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To the Ricut HONORABLE

FroAoM - F 58556 oRoidiG GoolSer Higs

His MajesTy's Principal Secretary of State.

DEAR SIR,
I Cannot with that any of my writings fhould laft
longer than the memory of our Friendfhip, and
therefore I thus publicly bequeath them to You,

in return for the many valuable inftances of Your

Affection.

That they may come to you with as little difad-
vantage as pofﬁble I have left the care of them to
one, whom by the experlence of fome years, I
know well quahﬁed to anfwer my intentions. He

a9 has




()
has already the honor and happinefs of being un-
der Your protedion; and, as he will very much
ftand in need of it, I cannot wifh him better, than
that he may continue to deferve the favor and

countenance of fuch a Patron.

I have no time to lay out in forming fuch com-
pliments, as would but ill fuit that familiarity be-
tween us, which was once my greateft pleafure,
and will be my greateft honor hereafter. Inftead
of them, accept of my hearty wifhes, that the great
reputation you have acquired fo early, may in-
creafe more and more: and that You may long
ferve your country with thofe excellent talents
and unblerm{hed 1ntegr1ty, which have {fo power-
fully recommended you to the moﬁ gracious and

amiable
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amiable Monarch, that ever filled a throne. May
the franknefs and generofity of your {pirit continue
to {foften and fubdué your enemies, and gain you
many friends, if poflible, as fincere as yourfelf.
When You have found fuch, they cannot wifh
you more true happinefs than I, who am, with the

greateflt Zeal,

BEAR SIR,
Your moft Entirely Affectionate Friend,

and Faithful Obedient Servant,

Fune 4,
171Q.

J. ADDISON.
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OSEPH ADDISON, the fon of Lancelot Addifon, D.D. and

of Fane the daughter of Nathaniel Gulflon, D. D. and fifter of
Dr. William Guiflon Bifhop of Briftol, was born at Miflon near Am-
brofebury, in the county of Wills, in the yéar 1671. His father, who
was of the county of Weflmorland, and educated at Queen’s Coollege
in Oxford, paflfed many years in his travels through Europe and
Africa, where he joined, to the uncommon and excellent talents
of nature, a great knowledge of letters and things; of which fe-
veral books publifhed by him are ample teftimonies. He was
Rector of Milflon above-mentioned, when Mr. Addifon his eldeft
fon was born: and afterwards became Arch-deacon of Coventry,
and Dean of Lickfield. _

Mr. Addifon received his firft education -at the Chartreux, from
whence he was removed very early to Queen’s College in Oxford.
He had been there about two years, when the accidental fight of
a paper of his verfes, in the hands of Dr. Lancafler then Dean of
that houfe, occafioned his being elected into Magdalen College.

He
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He employed his firft years in the ftudy of the old Greek and Ro-

man writers; whofe language and manner he caught at that time
of life, as firongly as other young people gain a French accent,
or a genteel air. An early acquaintance with the Claflics 1s what
may be called the good-breeding of Poetry, as it gives a certain
gracefulnefs which never forfakes a mind, that contradted it in
youth, but is feldom or never hit by thofe, who would learn it
too late. He firft dlﬁlngulfhed himfelf by his Latin compoﬁtlons
publifhed in the Mujae Anglzcanae, and was admired as one of the

beft authors fince the Auguflan age, in the two Univerfities, and

“the greatelt part of Europe, before he was talked of as a Poet in

Town. There is not perhaps any harder tafk than to tame the
natural wildnefs of wit, and to civilife the fancy. The generali-
ty of our old Englifh Poets abound in forced conceits, and affedi-
ed phrafes; and even thofe, who are faid to come the neareft to
exa&nefs, are but too often fond of unnatural beauties, and aim
at fomething better than perfection. If Mr. Addifon’s example and
precepts be the occafion, that there now begins to be a great de-
mand for corre@nefs, we may juftly attribute it to his being firft
fathioned by the ancient models, and familiarifed to propriety of
thought and chaftity of ftyle. Our country owes it to him, that
the famous Monfieur Boieau firft conceived an opinion of the
Engljl. genius for Poetry, by perufing the prefent he made him
of the Mufac Anglicanae. It has been currently reported, that this
famous French Poet, among the civilities he thewed Mr. Addifon

on that occafion, affirmed, that he would not have written againit
' Perrault,



The DP WRAERFE 4 9C £Y 1X

Perrault, had he before feen fuch excellent pieces by a modern
hand. Such a faying would have been impertinent and uhwor-
thy Boieau, whole difpute with Perrault turned chiefly upon fome
paffages in the ancients, which he reflcued from the mif-interpre-
“tations of his adverfary. The true and natural compliment made
by him, was, that thofe books had given him a very new Idea of
the Englifh politenefs, and that he did not queftion but there were
excellent compofitions in the native language of a country, that
pofleffed the Roman genius in {fo eminent a degree.

The firft Engly/h performance made public by him; is a fhort
copy of verfes to Mr. Dryden, with a view particularly to his tran-
{lations. This was foon followed by a verfion of the fourth Geor-
gic of Virgil, of which Mr. Dryden makes very honorable mention,
in the poftfcript to his own tranflation of all Virgil’s works: wherein
I have often wondered that he did not, at the fame time, acknow-
ledge his obligation to Mr. Addifon, for giving him The E/fay upon
the Georgics, prefixed to Mr. Dryden’s tranflation. Left the honor
of fo exquifite a piece of criticifm fhould hereafter be transferred
to a wrong author, I have taken care to infert it in this colle&ion
of his works.

