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Yﬁe RirvaiL BROTHERSs.

E L IA and 1, to fhare the vernal Gales,
One Ev’ning ‘wander’d o’er the dewy Vales ;

Still was the Soul,- and ev’ry. Senfe was pleas’d,
And the cool Heart from Care and Bufinefs eas’d :
Arm lock’d in Arm with heedlefs Steps we rove,
Round the fair Borders of a blooming Grove ;
Reclin’d at eafe within the fecret Shades,

A lovely Bower held two fairer Maids,

Soft Flavia one, with Cheeks of rofy Dye,

And Sylvia famous for her ftar-like Eye.

S);lvfcz whofe Wit was vers’d in charming Wiles,
Who often varied her Difcourfe with Smiles:
Love-tales fhe told, fome fictious and fome true,
The Subject various and her Stories new ;

Of Innocence opprefs’d by mightier Wrong,
And many Proofs fhe drew from facred Song:
When Flavia thus — behold the ling’ring Day

Still paints yon Heavens with a filver Gray ;
And
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And flothful Night with gentler Pace comes on, .
As if fhe liften’d to thy charming Tongue |

‘The Rival Brothers; let my Sylvia tell,
How crofs they lov’d, and who untimely fell
Her Friend reply’d, You fhall not ask in vain,
Although the Story gives thy Syfvia Pain
"Then on her Cheek her iv'ry Hand the laid,
And with a Sigh began the lovely Maid.

Long time beforé our Fathers Lives began,
"There liv’d an ancient and a worthy Man,
Was long the Fav’rite of indulgent Fame ;
~ For Wretches knew and blefs’d Chy#iphor’s Name,
Juft without Pride, without Relu@ancekind ;
For inborn Goodriefs with foft Pity join’d,
To form the Bafis of his godlike Mind.
His temp’rate Soul was ne’er difturb’d with Rage,
But graceful bore the rev’rend Weight of Age:
All bounteous Feav’n had to his fhare confign’d":
A moderate Fortune with a- peaceful Mind :
His Dwelling feated on a rifing Hill,
Was water’d round with many a cryftal Rill:

Gardens
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Gardens and Groves the {mother’d Buildings fcreen,
Which look’d the Seat of fome retir'd Queen,

Cytbania toft of the admiring Land,
The faireft Virgin of the thining Band,
Did to Clytiphon’s Honour truft her Charms,
And gave her Beauties to his faithful Arms :
But cruel Death, whofe Bufinefs 1s to rend
The pale-ey’d Matron from her weeping Friend,
Had torn Gythania from his widow’d Side,
And left her Spoufe to wail his conftant Bride :
Heav’n fpar’d one Child to crown his feeble Age,
To chear his Spirits and his Grief affwage :
W Sophinia precious to her Father's Mind,
To her alone was ev’'ry With confin’d :
Nor did the Virgin lefs deferve his Care,
Her guiltlefs Soul was like her Perfon fair ;
For Heav’n to form this matchlefs Beauty join’d
Her Mother’s Features to her Father’s Mind ;
Not op’ning Rofes nor the bafhful Day,
Blufh’d half {o fweetly as Sophinia gay :
3 Her Eyes were dazzling and her Temples fair,

And ev'ry Feature wore a finiling Air ;

For
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For Wit and Lcarniﬁg {he out-ftrip’d her Kind, |
" Nor cou’d her Sex debafe her noble Mind; |
In fearch of Knowledge fhe wou’d fpend the Day,
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%! And Judgment walk’d before her guiltleﬁz Way.
£1 "j f Not many Furlongs ftom thofe blifsful Plains,
i Where good Clytiphon rul’d the happy Swains,

f 3 There liv’d a wealthy and a worthy Peer,

it Lov'd by his Friends and to his Country dear;

