor rove in foreign climes,
To thy awn native Shore confine thy rhimes,
Afhft, ye Nine, your loftieft notes employ, a5
Say what celeftial skill contriv’d the toy ;
Say how this inftrument of Love began,
And in immortal ftrains difplay the Fan,

Strephon had long confefs’d kis am’rous pain,
Which gay €orinna rally’d with difdain : 40
Sometimes in broken Words he figh'd his care,
Look’d pale, and trembled when he view'd the fair ;
With bolder freedoms now the youth advanc’d,

He drefs’d, he laugh’d, he fung, he rhim’d, he danc'd ;
Now call’d more powerful prefents to his aid,

And, to feduce the miftrefs, brib’d the maid 3 2
Smooth flatt'ry in her fofter hours apply’d,

The fureft charm to bind the force of pride:

But ftill unmov'd remains the fcornful dame,

Infults her captive, and derides his flame. 5@

C3 When
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‘When Strephon faw his vows difpers’d in air,
He fought in folitude to lofe his care;

Relief in {olitude he fought in vain,

It fervd, like Mufick, but to feed “his pain,
To Verus now the flighted Boy complains,

And calls the Goddefs in thefe tender ftrains,

O potent Queen, from Neptune's empire {prung,
Whofe glorious birth admiring Nereids fung,
Who "midft the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove,
. Whofe radiant prefence gilds the Paphian grove,
Where to thy name a thoufand altars rife,
And culing clonds ofincenfe hide ths sicies s
O beauteous Goddefs, teach me how to move,
Infpire my tongue with eloquence of love.
If loft ddonis e’er thy bofom warm’d,
If e’er his eyes, or godlike figure charm'd,
Think on thofe hours when firft you felt the dart,
Think on the refilefs fever of thy heart ;
Think how you pin’d in abfence of the fivain ;
By thofe uneafy minutes know my pain.
Ev’n while Cydigpe to Diana bows,
And at her fhrine renews her virgin vows,

6o

The



qhe . F A N.
The lover, taught by thee, her pride ¢’ercame ;
She reads his oaths, and feels an equal flame:
Oh, may my flame, like thine, Aeontius, prove,
May Penus ditate, and reward my love,
When crowds of fuitors Atalunta try'd,
She wealth and beauty, wit and fame defy’d;
Each daring lover with advent’rous pace
Purfu’d his withes in the dang’rous race;
Like the fwift hind, the bounding damfel flies,
Strains to the goal, the diftanc’d lover dies.
Hippomenes, O Wenus, was thy care,
You taught the fwain to fiay the flying fair,
Thy golden prefent caught the virgin’s eyes,
She ftocps; he rufhes on, and gains the prize.
Say, Gyprian Deity, what gift, what art,
Shall humble into love Corinna’s heart ;
If only fome bright toy can charm her fight,
Teach me what prefent may fufpend her flight.
Thus the defponding youth his flame declares.
The Goddefs with a nod his paffion hears.

Far in Cythera ftands a fpacious grove,
Sacred to Zenus and the God of love ;

C4
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Here the luxuriant myrtle rears her head. . 95
Like the tall oak the fragrant branches fpread ;

Here nature all her fweets profufely pours,

And paints th’ enamell’d ground with various flow’ss ;
Deep in the gloomy glade 2 grotto bends,

Wide through the craggy rock an arch extends, 100
"The rugged flone is cloath’'d with mantling vines,

And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines.

Here bufy Cupids, with pernicious art,
Form the fiff bow, and forpe the fatal dart;
All fhare the toil; while fome the bellows ply,
Others with feathers teach the fhafts to fly :
Some with joint force whirl round the ftony wheel,
Where fireams the fparkling fire from temper’d fteel ;
Some point their arrows, with the niceft skill,
And with the warlike flore their quivers fill.

105

110

A different toil another forge employs 3
Here the loud hammer fafhions female toys,
Hence is the fair with ornament fupply’d,
Hence fprung the glitt’ring implements of pride ;
Each trinket that adorns the modern dame, 115
Firft to thefe little artifts ow’d its frame,
Here
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Here anunfinifh'd di’mond crofslet lay,

To which foft lovers adoration pay 5

There was the polifh'd cryftal bottle feen,
"That with quick Scents revives the modifh fpleen:
Here the yet rude unjointed fnuff-box lies,
Which ferves the rally’d fop for {mart replies
There piles of paper rofe in gilded reams,

The fufure records of the lover’s flames ;

Here clouded canes *midft heaps of toys are found,
And inlaid tweezer-cafes ftrow the ground.
There ftands the Toilette, nurfery of charms,
Compleatly furnifh’d with bright beauty’s arms ;
"The patch, the powder-box, pulville, perfumes,

Pins, paint, 2 flattering glafs, and black-lead. combs.