Oof fg)me other copies of verfes, printed in the Mifeellanies, while
he was young, the largeft is An Account of the greateft Engliff Poets;
in the clofe of which he infinuates a defign he then had of going
into holy orders, to which he was firongly importuned by his fa-
ther. His remarkable ferioufnefs and modelty, which might have
been urged as powerful reafons for his choofing that life, proved

VoL, L b the
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the chief obftacles to it. Thefe qualities, by which the prieft-
hood is fo much adorned, reprefented the duties of it as too weighty
for him; and rendered him ftill the more worthy of that honor,
which they made him decline. It is happy that this very circum-
ftance has fince turned fo much to the advantage of virtue and
religion, in the caufe of which he has beftowed his labors the
more fuccefsfully, as they were his voluntary, not his neceflary
employment. The world became infenfibly reconciled to wifdom
and goodnefs, when they faw them recommended by him with at
leaft as much fpirit and elegance, as they had been ridiculed for
half a century. ’

He was in his twenty eighth year, when his inclination to fee
France and Jtaly 'was encouraged by the great Lord-Chancellor
Somers, one of that kind of patriots, who think it no wafte of the
public treafure to purchafe politenefs to their country. The
Poem upon one of King William’s campaigns, addrefled to His Lord-
thip, was received with great humanity, and occafioned a meflage
from him to the author to defire his acquaintance. He {oon af-
ter obtained, by his intereﬁ, a yearly penfion of three hundred
pounds from the Crown, to fupport him in his travels. If the
uncommonnefs of a favor, and the diftinétion of a perfon who
confers it, enhance its value; nothing could be more honorable
to a young man of learning, than fuch a bounty from fo eminent
a patron. |

How well Mr. Addjfon anfwered the expe&ations of my Lord
Somers, cannot appear better, than from the book of Zravels he

dedicated
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dedicated to his Lordfhip at his return. It is not hard to con-
ceive, why that performance was at firft but indifferently relifh-
ed by the bulk of readers; who expeéted an account, in a com-
mon way, of the cuftoms and policies of the feveral governments
in ltaly, refle¢tions upon the genius of the people, a map of their
provinces, or a meafure of their buildings. How were they dif-
appointed, when, inftead of fuch particulars, they were prefented
only with a journal of poetical travels, with remarks on the pre-
fent picture of the country, compared with the landfcapes drawn
by claflic authors, and others the like unconcerning parts of
knowledge! One may ealfily imagine a reader of plain fenfe, but
withouta fine tafte, turning over thefe parts of the volume, which
make more than half of it, and wondering, how an author, who
feems to have {fo folid an underftanding, when he treats of more
weighty fubjects in the other pages, fhould dwell upon fuch tri-
fles, and give up {fo much room to matters of mere amufement.
There are indeed but few men {o fond of the ancients, as to be
tranfported with every little accident, which introduces to their
intimate acquaintance. Perfons of that caft may here have the
fatisfaction of feeing annotations upon an old Roman Poem, ga-
thered from the hills and vallies where it was written. The 7 yber
and the Po ferve to explain the verfes, that were made upon their
banks; and the Alps and Appennines are made .commentators on
thofe authors, to whom they were {ubjects fo many centuries ago.
Next to perfonal converfation with the writers themfelves, this is

the fureft way of coming at their fenfe: a compendious and en-

b 2 gaging




X11 Khe S Py RATEL FUAY GA\E.

gaging kind of criticifm, which convinces at firlt fight, and
{hews the vanity of conjeGures, made by antiquaries at a diftance.
If the knowledge of polite'literature has its ufe, there 1s certain-
ly a merit in illuftrating the perfect models of it, and the learned
world will think fome years of a man’s life not mif-fpent in fo
elegant an employment. I fhall conclude what I had to {fay on
this performance, by obferving, that the fame of it increafed from
year to year, and the demand for copies was {o urgent, that their
price rofe to four or five times the original value, before it came
out in a {econd edition. -

The Letter from Italy to my Lord Halifax may be confidered as
the text upon which the book of Travels is a large comment, and
has been efteemed by thofe, who have a relifh forantiquity, asthe
moft exquifite of his poetical performances. A tranflation of it
by Signior Salvini, profeflor of the Greek tongue at Florence, 1s in-
ferted in this edition, not only on the account of its merit, but
becaufe itis the language of the country which is the fubject of
this Poem. . 23] :

The materials for the Dialogues upon Medals, now firft printed
from a manufcript of the Author, were collected in the native
country of thofe Coins. The book itfelf was begun to be caft into
form at Vienna, as appears from a letter to Mr. Stepney, then mi-
nifter at that court, dated in November 1702.

Some time before the date of this letter, Mr. Addifon had de-
figned to return to England, when he received advice from his
friends, that he was pitched upon to attend the army under Prince

i Eugene, -
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Eugene, who had juft begun the war in Faly, as Secretary from His
Majefty. But an account of the death of King William, which he
met with at Geneva, put an end to that thought; and as his hopes
of advancement in his own country were fallen with the credit of
his friends, who were out of power at the beginning of Her late
Majefty’s reign, he had leifure to make the tour of Germany in his
way home.

