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T HE

PRETFACE

SOME years have elapfed fince the greateft
part of the following Poems were publithed in
Dublin; and probably they would never have
been printed in London, but that a critique ap-~
peared on them in Murray’s Review, for O&o~
ber 1787 : they are now offered to the public,
that the public may judge for themfelves.

The learned reviewer allows me fome know-
Jedge of Italian and Chivalry: what the extent of
his Tufcan literature may be, I do not pretend to
determine ; but I muft roundly affert, that he is
only a novice in chivalry. It was an unknightly
deed to attack me where I was a ftranger, and
when I was unprepared for defence. He blames
me for my extravagant praife of Ariofto: on that
ground I will boldly meet him, fince I am confi-
dent of pardon from every reader of that delight=
ful poet,

| The
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‘The ingenious gentleman fays, my mufe blu/-
ters. 1 am better pleafed that fhe fhould bluftery
than be ¢ dull as the lake that fleeps beneath the
ftorm,” Could I prefume to judge of the poetical
abilities of my unknown friend, from his critical
exhibition, I fhould addrefs. him in the words of
Virgil—

Tale tuum carmen nobis, divine poeta,
Quale fopor—

I have read {omewhere, that national reflec-
tions are always made by the ignorant and the
prejudiced. The learned reviewer is difpleafed
with. fome rhymes, which he chufes to call Hi-
bernian. 'The rhymes I admit are weak, and
propofed to have altered them, if the poems ever
went through a fecond edition. Similar rhymes,
however, frequently occur in Pope, whofe pro-
nunciation was never vitiated hy croffing the
Irith channel. Some feeble rhymes, I fear, will
Sill be found in the Gierufalemme Soggettita ;
but from the frequent occurrence of the fame
rhymes in Spenfer’s Stanza, the defe&t is almoft
unavoidable.

The ingenious gentleman has detelted two
bulls—Firft, «“ Echo wails her lofs in fpeechlefs
woe *.” I would advife him, always to confult
the original, before he cenfures the tranflation..

L AX” sy WETENT Iy o?&grms, CTs TINTTY,
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If the paffage be a bull, it is the bull of Mofchus;
and I fancy it will be admitted that Mofchus was
no Irifhman.—Second, ¢ Deep Aonian rill.” I fhall
not enter into an hydroftatical argument with the
learned reviewer about the depth of rills, {prings,
fountains, &c. but I am fatisfied, thatif I had
faid his mufe had drank at a fhallow rill (fhould
he prove to be a brother bard), he would take it
as a very indifferent compliment. However,
to infinuate myfelf in fome meafure into his good
graces, I have abforbed the rill, and have gene-
roufly refrefhed him with a fountain.

Of his profound obfervations on expletives,
monofyllables, &c. I leave him full and undifs
puted poffeffion, and now 1 bid him an everlaft-
ing adieu.—As afriend, I would advife him never
togo to Ireland: there he will meet with no mer-
cy . there

“ Bulls roam at large, and butt at all mankind,”



E R R A T A

Page 3, lirie 11, for prowefs’d read proweft.

123, 4s for Tow’ring in read In tow’ring.
——1I91I, note, for Ilyflus read Iliffus——afier biogra-

phical add anecdote.

——193, line 11, for with read with.

198, 3, for he read we.

212, 27, for 1 view read I'll view.
=219, === 11, for grace read race.

223, 4 jfor Spangerfi read Spargerfi.
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THE RIGHT REVEREND THE

LORD BISHOP OF DOWN AND CONNOR.

W HAT Chaucer fung in Woodftock’s rural
bow’rs,
‘Was marr’d by death, or Time’s unfparing hand;
The Swain of Mulla next effay’d his pow’rs,
And the fair legend of Camballo plann’d.
My bark advent’rous ftrikes the magic ftrand ;
The blue-eyed Nereids on her track attend :
She wafts the prowefs’d knights of Eaftern land,
Whio aid the feeble arm, the fair defend,
And glitt’ring crowns from fanguine tyrants rend-
Like them, be ardent for the public weal,
Nor from the fphere of honour €’er defcend,
Thy fpirit pious, without bigot zeal ;
May thy fun fet, as rofe thy early dawn ;
Thy name as {potlefs as thy hallow’d lawn!



ADVERTISEMENT.

HE ingenious Mr. Warton, in the firt volume

and fifteenth fe&ion of his Hiftory of Englith
Poetry, fpeaks of the ftory of CaMBUSCAN in terms
of the higheft refpe®. He fays, that after the
Knicut’s TALE, it is the nobleft of the produ&ions
of Chaucer: he proves that it 18 an Arabian fi¢tions
engrafted on Gothic chivalry. This Poem was con-
tinued by Spenfer, and admired by Milton. It has
been confiderably improved by Mr. Bovse, th¢ Mo-
dernizer. The Concluder feels his poetic powers
far inferior to thofe of Cuavucer and SreNser; but
as he endeavours to amufe, hopes for the indulgence
of the Public.



C A M B U S C A N,
ORy THE

SQUIRE’S TALE

I.

W HERE peopled Scythia’s verdant plains extend,
Eaft of that fea, in whofe unfathom’d flood
Long-winding Volga’s rapid ftreams defcend,
Near Oxus’ bank an ancient city ftood ;
Then Sarra, but to later ages known
By rifing Samarcand’s imperial name ;
There, held a potent prince his honour’d throne,
And diftant nations own’d Cambufcan’s fame :
So was the fultan call’d, whofe lengthen’d fway,
Surrounding realms revere, and pleas’d his own obey.
B3 Whea
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IL.
When nervous youth had brac’d his valiant breaft,

Oft had the Ruffian felt his dreadful arm
The Perfian oft his martial pow’r carefs’d,

And the wild Coffack fhrunk at his alarm :
$tri¢t to the law th’ Arabian prophet taught,

Compaflionately juft, and gently kind,

His virtue fcarce was fhaded with a fault,

True was his league, and conftant as his mind :
Great wealth he had, but well that wealth enjoy"d,
And pow’r, Heaven’s nobleft gift, as nobly he employ’d.

IIL
To raife the honours of his {potlefs ftate,

(A joy too feldom known in regal life !)
Fortune had blefs’d him with an equal mate,

And given the fair Eltheta to his wife :
The graceful queen, majeftic to the view,

Whofe blooming youth had blefs’d the hero’s arms,
Her high defcent from great Arfaces drew,

And native dignity adorn’d her charms ;

T'wo manly fons their faithful union bound,

And one unblemifh’d maid, with ev’ry virtue crown’d.
IV.

Algarfife firft, who grac’d his youthfal bed,

Breath’d all the vi€tor’s irrefiftle(s flame ;
In camps beneath his father’s condu& bred,

His warrior bofom {well’d for endlefs fame ;
Well practis’d he, the daring troops to head,.

Bold to attack, or ftrike the fteady blow,
Or fkil’d with art the patient march to lead
" O’r the long defart and—{furprife the fce ;
With miffive death to guard the wheeling rcar,
As darts the bolt of Jove,—and fhines to difappear.

But
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V.
But young Camballo’s more refle&tive mind

From his great fire’s immediate temper drew
A fofter turn, and ftudioufly inclin’d

To judge of fame, in a fuperior view ;

To mend the genius of the barren foil,

With prudent laws the focial ties to bind,
To cherith commerce, and encourage toil,

With health the youth to form, with truth the mind;
Arts, whence the public welfare takes its rife,
And empire lifts her head, exalted to the fkies.

VL
Beneath fome rooted oak’s projeéted fhade,

‘Where twine the laurel, and the olive bloom ;
In mildeft grace amidft the fhelter’d bed,

The nafcent rofe difplays its foft perfume :

Such Canace, with all Becoming fate,

While Love inthron’d from her enchanting brow
Difpers’d a thoufand arrows wing’d with fate,

And {mil’d to rule th’ admiring world below ;
Her form: was harmony-—all grace her air,

As if perfe&ion, pleas’d, had plac’d its centre there.
VII.
No affeation fully’d beauty’s.pride;;
No vanity befpoke a wanton fire ;
In all her a&ien virtue {feem’d to guide,

Nor knew her chafter breaft a loofe defire.

