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JANUARY

AND

M A X

HERE livd in Lombardy, as Authors write,
In days of old, a wile and worthy Knight ;

Of gentle manners, as of gon’rous race,

Bleft with much fenfe, more riches, and fome graces

Yet, led altray by Venus’ foft delights,

He fearce could rule fome idle apperites :

For long ago, let Priefts fay what they cou'd,
Weak finful laymen were but flefh and blood.

But in due time, when fixty years were o'er,
He vow'd to lead this vicious life no more ;
Whether pure holinefs infpir'd his mind,

Or dotage turn’d his brain, is hard to find ;
But his high courage prick'd him forth to wed,
And try the pleafures of a lawful bed.

This was his nightly dream, his daily care,
And to the heav’nly pow’rs his conftant pray's,
Once ere he dy'd, to tafte the blifsful life

Of a kind hufband and a loving wife.

Thefc thoughts he fortify’d with reafons fill,
(For none want reafons to confirm their will.)
Grave authors fay, and witty poets fing,

That honeft wedlock is a glorious thing :
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But depth of judgment motft in him appears,
Who wifely weds in his maturer years,
Then let him chufe a damfel young and fair, 25
To blefs his age, and bring a worthy heir ;
To footh his cares, and free from noife and frife,
Conduét him gently to the verge of life,
Let finful batchelors their woes deplore,
Full well they merit all they fecl, and more: 30
Unaw'd by precepts human or divine,
Like birds and beafts promifcuonfly they join:
Nor know to make the prefent blefling latt,
‘To hope the future, or efteem the paft ;
But vainly boait the joys they never try’d, 35
Arnd find divulg’d the fecrets they would hide.
‘The marry’d man may bear his yoke with eafe,
Secure at once himfelf and heav’n to pleafe;
And pafs his inoffenfive hours away,
In blifs all night, and innocence all day : 49
Tho’ fortune change, his conftant fpoufe remains,
Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains.

But what fo pure, which envioustongues will fpare?
Some wicked wits have libell’d all the fair.
With matchlefs impudence they ftyle 2 wife 45
The dear-bought curfe, and lawful plague of life ;
A bofom-ferpent, a domeftic evil,
A night-invafion, and a mid-day devil.
Let not the wife thefe fland’rous words regard,
But curfe the bones of ev'ry lying bard. 5o
All other goods by fortune’s hand are giv'n,
A wife is the peculiar gift of heav’n.
Vain fortune’s favours, never at a ftay,
Lil:e empty fhadows, pafs, and glide away 3
One folid comfort, our eternal wife, 55
Abundently fupplies us all our life :
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A night-invafion, and-a mid-day devil.
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This blefling lafts (if thofe who try fay truc)
As long as heart can wifh—and longer too,

Qur grandlire Adam, cre of Eve pofleft,

Alone, and ev’n in Paradife unblefs'd, 6o
With mournful looks the blifsful fcenes furvey'd,
And wander'd in the folitary fhade :

The Maker faw, took pity, and beftow’d

Woman, the Jalt, the beft referv’d of God,

A Wife! ah gentle deities, can he 6;
‘That has a wife, ¢’er feel adverfity 2
Would men but follow what the {ex advife,

All things would profper, all the world grow wife.
*T'was by Rebecca’s aid that Jacob won

His father's blefling from an elder fon: 70
Abufive Nabal ow’d his forfeit life

To the wife conduét of a prudent wife:

Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews thow,

Preferv'd the Jews, and flew th’ Affyrian foe =

At Hefter’s fuir, the perfecuting fivord 75
Was fheath’d, and Ifrael livid to blefs the Lord,

Thefe weighty motives, January the fage
Maturely pander’d in his riper age; -

And charm’d with virtaous joys, and fober life,
Would try that Chriftian comfort, call’da wife. Sa
His friends were fummon’d on a point fo nice,

To pafs their judgment, and to give advice;

But fix’d before, and well refolv’d was he;

(As men that atk advice are wont to be.)

My friends, he ¢ry’d (and calk a mournful look 83
Around the room, and figh’d before he fpoke :)
Beneath the weight of threefcore years 1 bend,

And worn with cares, and halt'ning to my end ;
How 1 have liv'd, alas! you know too well,
I worldly follies, which I blufh to tell; g9
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But gracious heav’n-has ope’d my eyes at laft,
With due regret I view my vices paft,
And, as the precept of the Church decrees,
Will take 2 wife, and live in holy eafe.
Bat fince by counfel all things fhould be done, 9%
And many heads are wifer ftill than one ;
Chafe you for me, who beft fhall be content
When my defire’s approv’d by your confent.
One caution yet is needful 10 be told,
To guide your choice ; this wife muft not be old: 1¢0
There goes a faying, and “twas fhrewdly faid,
Old fith at table, but young flefh in bed.
My foul abhors the taliclefs, dry embrace
Of a ftale virgin with a winter face :
In that cold feafon Love but treats his guelt 103
With bean-ftraw, and tough forage at the beft.
No crafty widows fhall approach my bed;
Thofe are too wife for batchelors to wed 3
As fubtle clerks by many fchools are made,
Tywice-marry’d dames are miftrefles o’ th’ trade: 11e
But young and tender virgins, rul’d with eafe,
We form like wax, and mould them as we pleafe.
Conceive me, Sirs, nor take my fenfe amifs;
T'is what concerns my foul’s eternal blifs :
Since if I found no pleafure in my fpoufe, g
As flefh is frail,” and who (God help me) knows?
Then fhould I live in lcud adultery,
And fink downright to Satan when I die.
Or were I curs’d with an unfruitful bed, .
The righteous end were loft, for which Iwed; 120
To raife up feed to blefs the pow’rs above,
And not for pleafure only, or for love.
Think not I doat ; ’tis time to take a wife,
When vig’rous blood forbids a chafter life:
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2