He remained for fome time, after his return to England, with-
out any public employment, which he did not obtain’till the year
1704, when the Duke of Marlborough arrived at the higheft pitch
of glory, bydelivering all Europe from {lavery, and furnifhed Mr.
Addifon with a fubje& worthy of that genius which appears in his
Poem called The Campaign. The Lord-Treafurer Godolphin, who
was a fine judge of Poetry, had a fight of this work, when it was
only carried on as far as the applauded fimile of the 4ngel; and
approved the Poem, by beftowing on the Author, in a few days
after, the place of Commiffioner of Appeals, vacant by the re-
moval of the famous Mr. Locke to the council of Trade.

His next advancement was to the place of Under-fecretary,
which he held under Sir Charles Hedges, and the prefent Earl of
Sunderland. The Opera of Rofamond was written, while he poflefl-
ed that employment. What doubts foever have been raifed a-
bout the merit of the mufic, which, as the Italian tafte at that time
begun wholly to prevail, was thought {ufficiently inexcufable,
becaufe it was the compofition of an Engli/h-man; the Poetry of

this piece has given as much pleafure in the clofet, as others have

afforded
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afforded from the ftage, with all the affiftance of voices and in-
ftruments. |

The Comedy called 7#%e Tender Hufband appeared much about
the fame time, to which Mr. Addifon wrote the Prologue. Sir
Richard Steele furprifed him with a very handfome dedication of
this play, and has fince acquainted the public, that he owed fome
of the moft taking {cenes of it to Mr. Addijon.

His next ftep in his fortune, was to the poft of Secretary under
the late Marquefs of Wharton, who was appointed Lord-Licutenant
of Ireland in the year 1709. As I have propofed to touch but very
lightly on thofe parts of his life, which do not regard him as an
Author, I fhall not enlarge upon the greatreputation he acquired
by his turn to bufinefs, and his unblemifhed integrity, in this
and other employments. It muft not be omitted here, that the
falary of Keeper of the Records in Ireland was confiderably raifed,
and that poft beftowed upon him, at this time, as a mark of the
Queen’s favor. He was in that kingdom, when he firft difcovered
Sir Richard Steele to be Author of T%e Tatler, by an obfervation up-
on Virgil, which had been by him communicated to his friend.
The affiftance he occafionally gave him, afterwards in the courfe
of the paper, did not a little contribute to advance its reputa-
tion; and, upon the change of the miniftry, he found leifure to
engage more conftantly in that work, which however was dropt
at laft, as it had been taken up, without his participation.

In the laft paper, which clofed thofe celebrated performances,
and in the preface to the laft volume, Sir Richard Steele has given

to
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to Mr. Addifon the honor of the moft applauded pieces in that collec-

tion. But as that acknowledgment was delivered only in gene-
ral terms, without direting the public to the {everal papers: Mr.
Addifon, who was content with the praife arifing from his own
works, and too delicate to take any part of that which belonged
to others, afterwards thought fit to diftinguifh his writings in the
Speétators and Guardians, by {fuch marks, as mighf remove the lealt
poflibility of miftake in the moft undifcerning readers. It was
neceflary that his fhare in the 7 atlers fhould be adjufted in a com-
plete collection of his works; for which reafon Sir Richard Steele,
in compliance with the requeft of his deceafed friend, delivered
to him by the editor, was pleafed to mark with his own hand thole
T atlers, which are inferted in this edition, and even to point out
feveral, in the writing of which they both were concerned.

The plan of the Spectator, as far as it regards the feigned per-
fon of the Author, and of the feveral charafters that compofe
his club, was projected in concert with Sir Richard Steele. ~And,
becaufe many paflages in the courfe of the work would otherwife
be obfcure, I have taken leave to infert one fingle paper, written
by Sir Richard Steele, wherein thofe charaéters are drawn, which
may ferve as a Dramatis Perfonae, or as {o many pictures for an or-
nament and explication of the whole. As for the diftin¢t papers,
they were never or feldom fhewn to each other by their refpective
authors; who fully anfwered the promife they had made, and
far out-went the expedtation they had raifed, of purfuing their
labor in the fame fpirit and ftrength, with which it was begun.

It
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It would have been impoflible for Mr. Addifon, who made little or
no ufe of letters fent in by the numerous correfpondents of the
Speétator, to have executed his large fhare of this tafk, in {o ex-
quifite a manner; if he had not ingrafted into it many pieces,
that had lain by him in little hints and minutes, which he from
time to time colle@ed, and ranged in order, and moulded into
the form in which they now appear. Such are the effays upon
Wit, the Pleafures of the Imagination, the Critique upon Milton, and fome
others, which I thought to have connected in a continued Serics
in this edition; though they were at firft publithed with the in-
terruption of writings on different fubjects. But as fuch a {cheme
would have obliged me to cut off feveral graceful introducdtions
and circumftances, peculiarly adapted to the time and occafion of
printing them, I durft not purfue that attempt.