As thro’ the lucid diamond’s polifh’d face,

Refulgent pierce the treafur’d rays of light;
No fpot the native luftre can deface,

Whichy view’d in every fhape, is always bright :
So thro’ fair beauty’s mirror undefil’d,

With ftill attrative charms internal wifdom fmil’d.
B4 Now
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VIIIL
Now twice ten years had good Cambufcan reign’d,
By early wars fecur’d in honour’d eafe ;
And peace at home, and fame abroad maintain’d,
"~ Mark’d the meridian glory of his days.
In thofe bleft times no labour’d ftrutures rofe,

Where grandeur from the public ruin {prings,
The fplendid trophies of a people’s woes ;

The dearly purchas’d palaces of kings:

Far other ftate his dignity fupports,

Beyond the borrow’d blaze of Europe’s gilded coyrts.
IX.

Yet goodnefs ftill 2 nobler fhow fupply’d,

Than glittering guards, to awe the fubjet eye,
The hofpitable gates were ever wide,

And fafe the wretched to their prince drew nigh.
As the warm fun diffufes golden day,

So {mil’d the common father of the land ;

As fpreads o’er earth the all-enlivening ray,

So felt the meanett his extenfive hand.

Happy, where thus the fovereign’s bounty warms,

And goodnefs lends to pow’r a plenitude of charms.
X.

From Aries now approach’d the folar flame,

While wakeful fpring the wint’ry chain unbinds ;
Nature re-kindles to the amorous beam, '

And {wells luxuriant in the weftern winds ;

At Flora’s call a thoufand beauties rife, .

T'o drefs with {weets the fair enamell’d ground,
And to the happy fenfe and ravifh’d eyes,

Waft new delight and fragrant pleafure round.
Each bird proclaims his joy, and thro’ the grove
Refounds the heavenly fong of harmony and love.

The
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XI..
‘The feafon this, when (fo theiy prophet taught)
The joyful city kept the holy feaft,
Which the wild Saracen with fecret thought
Reveres, the Bairam of the turban’d Eaft:
On whofe preceding eve, with wonted ftate,
Thro’ ev’ry ftreet the royal herald’s found
Proclaims Cambufcan’s feaft to crowds who wait,
With fond acclaiming joy their paffage round :
Peace {miles on every brow,—and Sarra, glad,
Prepares to keep the day, in all her pomp array’d.
XII.
Now rofe Aurora, rohed in pleafing grey,
Her fober mantle edg’d with beamy gold ;
The early clarion hails the dawning ray,
The gates their iron portals wide unfold ;
High on a rock, encircled by the flood,
Where filver mazes oft deceiv’d the eyes,
The palace rofe :—helow the city ftood,
In circuit fair and glitter’d to the fkies:
A gentle rifing fill’d the {pace between,
With fylvan pride adorn’d, and banks of native green.
XIII.
Here, fo the fultan’s honour’d mandate bore,
Soon as the fun difclos’d his orient pride,
Thro’ the glad multitude, that throng’d before,
The Tartar lords conven’d on ev’ry fide :
Along the fair afcent, in fhining train,
Towards the palace march the noble band,
Pleas’d to renew their annual vows again,
To fee their king, and hail his juft command ;
And with to the paft years by fate decreed,
In fair continued courfe—the future may fucceed.
B But
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XIV.
But wife Cambufcan, who obfervant knew

The Pow’r fupreme from whom all greatnefs flows,,
On this peculiar day, with homage due,

To Heaven returns the fexvice grandeur owes
No vain idolatry his heart deceiv’d,

No flattering names of Mighty, High or Great H
Grateful he offers ev’ry praife receiv’d

From a glad people and a happy ftate :

And chiefly on this morn his heart prepares

To pay his humble thanks in facrifice and pray’rs.
XV.

‘The pomp begins, the yielding crowd give way ;

A thoufand horfe the bright proceflion lead 3
A chofen troop, with bows and quivers gay,

And bold Algarfife glitters at their head :

Toil mark’d each limb, and on their hardy brow

Sate dreadlefs valour, mix’d with awe fevere ;
Yet each feem’d -pleas’d to grace the triumph now,

And peace had foften’d half the vi€or’s air:
‘While as they pafs, redoubled fhouts arife,

And Oxus’ hilly bank the echo long fupplies.
XVI.
The pontiffs next, adminifters of law,

The hoary Molla, and the Cadi fage,
Whofe venerable looks imprefs’d an awe ;

For wifdom gives new dignity to age.

Not the four afpe&, nor the formal beard,

Nor faint-like vifage, nor dejefted air 3
But virtue drefs’d in cheerfulnefs appear’d,

And health and temperance were pi¢tur’d there.
The joy’d fpetators much their fight approve,
Whaofe goodnefs careful gain’d the people’s honeft love.

All
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XVIIL
All in the midft, with precious care inroll’d
In tiffued bands bedrop’d with many a gemj
A camel proud, bedeck’d with filk and gold,
‘The Koran bore, which Muffulmen efteem
Around the Emirs, whofe illuftrious race
From the great prophet claims its high defcent,
All rob’d in green advanc’d, with gentle pace,
Beftowing numerous bleffings as they went :
A filence deep enfues,——and ev’ry look
With confcious awe falutes the heaven-defcended book.

XVIII.
Then came the merchants, an unnumber’d band,
With more familiar mien, the {ons of peace!
For commerce now eftablith’d thro’ the land
Had fhed its fweets, and dwelt in ev’ry face.
Plain was their garb, and free from gaudy prids ;
For yet no baneful luxury was known ;
But wealth domeftic well that fhow fupply’d,
And frugal manners kept the wealth their own.
Fond of the arts he rais’d, with gentle air
Camballo graceful rode a Polith courfer fair.

XIX.
Amidft the guardian fages of the throne,
Where prudent counfels propp’d his fettled ftate,
Diftinguifh’d far, the much-lov’d monarch fhone,
Lefs in magnificence than virtue great.
Not the rich crimf{on which his perfon dreft,
Nor Indian diamond his tiara crown’d 3
Not the Stberian fur, nor Perfian veft,
Nor Syrian fabre which his vefture bound ;
Such wide refpe& produc’d, or fond acclaim,
As join’d in friendly bands the King’s and Father’s

Dame.

Bé6 Here
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XX.

Here the enfeebled fight its force excell’d,

Eager its great protetor to {urvey ;
As fond the eye of infancy beheld,

Striving to bear fome feature fond away,
That age the grateful image might renew,

That youth might ftrong imprint Cambufcan’s name 3
'While to the worthy monarch’s {miling view

His people’s blifs in prefent profpet came =
A pleafure this, which virtue only finds,
‘The wreath which truth confers, and faine eternal binds.

) XXI.
The rites perform’d—and every prayer addreft,
Which faith exaéts, or piety can pay ;
The day’s fair interval the people paft
In manly exerctle, and floral play :
Algarfife pleas’d the aétive youth regards,
Excites t''e modeft, and commends the brave ;
Afligns proportion’d merit its rewards,
And teaches all with vigour to behave :
In mimic {quadrons forms the flying horfe,
And animates the rage, and order of the courfe.