Thofe that are bleft with floke of grace divine, 125
May live like faints, by heav’n’s confent, and mine.
And fince I fpeak of wedlock, let me fay,
(A&s, thank my ftars, in modeft truth I may)
My limbs are a&ive, fill I'm found at heart,
And a new vigour {prings in ev’ry part. 130
Think not my virtue lof, tho’ time has fhed
Thefe rev’rend honours on my hoary head;
Thus trees are crown'd with bloffoms white as fow,
The vital fap then rifing from below :
Old as | am, my lufty limbs appear 135
Like winter greens, that flourifh all the year,
Now, Sirs, you know to what ! ftand inclin'd,
Let ev'ry friend with freedom fpeak his mind.
He faid ; the reft in diff’rent parts divide;
The knotty point was urg'd on either fide: 140
Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim’d,
Some prais’d with wit, and fome with reafon blam’d,
‘I'ill, what with proofs, objetions, and replics,
Each wond'rous pofitive, and wond’rous wife,
There fell between his brothers a debate, 145
Placebo this was call'd, and Juftin that.
Firft to the Knight Placebo thus begun
{Mild were his looks, and pleafing was his tonc)
Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears,
As plainly proves, experience dwells with years! 1350
Yet you purfuc fage Solomon’s advice,
To work by counfzl when affairs are nice:
But, with the Wife Man’s leave, I muft protelt, z
So may my foul arrive at eafe and reft
As ftill I hold your old advice the beft. 1553
Sir, I have livid a Courtier all my days,
And ftudy’d men, their manners, and their ways;
And have obferv’d this ufeful maxim ftill,
To let my betters always have their will.
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Nay, if my Lord affirm’d that black was white, 160

My word was this, Your honour’s in the right,

Th’ afluming Wit, .who deems himfelf fo wife,

As his miftaken patron to advife,

Let him not dare to vent his dang’rous thought,

A noble fool was never in a fault. 165

This, Sir, affefts not you, whofe ev’ry word

Ts weigh'd with judgment, and befitsa Lord :

Your will is mine 3 and is ([ will maintain)

Pleafing to God, and fhould be fo to man;

At leaft, your courage all the world muft praife, 170

‘Who dare to wed in your declining days.

Indulge the vigour of your mounting bleod,

And let grey fools be indolently good,

Wkho, paft all pleafure, damn the joys of fenfe,

With rev’rend dulnefs and grave impotence. 175
Juftin, who filent fat, and heard the man,

Thus, with a philofophic frown, began.
A heathen author of the firit degree,

(Who, tho’ not Faith, had Senfe as well as we)

Bids us be certain our concerns to traft 180

To thofe of gen’rous principles, and juft.

The venture’s greater, 'l prefume to fay,

T'o give yoor perfon, than your goods away:

And therefore, Sir, as you regard your reft,

Firft learn your lady’s qualitics at lcaft :

Whether fhe's chafle or rampant, proud or civil,

Meek as a faint, or haughty as the devil ;

Whether an eafy, fond, familiar fool,

Or fuch a wit as no man e'er can rule,

*Tis truc, perfeQion none muft hope to find 190

In all this world, much lefs in womankind ;

Bat if her virtoes Hfmrc the Jarger fhare,

Ble(s the kind fates, and thank your fortung rarc.
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Ah, gentle Sir, take warning of a friend,
Who knows too well the ftate you thus commend ; 195
nd, fpite of all his praifes, muft declare,
All he can find is bondage, coft, and care.
Heav'n knows, I fhed full many a private tear,
And figh in filence, left the world fhould hear;
While all my friends applaud my blifsful life, 200
And fwear no mortal’s happier in a wife;
Demure and chafte as any veftal Nun,
The meekelt creature that beholds the fun!
But, by th' immortal pow’rs, I feel the pain,
And he that finarts has reafon to complain.
Do what you lit, for me; you mult be fage,
And cautious fure; for wifdom is in age :
But at thefe years, to venturc on the fair;
By him who made the ocean, earth and air,
‘To pleafc a wife, when her occafions call, 210
Would bufy the moft vig'rous of us all.
And truft me, Sir, the chafteflt you can chufe
Will afk obfervance, and exaft her dues.
If what I fpezk my noble Lord offend,
My redious fermon here is ar an end, 213
*Tis well, 'tis wondrous well, the Knight replies,
Mol worthy kiafman, faith you're mighty wife !
We, Sirs, are fools ; and mult refiga the caafe
To heath’nith authors, praverbs, and old fiws.
He fpoke with fcorn, and tarn’d another way :=— 223
What does my friend, my dear Placeba, fay?
1 fay, quoth he, by heav’n the man’s 1o blame,
To flander wives, and wedlock's holy name.
At this the council rofe, without delay ;
E:zch,-ia his own opinion, went his way; 22§
With fell confent, that, all difputes appeas'd,
The knight fhould marry, when and where he pleas'd,