The toilfome hours in diff "rent labour fide,
Some work the file, and fome the graver guide 3
From the loud anvil the quick blow rebounds,
And their rais’d arms, defcend in tuneful founds.
Thus when Semiramis, in ancient days,

Bade Bakylon her mighty bulwarks raife ;
A {warm of lab’rers diff’rent tasks attend :
Here pullies make the pond’rous oak afcend,

g5

a3

120

125

130

135

With




24 The F 4 N

With echoing firokes the crapged quarry groans,
While there the chiffel forms the fhapelefs ftones ; 40
The weighty mallet deals refounding blows,

ITill the proud battlements her tow’rs inclofe.

Now Zenus mounts her car, fhe fhakes the rems,
And fteers her turtles to Gythera’s plains ;°
Straight to the grot with graceful ftep fhe goes, . 14p
Her laofe ambrofial hair behind her flows:
The fwelling bellows heave for breath no more,
All drop their filent hammers on the floor ;
In deep fufpence the mighty labour ftands,
While thus the Goddefs {poke her mild commands.. 150

Induftrious Zowes, your prefent toils forbear,
A more important task demands your care ;
Long has the fcheme employ’d my thoughtful Mind,
By judgment ripen’d, and by timé refin’d,
"That glorious bird have ye notoften feen z
Who draws the car of the celeftial Queen 2
Have ye not oft {urvey’d his varying dyes,
His tail all gilded o%r with Argus’ eyes 3
Have ye notfeen him in 2 funny day
Unfurle his plumes, and al] his pride difplay, 160

Ly
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Then fuddenly contrat “his dazling train,
And with long-trailing feathers {fweep the plain ?
Learn from this hint, let this inftruét your art ;
Thin taper fticks muft from one center part:
Let thefe into the quadrant’s form divide,
The fpreading ribs with fnowy paper hide:
Here thall the pencil bid its colours flow,
And ‘make a miniature creation grow.

Let the machine in equal foldings clofe,

And now its plaited furface wide difpofe.

So fhall the fair her idle hand employ,

And grace each motion with the reftlefs toy,
With various play bid grateful Zephyss rife,
W Lile love in ev’ry grateful Zephyr flies.

The mafter Cupid traces out the lines,
And with judicions hand the draught defigns,
Th’ expeting Lowes with joy the model view,
And the joint labour eagerly purfue.
Some {lit their arrows with the niceft art,
And into fticks convert the fhiver’d darts
The breathing bellows wake the fleeping fire,
Blow off the cinders, and the fparks afpire;

575

180

Their
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Their arrow’s point they foften in the flame,

And founding hammers break its barbed frame ;

Of this, the little pin they neatly mold, 185
From whence their arms the {preading, fticks unfold
In equal phits they now the paper bend,

And at juft diftance the wide ribs extend,

Then on the frame they mount the limber skreen,
And finifh inflantly the new machine. 190

¥

The Goddefs pleas’d, the curious work receives, -
Remounts her chariot, and the grotto leaves ;
With the light fan the moves the yielding air,
And gales, till then unknown, play round the fair.

Unhappy lovers, how will you withftand, - 1gg
When thefe new arms fhall grace your charmer’s hand ?
Tn ancient times, when maids in thought were pure,
When eyes were artlefs, and the look demure,

When the wide ruff the well-turn’d neck inclos’d,

And heaving breafts within the flays repos’d, 200
When the clofe hood conceal’d the modeft ear,

Ere black-lead combs difown’d the virgin’s hair;

Then in the muff unagtive fingers lay,

Nor taught the fan in fickle forms to play.

Hew
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How are the Sex improv’d in am’rous arts, 205
What new-found fnares they bait for human hearts!