XXII.
Mean while Cambulcan, with the elder chiefs
And young Camballo, held the cool debate 3
With care confult to eafe the people’s griefs,

The means to ftrengthen and improve the ftate.
From neighb’ring tribes commiffion’d envoys prefs,
'T'o court his friendfhip, or his league renew ;

From fubje& provinces with glad addrefs,
New deputies falute their monarch’s view,
Who all with condefcending grace receives,
And tenderly to each his juft inftruQions gives.
Now
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XXIII.
Now from the zenith flam’d the orb of day,
When to the royal {quare, fele&ed place,
The warlike trumpet warns the guefts away,
Where the king’s banquet {preads its gladfome facej
Decent around the pleag’d attendants {mile,
Appointed to fulfil their lord’s commands :
The meaneft they falute with courteous ftyle,
'And not a ftranger unregarded ftands.
Well from their prince they learn the gentle art
With fair humanity to charm the honeft heart.

XXIV.

Near hand, allotted to the princely train,

A fpacious hall receiv’d each nobler gueft ;
Where to the dazzled eye a brighter fcene

Difplay’d the trealures of the downy eaft ;
The walls difpread with Perfia’s tapeftry fhine 3

The azure roof embofs’d with figur’d gold,
Of Cafbin’s richeft loom the carpets twine,

Where many a flow’ry maze appear’d enroll’d,
And golden cenfers, plac’d in proper room,
With all Arabia’s fweets embalm’d the fragrant dome,

- XXV.

Silent around, the flaves attendant wait 3

Silent, the watchful grooms difpofe the feat :
Silence and order mark the Afian ftate,

The fign imperial and {ubmiffive breaft :
With China’s largeft bowls they fpread their board,

From ev’ry element the fpoils they take,
The richeft dainties Sarra can afford,

Fifh from the fiream, and fowls that haunt the lake ;
The fawn and ftag the {pacious forefts yield,
And herbs and various Fruits, the cultivated field.

Their
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XXVI.

Their drinks, fherbets attemper’d to the tafle,

A thoufand diff’rent ways with eaftern art 3
Where mingling fpices give a racy zeft,

And -warm, like cordial wine, the gladden’d heart.
Mean time the commons, with inferior fare,

Harfh feeming to our micer eye, regale
The foreft-fruits, the curdled milk of mare,

Or grain, the produ& of the fertile vale :
With pureft water from the cryftal ftream,
That feeds with cool fupplies life’s quick confuming

flame.
XXVIIL

Concludes the feaft, with ev’ry fervice paid,

When from the public fquare’s capacious bound
Appear full fifty youths in white array’d,

Of comely form, with rich tiaras crown’d ;
Each at his fide, with care attendant leads

A fhapely courfer of Tartarian breed ;
Who, neighing, feems to fpurn the ground he treads,

As confcious of his fervitude decreed :
Marks of that duty Sarra loyal owes,
Forall the peaceful fweets Cambufcan’s reign beftows.

XXVIIIL

An hundred virgms, each of faireft hue,

In flowing robes of brighteft azure dreft,
Succeed in foft proceffion, two by two s

Their beauteous brows with flow’ry chaplets grac’ds
Their lovely hands a fhining treafure bore,

Which new-eftablith’d commerce brought from far ;
The Indian gem, the pearl from Ormus®fhore,

The Tyran purple, and the painted jar s
Or the domeftic fpoils of Sarra’s field,
The coftly-ermin’d furs her ample forefts yield.

Thefe
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XXIX.
“Thefe prefents offer’d with refpeétful care,
Rewarded by the gracious monarch’s fmile,
Amidft the dome a fecond train appear
Of foreign beauties from Circaffia’s foil :
From native fweets the infant-captives brought,
With melting charms barbaric: hearts to move,
Early in ev’ry art of pleafing taught,
To fing, to {mile, to languifh, and to love s
Magnificently gay, the band advance,
And with harmenious air. begin the wanton dance,
XXX,
At this—a fight too loofe for wifdom’s awe,
Whofe friGnefs views fuch mirth with eye feverey
Prepare the king and fages to withdraw,
That youth its more appropriate joys may fhare 3.
When unforefeen, as wak’ning tempefls rife,
When troubled ocean heaves with confcious fearg
Such, and fo ftrange the gath’ring murmur flies,
Increafing, till it gains the royal ear :
Sudden the mufic ftops,—the dancers ceafe,,
And new-born wonder fits confefs’d in ev’ry fage.
XXXI.
Soon fhines the caufe—for new the crowd divides,
When nobly mounied, of diftinguil’d mien,
Ent’ring, a graceful ftranger boldly rides s
His helm unbrac’d, and in his vifage feen
Valour, by lorg experience made fedate :—
His courfer formed of brafs, whofe burnifh’d Eght
Refle&ted bcamy rays of mimic heat ;
A moving meteor to the dazzled fight !
Proud of his charge he fiercely glanc’d difdain,
And bent his fhapely neck beneath the potent rein.
- ‘The
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XXXII.
Yhe knight’s right hand the flaming fteed compell’d

With gentle awe, and half his rage reprefs’d ;
His left to view a polith’d mirror held,

Of oval form, in figur’d gold enchas’d :

His finger glitter’d with the radiant pride

An oriental fapphire wide difplay’d :

A naked fcymitar adorn’d his fide,

With Torquoife-hilt, of damafk’d fteel the blade :
His comely perfonage, and ftrange attire,
Cambufcan ftudious eyes, and much the court admire.

XXXIIIL.
Then mild advancing, where th’ imperial throne

Ere&ed, to the diftant fight afcends ;

Quick from his wondrous fteed alighting down,

Before the king the gentle envoy bends ;

Then to the throng’d affembly turns his eyes,
With due obedience paid to all around ;
While general filence marks a pleas’d furprife,
And not a whifper fteals along the ground :
Each afpe& earneft on the iffue hung,
When thus the knight began, with no ungraceful tongue.
XXXIV.
¢ To thee, for virtue as for arms renown’d,

¢ Whofe name to diftant lands extends its rays 5
¢ Whofe youth with fame, whofe age with honours

crown’d,

¢ Afia repeats—too narrow for thy praife !
¢ Our holy Califf, whofe all-righteous fway

¢ Thro’ happy nations fpreads one common fmile,
¢ Northward from Ormus to the Euxine fea,

¢ And weft from Indus to the banks of Nile ;
¢ To thee, Al-rafchid, round whofe renown’d head

¢ May Heav’n its balmy dew of conftant bleffings fhed.
To
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XXXV.
¢ To thee, whofe piety his zeal befriends,
¢ Whofe arms have triumph’d in the prophet’s caufe ;
¢ Thefe marks of amity our Califf fends,
¢ Proofs of his eftimation and applaufe :
* Nor flight the prefents, though no form they wear,
¢ That feem attradtive to a monarch’s eye
¢ More fccret worth they boaft, and virtues rare,
¢ Than all the treafures hid beneath the fky,
¢ Which heav’n-taught fcience only can beftow,
¢ And myftic Talifmans, that rule the world, below.

XXXVI.

¢ This fteed, which, mighty prince, you now behold

¢ As motionlefs,—tho’ recent from the reins,
¢ Form’d tho’ in femblance of metallic mould,

¢ Yet in himfelf the {prings of life retains:
¢ Lefs fleet the feather'd arrow wings its way,

¢ Borne on the pinions of the breezy wind ;
¢ Lefs {fwift the canvafs’d veflel fkims the fea,

¢ Than leave his fteps the lefe’ning fpace behind,
¢ Brave the furrounding deep, where oceans flow,
¢ Or mount the fteep broad rock, and lofe the plaist

below. :
XXXVII.

¢ Or would’ft thou from the fphere terreftrial rife,

¢ And learn the boundlefs regions of the air?
¢ Th’ aerial guide fhall waft thee thro’ the fkies-

¢ To the remoteft ftar that glitters there !
¢ Firm (hall he bear thy trufted weight impre{s’d

¢ Thro’ floods that threaten, or thro’ fires that glow 3
¢ Or guard thee with impenetrable breaft,

¢ Thro’ pointed javelins o’er the proftrate foe:
¢ For the fage author form’d his juft defign
 With planefary fkill, and artifice divine.

