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UNCERTAINTY. Ecrocuel
To Mr. PO P E.
O PE, to whofe reed beneath the beechen fhade,
The Nymphs of Thames a pleas’d attention paid
While yet thy Mufe, content with humbler praife,
Warbled in Windfor’s grove her fylvan lays,
Though now {ublimely borne on Homer’s wing,
Of glorious wars, and godlike chiefs fhe fing :
Wilt thou with me re-vifit once again

The cryftal fountain, and the flow’ry plain ?
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Wilt thou, indulgent, hear my verfe relate
The various changes of a lover’s ftate ;
And while each turn of paffion I purfue,
Ask thy own heart if what I tell be true ?

To the green margin of a lonely wood,
Whofe pendent fhades o’erlook’d a filver flood,
Young Damon came, unknowing where he firay’d,
Full of the image of his beauteous maid :
His flock far off, unfed, untended lay,
Toev’ry {avage a defencelefs prey ;
No fenfe of int’reft could their mafter move,
And ev’ry care feem’d trifling now but Love.
Awhile in penfive filence he remain’d,
But tho’ his voice was mute his looks complain’d ;
At length the thoughts within his bofom pent,
Forc’d his unwilling tongue to give them vent.

Ye Nymphs, he cry’d, ye Dryads, who fo long
Have favour’d Damon, and infpir’d his fong ;
For whom, retir’d, I fhun the gay reforts
Of fportful cities, and of pompous courts ;
In vain I bid the reftlefs world adieu,
To feek tranquillity and peace with you.
Tho” wild Ambition and defiru&ive Rage,
No Fattions here can form, no Wars can wage 3
Tho’ Envy frowns not on your humble fhades,
Nor Calumny your innocence invades,
Yet cruel Love, that troubler of the breaft
Too often violates your boafted reft ;
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With inbred ftorms difturb your calm retreat;
And taints with bitternefs each rural {weet.
Ah lucklefs day ! when firft with fond {urprize
On Delia’s face I fix’d my eager eyes;
Then in wild tumults all my foul was toft :
Then reafon; liberty, at once were loft:
And ev’ry wifh, and thought, and care was gone,
But what my heart employ’d on her alone.
Then too fhe fmil’d : can fmiles our peace deftroy;
‘Thofe lovely children of Content and Joy ?
How can foft pleafure and tormenting woe,
From the fame fpring at the fame moment flow ?
Unhappy boy, thefe vain enquiries ceafe,
Thought could not guard, nor will reftore thy peace
Indulge the frenzy that thou muft endure,
And {ooth the pain thou know’ft not how to cures
Come, flatt’ring Memory, and tell my heart
How kind fhe was; and with what pleafing art
. Bhe ftrove its fondeft wifhes to obtain,
Confirm her pow’r, and fafter bind my chain.
It on the green we danc’d, a mirthful band,
To me 2lone fhe gave her willing hand ;
Her partial tafte, if e’er I touch’d the lyre,
Still in my fong found fomething to admire.
By none but her'my crook with flow’rs was crown’d;
By none but her my brows with ivy bound :
The world that Damon was her choice believ’d,
‘The world, alas! like Damon, was deceiv’d !
A 2 When
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When laft I faw her, and declar’d my fire
In words as foft as paflion cou’d infpire,
Coldly fhe heard, and full of {corn withdrew,
Without one pitying glance, or fweet adieu.
The frighted hind, who fees his ripen’d corn
Up from the roots by fudden tempefts torn,
Whofe faireft hopes deftroy’d and blafted lie,
Feels not {o keen a pang of grief as I.
Ah, how have I deferv’d, inhuman maid,
To have my faithful fervice thus repay’d ?
Were all the marks of kindnefs I receiv’d,
But dreams of joy, that charm’d me and deceiv’d ?
Or did you only nurfe my ocrowing love,
‘That with more pain I might your hatred prove?
Sure guilty treachery no place cou’d find
In fuch a gentle, fuch a gen’rous mind :
A maid brought up the woods and wilds among,
Could ne’er have learnt the art of courts {o young :
No ; let me rather think her anger feign’d,
Still let me hope my Delia may be gain’d ;
“T'was only modefty that feem’d difdain,
And her heart fuffer’d when fhe gave me pain.
Pleas’d with this flatt’ring thought the love-fick boy
Felt the faint dawnings of a doubtful joy ;
Back to his flock more cheerful he return’d,
When now the fetting fun lefs fiercely burn’d :
Blue vapours rofe along the mazy rills,
And light’s laft blufhes ting’d the diftant hills.
H* Q. P B
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" ¥ Ear,DoppincTon, the notes that fhepherds fing,
Notes foft as thofe of nightingales in {pring :
Nor Pan, nor Pheebus tune the fhepherd’s reed :
From Love alone our tender lays proceed :
Love warms our fancy with enliv’ning fires,
Refines our genius, and our verfe infpires :
rom him Theocritus, on Enna’s plains,
Learnt the wild fweetnefs of his Doric ftrains ;
Virgil by him was taught the moving art,
‘That charm’d each ear, and foften’d ev’ry heart :
O would’ft thou quit the pride of courts, and deign
"To dwell with us upon the vocal plain,
~ Thee too his pow’r fhould reach, and ev’ry fhade
Refound the praifes of thy fav’rite maid ;
Thy pipe our rural concert wou’d improve,
And we fhould learn of thee to pleafe and love.
Damon no longer fought the filent {hade,
No more in unfrequented paths he ftray’d,
But call’d the nymphs to hear his jocund fong,
And told his joy to all the ruftic throng.
| + W Blefll
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Bleft be the hour, he faid, that happy hour,
When firft I own’d my Delia’s gentle pow’r;
Then gloomy Difcontent and pining Care
Forfook my breaft, and left foft wifhes there;
Soft wifhes there they left, and gay defires,
Delightful languors, and tranfporting fires.
Where yonder limes combine to form a thade,