The Tragedy of Cato appeared in public in the Year 1713,
when the greateft part of the laft A&t was added by the Author to
the foregoing, which he had kept i)y him for many years. He
took up a defign of writing a play upon this fubject, when he was
very young at the Univerfity, and even attempted fomething in
it there, though not a line as it now ftands. The work was per-

formed by him in his travels, and retouched in England, without

any formed refolution of bringing it upon the ftage, ’till his friends

of the firlt quality and diftin¢tion prevailed with him to put the
laft finifhing to it, at a time when they thought the doctrine of
Liberty very feafonable. It is in every body’s memory, with what

applaufe it was received by the public; that the firlt run of it laft-
ed
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ed for a month; and then ftopped, only becaufe one of the per-
formers became incapable of adting a principal part. The Au-
thor received a meflage, that the Queen would be pleafed to have
it dedicated to her: but as he had defigned that compliment elfe-
where, he found himfelf obliged by his duty on the one fide, and
his honor on the other, to fend it into the world without any de-
dication. The fame of this Tragedy foon {pread through Europe,
and it has not only been tranflated, but acted in moft of the lan-
guages of Chriftendom. The tranflation of it into Jtalian, by Sig-
nior Salvini, 1s very well known; but I have not been able to learn,
whether that of Signior Valetta, a young Neapolitan nobleman, has
ever been made public.

If he had found time for the writing of another tragedy, the
Death of Socrates would have been the ftory. And, however un-
promifing that fubject may appear, it would be prefumptuous to
cenfure his choice,who was fo famous for raifing the nobleft plants
from the moft barren foil. It ferves to fhew, that he thought the
whole labor of fuch a performance unworthy to be thrown away
upon thofe intrigues and adventures, to which the Romantic tafte
has confined modern Tragedy; and, after the example of his pre-
deceflors in Greece, would have employed the Drama #o wear out of
our minds every thing that is mean, or little; to cherifl and cultivate that hu-
manity which is the ornament of our nature; to jfoften infolence, to footh af-
Siction, and to fubdue our minds to the difpenfations of Providence. *

Upon the death of the late Queen, the Lords Juftices, in whom

TP AL C the

* Speétator, No. 39.
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the adminiftration was lodged, appointed him their Secretary,
Soon after His Majefty’s arrival in Great Britain, the Earl of Sunder-
land being conftituted Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland, Mr. Addifon be-
came a fecond time Secretary for the affairs of that kingdom; and
was made one of the Lords-Commiflioners of Trade, a little after
his Lordfhip refigned the poft of Lord-Licutenant.

The paper, called the Frecholder, was undertaken at the time
when the rebellion broke out in Scotland.

The only works he left behind him for the public, are the Dia-
logues upon Medals, and the Treatife upon the Chriflian Religion. Some
account has been already given of the former, to which nothing
is now to be added, except that a great part of the Latin quota-
tions were rendered into Englyfh, in a very hafty manner, by the
Editor, and one of his friends, who had the good-nature to affift
him, during his avocations of bufinefs. It was thought better to
add thefe tranflations, fuch as they are, than to let the work come
out unintelligible to thofe who do not poflefs the learned lan-
guages.

The fcheme for the Treatife upon the Chriftian Religion was form-
ed by the Author, about the end of the late Queen’s reign; at
which time he carefully perufed the ancient writings, which fur-
nith the materials for it. His continual employment in bufinefs
prevented him from executing it, 'till he refigned his office of Se-
cretary of State; and his death put a period to it, when he had
imperfectly performed only one halfof the defign; he having pro-
pofed, as appéars from the introduction, to add the Fewsh to the

' heathen
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heathen teftimonies, for the truth of the Chriftian hiftory. He
was more afliduous, than his health would well allow, in the pur-
fuit of this work; and had long determined to dedicate his Poe-
try alfo, for the future, wholly to religious fubje(ts.

Soon after he was, from being one of the Lords-Commiflioners
of Trade, advanced to the poft of Secretary of State, he found
his health impaired by the return of that afthmatic indifpofition,
which continued often to afflit him during his exercife of that
employment, and at laft obliged him to beg His Majefty’s leave
to refign. His freedom from the anxiety of bufinefs fo far re_
eftablifhed his health, that his friends began to hope he might
laft for many years; but (whether it were from a life too fedenta-
ry, or from his natural conftitution, in which was one circum-
ftance very remarkable, that, from his cradle, he never had a re-
gular pulle) a long and painful relapfe into an afthma and drop-
fy deprived the world of this great man, on the 17th of Fune 1719.
He left behind himonly one Daughter, by the Countefs of Warwick,
to whom he was married in the year 1716.

Not many days before his death, he gave me directions to col-
le& his writings, and at the fame time committed to my care the
Letter addreffed to Mr. Craggs (his fucceflor as Secretary of State)
wherein he bequeaths them to him, as a token of friendfhip. Such
a teftimony, from the firft man of our age, in fuch a point of time,
will be perhaps as great and lafting an honor to that gentleman,
as any even he could acquire to himfelf; and yet is no more than

 was due from an affe@ion, that juftly increafed towards him,

C 2 through
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through the intimacy of feveral years. I cannot, without the ut-
moft tendernefs, refle& on the kind eoncern, with which Mr. A44-
difon left Me as a fort of incumbrance upon this valuable legacy.
Nor muft I deny myfelf the honor to acknowledge, that the good-
I nefs of that great man to me, like many other of his amiable qua-
lities, feemed not fo much to be renewed as continued in his fuc-
ceffor; who made me an example, that nothing could be indiffe-
| rent to him, which came recommended by Mr. Addijon.

| Could any circumftance be more {evere to me, while I was ex-
| ecuting thefe laft commands of the Author, than to fee the per-

> fon, to whom his works were prefented, cut off in the flower of

i his age, and carried from the high office wherein he had fucceed-
ed Mr. Addifon, to be laid next him in the {fame grave! I might
dwell upon fuch thoughts, as naturally rife from thefe minute
| refemblances in the fortune of two perfons, whofe names probably
' will be feldom mentioned afunder, while either our language or
fory {ubfift, were I not afraid of making this preface too tedious;
I efpecially fince I fhall want all the patience of the reader, for

having enlarged it with the following verfes.