¢ Yet
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XXXVIII.

* Yet rooted fhall the beauteous image ftand,

¢ A lifelefs monument fhall prefs the place ;
¢ Void of all fenfe, and deaf to all command,

¢ Nor human force difturb it from its bafe ;
¢ Unlefs thy thought the myftic words retain,

¢ That wake to motion the infenfate mafs ;
¢ That give diretion to the rapid rein,

¢ Or ftop the fprings of animated brafs,’
He paus’d—diffufive as the muymur ran ;
When thus refuming foon—th’ embaflador began.

XXX]1X.

¢ This mirror-~{o our emprefs fair commands,. -

¢ As pledge of mutual feith and friendfhip- meant,
¢ To thy imperial confort’s beauteous hands,

¢ With grateful joy, commiffion’d, I. prefent:
¢ No fpeeious forms frons hence refleéted: glare,

¢ No:fhadewy objeéts of material kinds.
¢ But mental truths within- difclos’d appear,

¢ FKate’s future births inquiry here fhall find ;
¢ And in the optic plane thy thought. fhall trace
¢ The various fortunes wait thy lepg defcended racs.

XL.

¢ Does war or faliow threat thy promns’d reign—

¢ Here fhalt thou fee the perils, and avert :
¢ Does plague or famine hover near thy plain—

¢ A timely caution fhall arife from art :

.¢ If falfehood lurks in flatt’ry’s fair difguife——

¢ Here truth’s fair beam fhall point the {yren’s face?
¢ If vice, by virtue’s ruin, aims to rife—

¢ Here fhall it meet thy knowledge-and difgrace:
¢ And thy obfervant thought with eafe fhall find
* The vanegated fhapes that veil the human mind.

¢ Here
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XLI.

¢ Here pleas’d, thy gentle fultanefs fhall prove

¢ A thoufand ways the fportive mirror’s fkill 5
¢ Survey the crafts of jealoufy and love,

¢ The ftratagems that wait a female will :
¢ Thro’ ev’ry maze the fhifting heart purfue,

¢ From fancy’s ftart, to reafon’s clofe retreat g
¢ Obferve imagination’s fubtle clue,

¢ And mark ideas, how they rife and fet.
¢ Gain’d but the key—which te the queen I bear,
¢ Long may her virtues prove the guardian misror’®

care !’
XLII
So faid,—the prefent with complacent air,
To an attendant near, the envoy gave
When thus proceeding—¢ Further {peaks my care,.
¢ If thou, all-gracious monarch, grant tlie leave 3
¢ For thus our fov’reign lady bade me fay ;
¢ Pleas®d, has fhe heard a northern prineefs’ fames .
¢ One faith we keep, one prophet we obey ;
¢ Let clofer bands unite our fifter’s name ¢
¢ The rofe of Tigris, Sarra’s violet woos, -
¢ And with this myftic ring her valu’d friendthip fues.
XLII.
* When from the earth the King of Wifdom fled,
¢ Whofe fcience pierc’d thro’ matter’s boundlefs field g
¢ When mourn’d the eaft that Salomon was dead,
¢ To whom the realms of fpirit ftood reveal’d 3
¢ The potent feal incircling, grac’d his hand,
¢ Whence all its pow’r this gem’s impreffion takesy
¢ Obedient nature feels its wide command,
¢ And at its call a new creation breaks.
. Each vegetable birth its power reveals,
* The noxious weed that kills, or plant that wholefome
heals.
O
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XLIV.
¢ Or would the princefs, while with cheerful eyes
¢ She views the beauties of the op ning {pring,
¢ Curious inquire the language of the fkies,
¢ Or learn the notes the feather’d nations fing ?
* Hence fhall the vocal natives of the groves
¢ With well known hymns falute her early walk 3
¢ Hence fhall their laws, their manners, and their loves,
¢ Become familiar fubjeéts of her talk :
¢ And while the fylvan world her thoughts command,
¢ Her gratefulmind fhall own a prince{s’ generous hand.

XLV.

He faid, and bow’d, and fpeech refum’d once more,

‘While from his fide he drew the fhining blade,
¢ And laft this gift the Califf’s order bore,

¢ Be to your princely fons with honour paid
¢ Such is the temper of the deadly fteel,

¢ Nor the firm marble, nor the rooted oak,
¢ Nor arms of adamant its touch can feel

¢ Unmov’d, or bear the fury of its ftroke
¢ No earthly wight its conteft may endure,
¢ No {kill of pharmacy its leaft erafure cure.

XLVI.
¢ Yet ﬁrange, tho’ true, its double charms prevail,,
¢ With friendly care to raife the vanquifh’d foe ;
¢ The fatal wound the hilt alone can heal,
¢ And with immediate eafe relieve the blow ;
¢ From the deep gafh tho’ ftream’d the vital flood,
¢ And the wing’d foul fate ready to depart,
¢ Reftrain’d at once, fhall ftop the iffuing blood,
¢ With cordial life again to warm the heart :
¢ Its fov’reign touch the balm of health reftore,
¢ As mercy’s gentle hand allays the rage of pow’r.
' Nor
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XLVIIL _
¢ Nor judge, ‘great prince, the gifts as ill affign’d,
¢ Direéted by our Califf’s holy views ;
¢ Safe is the fteed, in thy difpofing mind,
¢ Whofe virtue never can his power abufe :
¢ The mirror well thy confort may behold,
¢ Reflecting all her innocence fincere ;
¢ Well may the ring the daughter’s hand enfold,
¢ Whofe foul is like the fpotlefs perfon, fair:
¢ And aided by the fword, thy future race
¢ Shall to the toils of war unite the arts of peace.

XLVIII.
Submifs he ceas’d :—when rifing from his throne
The monarch mild defcending ftretch’d his hand,
‘Well pleas’d the grateful embafly to own,
Borne by the fervice of fo wife a hand :
When thus :—¢ Kind ftranger! not the voice of fame,
¢ That {preads its found diffus’d to either pole,
¢ Can raife the luftre of our Califf’s name,
¢ Or more endear his virtues to my foul :
¢ In whom the prophet’s viceroy I revere,
¢ And with continued joy his daily praifes hear.
‘ ~ XLIX.
His noble gifts with pleafure I receive,
¢ Which fecret worth, and myftic value boaft ;
But more effeem the faith he yields to give,
¢ His friendfhip ever wifh’d and honour’d moft :
Yet rare thy prefents and exceeding far
¢ The various gems our eaftern world brings forth,
¢ The ruby rich, the diamond’s mjmic ftar,
¢ Or the unblemifh’d pearl of orient worth ;
¢ Greatly beyond what Sarra’s regions lend,
¢ Or all the fylvan fpoils her ample forefts fend.
Welcome
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4 Welcome thy prefence -on this feftal day,
4 To grace the honours of our royal feaft,
¢ When pleafure fits on ev’ry afpe& gay,
* And in my people’s joy is mine confefs’d :
# ‘Tho’ us’d to better cheer which Heav’n beftows,
¢ On lands in happier climes their lot affign’d ;
¢ 'Whese Bagdad rifes, or where Tygris flows,
¢ And earth untaught is ftill benignly kind,
# Where the mild fun declines in beauty gay,
¢ .Or beams with orient charms to drefs the face of day.
LL
4 Yet here till thy return, the greeting find,
¢ Our barren country yields the toiler’s ufe 3
¢ Where nature won, and by compulfion kind,
¢ €onfents but coy to aid the flow produce 3
4 Yet fuch the pow'r of the induftrious hand,
¢ That year by year the foil more kindly grows,
4 Art pours new beauties o’er the changing land,
¢ And by degrees increafing plenty flows ;
4 Our forefts fhrink, as new plantations rife,
4 And culture fpreads new fields to the delighted fkics.
LII
¢ Mean time, affociate at our royal board,
¢ Accept the cares our gratitude would pay 3
¢ Freely command what Sarra can afford,
¢ To eafe the labours of the tedious way.’
He ceas’d;~and fmiling with a gracious hand
He plac’d the honour’d ftranger by his fide,
While round the nobleft chiefs, and fhining band,
Approach to welcome him with decent pride.
His courteous fpeech and manner all admire,
Ang of the Syrian court the news they much inquire.
4 Now
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LIII. _
Now plenteous had the gentle envoy din’d,
Pleas’d with the treatment which the'monaxch gave,
‘When from the zenith now the fun'declin’d,
To cool his ardours in the Cafpian wave ;
‘When thus the king—¢ Not here we boaft the means
4 To give thy charaGer the honours due s
¢ One eafy ftep to crown thy toil remains ;
¢ Eaftward our regal caftle ftands in view ;
¢ There take thy reft moft welcome, and receive
< That friendfhip and refpeét our amity fhall give.
LIV. _
The monarch rofe,—th’ officious guard attend ;
The knight with graceful air his courfer leads,
On horfeback with the Tartar prince afcends,
And to the palace all the pomp proceeds :
But moft his fteed from the admiring crowd
New wonder drew and much inquiry rais’d :
So ftately was his port, fo firm he trod,
That all his gefture and proportion prais’d 3
And own’d, of foreign and domettic breed,
Eye never yet had feen a more majeftic fteed.
LV.
Of due dimenfions was his mediate fize,
While, loofely floating from his {fwan-like creft,
Bright wav’d his mane ;~—deep piercing were his eyes,
Strong were his limbs, and broad his burnifth’d brealt ;
Thick from his noftrils breath’d the fiery fteam ;
His tail behind a length of {plendour flews
He feem’d to move within an orb of flame;
So much appear’d the wondrous obje& new,
That all intent, purfue th’ amazing fight ;
S much-does vulgar minds all novelty delight.
' Now