Thefe eyes firft gaz’d upon the charming maid ;
There fhe appear’d, on that aufpicious day,
When fwains their {portive rites to Bacchus pay :
She led the dance—heav’ns ! with what grace fhe moy’d
Who cou’d have feen her then, and not have lov’d ?
I ftrove not to refift fo {weet a flame,
But glory’d in a happy captive’s name ;
Nor wou’d I now, cou’d Love permit, be free,
But leave to brutes their {avage liberty.

And art thou then, fond {wain, fecure of joy ¢
Can no reverfe thy flattering blifs deftroy ?
Has treach’rous Love no torment yet in ftore ?
Or haft thou never prov’d his fatal pow’r ?
Whence flow’d thofe tears that late bedew’dzhy cheek?
Why figh’d thy heart as if it frove to break ? |
Why were the defart rocks invok’d to hear
The plaintive accents of thy {ad defpair ?
From Delia’s rigour all thofe pains arofe, -
Delia, who now compaflionates my woes,
Who bids me hope; and in that charming word
Has peace and tranfport to my foul reftor’d.

Begin,
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Begin, my pipe, begin the gladfome lay;
A kifs from Delia fhall thy mufick pay ;
A kifs obtain’d ’twixt ftruggling and confent,
Giv’n with forc’d anger, and difguis’d content :
No laureat wreaths I afk to bind my brows,
Such as the Mufe on lofy bards beftows ;
~ Let other fwains to praife or fame afpire :
I from her lips my recompence require.

Hark how the bees with murmurs fill the plain,
While ev’ry flow’r of ev’ry {weet they drain :
See, how beneath yon hillock’s fhady fteep,
The fhelter’d herds on flow’ry couches fleep 3
Nor bees, nor herds, are half fo bleft as I,

If with my fond defires my Love comply :
From Delia’s lips a fweeter honey flows,
And on her bofom dwells more foft repofe.

Ah how, my dear, fhall I deferve thy charms ?
What gift can bribe thee to my longing arms ?
A bird for thee in filken bands I hold,

‘Whofe yellow plumage fhines like pelifh’d gold ;
From diftant ifles the lovely ftranger came,

~ And bears the Fortunate Canaries name ;
In all our weods none boafts fo fweet a note,
Not even the nightingale’s melodious throat,
Accept of this; and cou’d I add befide
What wealth the rich Peruvian mountains hide
It all the gems in Eaftern rocks were mine,
On thee alone their glitt’ring pride fhouw’d fhine.
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But if thy mind no gifts have pow’r to move,

Pheebus himfelf fhall leave th’ Aonian grove ;
‘The tuneful Nine, who never {ue in vain,
Shall come {weet {fuppliants for their fav’rite {wain.
For him each blue-ey’d Naiad of the flood,
For him each green-hair’d fifter of the wood,
Whom oft beneath fair Cynthia’s gentle ray
His mufick calls to dance the night away.
And you, fair nymphs, companions of my Love ;
With whom fhe joys the cowflip meads to rove,
I beg you recommend my faithful flame,
And let her often hear her thepherd’s name
Shade all my faults from her enquiring fight,
And fhew my merits in the faireft light;
My pipe your kind affiftance fhall repay,
And ev’ry friend fhall claim a diff’rent lay.
But fee! in yonder glade the heav’nly fair
Enjoys the fragrance of the breezy air——-
Ah, thither let me fly with eager feet ;

Adieu, my pipe, I go my Love to meet
O may I find her as we parted laft,

And may each future hour be like the paft !
So fhall the whiteft lamb thefe paftures feed,
Propitious Venus, on thy altars bleed,
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JEALOUSY. Ecrogue IIL

To Mr. EDWARD WALPOLE.