When kindling war the ravag’d globe ran o’er,
And fatten’d thirfty plains with human gore;
At firft, the brandifh’d arm the jav’lin threw,
Or fent wing’d arrows from the twanging yew ; 210
In the bright air the dreadful fauchion fhone,

- Or whiftling flings difmifs’d th’ uncertain ftone.

Now men thofe lefs deftructive arms defpife,
Wide-waitful death from thundring cannon flies,

One hour with more battalions ftrows the plain, 213
Than were of yore in weekly. battles flain.
So love with fatal airs the nymph fupplies,
Her drefs difpofes, and direéts her eyes.
The bofom now its panting beauties fhows,
Th’ experienc’d eye refiftle(s glances throws; 320
Now vary’d patches wander o’er the face,
And ftrike each gazer with a borrow’d grace;
The fickle head-drefs finks and now afpires
A tow’ry front of lace on branching wires.
The curling hair in tortur’d ringlets flows, 225
Or round the face in labour’d order grows.
How
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How fhall I {oar, and on unweary wing
Trace varying habits upward to their fpring !
‘What force of thought, what numbers can exprefs,
Th’ inconftant equipage of female drefs ? 230
How the ftrait ftays the flender wafte confirain,
How to adjuft the manteau’s fweeping train ?
‘What fancy can the petticoat furround,
With the capacious hoop of whalebone bound ?
But ftay, prefumptuous Mufe, nor boldly dare 23

L &%
W

The Toilette’s facred myfteries declare ;
Let a juft diftance be to beauty paid ;
None here muft enter but the trufty maid.

Should you the wardrobe’s magazine rehearfe,

And glofly manteaus rufile in thy verfe ; 240
Should you the rich brocaded fuit unfold,

Where rifing flow’rs grow {liff with frofted gold,

The dazled Mufe would from her fubje@t ftray,

And in a maze of fathions lofe her way.




208 ‘,wf"‘*’% LYMPUS’ gates unfold ; in heav'ns high

towers

Appearin council all th’ immortal Powers 3
Great Fsve above the reft exalted fate,
And in his mind revoly’d fucceeding fate,

His
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His awful eye with ray fuperior fhone, 5
‘The thunder-grafping eagle guards his throne ;

On filver clouds the great affembly laid,

The whole creation at one view furvey’d.

" But fee, fair Penus comes in all her flate,

The wanton Lowes and Graces round her wait ; e
With her loofe robe officious Zephyrs play,

And ftrow with odoriferous flowers the way,

In her right-hand fhe waves the flutt’ring fan,

And thus in melting founds her {peech began,

Aflembled Powers, who fickle mortals guide, 15
‘Who o’er the fea, the skies and earth prefide,.
Ye fountains whence all human bleflings flow,
‘Who pour your bounties on the world below ?
Bacchus firlt rais’d and prun’d the climbing vine,
And taught the grape to ftream with gen’rous wine; 20
Tnduftrious Ceres tam’d the {avage ground,
And pregnant fields with golden harvefts crown’d :
Flora with bloomy fweets enrich’d the year,
And fruitful autumn in Pomena’s care.
1 firft taught women to fubdue mankind,

L2

And all her native charms with drefs refin’d:
Celeftial
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Celeftial Synod, this machine furvey,

That fhades the face, or bids cool Zephyrs play s

If confcious blufhes on her cheek arife,

With this fhe veils them from her lover’s eyes ; 30
No levell’d glance betrays her ‘am’rous heart,

From the fan’s ambuth fhe dire&s the dart.

The royal fcepter fhines in Funo's hand,

And twifted thunder fpeaks great Fove's command ;
On Pallas’ arm the Gorgon fhield appears, 35
And Nepeune's mighty grafp the trident bears :

Ceres is with the bending fickle {een,

And the ftrang bow points out the Gyuthian Queen;
Henceforth the waving fan my hands fiitl graces

4

The waving fan fupply the {cepter’s place. 40
Who fhall, ye Powers, the forming pencil hold 2

What ftory fhall the wide machine unfold ?

Let Loves and Graces lead the dance around,

With myrtle wreaths and flow’ry chaplets crown’d ;

Let Cupid’s arrows ftrow the fmiling plains 45
With unrefifting nymphs, and am’rous {wains :

May glowing picture o’er the furface fhine,

To melt {low virgins with the warm defign.