eg
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LVI.
Now to the palace reach’d the cavalcade,
Where the ftrange warrior and the king alight,
And with his ufual grace Cambufcan paid
Repeated welcome to the Syrian knight ;
Stri&t o’er his horfe’s neck the paffive reins
With artificial care the envoy drew,
When lo ! all motionlefs the form remains,
Nor life difcover’d, nor fenfation knew :
Fix’d as the bafis of the rocky ftone,
The dead inaétive brafs return’d a hollow groan.
LVII.
They bear the Califf’s {word before the king,
While to the hall of ftate the knight attends ;
Inward the mirror and the myftic ring
To the imperial fair the {ultan {ends ;
Kindly requiring to the prefent feaft
The beauteous queen and princefs may repair,
With royal kindnefs to regale their gueft,
And all the rights of hofpitable care :
That Syrian dames from his report may know,
That gentlenefs can live amidft a land of faow !

LVIII.

Mean time without, around the famous horfe

In crowds the Ufbeck city feems to fpread ;
Much they furvey his make, and much difcourfe,

_ As varied notions fill the vulgar head :

To magic fome the ftrange effe@s impute,

Each to his fancy forms a diff’rent caufe ;
Little they reafon, greatly they difpute,

And ftill the loudeft moft attention draws :
As ignorance to knowledge pores its route,

Never proceeds dire¢t=-byt wanders ftill about.
Like
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LIX.

Like as a fwarm of bees new gath’ring play,
Iffuing advent’rous from their native home ;
‘They fpread thick murm’ring to the evening-ray,

And yet of habitation dubious roam ;

‘T'ill the wife hufbandman, with tuneful found,
Beneath the fhade the vagrant tumult draws ;
They wandering ftop, and view the dome around,

And fix their colony with lond applaufe :
So, circling round the horfe, the Tartars crowd,
And fpeak their vaft furprife with acclamations loud.
LX.
Return we now, invited to the hall,
Where fairer objecs our attendance claim ;
Such as are envy’d and admir’d by all,
The graceful courtier, and the beauteous dame ;
What, the’ no dances fir’d the virgin chafte,
Lefs charming did the mild engager feem ?
What, tho’ no {miles the courtier’s brow defac’d,
Lefs worthy was his honour of efteem ?
To us, indeed, fuch manners wild may fhow,
Where drefs creates a Belle, and vanity a Beau.
LXI.
Yet as reftraint but fans the am’rous fire,
" And nature’s laws can never be fupprefs’d ;
So the foft bofom heav’d with young defire,
And the fond eye the tender heart confefs’d :
Venus, who then in Pifces held her court,
With friendly rays beheld th’ enamour’d pair,
Approv’d the intercourfe, and blefs’d the fport,
Beyand my faint defcription to declare :
Her arts the Roman mufe can better tell,
For none fhould fing of love, but thofe his influence feel.

C Nor

ol
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Nor wanted cordial drinks, or viands rare
To cheer the foul and grace the royal feaft 3
The gentle emprefs made that tafk her care,
With choiceft fare to treat the grateful gueft :
But, more than all, her matchlefs converfe charm’d,
Where wifdom flow’d from the inftru&ed heart
Where beam’d kind gentlenefs, and beaming warm’d
With cunning foftnefs the attra&ed heart.
Scarce could the ravifh’d knight his looks refrain ;
Or if fhe ceas’d, not wifh the joy commence again.
LXIII.
Oft to the king unfeen he turn’d his eyes,
Or in the fons remark’d their father’s air;
Oft he beheld the queen with new furprife,
But moft the princefs, amiably fair !
The more he look’d, he faw on each impreft
The marks of majefty that awe the fight,
An air of greatnefs not to be exprefs’d,
Which calls for homage, while it gives delight ;
Something that more of dignity confers,
Than all the glittering toys the ermin’d monarch wears,
LXIV.
Hard to defcribe, whence fprings this air affign’d,
In man and brute, to excellence of race;
This outward mark of a fuperior mind,
That feems to claim precedency of place ;
But that experience thows, by conftant courfe,
The nobleft animals their like create ;
From the feleted fire, the generous horfe
Derives his fire, and {prings from earth elate
Hears the glad trumpet calling from afar,
And rapid pouss his flight amidft the rage of war.
6 In
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LXV.
In man’s imperial race th’ effeét’s the fame,
Whatever caufe the like diftinétion breeds ;
Whether from mutual paffion {prings the flame,
Or minds congenial ftamp the vital feeds :
Elfe on extended Guinea’s torrid coaft,
Where the broad mouth and nofe depreft preml
In thofe who regal blood and lineage boaft
Why do the gen’ral features rarely fail ?
Why fhows the Auftrian lip the Auftrian line ?
And in fome femblant mark the hero loves to fhine.
LXVIL
Now the fhrill trumpet warn’d the flight of day,
The loud Mugézin call’d to ev’ning pray’r;
‘When rofe Cambufcan, fuch his ufual way, -
With all his court to worfhip to repair.
That duty paid,—returning as they pafs
Along the {pacious caftle’s outer {quare,
The fultan ftopp’d to view the fteed of brafs,
Incompafs’d as he ftood by numbers there 5
And begs the knight the fecret would difclofe,
To which the beauteous form the pow’rs of motion owes.
LXVII.
To which the knight—¢O king ! whofe juft concern
¢ Still nourifhes devotion’s pureft flame ;
¢ Nor need I tell—nor need thy wifdom lcarn
¢ The wonders wrought by the Almighty name,
¢ By this infpir’d, our holy prophet wrought
¢ Performances exceeding reafon’s line 5
¢ High miracles beyond the reach of thought,
¢ That infidels might own the faith divire,
¢ Whofe call the earth, and air, and fire obey,
¢ And the relentlefs grave, and the unfathom’d fea!
C:2 " When
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LXVIII.