Laon the great in Valour juftly fam’d,
e s His Sons Lycander and Polypbon nam’d,
i Both noble Youths and by their Friends admir’d, _

i And Thirft of Glory both their Hearts infpird:
Lycander’s Form was fairer than his Mind ; |
His Shape was faultlefs and his Brow {ublime,

His jetty Locks in mazy Ringlets run,

And his bright Eyes were like a Morning Sun:

Rays quick and fierce their fubtle Light'nings fling,
‘His Cheeks were frefher than the dawning Spring; .
But then as Tempefts o’er the Ocean roll, L
Continual Paffion tore his boiling Soul ;

Difdainful, proud, with an imperious Will,

Headlong he rufh’d on unfufpected Ill :

Reafon
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Reafon in vain oppos’d her facred Shield,

And Virtue’s felf muft to the Whirlwind yield :

- Polyphon’s Soul was of a gentler Kind,

No rugged Storms cou’d fhake his eafy Mind,
Still calm and pleafant as the Ev’ning Skies :
When not a Breeze through the ftill Region flies,
No gloomy Frowns a fullen Heart betray,

His Brow was thoughtlefs and his Air was gay :
Thele to Clytiphon’s did their Sire attend,

The pleafing Manfion of their Father’s Friend,

With Lovers Eyes they both Sopbinia view,
As with her Years her rifing Beauty grew,

With airy Hopes they nurs’d the rival Flame,
And fought with Gifts to win the {miling Dame ;
But fhe too cautious to be foon betray’d,

"Their Merit balanc’d, and their Tempers weigh’d :
Lycander’s Fortune pleas’d the lovely Dame,

His Power, Titles and his rifing Fame ;

And: the gay Maid beheld with early Pride,

Laon’s bright Heir attending at her Side :

That way wou’d oft her Vanity incline,

But then her Reafon fear’d his bafe Defign :

Stll
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Still at her Heart the fullen Doubt remains;
And put a Period to the golden Dreams:

Polyphon’s Image on her Fancy ftole

With thoufand Beauties in his taintlefs Soul ;

Clear as his Face and {prightly as his Mien ;

Soft as his Voice, and like his Brow ferene.
Polyphon now the wavering Nymph admires,

Nor thinks of Caftles; Towns, and fhining Spires ;
Her changing Thoughts prefer an: eafy Home,

And dwell with: Patience on a:younger Somn.
Lycander once her Fav'rite was, but now

He meets Refentment and a frozen Brow 2

With: {prightly Qaths and well diffembl’d Lies:
His Form no more can: pleafe Sophinia’s Eyes.
Without Concern he met the Fair’s Difdain,
Nor cou’d her Frown difturb the haughty Swainz:
Confcious of Merit he purfu’d her fill;

And only thought her Tongue bely’d her Will ¢
For Impudence, to Vice a trufty Squire,

Who bears her Arms and fans her purple Fire;,

In vain‘to move the {cornful Nymph he tries, | %

Had
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Had taught Lycander, that Affairs of Love
Are not regarded in the Realms above ;
That Qaths are licens’d to addre(s th’ Fair,
And Vows to Virgins but the Sport of Air ;
That Maids are Merchandife, and may be fold
For charming Eloquence and mighty Gold.
IL.

A Grove there was, a venerable Shade,
No hoftile Iron durft her Boughs invade,
Whofe lofty Pines for fev’ral Ages grew,
And rev’rend Oaks a hundred Winters knew 2
A cryftal River wander’d half-way round,
The reft defended with a hafel Mound ;
*T'was here to thun Lycander’s jealous Eye,
When So/ departed to the weftern Sky ;

The fly Sopbinia us’d to leave her Maids,
And meet Polyphon in the balmy Shades ;

207

While the proud Youth who found himfelf defpis’d,

His Perfon flighted and Polyphon priz’d ;

- Grew. wild with Love and defp’rate with Defpair,

And vow’d Deftruction to the gentle Pair:

No
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208 Porwms on feveral Occafions.