To




( xxi )

To the Ricut HoNORABLE the

)

EARL of WA RW ICK, &cav

F, dumb too long, the drooping Mufe hath flay'd,”
And left her debt to Addifon unpaid;

Blame not her filence, Warwick, but bemoan,

And judge, oh judge, my bofom.by your own.: .

What mourner ever felt poetic fires!

Slow comes the verfe, that real woe infpires:

Grief unaffected fuits but ill with art,

Or flowing numbers with-a:bleeding heart.

Can I forget the difmal night, that gave
My Joul's befl part for ever to the grdve! .
How filent did his old companions tread,
By midnight lamps, the manfions of the dead,
Through breathing flatues, then unheeded things,
Through rows of warriors, and through walks of kings!
What awe did the flow folemn knell infpire;
The pealing organ, and the paufing choir;
The duties by the lawn-robe’d prelate pay’d;
And the laft words, that duft to duft convey'd!
While f[peechlefs o’er thy clofing grave we bend,
Accept thefe tears, thou dear departed Jriend,

Oh
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Oh gone for ever, take this long adiew;
And fleep in peace, next thy lov'd Montagu!

To firew frefh laurels let the lafk be mine,
A frequent pilgrim, at thy facred [hrine,
Mine with true fighs thy abfence to bemoan,
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy flone.
If ¢'er from me thy lov'd memorial part,
May [hame afflict this alienated heart;
Of thee forgetful if I form a Jong,
My lyre be broken, and untun’d my fongue,
My griefs be doubled, from thy image free,
And mirth a torment, unchaflis d by thee..

Oft let me range the gloomy Iles alone
(Sad luxury! to vulgar minds unknown)
Along the walls where [peaking marbles fhow
What worthies form the hallow’d mold below:
Proud names, who once the reigns of empire held;
In arms who triumpk’d; or in arts excell' d;
Chiefs, grac’d with fcars, and prodigal of blood;
Stern patriots, who for facred freedom frood;
Juft men, by whom impartial laws were given;
And Jaints, who taught, and led, the way to heaven.
Neer to thefe chambers, where the mighty reft,
Since their foundation, came a nobler gueft,

Nor
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Nor €er was to the bowers of blifs convey'd
A fairer [pirit, or more welcome fhade.

In what new region, to the juft affign’d,
What new employments pleafe th’ unbody’'d mind?
A winged Virtue, through th’ ethereal fky,
From world to world unweary’d does he fly;

Or curious trace the long laborious maxe

Of heaven’s decrees, where wond’ring angels gaze?

Does he delight to hear bold Seraphs tell

How Michael battled, and the Dragon fell?
Or, mixt with milder Cherubim, to glow

In hymns of love, not il effay’d below?

Or dofl thou warn poor mortals left behind,

A tafk well fuited to thy gentle mind?

Oh, of fometimes thy [potlefs form defcend,

To me thy aid, thou guardian Genius, lend!
When rage mifguides me, or when fear alarms,
When pain difreffes, or when pleafure charms,
In filent whifp’rings purer thoughts impart,
And turn from Il a frail and feeble heart;
Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before,
"Till blofs fhall join, nor death can part us more.

That awful form (which, fo ye heavens decree,. .

Muft flill be lov'd and JUill deplor'd by me)

In
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In nightly vifions feldom fails to rife,

Or, rous'd by fancy, meets my waking eyes.

If bufinefs calls, or crowded courts invite,

Th unblemyl’d flatefman feems to firike my fight;
If in the flage I feek to Jooth my care,

I meet his foul, which breathes in Gato there;

If penfrve to the rural fhades I rove, '
His fhape o’ertakes me in the lonely grove:

"Twas there of Juft and Good he reafon’d flrong,
Clear'd fome great truth, or rais’d fome ferious fong;
There patient fhew'd us the wife courfe to fleer,
A candid cenfor, and a friend fevere;

T here taught us how to lve; and (oh! too high
The price for knowledge) taught us how fo die.

Thou Hill, whofe brow the antique flruétures grace,
Rear’d by bold chiefs of Warwick’s noble race,
Why, once fo lov'd, whene'er thy bower appears,
O'er my dim eye-balls glance the fudden tears!
How fweet were once thy profpeéts frefh and fair,
Thy floping walks, and unpollited air!
How fweet the glooms beneath thy aged trecs,
Thy noon-tide fhadow, and thy evening breeze! -~ o
His image thy forfaken bowers reflore;
Thy walks and airy profpeéls charm no more,
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No more the fummer in thy gloom’s allay’d,
Thy evening breexes, and thy noon-day fhade.