Diana rofe ; with filver crefcent crown’d,

And fix’d her modeft eyes upon. the ground ; 50
Then
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Then with becoming mien fhe rais'd her head,

And thus with graceful voice the virgin faid,

Has woman then forgot all former wiles,
The watchful ogle, and delufive fmiles ?
Does man againft her charms too pow'rful prove, gs .
Or are the fex grown novices in love ?

Why then thefe arms ¢ or why fhould artful eyes,
From this flight ambufh, conquer by furprize }

No guilty thought the {potlefs virgin knows,

And o’er her cheek no confeious crimfon glows; G
Since blufhes then from {hame alone arife,

WLy fould we veil them from her Tovers eyes?

Let Cupid rather give up his command,

And truft his arrows in a female hand.

Have not the Gods already cherifh’d pride, 63

5
And women with defiru&ive arms fupply’d 2
Nepture on her beftows his choiceft itores,
For her the chambers of the deep explores;
The gaping thell its pearly charge refigns,
And round her neck the Iucid bracelet twines : 70

Plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold,

Where the warm oar is ripen’d into gold ;
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Or where the ruby reddens in the foil,

Where the green emerald pays the fearcher’s toil,

Does not the di’'mond {parkle in her ear,
Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair ?
From the gay nymph the glancing luftre flies,
And imitates the lightning of her eyes.

But yet if Zenus’ withes muft fucceed,

And this fantaftick engine be decreed,

May fome chafte ftory from the pencil flow,
To fpeak the virgin's joy, and Hymen's wac.

Here let the wretched Ariadre ftand,
Seanad by Thefens to fome defart land:
Her locks dithevell’d waving in the wind,
The cryftal tears confefs her tortur’d mind ;
The perjur’d youth unfurls his treach’rous fails,
And their white bofoms catch the fwelling gales.
Be fill, ye winds, fhe crys, ftay, Thefeus, ftay ;
But faithlefs Thefeus hears no-more than they.
All defp’rate, to fome craggy cliff fhe flies,

in the skies 3

And fpreads a well-known fignal i
His lefs’ning veflel plows the foamy main,

$he fighs, fhe calls, fhe waves the fign in vain.

=~
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Paint
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Paint Dids there amidft her laft diftrefs,
Pale cheeks and blood-fhot eyes her grief exprefs ;
Deep in her breaft the reeking fword is drown’d ;
And guthing blood ftreams purple from the wound:
Her fifter funa hov’ring o’er her flands, :
Accufles heav’n with lifted eyes and hands, 100
Upbraids the Zrojan with repeated cries,
And mixes curfes with her broken fighs.

95

View this, ye maids; and then each fwain believe ;
They’re Trojans all, and vow but to deceive.

Here draw OEnone in the lonely grove, 105
Where Paris firft betrav’d her into love ¥

Let wither'd garlands hang on every bough,
Which the falfe youth wove for O Enone’s brow,
"The garlands lofe their fw;ects, their pride is thed,
And like their odours all his vows are fled - 110
On her fair arm her penfive head fhe lays,

And Xanthus' waves with mournful look furveys ;
That flood which witnefs'd his inconftant flame,
When thus he {wore, and won the yielding dame -
Thefe fireams [ball fooner to their fountain move, g
Tban I forget my dear OEnone’s love.
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Roll back, ye fireams, back to your fountain run,
Paris is falfe, O Enone is undone.
Ah wretched maid ! think how the moments flew,

Ere you the pangs of this curs'd paflion knew, 120
} When groves could pleafe, and when youlov'd the plain,
Without the prefence of your perjur’d fwain,

45

Thus may the nymph, whene’er fhe {preads the fan,
In his true colours view perfidions man,
Pleas’d with her virgin ftate in forefts rove, 1zg
And never truft the dang’rous hopes of love,

The Goddefs ended. Merry Momus rofe,
With fmiles and grins he waggifh glances throws,
Then with a noify laugh foreftalls his joke,
Mirth flafhes from his eyes while thus he fpoke,

130
Rather let heavenly deeds be painted there,

And by-your own examples teach the fajr.

Let chafte Diana on the piece be feen,

And the bright crefcent own the Gynthian Queen ;

On Latmos’ top fee young Endymion lies, 135

Feign'd fleep hath clos'd the bloomy lover's eyes,
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See, to his {oft embraces how fhe fteals,

And on his lips her warm carefies feals ;

No more her hand the glitt'ring Jav’lin holds,

But round his neck her eager arms fhe folds. 140 |
Why are our fecrets by our blufhes fhown?

