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LETTER from Smyrna to his Sifters at

Crux-EasTON, 1733.

By the Same.

4 E \ HE hero who to Smyrna bay
From Eafton, Hants, 1 K

purfued his way;

Who travers’d feas, and hills and vales,
To fright his fifters with his tales,
Sing heavenly mufe ; for what befel
Thou faw’ft, and only thou can’{t tell.
Say firft (but one thing I premife,

I’ll not be chid for telling lies ;
Befides, my grannum us’d to fay

I always had a knack that way,
'Scr, if the love of truth be in ye,

Read Strabo, Diodorus, Pliny—

But like fome authors I could name,
Wrapt in myfelf I lofe my theme.)

Say firft, thofe very rocks we fpy’d,
But left ’em on the ftarboard fide,
Where Juno urg’d the T'rojan’s fate.
Shield us, ye Gods, from female hate !
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Then how precarious was the doom

Of Czfar’s line, and mighty Rome,
Snatch’d from the very jaws of ruin,
And fav’d, poor © Die, for thy undoing.
What {faw we on Sicilian ground ?

(A foil in ancient verfe renown’d)

The felf-fame {pot, or Virgil 1y’d,

On which the good Anchifes dy’d ;

The fields where Ceres’ daughter {ported,
And where the pretty Cyclops courted.
The nymph hard-hearted as the rocks,
Refus’d the monfter, fcorn’d his flocks,
And took a fhepherd in his ftead,

With nought but love and worth to plead :

An inftance of a generous mind

That does much honowr to your kind,
But in an age of fables grew,

So poflibly it may’nt be true.

While on the fummit Ztna glows,

His fhivering fides are chill’d with fhows.
Beneath, the painted landfkip charms ;
Here infant Spring in Winter’s arms
Wantons fecure ; in youthful pride
Stands Summer laughing by her fide ;
Ev’n Autumn’s yellow robes appear,
And one gay {cene difclofes all the year,
© Didb,
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Fence to rude Cerioo we came,
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K nown once by Cytherea’s name ;

When Ocean firft the goddefs bore,

She rofe on this diftinguiin’d fhore,

Here firlt the happy Paris l’topﬁ':
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When Helen from her lord elop’a.
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With pleas’d reflection I {furvey’d
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Each fecret grott, each confcious fhade 3

Envv’d his choice, a Shlsratee L
nvv’d his choice, approv’d his flame,
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And fondly wifh’d my lot the {ame.
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For charming Queenfbury liv’d not then,
The radiant fruit, had fhe been therc,
£ Would {carce have fallen to Venus’ {hare;
Saturnia’s felf had wav’d her claim,
And modeft Pallas blufh’d for fhame ;
All had been right: the Phrygian fwain
Had figh’d for her, but figh’d in vain ;
The fair (Enone joy’d to find,
The pains fhe felt repaid in kind
No rape reveng’d, no room for {trife,
Atrides might have kept his wife,
Old Troy in peace and plenty fmil’d —~—
But the ¢ beft poem had been fpoil’d.
How did my heart with joy run o’er,
When to the fam’d Cecrapian fhore,
Wafted by gentle breezes, we
Lame gliding thro’ the fmooth ftill feg!
d Jliad. Whila
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While backward rov’d my bufy’ thought

On deeds in diftant ages wrought ;
On tyrants ¢lorioufly withitood -

L - & 2
On feas diftain’d with Perfian blood -

-
On trophies rais’d o’er hills of flain
In Marathon’s unrival’d plain.
P

Then, as around I caft my eye,
And view’d the pleafing profpe& nigh,

The land for arms and arts renown’d,

Where wit was honour’d, poets crown’d ;

‘Whofe manners and whofe rules refin’d

Our fouls, and civiliz’d mankind ;

Or (yet a loftier pitch to raife

Our wonder, and compleat its praife)

The land that ¢ Plato’s mafter bore

How did my heart with joy run o’er!
Now coafting on the eaftern fide,

We peep’d where Peneus rolls his tide :

Where Arethufa came t’ appeafe

The fhepherd that had loft his bees,

And led him to Cyrene’s grott ;

*Tis a long tale, and matters not.

Dryden will tell you all that paft ;

See Virgil’s Georgics, book the laft.

I fpeak on’t, but to let you know

This grott ftill ftands in ftatu quo ;

Of which if any doubts remain,

I’ve proof, as follows, clear and plain.

¢ Socrates.

Here,
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Here, fifters, we fuch honours met !
; | b
Such honour 1 fhall ne’er fhrgct.
The Goddefs (no uncommon cafe)

1

Proud, I fuppofe, to fhew her place,
Or piqu’d perhaps at your renown,
Sent Boreas to invite us down ;
And he fo prefs’d it, that we us’d
Some pains to get ourfelves excus’d.
My brother fhipmates, all in hafte
Declar’d, that fhells were not their tafte;
And I h:zd f fomewhere {een, you know,
A finer grott than fhe could fhew.

Hence let the Mufe to Delos roam,
Or Nio, fam’d for Homer’s tomb;
To Naxos, known in ancient time
For Bacchus’ love, for Thefeus’ crime,
Can fhe the Lefbian vine forget
W hence Horace reinforc’d bis wat ?
Where the fam’d harp Arion {trung
Nor play’d more {weet than Sapho f{ung?
Could the old bards revive again,
How would they mourn th’ inverted {cene!
Scarce with the barren wafte acquainted,
They once fo beautifully painted.

And here, ’twixt friends, I needs muft fay,
But let it go no farther, pray,
Thefe {ung-up, cry’d up countries are
Difpleafing, rugged, black, and bare ;

£ At CryxeEafion.
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And all I’ve yet beheld or known

Serve only to endear my own.
The matters I fhall next difclofe,
"T1s likely may be wrapp’d in profe;
But verfe methought would fuit thefe better,
Befides, it lengthens out my letter.

Read then, dear girls, with kind regard,

And to our mother too make known,
How travelling has improv’d her fon.

Let not malicious critics join
Pope’s homefpun rhimes in rank with mine,
Form’d on that very fpot of earth,
Where Homer’s felf receiv’d his birth ¢
Add, as I {aid, t’ enhance their worth,
‘The pains they coft in bringing forth ;
While his, as all mankind agrees,

Tho’ wrote with care, are wrote with eafz.
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Part of a LETTER to my Sifters at Crux-EasTon,
wrote from Carro in Ecvpr, AvcusT 1734.

By the Same.
HILE you, my dear girls, in your paradife firay,
Diverting with innocent freedom the day,
I wander alone in a barbarous land,

Half bak’d by the fun, half blind by the fand.
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