HE gods, O WaALPOLE, give no blifs fincere :
Wealth is difturb’d by care, and pow’r by fear.

Of all the paffions that employ the mind,
In gentle Love the fweeteft joys we find ;
Yet e’en thofe joys dire Jealoufy molefts,
And blackens each fair image in our breafts.
O may the warmth of thy too tender heart
Ne'er feel the fharpnefs of his venom’d dart ;
For thy own quiet think thy miftrefs juit,
And wifely take thy happinefs on truft.

Begin, my Mufe, and Damon’s woes rehearfe,
‘In wildeft numbers and diforder’d verfe.

On a romantick mountain’s airy head
(While browzing goats at eafe around him fed)
Anxious he lay, with jealous cares opprefs’d ;
Diftruft and anger lab’ring in his breaft—
The vale beneath a pleafing profpeét yields,
Of verdant meads and cultivated fields ;
Through thefe a river rolls its winding flood,
Adorn’d with various tufts of rifing wood ;

2 Here
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Here half conceal’d in trees a cottage ftands,

A caftle there the op’ning plain commands,

Beyond, a town with glitt’ring {pires is crown’d,

And diftant hills the wide horizon bound :

So charming was the fcene, awhile the {wain

Beheld delighted, and forgot his pain ;

But foon the flings infix’d within his heart,

With cruel force renew’d their raging fmart :

His flow’ry wreath, which long with pride he wore,

The gift of Delia, from his brows he tore :

Then cry’d ; May all thy charms, ungratefu]l maid,

Like thefe neglected rofes droop and fade;

May angry Heav’n deform each guilty grace,

That triumphs now in that deluding face;

Thofe alter’d looks may ev’ry thepherd fly,

And ev’n thy Daphnis hate thee worfe than I.
Say, thou inconftant, what has Damon done,

To lofe the heart his tedious pains had won ;

Tell me what charms you in my rival find,

Againft whofe pow’r no ties have ftrength to bind ;

Has he, like me, with long obedience ftrove

To conquer your difdain, and merit love ?

Has he with tranfport ev’ry fmile ador’d,

And dy’d with grief at each ungentle word ?

Al, no! the conqueft was obtain’d with eafe : y

He pleas’d you, by not ftudying to pleafe :

His carelefs indolence your pride alarm’d ;
And had he lov’d you more, he lefs had charm’d.
O pain
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O pain to think, another fhall poflefs
Thofe balmy lips which I was wont to prefs ¢
Another on her panting breaft fhall lie,
And catch fweet madnefs from her {wimming eye ! —
I faw their friendly flocks together feed,
1 faw them hand in hand walk o’er the mead ;

- Wou’d my clos’d eyes had funk in endlefs night,
Ere I was doom’d to bear that hateful fight !
Where-€’er they pafs’d, be blafted every flow’r,
And hungry wolves their helplefs flocks devour, —=
Ah wretched fwain, could no examples move
Thy heedlefs heart to fhun the rage of love ?
Haft thou not hear’d how poor * Menalcas dy’d
A viétim to Parthenia’s fatal pride ?

Dear was the youth {o all the tuneful plain,
Lov’d by the nymphs, by Phoebus lov’d in vain:
Around his tomb their tears the Mufes paid,
And all things mourn’d but the relentlefs maid.
Wou’d I cou’d die like him and be at peace,
‘Thefe torments in the quiet grave would ceafe ;
| There my vext thoughts a calm repofe wou’d find,
And reft as if my Delia ftiil were kind.
No, let me live her falfhood to upbraid ;
Some god perhaps my juft revenge will aid, ——
Alas what aid, fond fwain, would’ft thou receive ?
Cov’d thy heart bear to fee its Delia grieve ?

* See Mr. Gay’s Dione,
Proteét
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Protect her, Heav’n, and let her never know
The {lighteft part of haplefs Damon’s woe :
I afk no vengeance from the pow’rs above ;
All T implore 1s never more to love—

Let me this fondnefs from my bofom tear,
Let me forget that e’er I thought her fair.
Come, cool Indifference, and heal my breaft ;

Wearied, at length, I feek thy downy reft:

No turbulence of paffion fhall deftroy
My future eafe with flatt’ring hopes of joy.

Hear, mighty Pan, and all ye Sylvans hear,

What by your guardian deities I fwear ;

No more my eyes fhall view her fatal charms,

No more I’ll court the trayt’refs to my arms ;

Not all her arts my fteady foul fhall move,

And fhe fhall find that Reafon conquers Love.—

Scarce had he fpoke, when through the lawn below

Alone he faw the beautcous Delia go;

At once tranfported he forgot his vow,

(Such perjuries the laughing gods allow)

Down the fteep hills with ardent hafte he flew

He found her kind, and foon believ’d her true.