From other ills, however fortune frown’d,
Some refuge in the mufe’s art I found.:
Reluétant now I touch the trembling firing,

Bereft of him, who taught me how to Jing,
And thefe Jad accents, murmur'd o’er his urn,
Betray that abfence, they attempt to mourn.
Oh! muft 1 then (now frefh my bofom bleeds,
And Craggs i death to Addifon fucceeds)
T he verfe, begun to one loft friend, prolong,
And weep a fecond in th’ unfinyfh’d fong!

T hefe works divine, which, on his death-bed laid,
To thee, 0 Craggs, th’ expiring Sage convey'd,
Great, but ill-omen’'d monument of fdme,

Nor he Jurviv'd to give, nor thou to claim.

Swift after im thy focial [pirit flies,

And clofe to his, how foon! thy coffin lies.

Bleft pair! whofe union _future bards fhall tell

In future tongues : each other’s boaft! farewel.
Farewel! whom join’d in_fame, in friendfhip try'd,
No chance could fever, nor the grave divide.

) 1L d THO. TICKELL.
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To Maz...D R X DiE =N,

O W long, great Poet, fhall thy facred Lays
Provoke our Wonder, and tranfcend our Praife?
Can neither injuries of Time, or Age,
Damp thy poetic Heat, and quench thy Rage?
Not fo thy Ovid in his Exile wrote,
Grief chill’d his Breaft, and check’d his rifing Thought;
Penfive and fad, his drooping Mufe betrays
The Roman Genius in its laft Decays.
Prevailing Warmth has ftill thy mind pofleft,
And fecond Youth is kindled in thy breaft;
Thou mak’ft the beauties of the Romans known,
And England boafts of riches not her own;
Thy lines have heighten’d Virgd's Majefty,
And Horace wonders at himfelf in Thee.
Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our ifle
In fmoother Numbers, and a clearer Style;
And Fuvenal, inftructed in thy page,
Edges his Satire, and improves his Rage.
Thy Copy cafts a fairer Light on all,
And ftill out-fhines the bright Original.
Now Ovid boafts th’ Advantage of thy Song,
And tells his Story in the Britifh tongue;
B¢ Thy
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Thy charming Verfe, and fair Tranflations, {how

How thy own Laurel firft began to grow;

How wild Lycaon chang'd by angry Gods,

And frighted at himfelf, ran howling through the Woods.
O may'ft thou fill the noble Tafk prolong,

Nor Age, nor Sicknefs interrupt thy Song:

Then may we wond’ring read, how Human Limbs '

Have water'd Kingdoms, and diffolv’d in Streams;

Of thofe rich Fruits that on the fertile mould

Turn’d yellow by degrees, and ripen’d into Gold:

How fome in Feathers, or a ragged Hide,

Have livid a Second life, and different Natures try’d.
Then will thy Ovid, thus transform’d, reveal .
A Nobler Change than he himfelf can tell.

Mag. Coll. Oxon,
June 2. 1693.

The Author’s age 22.
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Prefented to the Lord Keeper.

* King William. Printed in the year 1695. The Author's age 24.
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To the Right Honorable

SIR JOHN SOMER S5,

Lord Keeper of the Great Seal.

F yet your thoughts are loofe from State Affaars,
Nor feel the burden of a Kingdom's Cares,

If yet your Time and Aétions are your own,

Recetve the prefent of a Mufe Unknown.:

A Mufe that in Adventrous numbers fings

T he rout of Armies, and the fall of Kings,

Britain Advanc'd, and Europe’s Peace Reflor'd,

By SOMERS’ Counfels, and by NASSAU’s Sword.

To You, my Lord, thefe daring thoughts belong,
Who help’d to Raife the Subject of my Jong;
T o you the Hero of my verfe reveals
His great Defigns, to You in Council tells
His Inmoft thoughts, determining the doom
Of Towns unflorm’d, and Battles yet to come.
And well cow'd You, in your immortal ftrains,
Defcribe his Conduét, and reward his Pains:
But fince the State has all your Cares engroft,
And Poetry in Higher thoughts is loft,

| Attend
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Attend to what a leffer Mufe indites,
~ Pardon her Faults, and Countenance her Flights.

On You, my Lord, with anxious: Fear 1 wai,
And from your ]udgment mu? expedt my Fate,
Who, free from Vulgar paffions, are above
?1 _jDegmdmg Envy,, g7 Miguidéd Lovey” 17 (Y T
" If You, well-pleas s , Jhall fmile wpon my lays, 2

Secure of Fame, my voice I'll boldly raife,
For next to what You write, isiwhat you praife. |