Virgins are virgins fill---~while ’tis unknown.

Here let her on {fome flow’ry bank be laid,

Where meeting beeches weave a grateful fhade,

Her naked bofom wanton treffes grace, 145
And glowing expeftation paints her face,

O’er her fair limbs a thin loofe veil is {pread,

Stand off, ye thepherds; fear 4Z=on’s head ;

Let vig'rous Paz th® unguarded minute feize,

And in a fhaggy goat the virgin pleafe: 150
Why are our fecrets by our blufhes fhown ?

Virgins are virgins ftill----while ’tis unknown,

There with juft warmth Jurera’s paflion trace,

Let fpreading crimfon ftain her virgin face ;

Ly
Wy

See Cephalus her wanton airs defpife, 1
While fhe provokes him with defiring eyes ;

To raife his paffion the difplays her charms,

His modeft hand upon her bofom warms ;



The F A N. 47

Nor looks, nor pray’rs, nor force his heart perfuade,
But with difdain he quits-the rofy maid, 160

Here let diffolving Leda grace the toy,
Warm cheeks and heaving breafts reveal her joy 5
Beneath the prefling fvan fhe pants for air,
While with his flutt’ring wings he fans the fair,
There let all-conquering gold exert its pow’r, 16¢
And foften Dange in a glitt’ring fhow’r.

Would you warn beauty not to cherith pride,
Nor vainly in the treach’rous bloom confide,
On the machine the fage Minerva place,
With lineaments of wifdom mark her face 3
See, where fhe lies near fome tranfparent flood,
And with her pipe chears the refounding wood :
Her image in the floating glafs fhe fpies,
Her bloated cheeks, worn lips, and fhrivell’d eyes ;
She breaks the giltlefs pipe, and with difdain 17
Its fhatter’d ruins flings upon the plain.
With a loud reed no more her cheek fhall fvell,
What, fpail her face! no. Warbling ftrains farewel.
Shell arts, thall fciences employ the fair ?
Thofe trifles are beneath Minerva’s care, 180

From
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From Penuslet her learn the married life,
And all the virtuous duties of a wife.
Here on acouch extend the Cyprian dame,
Let her eye fparkle with the glowing flame ;|
The God of war within her clinging arms, 135
Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms.

Paint limping Pulcan with a husband’s care,

And let his brow the cuckold’s honours wear ;
Beneath the net the captive lovers place,

Their limbs entangled in a clofe embrace. 190
T.et thefe amours adorn the new machine,
And female nature on the piece be feen ;

So fhall the fair, as long as fans fhall laft,
Learn from your bright examples to be chaft.
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rofe,
\ = ¥ From her fweet lips fmooth elocution
: S \:;' flows,
Her skilful hand an iv’ry pallet grac’d,
Where fhining colours were in order plac'ds
Voui. L D : As
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As Gods are blefs’d with a fuperior skill, §
And, fwift as mortal thought, perform their will,
Straight fhe propofes, by her art divine,

To bid the paint exprefs her great defign,

Th’ affembled Pow’rs confent.  She now began,

And her creating pencil flain’d the fan. 10

O’er the fair field, trees fpread, and rivers flow,
Tow’rs rear their heads, and diftant mountains grow ;
Life feems to move within the glowing veins,

And in each face fome lively paffion reigns.

Thus have I feen woods, hills and dales appear, I
Flocks graze the plains, birds wing the filent air

In darken’d Rooms, where light can only pafs

"Thro’ the fmall circle of a convex glafs ;

On the white fheet the moving figuresrife,

The foreft waves, clouds float along the skies. 20

She wvarious Fables on the piece defign’d,
That fpoke the follies of the female kind.

The fate of Pride in Niobe fhedrew :
Be wife, ye nymphs, that fcornful vice fubdue :
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In a wide plain th’ imperious mother ftoad, z

Whofe diftant bounds rofe in a winding wood ;

Upon her fhoulder flows her mantling hair,

Pride marks her brow, and elevates her air;

A purple robe behind her {weeps the ground, :

Whofe fpacious border golden flow’rs furround: 30

She made Latona’s altars ceafe to flame,

And of due honours robb’d her {acred name,

To her own charms fhe bade frefh incenfe rife,

And adoration own her brighter eyes.