No quiet Hour his furly Spirit knows,
Nor Reft by Day-light or at Night Repofe:
Cold to his Friends, and if they ask his Care,
He only anfwers with a fullen Glare.'

One Ev'ning when the fparkling Sun withdrew,
And thicfty Flowers fip’d the grateful Dew;
When this fair Grove had put on all her Charms,
And Zephyts play’d amidft her curling Arms ;
Sophinia weary of the {ultry Day, '
To the cool Foreft took her lonely Way,
Attentive only to the Linnets Song, bt A
No ill fhe thought of, and fhe fear’d no Wrong:
Pleas’d with the Glories of thie {miling Year,
For guilty Minds are only taught to fear.
The well-known Path her willing Feet purfue
Through the brown Shade, where in the Centre grew
A Row of Laurels crown’d with lafting Green,
And {ofter Beech and flow’ring Rofe between =
Here in a fatal Hour Sophinia came ;
For proud Lycander watch’d the lovely Dame :
Revenge and Love at once his Bofom fire 5 -

His broad Eyes flath with more than mortal Fire:

Then
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Then to his Friends the raging Hero flew,

His Friends a thoughtlefs and a wanton Crew,

Whofe flothful Hands were backward, as their Will,
In Virtue’s Caufe, but refolute in Il :

" To thefe the Youth difclos’d his rath Defign,

His glad Companions in th’ Adventure ] join,

That fome well pracis’d in the Ruffians Trade
Shou’d bear Sophinia from the filent Shade :

The Mifchief pleas’d, yet none propos’d the Way,
Tho’ fhort the Time and dang’rous the Delay :

In ftill fufpenfe the lift’ning Heroes ftand,
| "_Till with rude Voice Miranthus thus began :

¢ A Caftle has for many Centries ftood,
 Within the Confines of the neigh’bring Wood,
¢ Whofe gloomy Arches fcem difpos’d to hide

¢ Offended Subje@s from a Tyrant’s Pride.

¢ And often fhe has lent her hoftile Towers,
* The guilty Refuge of rebellious Powers:
Here let your Friends this peevifh Girl convey,

And keep her fecret from the Face of Day.

L

4

 Thofe Doors with iron Eloquence fhall plead

¢ Your mightyPaffion to the {cornful Maid :

‘ You
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¢ You have what my unready Thought defign’d,
¢ The hafty Dictates of a ruftick Mind,

¢ A Mind inur’d to Wars and rude Alarms,

¢ Unskilld in Love and Beauty’s fofter Charms :
He ceas’d —~ Applaufe was feen in ev’ry Eye,

And Peals of Laughter rent the troubl’d Sky ;
Two fav’rite Heroes fingl’d from the Crew,
With hoftile Feet that facred Path purfue ;
Whofe winding Maze betray’d the fmiling Bower,
That held Sophinia in a baneful Hour :

The heedlefs Virgin on a Bank they found,
Where the faint Primrofe {preads her Odours round,
And nodding Poppies feem’d to kifs the Ground.
With frigchted Eyes the trembling fair One fees
Their furly Figures through the parting Trees ;
But yet fhe rofe collected in her Fear,

. *T'was vain to call and no Affiftance near :

Then from the Ground fhe rais’d her = beauteous
Eyes,

And weeping turn’d them on the pitying Skies :

Aflift me Heaven and heavenly Pow’r, fhe cries.