10
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HEN now the bufinefs of the Field is o’er,
The Trumpets {leep, and Cannons ceafe to roar,
When ev'ry difmal Echo is decay’d,
And all the Thunder of the Battle laid;
Attend, Aufpicious Prince, and let the Mufe
In humble accents Milder thoughts infufe.
Others, in bold Prophetic numbers {kill’d,
Set thee in Arms, and led thee to the field,
My Mufe expecting on the Brity/h ftrand
Waits thy Return, and welcomes thee to land:
She oft has feen thee prefling on the Foe,
When Europe was concern’d in ev'ry Blow;
But durft not in Heroic ftrains rejoice;
The Trumpets, Drums, and Cannons drown’d her Voice:
She faw the Boyn run thick with Human gore,
And floating corps lie beating on the fhore:
She faw thee climb the banks, but try’d in vain
To trace her Hero through the dufty plain,
When through the thick Embattle’d lines he broke,
Now plung’d amidft the Foes, now loft in clouds of {moke,
O that fome Mufe, renown’d for Lofty verfe,
In daring numbers wou'd thy Toils rehearfe! ‘
NOCOLL. 1. ¢ Draw
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Draw thee Belov'd in peace, and Fear’d in wars,
Inur'd to Noon-day fweats, and Mid-night cares!
But ftill the Godlike Man, by fome hard Fate,
Receives the Glory of his toils too late;
Too late the Verfe the mighty Act fucceeds,
One Age the Hero, one the Poet breeds.
A Thoufaﬂd&ears in full{fucceflion ran,
Ere Virgdl rais’d his voice, and fung the Man
Who, driv'n by ftrefs of fate, fuch dangers bore
On ftormy Seas, and a difaftrous Shore,
Before he fettled in the Promis’d Earth,
And gave the Empire of the World its birth. = =
Troy long had found the Grecians' bold and fierce,
Ere Homer mufter'd up their Troops in Verle;
Long had Achilles quell'd the Troans’ Luft, =
And laid the Labor of the Gods'iniduft; 17"
Before the Tow'ring Mufe began her flight, =
And drew the Hero raging in the Fight,
Engag’d in tented fields, and rolling floods,
Or flaught’ring Mortals,:or a Match for Gods.
And here, perhaps, by Fate’s unerring doom,
Some Mighty Bard lies hid in years to come,
That {hall in WILLIAM’s Godlike Acts engage,
And with his Battles warm a future age.
Hibernian fields fhall here thy Conquefts fhow,
And Boyn be Sung, when it has ceas’d to Flow;"
Here Gallic labors fhall' advance thy fame,
And here Seneffe fhall wear Another name. .
Our late Pofterity, with fecret dread,: :
Shall view thy Battles, and with Pleafure read
How,
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How, in the bloody field, too near-advanc’d,
The Guiltlefs Bullet on 'thy thoulder glanc'd. -

The Race of NASSAUS was by heav’'n defign'd
To curb the proud Oppreflors of mankind,
To bind the Tyrants of the Earth with laws,
And fight in ev’ry Injur'd nation’s caufe, D141
The World’s great Patriots; they for Juftice call,
And as they favor, Kingdoms rife or fall. ' -
Our Britifh Youth, unus’d to rough Alarms,
Carelefs of Fame, and negligent of Arms,
Had long forgot to Meditate the foe,
And heard unwarm’d the Martial Trumpet blow; -
But now, infpir'd by Thee, with frefh delight,
Their Swords they brandifh, and require the Fight,
Renew their Ancient Conquefts on the Main,
And a& their Fathers’ triumphs o’er again;
Fir'd, when they hear how Agincourt was ftrow’d
With Gallic corps, and Creffi fwam in blood,
With eager warmth they fight, Ambitious all
Who firft thall ftorm the Breach, or mount the Wall.
In vain the thronging Enemy by force
Would clear the Ramparts, and repel their courfe;
They break through all, for WILLIAM leads the way,
Where Fires rage moft, and loudeft Engines play.
Namure's late Terrors and Deftru&ion thow,
What WILLIAM, warm'd with juft Revenge, can do:
Where once a thoufand Turrets rais’d on high
Their gilded Spires, and glitter'd in the tky,
An undiftinguifh’d heap of Duftis found,
And all the pile lies fmoking on the ground.

(Of

II

His
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His Toils, for no Ignoble ends defign’d,
Promote the common welfare of mankind;
No wild Ambition moves, but Europe’s Fears,
The Cries of Orphans, and the Widow’s Tears.
Oppreft Religion gives the firft alarms,
And injur'd Juftice fets him in his Arms;
His Conquefts Freedom to the world afford,
And nations blefs the Labors of his {fword.
Thus when the forming Mufe wou’d copy forth
A perfect Pattern of Heroic worth, |
She fets a Man Triumphant in the field,
O’er Giants cloven down, and Monfters kill'd,
Reeking in blood, and fmear’d with duft and fweat,
Whilft Angry Gods confpire to-make him Great.
Thy Navy rides on Seas before unpreft,
And ftrikes a terror through the Haughty Ea/l;
Algiers and Tunis from their fultry fhore
With horror hear the Brifi/h engines roar,
Fain from the neighb’ring dangers would they run,
And wifh themfelves ftill nearer to the Sun.
The Gallic Ships are in their Ports confin’'d,
Deny’d the common ufe of Sea and Wind,
Nor dare again the Britifh Strength engage;
Still they remember that Deftructive rage
Which lately made their trembling hoft retire,
Stunn’d with the noife, and wrapt in Smoke and Fire;
The Waves with wide unnumber’d wrecks were ftrow'd,
And Planks, and Arms, and Men, promifcuous flow’d.
Spain’s numerous Fleet that perifh’d on our coaft,
Cou’d fcarce a longer Line of battle boalft,

The
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The Winds cou’d hardly drive ’em to their Fate,
And all the Ocean labor’d with the weight.

Where’er the Waves in reftlefs errors roll,

The Sea lies open now to either Pole:

Now may we fafely ufe the Northern gales,
And in the Polar Circle fpread our fails;

Or deep 1n Southern climes, Secure from wars,
New Lands explore, and Sail by other Stars;
Fetch Uncontrol’d each labor of the Sun,
And make the product of the world our own.