Sev'n daughters from her fruitful loyns were born, 35

Sev'n graceful Sons her nuptial bed adorn,

Who, for a mother’s arrogant difdain,

Were by Latona’s double offspring {lain.

Here Pherbus his unerring arrow drew,

And from his rifing fieed her firft-born threw, 40

His op’ning fingers drop the flacken’d rein,

And the pale corfe falls headlong to the plain,

Beneath her pencil here two wreftlers bend,

See, to the graflp their {welling nerves diftend,

Diana’s arrow joins them face to face, 45

And death unites them in a firié embrace,

Another here flies trembling o’er the plain ;

When heav’n purfues we fhun the firokein vain,
2 D2 This
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This lifts his fupplicating hands and eyes,
And *midft his humble adoration dies. 50
As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart,

A furer weapon firikes his throbbing heart :

While that to raife his wounded brother tries,

Death blafts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes.

The tender filters bath’d.in grief appear, (1
With fable garments and difhevell’d hair,

And o’er their grafping brothers weeping ftood ;

Some with their trefles flopt the gufthing blood,

They firive to ftay the fleeting life too late,

And in the pious attion fhare their fate. 6o
Now the proud dame o’ercome by trembling fear,
‘With her wide robe protets her only care ;

To fave her only care in vain fhe tries,

Clofeat her feet the lateft victim dies.

Down her fair cheek the trickling forrow flows, 65
Like dewy. fpangles on the blufhing rofe,

Fixt in aftonifhment fhe weeping ftood,

‘The plain all purple with her children’s bloed 3

She ftiffens with her woes; no more her hair

In eafy ringlets wantons in the air; 70
Motion forfakes her eyes, her veins are dry’d,

And beat no longer with the fanguine tide ;
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All life is fled, firm marble now fhe grows,
Which ftill in tears the mother’s anguifh fhows.

Ye haughty fair, your painted fans difplay, 75
And the juft fate of lofty pride furvey;
Though lovers oft extol your beauty’s power,
And in celeftial fimilies adore, :
Though from your features Cupid borrows arms,
And Goddefles confels inferior charms, go
Do not, vain Maid, the fatt’ring tale believe,
Alike thy lovers and thy glafs deceive.

Here lively colours Precris' paflion tell,
Who to her jealous fears a viétim fell.
Here kneels the trembling hunter o’er his wife, &g
Whao rolls her fick’ning eyes, and gafps for life ;
Her drooping head upon her flioulder lies,
And purple gore her fuowy bofom dies.
What guilt, what horror, on his face appears !
See, his red eye-lid feems to fvell with tears,
With agony his wringing hands he ftrains,
And ftrong convulfions ftretch his branching veins,

Learn hence, ye wives; bid vain fufpicion ceafe,
Lofe not in fullen difcontént your peace.

D ; For
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For when fierce love to jealouly ferments,

A thoufand doubts and fears the foul invents,
No more the days in pleafing converfe flow,

And nights no more their foft endearments know.

95

There on the piece the Zolfiian Queen expir’d,
The love of {poils her female bofom fir'd ; 100
Gay Chlorens’ arms attra® her longing eyes,

And for the painted plume and helm. fhe fighs;
Fearlefs fhe follows, bent on gaudy prey,

Till an-ill-fated dart obftruéts her way ;

Down drops the martial maid ; the bleody ground, 105
Floats with a torrent from the purple wound.,

The mournful nymphs her drooping head fuftain,

And try to ftop the guthing life in vain.

Thus the raw maid fome tawdry coat furveys,
Where the fop’s fancy in embroidery plays ; ra
His fnowy feather edg’d with crimfon dyes,

And his bright fivord-knot lure her wandring eyes ;
Fring’d gloves and gold brocade confpire to move,

Till the nymph falls a facrifice to love,

Here young Narciffis o’er the fountain ftood, 115
And view'd his image in the cryfial flood ; The
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The cryftal flood reflects his lovely charms,

And the pleas’d image ftrives to. meet his arms.