You
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You Saints that hover round celeftial Springs : *

O take and wrap me in your facred Wings, g,

I fee black Violence come frowning on;

But may Lycander mourn the dear-bought Wrong ;

Ah hear, Sophinia, in this fearful Hour ;

And fave, O fave me from a Villain’s Pow’r. i
But now a Slave whom Beauty ne’er cou’d charm,

Rrew nigh and feiz'd her by the ivory Arm :

Through untrod Paths they bore the ftruggling Maid

To thofe rude Towers where Lycander ftay’d,

A difmal Dwelling hid by waving Trees ;

So thick they fcarce admit the healthy Breeze,

On whofe black Walls condenfing Vapours hung,

Whofe lofty Spires hardly knew the Sun: A

His Beams ne’er enter’d here, but in the Room

- Perpetual Coldnefs and eternal Gloom :

Here the pleas’d Youth his charming Prey fecures, |
And round his Pris’ner thut the plated Doors ; . hp
Then left the Virgin to herfelf, nor ftay’d -; {
To bear Reproaches from the injur’d Maid : it
Fierce as he was he, like a Coward, flies |

The Rage that fparkl’d in her glowing Eyes ;
P 2 But !
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But when he thought the dang’rous Storm was o’er,
Again he fought thofe Eyes he fled before,

Like fome pale Wretch impatienit for his Doom,
His fearful Steps approach’d the hallow’d Room :
For rifing Confcience now her Task began,
And guilty Blufhes through his Features ran :
Unufual Horrors o’er his Paflage hung,

At ev’ry Step the founding Portals rung :

Before the Door he took a filent Stand,

And the pale Taper trembl’d in his Hand:

A hollow Voice Lycander feem’d to call,

And Shadows danc’d along the gloomy Wall:
His haughty Spirit was at this difmay’d,
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Lycander trembl’d, and was once afraid:
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Why beats my Heart, my coward Heart, he cries;
1 And why this Mift before my dazzl’d Eyes ?

” |f Sophima’s mine, and I will feize my Store,

| F If thoufand Speltres guard the awful Door :

Then rufhing in, the lovely Dame he found
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10 In fullen Pofture and in Thought profound ;

| ) The wonted Rofes from her Cheeks were fled,

I On her fair Hand reclin’d her beauteous Head :
With
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~ With Flatt’ry firft he tip’d his artful Tongue,
And ftrove to palliate and excufe the Wrong: ;
Let not Sophinia, with a Smile he cries, ?l
Think we have feiz’d her as a hoftile Prize ; i
The Fault we owe to this unconquer’d Flame, _
Love was the Aggfeﬁ'or and be his the blame : il
Truft not thy Reafon to a haughty Guide, =:t_:
Nor call that Honour which is only Pride :
Honour a pageant Miftrefs of the vain, *
The Virgin’s Tyrant and the Hero’s Chain ; '

If fparkling Wealth can pleafe thy brighter Eyes, '.
The Mines of Perfia at thy Feet thall rife; |

And when thy Chariot marks the dufty Fields, |
Full thirty Slaves fhall grace the fhining Wheels : {
For thee the Eaft thall yield her fpicy Bowers,

And fweeter Baths diftil from weeping Flowers ;

. Then {mile my fair One and be timely wife ; il
The Maid reply’d, and roll’d her fcornful Eyes. *r.
Hence, fawning Traitor, why wouldft thou be told, '*}
How much I'hate thy Perfon and thy Gold ? |

Miftaken Nature with too nice a Care, :
In vain has fhap'd thee in a Mold fo fair: 1
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Vice will be Vice howe’er *tis polifb’d o’er,

Thou Villain, dare to meet my Eyes no more.
Thofe gloomy Birds that love the midnight Arr,

And hover round the Manfions of Defpair;

When to their Shrieks the hollow Roofs rebound,

And the hoarfe Raven aids the dreadful Sound ;

Tho' howling Wolves thou'd with their Voices join,

Are lefs offenfive to my Ears than thine

Beyond my Hate, if yet a Thought remain,
To make thy Spirit curfe the galling Chain ;
If with thofe Thorns that Love’s {oft Empire bounds,
Succefsful Rivals give the deepeft Wounds : |
1 love thy Brother, and, if that can be,
With Paffion equal to my Hate for thee.
She faid — And Rage poffeft Lycander’s Soul,
His pale Lips tremble and his Eye-balls roll :
Three times he rais’'d a Dagger to her Breaft,
But mighty Love his daring Hand {fupprefs’d ;
And now fhrill Cries invade his wond’ring Ears,
The noife of Battle and the clafh of Spears ;
Starting he turn’d, nor ftaid to make reply,
Tho' Fury {parkl’d in his threat'ning Eye :

| | To
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To Arms his Friends in mingled Voices call,
And Danger hover'd o’er the frowning Wall,