205
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‘Who now but January exuales with joy ?
"The charms of wedlock all his foul employ:
Each nymph by turns his wav’ring mind pofleft, z23e
And reign’d the fhort-livid tyrant of his breaft ;
While fancy pictur'd ev’ry lively pare,
And each bright image wander'd o'er his heart.
Thus, io fome public Forum fix’d on high,
A Mirrour fhows the figures moving by ; 233
Still one by one, in fwift fucceffion, pafs
The gliding fhadows o'er the polifh’d glafs.
This Lady’s charms the nicelt could not blame,
But vile fufpicions had afpers'd her fame;
That was with fenfe, but not with virtue, bleft; 240
And one had grice, that wanzed all the reft,
"Thus doubting long what nymph he fhould obey,
He fix'd at laft upon the youthful May.
Her faults he knew not, Love is always blind,
But ev'ry charm revolv’d within his mind : 243
Her tender age, her form divinely fair,
Her ealy motion, her attra@ive air,
Her {weet behaviour, her enchanting face,
Her moving foftnefs, and majellic grace.

Much in his prudence did our knighe rejoice, 250
And thought no mortal could difpute his choice:
Once more in hafle he fummon'd ev’ry friend,

And told them 2ll, their pains were at an end.
Heav’n, that (faid he) infpird me firll to wed,
Provides a confort worthy of my bed 255
Let none oppofe th’ election, fince on this

Depends my quict, and my future blifs.

A dame there is, the darling of my eyes,

Young, beauteous, artlefs, innocent, and wife;
Chalte, tho’ not rich; and, tho' not nobly bora, 260
OFf honeft parents, and may ferve my tarn.



JANUARY AND MAY. 217

Her will I wed,- if gracious Heav'n {o pleafe ;
To pafs my age in fanlity and eafe:
And thank the pow'rs, I may poflefs alone
The lovely prize, and fhare my blifs with none! 265
1f you, my friends, this virgin can procure,
My joys are full, my happinefs is fure,
One only doubt remains : Full oft I've heard,
By cafuifts grave, and deep divines averr’d ;
That "tis too much for human race to know 270
The Llifs of heav'n above, and carth below.
Now fhould the nuptial pleafures prove fo great,
To match the bleflings of the future flate,
Thole cndlefs jovs were ill-exchang’d for thefe;
Then clear this doubt, and fet my mind at eafe. 273
This Juftin heard, nor could his {pleen controul,
Touch’d to the quick, and tickled at the foul.
Sir Knight, he cry’d, if this be all you dread,
Heav'n put it palt your doubt, whene’er you wed;
And 1o my fervent pray’rs fo far confent, 280
That ere the rites are o'cr, you may repent !
Good Heav'n, no doubt, the nuptial flate approves,
Since it chailifes fill what beft it loves.
Then be not, Sir, abandon’d to defpair; }
Seck, and perhaps you'll find among the fair,
One that may do your bufinefs to 2 hair;
Not ev'n in wifh, your happinefs delay, 287
But prove the {courge to lath you on your way :
Then to the fkies your mounting foul fhall go,
Swift as an arrow foaring from the bow! 299
Provided (till, you moderate your joy,
Nor ia your pleafures all your might employ,
Let reafon’s rule your ftrong defires abare,
Nor pleafe too lavithly your gentle mate.
Old wives there are, of judgment moft acate, 293
Who {olve thefe queftions beyond all difpute;

Vor. 1, L
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Confult with thofe, and beof better-chear ;
Marry, do penance, and difmifs your fear.

So faid, they rofe, nor more the work delay'd;
The match was offer’d, the prapofals made, 300
The parents you may think would foon-comply ;
The Old have int'ret-ever in their eye.

Nor was it hard to move the Lady’s mind ;
‘When fortune favours, il the Rair are kind,
1 pafs each previous fettlement and deed,

Too long for me to write, ‘or ynu to read;

Nor will with quaint impertinence difplay

The pomp, the pageantry, the:proud array.
The time approach’d, to-Church the parties went,
At once with carnal and devout intent : 310
Forth came the PrieR, and bade th’ obedient wife
Like Sarah or Rebeccah lead her life :

Then pray'd the pow’rs the fruitful bed to blefs,

(o)

L
e

And made 21l fure enough with holinefs, 514
And now the palace.gates are open’d wide,

The guefts appear in order, fide by fide, }

And plac'd in ftate the bridegroom and the bride.