¢ When taught by this, the lumb’ring fteed you wake,

¢ Firm feize the reins, and with this pin fecure ;
¢ Undaunted then the deftin’d journey take,

¢ Thro’ ev’ry element the courfe is fure.
¢ Wouldft thou thy march continue, or be ftill,

¢ Touch but the pin, and whifper but the word ;
¢ The fteed obedient fhall obferve thy will,

¢ Shall vanifh at thy call, or ftand reftor’d;
¢ Only the bridle and the pin retain,
¢ Elfe loft is ev’ry care, and ev’ry proje& vain.’

LXIX.

So faid—he to the king’s attentive ear,

With rev’rence due, the myftic word unfolds ;
The monarch bow’d, and with concealing care

The word repeats, and faft the bridle holds ;
Quick as life’s current glides along the veins,

The warm fenfation fo his touch perceiv’d,
That thaw’d the ftiffnefs of the brazen reins,

‘While the firm cheft with new vibration heav’d :
His eyes their fire refum’d, he rais’d his head,
And ftately walk’d along, as pleas’d the fultan led.

LXX.

Cambufcan much the gentle fteed carefs’d,

Thus grown familiar to his leading hand ;
The gentle ftecd an equal joy confefs’d,

To ferve the generous monarch’s juft command :
Much to the num’rous court, affembled round,

"The king his fhape and his behaviour prais’d 3
The court applauding fill return’d the found,

And all the voice of admiration rais’d :
Till from his neck the reins at once he drew,
And vanifh’d quick the fteed from ev’ry mortal’s view.

The
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LXXI.

The fword and bridle, with peculiar care,

Deputed nobles, by the king’s command,
Safe to the caftle’s ftrongeft fortrefs bear,

Where all the monarch’s ample treafures ftand ;
The royal company direét return,

In focial mirth to crown the happy night ;
‘While round perfum’d a thoufand tapers burn,

And the whole palace feems illumin’d bright ;
The feaft renews, the converfe {prightly grows,

2y

And cheerfulnefs around her balmy influence throws.

LXXII.
The worthy king, whofe long experienc’d years
Had made him judge of manners and of minds,
Pleas’d with the Syrian’s converfe much appears,
For virtue foon its own refemblance finds :
Some fecret {fympathy of nature draws,
With its coercive bands, the noble foul ;
As unifons accord harmonious caufe,
Or the fond needle trembles to its pole :
*T'is thus each other know the truly great,

Without the tedious form inferior friendfhips wait.

LXXIIL,

Mean time, between the princes rofe debate

About the wondrous fteed the envoy brought,
Algarfife urging, with his ufual heat,

The motion fome informing Genii wrought :
But cool Camballo, with a {ceptic air,

Seem’d to believe the fecret lay within,
That hid remain’d the fprings of aion there,

And mov’d or ceas’d direéted by the pin :
Each brings new proofs the other to confute,
Till to the monarch’s ear arriv’d the warm difpute.

C3 Silent
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LXXIV.

Silent a while the king refle€tion made,

And faw the point not eafy to decide ;
Till kind remembrance ufher’d to his aid

A hoary fage, whofe {kill he oft had try’d 3
Ly birth a Mcde, but whofe inquiring fight

Each region of the travell’d eaft had known,
Wifdom the objeét fole of his delight,

And the whole fphere of knowledge fcem’d his own 3
Nor read in books alone, his generous mind
Embrac’d with cordial zeal the welfare of mankind.

LXXV.
The various faiths the peopled world divide,
Juftly impartial had his thought furvey’d 5
Reafon his ftandard ftill, and truth his guide,
Nor intereft, prejudice or paffiom weigh’d :
"The Magi’s books he knew, the Brachmin’s lore,
Th’ Fgyptian figure, and the Jewifh rite,
The Chriftian law intended to reftore,
But now defac’d by fuperftition quite :
With the mix’d plan th’ Arabian prophet drew,
O’er Afia now which {pread, as new religions do.
LXXVI. :
He faw that nature thro’ her wide command
O’er all her works diffus’d one equal fmile ;
Nor kept the bounties of her lavifh hand
Confin’d to this; or that peculiar foil 5
He knew, that vain was ev’ry art, defign’d
To check: the freedom of the human will 3
That no reftraints could fhackle up the mind,
Which, felf-determin’d, kept her empire fill :
And, in th’ extended fcene of human race,
Avw vaiied were the thoughts, as various was the face.
Hence
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LXXVII.
Hence Cofroes (fo the Median fage’s name)
This healing principle refletive drew ;
Others.opinions candid not to blame,
But calm the paths of wifdom to purfue:
Pleas’d . with the little nature’s hand requires, .
Wealth, honaur, pleafures, titles he difdain’d 3
Few were his wants, as mod’rate his defires,
The happy mafter of himfclf he reign’d!
A joy to all, but minds ferene, unknown,
Beyond the wreaths of fame, or fplendours of a throne. .

LXXVIIIL
On a fair bank, by Oxus’ winding fhore,
Inclos’d with wood, a little fpot he found ;
There had he fix’d his reft—and, greatly poor,
Liv’d on the fruits of his domeftic ground.
Oft had Cambufcan, tird with cares of ftate,
Sought the refrefhment of his little cave 3
There philofophic held the cool debate,
Nor fcorn’d the counfels which his wifdom gave ;-
‘Whofe life reveal’d the value of his art,
And to the learned head was join’d the honeft heart,

LXXIX.
For him immediate then the fultan fends,
: His feafonable prefence ta require ;

The worthy fage the meflenger attends,

And comes obedient to the king’s defire.
His head with age’s froft was filver’d o’er,

But on his cheek ftill blufh’d the temp’rate rofe 3
Decent, tho’ plain, a flowing robe he wore,

And manly dignity his perfon thows.
For fuch his carriage feem’d, and gentle port,
As if his life had been no ftranger to a court.

Cs The
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LXXX.

"The Syrian kuight (for fo requefts the king)

The nature of the Califf’s gifts explains :

‘The horfe, the fword, the mirror, and the ring,

And points the qualities which each retains : -

When thus Cambufcan—¢ Cofroes! O declare,

¢ For beft the truth thy wif{dom can impart,
Whence boaft thefe prefents fuch perfection rare 2
¢ From nature {prings the fecret, or from art ?
Or animates the fteed fome pow’r divine ?

Or do mechanic wheels dire& the bold defign *

LXXXI.

To whom the fage—* Not mighty prince, we boaft,

&

-

‘

¢ Of fuch myfterious gifts to judge the caufe :
Leaft knows the wifeft, when he knows the moft

¢ Of matter’s properties, and motion’s laws :
Form’d of two principles diftinguifh’d quite,

¢ We find diftinétly our corporeal frame :

Spirit, we know, with matter can unite ;

¢ Yet fearch in vain from whence the union eame,
Or where fubfifts invifible the tye

Which faftens life itfelf, and loofing which we die.
X LXXXII.

What gives commiffion to the wintry war,

¢ When the loud florm enchafes the troubled deep ;
Or fooths to peace the elemental jar,

¢ And hufhes the releating winds to fleep ;

What caufes the pale moon’s alternate light,

¢ By turns replenifh, and by turns decay,

Fair as the glides along the face of night,

¢ And fhapes thro’ mazy clouds her pathlefs way ;
Or from what origin thofe clouds afcend,

In vain our feeble fenfe would ftrive to comprehend.
Al
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LXXXIIIL

¢ All the phenomena of boundlefs air,

¢ Which ftrike with wonder the unfettled eye,
¢ The meteor’s flath, the comet’s ruddy glare,

¢ Or the Joud thunder burfting from the fky 3
¢ The dark eclipfe, when o’er the orb of day

¢ Its gloomy ftain prevailing darknefs fheds;
¢ The fhining bow, whofe variegated ray

¢ O’r the pale cloud its painted circlet {preads ;
¢ In vain our low refearches would purfue,
¢ With weak defe&ive {chemes of {cience ftill untrue.