111
In that fad Hour, when the frighted Maid

Was drawn by Villains from the mourning Shade,
Polyphon to th’ appointed Foreit came ;

He reach’d the Bower, but he mifs’d the Dame ; .
Through balmy Paths with infant Rofes bound,

Where blufthing Daifies {trew the painted Ground;
He rov’d, impatient of.the Nymph’s Delay,
And often doubted to return or ftay :

By chance he turn’d his mournful Eye, and fees
His Friend Acanthus through the parting Trecs:
The Youth drew nearer with an eagér Pace
Amazement hover’d on his boding Face ;

And thus impatiﬁnt to Polyphon faid,

Where is Sophinia, where thy darling Maid,
This Ev'ning reftlefs, tho’ I know not why,
When fetting Phabus ftain’d the weftern Sky :
To thefe fweet Shades I took my heedlefs Way,
To fhare the Fragrance of declining Day :

P 4 Alo:le
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Alone and penfive as I wander’d here,

A Woman’s Voice furpris’d my hft’ning Ear;
To yon rude Tow’rs I trac’d the finking Sound,
Till the ftill’d Out—érics were in diftance drown’d :
What think you now ? I fear fome threat’ning il
From headftrong Paffion and imperious Will

I fear Sophinia and yourfelf betray’d,

T know your Brother loves the beauteous Maid ;
Then hear my Vow, the frantick Lover cries,
And turn’d his Eye-balls on the glimm’ring Skies :
Hear me, ye Pow'rs whofe facred Hands fuﬁam
Thefe WDI‘IdS of Nature in 2 mighty Chain ;

If rﬁy fierce Bréther has prefum’d to bear,

And from her Bowers force my injur’d Fair,
Thefe wakeful Eye-lids thall no more be clos'd :
This Spirit refted, nor thefe Limbs repos 'd;

This vengeful Rapier fhall be fheath’ d no more,
Till the rude Traitor fhall his Prize reftore :

He f2id, and raging left the gloomy Shade,

Full of Refentment for his injur’d Maid:
Acanthus fommon’d to a neighb’ring Plain
Their Friends a httle, but a martial Train:

Twice
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~ Twice twenty Youths their Gen’ral’s Voice attend,
And fhare the Quarrel of their injur’d Friend. |
Polyphon éleas’d to fee the affembl’d Pow’rs, t |
Led his fmall Squadron to the hoftile Towers: 1
The frowning Portals well fecur’d they found, i

The gloomy Court with Centries guarded round; i
Who fpite of Reafon and their Country’s Laws,
Were drawn to combat in a guilty Caufe:

The firft of thefe Cyrenus, fair and young,
Whofe curling Locks below his Shoulders hung,

Too rafhly bold encounter’d hand to hand,
Fierce Polyarchus of Polyphon’s Band :

The pointed Jav’'lin fped bencath his Chin,

~ And ftreaming Purple ftain’d his beauteous Skin :
His very Cheeks are wafh’d with deeper Dyes,
And lafting Slumber feals his {wimming Lyes:
This piteous Sight enrag’d the vicious Train,
But moftly Jphis Brother of the flain ;
Revenge, he cry’d, and hurl’d his deathful Dart :
It hif’d along, but mifs'd the Hero’s 2y A | it
Defpairing, raging, on the Youth he flew, ’

While down his Forchead roll’d the fultry Dew : .
' Blows 1t
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Blows anfwer Blows, and round their Temples fing
The glancing Weapons, and the Bucklers ring =
Aloof they fight, or now in Circles wheel’d,