"The breathing flute’s foft notes are heard around,
And the fhrill trumpets mix their filver {ound ;

"The vaalted roofs with echoing mufic ring, 320
Thefe touch the vocal ftops, and thofe the trembling
ftring.

Not thus Ampnion tun'd the warbling lyre,

Nor Joab the founding claricn could infpire,

Nor fierce Theedamas, whofe fprightly ftrain 324

Could fwell the foul to rage, and fire the martial train.
Bacchus himfelf, the nuptial feait to grace,

(So Poets fing) was prefent on the place:

And lovely Venus, Goddefs of delight,

Shook high her flaming torch in open fight, }

Ard darc’d around, and fmil’d on ev’ry Knight:
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Pleas’d her beft fervant would his courage try, 331
No lefs in wedlock, than in liberty.
Full many an age old Hymen had not fpy’d
So kind a bridegroom, or fo bright a bride,
Ye bards ! renown’d among the tuncful throng 335
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial fong ;
Think not your fofteft numbers can difplay
The matchlefs glories of this blifsful day :
The joys are {uch, as far tranfcend your rage,
When tender youth has wedded ftooping age, 340

The beauteous dame fat {miling at the board,
And darted am’rous glances at her Lord,
Not Hefter's felf, whofe charms the Hebrews fing,
E'er lookd fo lovely on her Perfian King :
Bright as the rifing fun, in fummer’s day,
And frefh and blooming as the month of May !
The joyful Kaight furvey’d her by his fide,
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride :
Still as his mind revolv’d with vaft delight
Th* entrancivg raptures of th’ approaching night, 359
Reftlefs he fate, invoking ev’ry pow’r
To fpeed his blifs, and halle the happy hour,
Meantime the vig'rous dancers beat the ground,
And fongs were fung, and Rowing bowls went round,
With od’rous {pices they perfum'd the place, 313
And mirth and pleafure thone in ev'ry face.

Damian alcrne, of all the menial train,
Sad in the midlt of trivmphs, figh'd for pain ;
Damian alonc, the Knight's oblequious iquire,
Confum’d at heart, and fed a fecret fire. 360
His lovely Mitlreis all his foul pofle(s'd,
He look’d, he languifh’d, and could rake no reft :
His tatk perform'd, he fadly went his way,
Fell on his bed, and loath’d the ligh: of day,

Lz

315
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There let him lie; till his relenting dame 35s
Weep in her turn, and wafle in equal flame.
The weary fun, as learned Poets write,
Forfook th’ Horizon, and roll’d down the light;
‘While glitt’ring ftars his abfent beams fopply,
And night’s dark maatle overfpread the fky. 370
"T'hen rofe the guefts ; and as the time requir'd,
Each paid his thanks, and decently retir'd.
The foe once gone, our Knight prepar'd t’ undrefs,
So keen he was, and cager to poffefs:
Bat firlt thought fir th’ afiiftance to receive, 375
‘Which grave Phyficians fcruple not to give ;
Satyrion near, with hot Eringos flood,
Cantharides, to fire the lazy blood,
‘Whofe ufe old Bards defcribe in Jufcious rhymes,
And Critics learn’d explain to modern times. 380
By this the fheets were fpread, the bride undrefsd,
The room was fprinkled, and the bed was blefs’d.
What next enfu’d befeems not me to fay ;
’Tis fung, he labour'd till the dawning day, 384
Then brifkly {prung from bed, with heart fo light,
As all were nothing he had done by night; ;
And fip'd his cordial as he fat epright.
He kifs'd his balmy fpoufe with wanton play,
And feebly fung a lufly roundelay:
Then on the couch his weary limbs he caft; 350
For ev’ry labour muft have reft ac laft,
But anxious cares the pen{ive Squire opprefs'd,
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forfook his brealt;
The raging flames that in his bofom dwell,
He wanted art to hide, and means to tell, 393
Ye: hoping time th” occafion might betray,
Compos'd a fonnet to the lovely May ;
Which writ and folded with the nicell art,
He wiapp'd in filk, and laid upon his beart,
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When now the fourth revolving day was run, 400
("Twas June, and Cancer had receiv’d the fun)
Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bride;
The good old Knight mov'd flowly by her fide.

High mafs was fung ; they feafted in the hall;

The fervants round ftood ready at their call, 40§
The Squire alone was abfent from the board,

And much his fickne(s griev’d his worthy Lord,
Who pray’d his fpoufe, attended with her train,

To vifit Damian, and divert his pain,

Th’ obliging dames obey’d with one confent;  41e
They left the hall, and to his lodging went,

The female tribe furround him as he lay,

And clofe befide him fat the gentle May:

Where, as fhe try'd his pulfe, he foftly drew

A heaving figh, and catt a mournful view! 415
Then gave his bill, and brib'd the pow’rs divine,
With fecret vows, to favour his defign,

Wheo fludies now but difcontented May ¢
On her {oft couch unealily fke lay:

The lumpith hufbard fnor'd away the night, 420
*Till coughs awak’d him near the morning light.
‘What then he did, I'll not prefume to tell,

Nor if the thought herfelf in heav'n or hell;

Honeft and dull in nuptial bed they lay,

Till the bell toll'd, and all arofe to pray, 425

Were it by forceful deltiny decreed,

Or did from chance, or nature’s pow’r praceed ;-
Or that fome flar, with afpe& kind to love,
Shed its felefteft influence from above ;
Whatever was the caufe, the tender dame 430
Felt the firft motions of an infant flame;
Receiv'd th’ impreffions of the love-fick Squire,
And walted in the foft infectious fire:
Ls
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Ye fair, draw near, let May’s example move
Your gentle minds to pity thofe who love! 435
Had fome fierce tyrant in her ftead been found,
The poor adorer fure had hang’d, or drown’d :
But the, your fex’s mirrour, free from pride,
Was much too meek to prove a homicide.
But to my tale : Some fages have defin’d 440
Pleafure the fov’reign blifs of humankind :
Our Knight (who fudy’d much, we may fuppofe)
Deriv'd his high philofophy from thofe;
For, like a prince, he bore the valt expence
Of lavifh pomp, and proud magnificence : 445
His houfe was Rately, his retinue gay,
Large was his train; and gorgeous his array,
His fpacious garden made to yield to none,
Was compafs'd sound with walls of folid ftone ;
Priapus could not half defcribé the grace 4.0
(Tho’ God of gardens) of this charming place:
A place 1o tire the rambling wits of Fiance
In long defcriptions, and exceed Romance 3
Rriough to {Rairie the gentleft bard that fings
Of painted meadows, and of purling fprings, 455
Full in the centre of the flow’ry ground,
A cryftal foantain fpread its fireams around, }
The fruoitful banks with verdant lgurels crown'd :
About this fpring (if ancient fanie {ay trde)
The dapper Elves their moon-light fports purfue ¢ 460
Their pigmy king; and little fairy queen,
In circling dances gambol'd on the green,
While tuneful fprites a merry concért made,
And airy mufic warbled thro’ the fhadé.
Hizher the noblé knight would oft repair, 463
(His fcene of pleaiure, and peccliar care)
For this he held it dear, and always bore
Tke filver key that Jock'd the garden-dogr.
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To this fwcet place in fummer's fultzy heat,
He us'd from noife and bus’nefs to retreat ; 470
And here in dalliznce {pend the live-long day,
Solus eum fola, with his {prightly May,
For whate’er work was undilcharg’d a-bed,
The duteous knight in this fair garden {ped.
But ah ! what mortal lives of blifs fecure 2 475
How fhort a fpace our worldly joys endure?
O Fortune, fair, like all thy treach’rous kind,
But faithlefs fill, and wav’ring as the wind!
O painted moailer, form’d mankind to chear,
Wich plealiog poifon, and with foft deceic! 482
This rich, this am’rous, venerable knighe,
Amidft his cafe, his folace and delight,
Struck blind by thee, refigns his days to grief,
And calls on death, the wretch’s lafk relief,
The rage of jealoufy then feiz’d his mird, 483
For much Le fear’d the faith of womanlkind,
His wife not faffer'd from his fide to firay,
Was captive kept, he watch’d her night and day, }
Abridg’d her pleafures, and confin'd her fway.
Full oft in tears did haplefs May complain, 490
And figh'd full oft ; but figh’d and wept in vaia:
She look’d on Damian with a lover’s eye,
For oh, ’twas fix’d ; fhe muft poffefs or die !
Nor lefs impatience vex’d her am’rous Squire,
Wild with delay, and burning with defire, 495
Watch'd as the was, yet could he not refrain
By fecret writing to difclofe his pain :
The dame by figns reveal’d her kind intent,
Till both were confcious what each other meant,
Ah, gentle Knight, what would thy eyes avail, sca
'Tho’ they could fee as far as fhips can fail ¢
’Tis better, fure, when blind, deceiv'd to be,
Than be deluded when 2 man can feck
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For much ke fear’d the faith of womankind,
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Full oft in tears did haplefs May complain, 490
And fighd full oft ; but figh’d and wept in vain:
She look’d on Damian with a lover’s eye,
For oh, 'twas fix’d ; fhe muft poffe(s or die !
Nor lefs impatience vex'd her am’rous Squire,
Wild with delay, and burning with defire, 498
Watch'd as (he was, yet could he not refrain
By fecret writing to difclofe his pain:
The dame by figns reveal’d her kind intent,
Till both were confcious what each other meant.