LXXXIV.
¢ Yet fcience fees dire&—far as it may,
¢ While ignorance in endlefs darknefs pores ;
¢ Safe treads the fage, where reafon points the way,
¢ One fov’reign Caufe difcovers and adores :
¢ The further that in nature’s road he treads,
¢ He fees eternal Wifdom guide the whole;
¢ The more the glitt’ring page of heav’n he reads,
¢ He feels that wifdom penetrates the foul ;
¢ And what the vulgar view with carelefs eyes,
¢ Silent contemplates he with pleafure and furprife.
LXXXV.
¢ Matter he fees, as ftruggling to a birth,
¢ Thro’ all its elemental forms afpire,
¢ Earth rife from water, air refine from earth,
¢ To mount, and purify itfelf in fire ;
¢ Fire, the firft principle, whofe vital ray,
¢« Heat, motion, fenfe, and life productive breeds,
¢ That circling from th’ exhauftlefs fource of day, -
_ ¢ Wakens from death the dull material feeds ;
¢ That to itfelf attralive, all invites,

¢ Till in the parent-caufe creation fond unites.
C 5 ¢ Tll;:!g.
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¢ This, fure, we know,—that matter has its laws,
¢ By which impell’d, the ftubborn mafs obeys ;
¢ That fecrct fympathy fome objeéts draws,
¢ And by its pow’r can feeming wonders raife :
¢ Hence, would it feem, that this myfterious horfe,
¢ Tho’ form’d to femblance of material mold,
¢ Is taught to move by fympathetic force,
¢ And to perform at will the aGions told ;
‘o As the Greek Pegafus was fam’d to bear
¢ Thebold Bellerophon through traéts of boundlefsair,
LXXXVIL
¢ Hence taught, the fage to matter can infufe
¢ New qualities to fuit his juft defign ;
¢ Can fhape the mafs fubfervient to his views, _
¢ And give the workmanfhip a ftamp divine :
¢ Thus, in the honour’d Califf’s precious fword
¢ Oppofing virtues may their inflaence fhed ;
¢ The hilt may falutary balm afford,
¢ To clofe the wound the edge relentlefs made.
¢ As fam’d Achilles’ fpear confefs’d the art
¢ To cure th’ inflied ftroke, and eafe the deadly fmart,

LXXXVIII.

¢ Thus may the mirror aad the myftic ring

¢ The gentle knight’s defcription well maintain ;
¢ From planetary {kill their virtues fpring,

¢ Which only deep-read fcience can attain :
¢ As o’er affrighted Mifraim’s fertile land

¢ The wand of Mofes defolation {pread,
¢ Or grac’d the fignet Salomon’s right hand,

¢ Whofe pow’r could wake the flumbers of the dead ;
¢ Could from the eye remove the veil of night,
¢ And place the realms of fpirit to th’ aftonifh’d fight !

" But
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LXXXTIX.
¢ But while, Cambufean, thou exalt thy head,
¢ In peaceful fway and foreign friendfhips bleit,
¢ Remember Heav’n, that all thy greatnefs made,
¢ Nor let weak pride pollute thy royal breaft.
¢ All that we fee in life’s deceitful dream,
¢ Like us, the vain {peCtators, glides away !
¢ Only great Orofmanes fhines the fame,
¢ Unwafted fountain of eternal day !
¢ Who in him(elf all nature comprehends,
¢ From whom all beings {pring,in whom all being ends.'
XC. |
He ceas’d—attentive as the Syrian knight
Heard the {weet accents flowing from his tongue,
And felt within fuch exquifite delight,
He had not thought a fummer’s audience long.
The monarch thanks return’d—th’ applauding crowd
With common voice repeat the fage’s praife :
Night now began to fpread her heavy fhroud,
And call the weary’d limbs to needful eafe ;
Cambufcan rofe==the court retire to reft,
And on her midnight throne deep filence reigns confefl,
XCIL
O gentle fleep! thou cherither of health !
From temp’rance bred, the nurfe of fweet repofe !
In whom the peafant finds 2 mine of wealth,
To whom his happinefs-the lover owes ;
Thou balm of life! whofe kindly warmth reftores
Light to the eyes, and vigour to the heart ;
Whofe prefence luxury in vain implores,
Kind while thou fly’it to take afliction’s part ;
Say, by what magic fetters doft thou bind
In thy delightful thrall the agitated mind ?
Co6 : Iathron’d
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Inthron’d on mazy Oxus’ verdant fhore,

We left thee, goddefs, of thy fway poffeft ;
Cambufcan’s palace felt thy peaceful pow’r,

And thro’ the gloom thy influence fate confeft :
Fair dreams, thy beauteous handmaids, all around

To ev’ry gueft thy bufy mandates {pread ;
Each, by their miniftry, contented found,

The fep’rate joy to which their wifhes led :
Soft am’rous vows th’ unblufhing virgin hears,

- And to the warrior’s view the glitt’ring camp appears.

XCIII.

Thee, placid queen of night—the Sultan own’d, -
In fhining vifions of recover’d arms :

Thou, to the Syrian lengthen’d wifdom’s found,
And Cofroes ftill his fix’d attention charms :

But moft the Tartar princefs claim’d thy care,
T footh the foft impatience of her breaft ;

Her curious thoughts the ring’s impreflion bear,
And new ideas interrupt her reft :

In fancy fhe furveys the fylvan fcenes,

And hears the feather’d choirs—and learns their tune-

ful ftrains.
XCIV.

C alm were her ufual flumbers wont to be ;

Calm as the current of her temp’rate blood ;
Calm as her blamelefs foul, from paffions free,

That knew no evil, and that wifh’d all good :
Yet fomething—whence fhe knew not what or how,

Invafive now infe&ted her repofe :
She felt foft quiet vanifh from her brow,

And ere the morning dawn’d, the princefs rofe :
She calls her virgin-train, who near remain’d,

And inftant at her call her virgin-train attend.
Great
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. XCV.
Gereat was their fright, and obvious their concern,
What caufe fo foon their gentle miftrefs rais’d ;
Till from herfelf inform’d, her health they learn,
And by her {miles they find their fears appeas’d 3
But chief Olinda—more a friend than flave,
" Whom from Podolia lawlefs rapine drew ;
Whom to his daughter great Cambufcan gave,
By purchafe his, ere yet herfelf {he knew :
Whofe modeft worth had gain’d the princefs’ ear,
By long experienc’d ties of faithful duty.dear.

XCVI.

Now rofy morn, the harbinger of day,

Beam’d o’er the azure hills with radiance bright ;
Awak’ning nature felt the gladfome ray,

And {mil’d as confcious of approaching light ;
‘When the fair princefs iffu’d to the plain,

Attended by a band of lovely maids :
Such Cynthia, when amidft her fpartive train,

Her early horn refounds in Latmos’ fhades :
Cloth’d in a lightfome drefs, thus bends her way,
To gracethe flow’ry fields, this charmingQueen of May.

XCVII. :
By Oxus’ fide, engirt with wood-brow’d hills,
A fpacious compafs lay the fylvan {cene ;
Thro’ which, clear-ftreaming, ran two mazy rills,
That fed the foil with ever-living green ;
But as the ground unequal check’d the view,
So by degrees its varied beauties rofe ;
Dales, rocks or groves form landfcapes ever new,
And blending profpe&s new delights difclofe.
Nature unrival’d here maintain’d her part,

Too fweetly wild for Chance, too greatly boldffor Art.

From
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XCVIII.
From teeming earth the vapour now exhal’d,

That courts the prefence of the orient fun ;
But thro’ the mift the ruddy orb prevail’d,

All warm with joy, his daily courfe to run:

By the clear river ftretch’d the winding vale,

Where, as it often chanc’d, the princefs ftray’d 3
A thoufand fweets embalm’d the fpicy gale,

A thoufand flow’rs hixuriant blefs’d the mead 3
‘Which, as her virgins fport, they pull with care,
The morning-wreath to form, for Canace to wear.