Each thought to conquer ; both difdain to yicld,
Till Polyarchus with a fide-way Blow

Tranfpierc’d the Liver of his heedlefs Foe :-

He drew the Weapon from his tortur’d Side,

The gaping Wound difgorg’d a purple Tide s
His Eyes turn’d upward with a ghaftly Roll,
Headlong he fell and fob'd away his Soul :

Now Joy tranfported the vi¢torious Throng, '
With Polyarchus all the Welkin rung: |
Applaufe and Clamour fhook the trembling Ground

Lycander heard and curs'd the hated Sound : ~ * . L
Griev’d for his Friend he with the foremoft prefs’ d P
And all their Lances glitter round his Breaft: ' Hi

But the 'ftrong Shield their Points at diftance holds,

Where two fair Eagles fpread their ngs in Gold; Jif

A weighty Spear his better Hand fupplies, M !
And livid Light’nings fparkle in his Eyes. i |
Vinario firft fuftain’d the Warrior’s Rage, i
The beauteous Darling of his Father’s Age ; | i

His




Loud Shrieks and Clamours rend the frighted Sky : '
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His tender Arm the deadly Spear arrefts,
And tore his Shoulder from his ivory Breaft : s
Too late his Friends to his Affiftance run, :
For his black Eyes no more behold the Sun.
Miranthus next did his bright Lance 'extend, g
A bluft’ring Soldier and Lycander’s Friend : t
Him Merias met, old Meriander’s Heir, * ;
The youthful Husband of Lycy/ia fair:
Now born untimely from his F_‘ather’s Side,
His {miling Fortunes and his lovely Bride -
Juft at his Hip the Steel an Entrance found,

And tore his Bowels with a ghaftly Wound :

Back fell the Youth, his tinkling Arms reply ;

Polyphon now with deadly Anguifh ftung,
His ready Jav'linat the Victor flung :

The erring Weapon with 2 whiftling Sound |
Flew o’er his Head, and plough’d the diftant Ground : | i
Enrag’d to fee the bloodlefs Point defcend, {
And mifs the Vengeance for his bleeding Friend ; |
His {hining Eyes that did with Fury glow,

He turn’d, and thus defy’d the ftronger Foe :
Hope
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Hope not for Conqueft, mighty Clown, he cries,
From thy ftern Vifage and gigantick Size :

A little Arm, if Heav’n direct the Blow,

May fend thee howling to the Shades below :
Slave, cries Mirantbus with a ftormy Glare,

Go, wafh thy Face, and curl thy waving Hair,

He fpoke and drove his weighty Spear along,
The failing Mifchief on the Buckler fung :

Not {o Polyphon fent his faithfal Dart,

The {peedy Vengeance reach’d the Hero’s Heart ;

Thy coward Heart belies thy daring Tongue; g

Down fell the Knight, his clanging Arms rebound,
And his proud Soul came rufhing thro’ the Wound.

Lycander faw, but turn’d his Eyes away,
Where in the Duft the mighty Soldier lay ;

Then like a Whirlwind rufh’d the Youth along, {
And fought his Brother in the hoftile Throng : |
Polyphon’s Spear his frantick Hand arrefts,

And hurl’d the Weapon at its Owner’s Breaft ;

The miflive Death deceiv’d his bloody Hand,

Its thirfty Point lay thiver’d in the Sand :

Sufpence

S
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~ Sufpence and Horror held the martial Crew,

And the fick Moon receiv’d a paler Hue : it

* The Stars retir’d from the hated Sight, i:"';’

And wrap’d their Glories in the Clouds of Night. e

. Polyphon cry’d, O fay thy hoftile Arm, g

The Name of Brother wears a potent Charm : i

* Our Mother did in Youth’s fair Bloom expire, {3

§ And left us Infants to our tender Sire; i
' And till Sopbinia blew this deadly Flame, f
Our Fears were equal and our Hopes the fame ;