Ah, gentle Knight, what would thy eyes avail, sca
Tho’ they could fee as far as fhips can fail
*Tis better, fure, when blind, deceiv’d to be,
Than be deluded when 2 man can feel

L s



224 JANUARY AND MAY.

Argus himfelf, fo cautious and fo wife,
Was over-watch’d, for all his hundred eyes: 505
So many an honeft hufband may, *tis known,
Who, wilcly, never thinks the cale his own.
The dame at laft, by diligence and care,
Procur'd the key her Knight was wont to bear;
She took the wards in wax before the fire, 310
And gave th’ impreflion to the trafty Squire,
By means of this, fome wonder fhall appear,
Which, in due place and feafon, you may hear,
Well fung fweet Ovid, in the days of yorc,
What flight is that, which love will not explore? 515
And Pyramus and Thifbe plainly fhow
'The feats true lovers, when they lit, can do:
Tho’ watch'd and captive, yet in fpite of all,
They found the art of kifing thro’ a wall,
But now no longer from our tale to ftray; 520
It happ’d, that once upon a fummer’s day, %
Our rev’rend Knight was urg’d to am’rous play ;
He rais’d his fpoafe ere Matin-bell was rung,
And thus his morning canticle he fung.
Awake, my love, difclofe thy radiant eyes; 525
Arife, my wife, my beauteous lady, rife!
Hear how the doves with penfive notes complain,
And in foft murmurs tell the trees their pain;
The winter's paft; the clouds and tempefts fly ;
The fun adorns the fields, and brightens all the tky.
Fair without fpot, whofe ev'ry charming part 53t
My bofom wounds, and captivates my heart:
Come, and in mutual pleafures let’s engage,
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age.
This heard, to Damian ftraight a fign fhe made, 535
To hafte before; the gentle Squire obey’d:
Secret, and undefery’d, he took his way,
And ambufh’d clofe behind an arbour lay.
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It was not long cre January came,
And hand in hand with him his lovely dame;: 540
Blind as he was, not doubting all was fure,
He turn’d the key, and made the gate fecure.

Here, let us walk, he faid, obferv’d by none;
Confcious of pleafures to the world unknown :
So may my foul have joy, as thou, my wife, 545
Are far the deareft folace of my life;
Aund rather would I chufe, by Heav’n above,
To die this inftant, than to lofe thy love.
Refle@ what truth was in my paffion fhewn,. J
When unendow’d, I took thec for my own, 559%
And fought no treafure but thy heare alone.
Old as 1 am, and now depriv’d of fight,
Whilft thou art faithful to thy own true Kaight, }
Nor age, nor blindnefs rob me of delight.
Enach other lofs with patience [ can bear,. 555
The lof: of thee is what [ only fear,

Confider then, my lady, and my wife,.
The folid comforts of a virtuous life:
As firft, the love of Chrift himfelf you. gain;:
Next, your own honour undefil’d maintain ; 560
Ard lafily, that which fure your mind muft move,.
My whole eftate fhall gratify your love :
Make your own terms, and cre to-morrow’s fun
Difplays his light, by Heav'n it fhall be done..
1 fcal the contra& with a holy. kifs, 565
And will perform, by this—my dear, and this—
Have comfort, fpoufe, nor think thy Lord unkind ;
*Tis love, not jealoufy, that firesmy. mind.
For when thy charms my fober thoughts engage,.
And join'd to them my own unequal age, 570
From thy dear fide [ have no pow’r to part,.
Such fecret tranfports warm my: melting heart..
For who that once poflefs'd. thofe heav'nly charms,

Could live onc moment abfent from thy arms 2
Ls
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He ceas’d, and May with modefl grace reply'd ; 75
(Weak was her voice, aswhile fhe fpoke fhe cry’d :)
Heav’n knows (with that a tender figh fhe drew)

1 have a foul 10 fave as well as you;
And, what no Jefs you to my charge commend,
My dearefl honour, will to death defend. 580
Ta you in holy Ghurch I gave my hand,
And join’d my heart in wedlock’s facred band :
Yet after this, if you cittralt my care;
Then hear, my Lord, and witnefs what I fwear,
“Firft may the yawning carth her bofom rend, 53¢
And let me hence to hell alive defcend ;
Or die the death I dread no lefs than hell,
Sew’d in a fack; and plung'd into a well ;
Ere I my fam@ by one lewd a& difgrace,
Or once renoance thée honour of my race. 500
For know, Sir Knight, of pgentle blood I came,
I loath a whore, and ftartle at the name.
But jealous men on their own crimes refled,
And learn from thence their ladies to fufpe&
Elfe why thefe needlefs cautions, Sir, to me? 593
Théfe doubts and fears of female conftancy!
This chime flill rings in every lady's ear,
The only ftrain a wife muft hope to hear.

Thus while fhe {poke a fidelong glance flie caft,
Where Damian kneeling, worfhip’d as fhe paft. 0c=
She-faw him watch the motions of her eye,

And fingled out a pear-tree planted nigh :

*Twas charg’d with fruit that made a goadly thow,
And hung with dangling pears was ev’ry bough. -
‘Thither th’ obfequious Squire addrefs'd his pace, Co
And climbing, in the fummit took his place ;

The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view,
Where lez us leave them, and our tale purfue.
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*T'was now the feafon when the glorious fyn
His heav'nly progrefs thro’ the Twins had rin; &1¢
And Jove, exalted; his mild influence yields,

To glad the glebe, and paint the flow'ry fields,

Clear was the day, and Pheebus, rifing bright,

Had ftreak’d the azure firmament with light; 614

He pierc’d the glitt'ring clouds with golden ftreams,

And warm’d the womb of earth with genial beams,
Tt fo befel, in that fair morning-tide,

The Fairies fported on the garden-fide,

And in the midft their Monarch and his bride,

So featly tripp'd the light-foot ladies round, 620

The knights fo nimbly o’r the greenfword bound,

That fcarce they bent the flow’rs, or touch’d the

ground.