POSSE S-
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ROSSESSION. Ecrocus IV,
To the Lord COBH A M.

OB H AM, to thee this rural lay I bring,
Whofe guiding judgment gives me {kill to fing;
Though far unequal to thofe polifh’d ftrains,
With which thy Congrevecharm’d the lif’ning plains,
Yet fhall its mufick pleafe the partial ear,
Andfootl thy breaftwith thoughts that once were dear;
Recall thofe years which time has thrown behind,
When fmiling Love with Honour fhar’d thy mind :
The {weet remembrance fhall thy youth reftore,
Fancy again fhall run paft pleafures o’er,
And whilé in Stowe’s enchanting walks you ftray,
This theme may help to cheat the fummer’s day.
Beneath the covert of a myrtle wood,
To Venus rais’d a ruftick altar ftoed,
To Venus and to Hymen, there combin’d,
In friendly league to favour humankind.
With wanton Cupids in that happy {hade,
The gentle Virtues, and mild Wifdom play’d.
Nor there in {prightly Pleafure’s genial train,

Lurk’d fick Difguft, or late repenting Pain,
Nor
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Nor Force, nor Int’reft, join’d unwilling hands;
But Love confenting ty’d the blifsful bands.
Thither with glad devotion Damon came,
To thank the pow’rs who blefs’d his faithful flame g
Two milk-white doves he on their altar laid,
And thus to both his grateful homage paid :
Hail, bounteous god, before whofe hallow’d fhring
My Delia vow’d to be for ever mine,
While glowing in her cheeks, with tender love;
Sweet virgin modefty relu@ant ftrove :
And hail to thee, fair queen of young defires;
Long fhall my heart preferve thy pleafing fires;
Since Delia now can all its warmth return,
As fondly languifh, and as fiercely burn,

O the dear gloom of laft propitious night !
O fhade more charming than the faireft light !
Then in my arms I clafp’d the melting maid,
Then all my pains one moment overpaid ; .
Then firlt the fweet excefs of blifs I prov’d,
Which none can tafte but who like me have lov’d,
Thou too, bright goddefs, once in Ida’s grove,
Didft not difdain to meet a fhepherd’s love,
With him while frifking lambs around you play’d;
Conceal’d you fported in the fecret thade 3
Scarce cou’d Anchifes’ raptures equal mine,
And Delia’s beauties only yield to thine.

What are you now, my once moft valu’d JOys,
Infipid trifles all, and childith toys=————s

Friendfhip




'[ 15 ]

Friendthip itfelf ne’er knew a charm like this
Nor Colin’s talk could pleafe like Delia’s kifs.

~ Ye Mufes, fkill’d in ev’};' wim;ing art,
Teach me more deeply to engage her heart;
Ye Nymphs, to her your frefheft rofes bring, |
And crown her with the pride of all the fpring 3 i
On all her days let health and peace attend ;
May fhe ne’er want, nor ever lofe a friend ;
' May fome new pleafure ev’ry hour employ ;
But let her Damon be her highett joy.

With thee, my Love, for ever will I ftay,

All night carefs thee, and admire all day ;
In the {ame field our mingled flocks we’ll feed,
To the fame {pring our thirity heifers lead,
Together will we fhare the harveft toils,
Together prefs the vine’s autumnal {poils,
Delightful ftate, where peace and love combine,
To bid our tranquil days unclouded fhine!
Here limpid fountains roll through flow’ry meads,
Here rifing forefts lift their verdant heads ;
- Here let me wear my carelefs life away,
And in thy arms infenfibly decay.

When late old age our heads fhall filver o’er,
And our flow pulfes dance with joy no more ;
When time no longer will thy beauties {pare,
And only Damon’s eye fhall think thee fair ;
Then may the gentle hand of welcome death,

At one foft ftroke deprive us both of breath;
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May we beneath one common ftone be laid;
And the fame cyprefs both our afhes fhade.
Perhaps {fome friendly Mufe, in tender verfe,
Shall deign our faithful paflion to rehearfe,
And future ages with juft envy mov’d,

Be told how Damon and his Delia lov’d.

SHOLE T 1O (LU Y
Of a BEAUTY in the CouNTRY.

Written at Eton School. By the Same.

y R WAS night; and FLavia to her room retir’d,
With ev’ning chat and fober reading tir’d ;

There melancholy, penfive, and alone,
She meditates on the forfaken town :
On her rais’d arm reclin’d her drooping head,
She figh’d, and thus in plaintive accents faid :
¢ Ah, what avails it to be young and fair,
¢ To move with negligence, to drefs with care ?

g
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What worth have all the charms our pride can boaft,
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If all in envious folitude are loft ?

¢ Where none admire, ’tis ufelefs to excel ;

*¢ Where none are Beaus, ’tis vain to be a Belle :

«¢ Beauty,
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