The fame our Pleafures and the like our Woes ;
We (ept together and as fondly rofe,

Then let, O let not murd’rous Rage divide
Our Hearts, but lay thofe threat’ning Arms afide : {
Let ranc’rous Hate pofiefs-our Souls no more, g

Thou to her Friends the beauteous Maid reftore ;

Then let her Voice our rival Caufe decide, ‘

And him the favours wed the fmiling Bride : g
~He faid ; but Rage had ftop’d Lycander’s Ears ; H
Bafe Slave, he cry’d, thou Child of puny Fears, N
Not Laon’s Son thy Soul difclaim her Race,
My Mother ne’er produc’d a- Thing fo bale,
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Some fairy EIf or treach’rous Nurfe begml'd
My fleeping Parents of their.lawfal Child : * =
Then in his Place her dunghil Offspring laid,
And my young Brother to her Hut convey’d :
This was thy Mother coarfer than her Fate,
And thou the Son of her plebeian. Mate:

Here ceas’d the Youth ; — for Actions {poke the reft,

And hurl’d a Jav'lin at Polyphon’s Breaft -
His Shield receiv’d it with a fmart Rebound,

The miflive Weapon trembl’d on ‘the Ground ;

Now hand to hand the rival Youths engage,

- Lycander burn’d with more than mortal Rage :

Black Fury roll'd in each relentlefs Eye,

Both fought to conquer or refolv’ d to die;

But now Lycander, tho’ with Hate infpir’d,

By fits was fainting and by fits refpird;
Polyphon’s Sword a fatal Paflage found,
Beneath his Arm a deep and ghaftly Wound ;
Stagg’ring he drop’d and grafp’d the bloody Ground.
Yet as he liv'd, without a Groan he fell;

.Jor drew a Sigh, but only éry’d, "Tis well ;

*T'is
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*Tis well, my Fury with my Life (hall end :
Farewel, my Brother and at laft my Friend ;

By our dear Parent fee me quickly laid,

Be thine the Conqueft, thine the beauteous Maid ;

He paus’d, and then with feebler Accent cries,

My Friends, Farewel, and clos’d his fwimming Eyes:

The mourning Victor bending o’er the flain,
Effay’d to raife him, but eflay’d in vain :

His failing Arms refign’d their fecble Hold,

And Drops of Horror from his Témples roll’d :

- From each cold Cheek the bluthing Beauty flies,
And the Ground danc’d before his dazzl’d Eyes ;
- The weeping Youth, with friendly Force, divide
The gentle Mourner from his Brother’s Side ;
Then Friends and Foes united gather round,
And lift the bleeding Body from the Ground ;

~ Seme raife the drooping Head, and others prefs’d

Their careful Arms around his manly Breaft;
Tho’ with black Duft and hoftile Crimfon ftain’d,

Its native Fiercenefs ftill the Face retain’d ;
Back on his Shoulders fell his graceful Harr,

And the grand Features wore a {cornful Air.

Now
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Now all too late the rath Adventure blame,

Pale Conqueft figh’d and loath’d her hated Name ;
From the black Tow’rs their {olemn Steps return,
And both the Victors and the Vanquifh’d mourn.
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Occafion’d by a ferious Admonition.

I § Mirth a Crime? Inftruét me you that knbw;
Or thow’d thefe Eyes with Tears eternal flow :
No (let ye Powers) let this Bofom find,

Life’s one grand Comfort a contented Mind :
Preferve this Heart, and may it find no room

For pale Defpondence or unpleafing Gloom :

Too well the Mifchief and the Pangs we know
Of doubtful Mufing and prophetick Woe.

But now thefe Evils fora Moment reft,

And brighter Vifions pleafe the quiet Breaft,
Where fprightly Health its bleffed Cordial pours,
And chearful Thought deceives the gliding.Hours :

Then