No nymph his unexperienc'd breaft fubdu’d,

Echo in vain the flying boy purfu'd, 120
Himfelf alone the foolifh youth admires,

And with fond look the fmiling fhade defires :

O'er the fmooth lake with fruitlefs tears he grieves,
His fpreading fingers fhoot in verdant leaves,

Through his pale veins green fap now gently flows,
And in a fhort-liv'd flow’r his beauty blows. 120

Let vain Narciffues warn each female breaft,
That beauty’s but a tranfient. good at beft.
Like flow'ss it withers with th” advancing year,
And age like winter robs the blooming fair. 130
Oh Araminta, ceafe thy wonted pride,
No longer in thy faithlefs charms confide 3
E’en while the glafs refledts thy {parkling €yes,
Their luftre and thy rofy colour flies ! 135

Thus on the fan the breathing figures fhine,
And all the pow’rs applaud the wife defign.

The Cyprian Queen the painted gift receives,
And with a grateful bow the fynod leaves,
D4 To
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To the low World (he bends her fteepy way
Where Strephon pafs'd the folitary day;

She found him iy 2 meIanchon_ grove,

His down-caft eyes betray'd defponding love,
"The wounded bark confefs’d his flighted flame,
And ev'ry tree bore falfe Corinna's name;

In a cool fhade he lay with folded Arms,
Curfes his fortune, and upbraids her charms,
When Penus to his wondring eyes appears,

And with thefe words relieves his am’rous cares,

Rife, happy youth, this bright machine furvey,
Whofe rattling fticks my bufy fingers fway,
This prefent fhall thy cruel charmer move, .
And in her fickle bofom kindle love,

The fan fhall flutter in all female hands,
And various fathions learn from various lands,
For this, fhall elephants their ivory fhed ;
And polifh’d flicks the waving engine {pread :
His clouded mail the tortoife fhall refign,
And round the rivet pearly circles fhine.

On this thall Judians all their art employ,
And with bright colours flain the gaudy toy 3

140

“145

150
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Their paint fhall here in wildeft fancies flow,

O
~3

Their drefs, their cuftoms, their religion fhow,

So fhall the Briti/b fair their minds improve,

And on the fan to diftant climates rove.

Here China’s ladies fhall their pride difplay, 165
And filver figures gild their loofe array ;

"This boafts her little feet and winkiong eyes;

“That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies :

Here crofs-leg’d nobles in rich ftate fhall dine,

There in bright mail diftorted heroes fhine. 170
The peeping fan in modern times fhall rife,
Through which unfeen the female ogle flies ;
This fhall in temples the fly maid conceal,
And fhelter love beneath devotion’s veil.

Gay France {hall make the fan her artiit’s care,
And with the coftly trinket arm the fair.

As learned orators that touch the heart,

With various aftion raife their {oothing art,
Both head and hand affeé the lift'ning throng,
And humour each expreflion of the tongue. - . 180
Sg fhall each paffion by the fan be feen,

From noify anger to the fullen fpleen.

While Zenus fpoke, joy fhone in Strephon’s €yeS,

Proud of the gift, he to Corinna flies,
D But
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But Cupid (who delights in am’rous ill, 185
i Wounds hearts, and leaves them to a woman’s will)
i | With certain dim a golden arrow drew,

f I8 Which to Leander's panting bofom flew :

Learder lov'd 3 and to the {prightly dame

In gentle fighs reveal’d his growing flame 3 140
Sweet fmiles Corvia to his fighs returns,

And for the fop in equal paflion burns.

Lo Strepbon comes | and with a {uppliant bow,
Offers the prefent, and renews his vow.

When fhe thefate of Niode beheld,

1G5
Why has my pride againft my heart rebell’d ?
She fighing cry’d : Difdain forfook her breaft,
And Strephon now. was thought a worthy gueft,
In Procris’ bofom when fhe faw the dart ;
She juftly blames her own fufpicious heart, 200

Imputes her difcontent to jealous fear,
And knows her Strephon’s conftancy fincere,

When on Camilla’s fate her eye fhe turns,
No more for thow and equipage fhe burns ;
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She learns Leander's pafiion to defpife, 205
And looks on merit with difcerning eyes.

Nareiffus’ change t0 the vain virgin fhows,
Who trufts to beauty, trufts the fading rofe.
~ Youth flies apace, with youth your beauty flies,
Love then, ye virgins, ere the bloffom dies. 210

Thus Pallas taught her) Strephon weds the dame;
And Hymen’s torch diffus’d the brighteft flame.

THE
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