The dances ended, all the fairy train

For pinks and daifies fearch’d the fow’ry plain ;

While on a bank reclin’d of rifing green, Gzs

Thus, with a frown, the King befpoke his Queen,
*Tis 100 apparent, argue what you can,

‘The treachery you women ufe to man:

A thoufand authors have this trath made out,

And fad experiecce leaves no room. for donbr, 630

Heav'n reit thy fpirit, noble Solomon,

A wifer monarch pever faw-the fun ;

All weaith, all honours, the fupreme degree

Of earthly blifs, was well beflow’d on thee !

For fagely haft tkou faid : OF all mankind, 635
One only jult, and rightecus, hope to find :

But thounldit thou fearch the fpacious world around,
Yer one good womaa is not to be foand.

Thus, {ays the King, who knew your wickednafs :
'The fon of Sirach teflifies no lefs. 640
So may fome wildfirc on your bedies fall,
Or fome devouting plague confume you all ;

Lo
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As well you view the leacher in the tree,
And well this honourable Knight you fee:
But fince he’s blind and old (a helplefs cafe) 643
His Squire fhall cuckold him before your face.

Now by my own dread majefty [ fwear,
And by this awful fceptre which I bear,
No impious wretch fhall *fcape unpunith'd long,
That in my prefence offers fuch a wrong. 650
I will this initant undeceive the Knight,
And in the very a& reftore his fight :
And fet the firumpet here in open view,
A warning to thefe Ladies, and to you, }
And all the faithlefs fex, for ever to be true. 655

And will you fo, reply’d the Queen, indeed?
Now, by my mother’s foul it is decreed, E
She thall not want an anfier at her need.

Yor her, and for her daughters, I'll cngage,

And all the fex in each fucceeding age; G6e
Art fhall be theirs to varnifh an offence,

And forzify their crimes with conidence.

Nay, were they taken in 2 {tri€t embrace,

Seen with both eyes, and pinion’d on the place;
All they fhall need is to proteft and fwear, 065
Ereathe a foft figh, and drop a tender tear;

Till their wife hufbands, goll'd by ares like thefe,
Grow gentle, traftable, and tame as geefe.

“What tho’ this fland’rous Jew, this Solomon,
Call’d women fools, and knew full many a one; €70
The wifer wits of later times declare,

How conlan:, chafte, and virtuovs women are:
Witnefs the martyrs, who refign’d their breath,
Serene in torments, uncorcern’d in death;

And witnefs next what Roman authors tell, G7s
How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell.
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But fince the facred leaves to all are free,
And men interpret texts,. why fhould not we ?
By this no more was meant, than to have thown,
That fov’reign goodnefs dwells in him alone 680}
‘Who only is, and is but only One.

But grant the worft; fhall women then be weigh'd.
By ev’ry word that Solomon has faid ?

What tho’ this King (as ancient flory boafts)

Built a fair Temple to the Lord of Hofts ;. G8s;
He ceas'd at laft his Maker to adore,

And did as much for 1dol gods,. or more,

Beware what lavifh praifes you confer

On a rark leacher and idolater s

Whofe reign, indulgent God, fays holy writ, €gp
Did but for David’s righteous fake permit;

David, the monarch after leav’a’s own mind,

Who lov'd our fex, and horour'd all our kiad.

Well, Im a Woman, and as fuch muft {peak;
Siience would fivell me, and my keart would break,
Know then, I fcorn your dull autheritics,, 696
Your idle wits, and all their learred lies.

By Heav’n, thofe authors are cur fex’s foes,
Whom, in our right, I muft and will oppofe.

Nay (quoth the King) dear Madam, be not wroth:
I yield it up; but fince 1 gave my oath, 70k
That this much-injur'd knight again fhould fee ;.
It muft be done—I.am a King, faid he,

And one, whofe faith has ever facred been,
And fo has mine (the faid)—I amn a Queen;
Her anfwer fhe fhall have,. | undertake;
And thus an erd of all difpute I make..
Try when you lilt ; and you fhall fiad, my Lord,.
It is not in our fex to break our ward.
We leave them kere in this heroic ftrain,
Ard 1o the Knight our flory turns 2gain ;