At length, Proud Prince, Ambitious Lewss, ceafe
To plague mankind, and trouble Eurgpe’s peace;
Think on the Struures which thy pride has rafe’d,
On Towns unpeopled, and on Fields laid walte;
Think on the heaps of corps, and ftreams of blood,
On every guilty plain, and purple flood,

Thy Arms have made, and ceafe an impious war,
Nor wafte the lives entrufted to thy Care.

Or if no Milder thought can calm thy mind,
Behold the great Avenger of mankind,

See mighty N4 S SAU through the Battle ride,
And fee thy fubjets galping by his fide:

Fain wou’d the pious Prince refufe th’Alarm,
Fain wou'd he check the Fury of his Arm;

But when thy Cruelties his thoughts engage,
The Hero kindles with becoming rage,

Then Countries ftoln, and Captives unreftord,
Give Strength to ev'ry blow, and edge his Sword.
Behold with what refiftlefs force he falls

On towns beﬁcg’d, and thunders at thy walls!

13

Afk




|l‘ 1y POEMS on feveral OCCASTONS.

Atk Villeroy, for Villeroy beheld

i The Town furrender’'d, and the Treaty feal'd;
With what amazing ftrength the Forts were won,
Whilft the whole Pow’r of France ftood looking on.
I But ftop not here: behold where Berkley ftands,
i And executes his injur’d King’s commands;

| Around thy coafts his burfting Bombs he pours

i On flaming Citadels, and falling Tow'rs;

i With hizzing ftreams of fire the air they ftreak,

‘ And hurl deftru&®ion round’em where they break;
| The Skies with long afcending Flames are bright, -
I And all the Sea refle@s a quivering light.

i Thus AEfna, when in fierce Eruptions broke,

| Fills Heav'n with Afhes, and the Earth with Smoke;
| Here Crags of broken Rocks are twirl’'d on high,

i Here molten Stones and fcatter’d Cinders fly:

w Its fury reaches the remoteft coalt,

| And ftrows the Afiatic thore with Duft.

}f Now does the Sailor from the neighb’ring Main

' Look after Gallic Towns and Forts in vain; B9
No more his wonted Marks he can defcry,

But fees a long unmeafur’d Ruin lie;

i Whilft, pointing to the Naked coaft, he fhows

} His wond'ring Mates where Towns and Steeples rofe,

I Where crowded Citizens he lately view'd,

"’ And fingles out the place where once St. Maloes ftood.

Here Ruffel's Actions fhould my Mufe require;

And wou’d my ftrength but fecond my defire,

I'd all his boundlefs Bravery rehearfe,

And draw his Cannons thund’ring in my verfe:
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High on the deck fhou’d the great Leader ftand,
Wrath in his Look, and Lightning in his Hand;
Like Homer's Heélor when he flung his Fire
Amidft a thoufand Ships, and made all Greece retire.

But who can run the Britg/h Triumphs o’er,
And count the Flames difperft on every Shore?
Who can defcribe the {catter’d Viétory,
And draw the Reader on from Sea to Sea;
Elfe who cou’d Ormond’s Godlike A&s refufe,
Ormond, the theme of every Oxford Mufe?
Fain wou’d I here his mighty Worth proclaim,
Attend him in the noble chafe of fame,
Through all the Noife and Hurry of the Fight,
Obferve each blow, and keep him ftill in fight.
Oh, did our Britsfh Peers thus court Renown,
And grace the Coats their great Forefathers won!
Our arms wou'd then triumphantly advance,
Nor Henry be the laft that conquer’d France.
What might not England hope, if fuch abroad
Purchas’d their country’s honor with their Blood:
When fuch, detain’d at home, fupport our State
In WILLIAM's ftead, and bear a Kingdom’s weight,
The Schemes of Gallic Policy o’erthrow,
And blaft the Counfels of the common Foe;
Dire& our Armies, and diftribute Right,
And render our M 4 R I 4’s Lofs more light.

But ftop, my Mufe, th’ ungrateful found forbear,
M AR I A’s name ftill wounds each Britifh Ear:
Each Britifh Heart M A R I A fill does wound,

And Tears burft out unbidden at the found;
MARIA
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M AR IA ftill our rifing Mirth deftroys,
| Darkens our Triumphs, and forbids our Joys.
f But fee, at length, the Britjfly Ships appear !
| Our NASS AU comes! and as his fleet draws near,
| The rifing Mafts advance, the Sails grow white,
And all his Pompous Navy floats in fight.
Come, mighty Prince, defir'd of Bruaimn, come!
May Heav'n's propitious gales attend thee home!
| Come, and let longing crowds behold that Look,
I Which fuch Confufion and Amazement ftrook
i Through Gallic hofts: But, oh! let Us defcry
Mirth in thy Brow, and pleafure in thy Eye;
Let nothing dreadful in thy face be found;
But for a-while forget the Trumpet’s found;
Well pleas’d, thy People’s Loyalty approve,
Accept their Duty, and enjoy their Love.
For as when lately mov'd with fierce delight,
You plung’d amidft the Tumult of the fight,
Whole heaps of Death encompafs’d you around,
And Steeds o’erturn’d lay foaming on the ground:
So Crown'd with Laurels now, where’er you go,
Around you blooming Joys, and peaceful Bleflings flow.