775
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Who in the garden, with his lovely May,
Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay :
Tkis was his fong ; ** Oh kind and conflant be,
¢ Conftant and kind Pll ever prove to thee.” 713
‘Thus finging as he went, at Jalt he drew
By cafy fteps, to where the Pear-tree grew:
The longing dame Jook'd up, and fpy’d her Love
Full fairly perch’d among the boughs above.
She flopp’d, and fighing: Oh good Gods ! fhe cry’d,
What pangs, what fudden fhoots diftend my fide f 72,
O for that tempting fruit, fo freth, fo green;
Help, for the love of Heav'n’s immortal Queen!
Help, dearell Lord, and fave at once the life
Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife ! 72
Sore figh'd the Knight to hear his Lady’s cry,
But could not climb, and had no fervant nigh :
Old as he was, and void of eye-fight too,
What could, alas! a helplefs hufband do?
And malt I languifh then, fhe faid, and die, 750
Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye ?
At leaft, kind Sir, for charity’s {weet fake,
Vouchfafe the trunk between your arms to take ;
Then from your back [ might afcend the tree ;
Do you but ftoop, and leave the reft 1o me,
With all my foul, he thus reply’d again,
T'd fpend my deareit blood to eafe thy pain.
With that, his back againft the trunk he bent,
She feiz’d a twig, and up the tree (he went.
Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all!  ~40
Nor let on me your heavy anger fall:
*Tis truth I tell, tho' not in phrafe refin’d ;
Tho’ blunt my tale, yet honeft is my mind.,
What feats the Lady in the Tree might do,
I pafs, as gambols never known to you ;
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But {ure it was a merrier fit, fhe fivore,
Than in her life fhe ever felt before.

In that nice moment, lo! the wond’ring kuight
Look’d out, and ftood reitor'd to fudden fight,
Straight on the tree his eager eyes he ben, 750
As one whofe thoughts were on his fpoufe intent ;

But when he faw his bofom-wifc fo drefs’d,

His rage was fuch as cannot be expre(s'd :

Not frantic mothers when their infants die,

With louder clamours rend the vaulted fky : 755
He cry’d, he roar’d, he ftorm’d, he tore his hair;
Death! hell! and furies! what dofl thou do there ?

What ails my Lord 2 the trembling dame reply'd ;
1 thought your paticnce had been better try’d
Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 760
This my reward for having cur'd the blind ?

VWhy was I taught to make my hufband fee,

By ftruggling with a Man upon a Tree?

Did I for this the pow’r of magic prove?

Unhappy wife, whofe crime was too much love! 765

If this be fruggling, by this holy light,

"Tis ftraggling with a vengeance (quoth the Knight)
So Heav'n preferve the fight it has reftor'd,
As with thefe eyes [ plainly faw thee whor'd ;

Whor'd by my fluve—perfidious wretch ! may hell
As furely feize thee, as 1 faw too well. 771
Guard me, good Angels! cry’d the gentle May,
Pray Heav'n, this magic work the proper way!

Alas, my love! ’tis certain, could you fze,
You ne’er had us'd thefe killing words to me:
So belp me, Fates, as’tis no perfet fight,
But fome faint glimm’ring of a doubtful light,

What I have faid (quoth he} I muft maiutain,
For by th’ immortal pow’ss it feem’d too plain— 779

-
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By all thofe pow’rs, fome frenzy feiz’d your mind,
(Reply’d the dame) are thefe the thanks | find 2 E
Wretch that I am, that ¢’er I was fo kind!

She faid ; a rifing figh exprefs'd her woe,

The ready tears apace began to flow,

And, as they fell, fhe wip'd from either eye 785
The drops (for women when they lift, can cry),

The Knight was touch’d, and in his looks appear’d
Signs of remorfe, while thus his fpoufe he chear’d :
Madam, ’tis palt, and my fhort anger o’cr;

Come down, and vex your tender heart no more: 790
Excufe me, dear, if aught amifs was faid,

For, on my foul, amends fhall foon be made:

Let my repentance your forgivenefs draw,

By Heav'n, | fwore but what I thexzht 1 faw.

Ah, my lov'd lord! ’twas much unkind (fke cry’d)
On bare fufpicion thus to treat your bride. 746
Bue till your fight’s eftablifh'd,. for a while,

Imperfe&t objefts may your fenfe beguile.

Thus when from fleep we firft our eyes difplay,

The balls arc wounded with the piercing ray, Eoo}

And dufy vapours rife, and intercept the day.

So jult recov'ring from the fhades of night,

Your fivimming eyes are drunk with fudden light,

Strange phantoms dance around, and fkim before
your fight::

Then, Sir, be cau:ions, nor too rafhly deem; 835

Heavin knows hew feldom things are what they feem !

Confult your reafon, ard you foon fhall find

*Twas you were jealous, not your wife unkind:

Jove ne'er fpoke oracle mcre true than this,

None judge {o wrong as thofe who think amifs, 810

With that fhe leap’d into her Lord’s embrace,

With well diffembled virtae in her face,
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He hugg'd her clofe, and kifs’d her o’cr and o’er,

Difturb’d with doubts and jealoufies no more:

Both, pleas'd and blefs'd, renew’d their mutual vows,

A fruitful wife, and a believing fpoufe, 816
Thus ends our tale, whofe moral next to make,

Let all wife hufbands hence example take;

And pray, to crown the pleafure of their lives,

"T'o be fo well deluded by their wives, 820
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