XCIX.
There fafe the elk, the antelope, and deer,
" The harmlefs fhelter of the place enjoy’d ;
Crop’d the fweet herb, or drank the fountain clear,

No fears alarm’d them, for no foes annoy’d :
With vocal mufic now the forefts ring,

As artlefs love infpires the melting voice ;

And nature, kindling at the fmile of fpring,

Teaches her happy children to rejoice :

Fair Canace the {oft fenfation feels, :
And with the whifp’ring breeze the virtnous pleafure
fteals.
C.

As from the native blind’s unconfcious eyes,
The fkilful leech th’ affailing {peck withdraws ;
Sudden he fees a world unknown arife,
Where objeéts multiply’d confufion caufe :
With fuch emotion did the princefs’ ear
Receive the language of the woods around :
So by her myftic ring inftru&ed, hear,
That not devoid of reafon was the found ;
While with refponfive note the nations fing,

Hail to the rofe of May! hail, lovely queen of fpring !
But
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But ftop we here, ere too prolix we be,

The wanton error, that of many a mufe,
‘Who, lur’d by ev’ry flow’r, and ev’ry tree,

Too far the too inviting path purfues ;
Left the tir'd ear reje&t the tedious ftrain,

Judgment fhould fill the flights of fancy guide 3
The point propos’d fhould reafon firm retain,

That fame may o’er the lafting work prefide.
Mind we th’ unerring law of facred fong,
That the delightful tale fhould never be too long,

CIIL

But as fhe nearer to the foreft drew,

A diff’rent objeét clatm’d her gentle care ;
Of foliage ftript, alone, an alder grew,

Whofe naked branches trembled to the air:
From hence fhrill cries a beanteous Falcon fent,

Which wel her bitternefs of woe exprefs’d ;.
While, ever as fhe fhriek’d, with cruel bent

She fix’d her beak impreffive in her breaft ;
So that the tide of life, faft lowing round, ;
Diftain’d the wither’d bark, and trickled to the ground.

; CIIL

Fair feem’d her form, and fair her afpe& feem’d,

As ever eye beheld, or Falcon wore ;
Like the pure fnow, her filver plumage beam’d,

With mingling ruddy ftreaks empurpled o’er! "
Such was her look, that not the tyger fell,

Who lawlefs roams the defert wild for prey 3
Nor eagle fierce, that from her airy cell )

Wings with deftru&tive aim her rapid way 3
But would have foften’d been to hear her lay,
And, by compaffion taught, have felt their rage decay.

Mov'd
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CIV.
Mov’d with the plaintive anguifh of her tongue,
Her mournful gefture, and her bleeding wound ;
The neighb’ring birds from ev’ry thicket throng,
And filent hear, and droop the wing around !
Soon the mild princefs, thro’ her tender foul,
Felt the prevailing force of pity glide ;
The voice of forrow all her fenfes ftole,
As from the tree diftiné the Falcon cry’d,
¢ O gentle ftranger, fome compaffion fhow ;
¢ O heavenly beauty, deign to eafe my matchlefs woe,
CV.
vick to the tree the gentle princefs flew,
Where ftill her fad laments the mourner made 3
And in the Falcon’s tongue (which then the knew)
With accent mild, and tender look, fhe faid ;
¢ Much fuffering bird, the faireft of thy kind!
¢ Whate’er misfortunes thus thy anguith move,
¢ In me, the daughter of a monarch, find
¢ A friend, with me a fure protetion prove :
¢ My hands thy wounds fhall heal with precious balm,
¢« And, on my breatt reclin’d, thy woes_fhall know a
calm.

CVI.

¢ But why thy breaft this boundlefs forrow fills,

¢ Which fighing echo wafts the woods around 2
¢ Why from thy brealt the crimfon drop diftils,

¢ That mars the verdure of the blafted ground ?
¢ If death has robb’d thee of thy flaughter’d mate,

¢ For whom defpairing, comfortlefs you fhow ;
¢ Or if fome envious fhaft with cruel fate

¢ Has pierc’d thy bofom with a deadly blow ;
¢ Oh-quick the caufe reveal ;—for never yet,
On one of feather'd kind, fo was my fancy fet !’

Scarce

-
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Scarce had fhe fpoke,—~when from the lifelefs {pray,
Where perch’d the Falcon did her griefs repeat,
The fluttering mourner fell, and panting lay,
As pleag’d to die beneath the princefs” feet.
Soon from the earth the bird her pity rais’d,

And in her lap with fond indulgence plac’d ;
Then call’d her maids, who on the a&ion gaz’d, -
And bound its wounds, and tenderly embrac’d :

Till, by her hands reviv’d, the Falcon woke,
Grateful beheld the fair, and faintly thus befpoke:
: CVIIL
¢ O bleft compaffion ! heav’n-defcended child !
¢ Whofe power is beft perceiv’d in nobleft hearts 3
¢ Who drefs’d in {miles of patience, meekly mild,
¢ To want, relief ; to mis’ry, eafe imparts ;
¢ By thee infpir’d—this heav’nly maid has felt
¢ A pain for forrows, to herfelf unknown ;
¢ With kind humility has comfort dealt
¢ To me, amidft the wilds of nature thrown :
- For which may guardian Heav’n her virtues fhield
From all the poifon’d arts that drove me to the field.
CIX.
Yet, tho’ refle&ion fhould convey a dart
¢ With every word to wing my fleeting life ;
The ftory of my woe fhall I impart
¢ At thy command, and bear the cruel ftrife:
So may the fad relation be believ’d,
¢ Which from experience deeply wounded flows,

I'hat thy fuperior virtue, undeceiv’d,
¢ May {corn the femblance faithlefs manhood fhows 3

Cheir vows, their fighs, and all the flatt’ring arts

y which they, {kill’d,betray deluded virgin-hcarts.’
. She
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CX.
She ceas’d—as if opprefs’d—nor longer {poke,
With fad remembrance inward fo fhe pain’d ;
She droop’d her head—a flood of anguifh broke,
And fearce her form the figns of life retain’d ;
While Canace beftow’d a tender tear,
"To fee the wretched Falcon’s haplefs ftate ;
With kifles oft fne fought her griefs to cheer,
Carefs’d her gently, and bewail’d her fate
Till kindrefs docs reviving warmth infufe,
And thus the penfive bird the fong of woe renewss
CXI.
¢ Where rapid Niefter rolls his noify ware,
¢-High in a marble cliff that brow’d the flood 3
¢ My peaceful birth indulgent nature gave,
¢ Securely there our.neft paternal ftood :
¢ I liv’d my henour’d parents’ dear delight,
¢ Cherih’d with fylvan fruits and choiceft gram 3
¢ My youth they form’d, and taught my easly flight,
¢ To fkim the wood, or circle o’er the plain.
¢ Of all the numerous natives of the fky,-
¢ None (fobethoughtme)feem’dfoblef and gladas L..
| CXIL
§ By fortune favour’d, and by nature free,
¢ Artlefs 1 flew where health and pleafure call’d ;
¢ No fears alarm’d, no dangers threaten’d me,
¢ No‘ficknefs griev’d, nor fervitude inthrall’d s
¢ Form’d to fincerity, my honeft thought
¢ No guile imagin’d, as no guile it knew ;
¢ Too fond belief !—which future mifchiefs wrou ght,
¢ And into woe my heedlefs footfteps drew :
¢ For fuch the fate of the moft candid mind,
¢ True honour needs no vows,—no vows canfalfehood
bind. P ¢ Not
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‘ot diftant far, by the defcending ftream,

A Tercelet held his wood-enfhelter’d nefty
Tuch of his manners fpoke propitious fame,

As ev’ry virtue had adorn’d his breaft 3
'hus prepoflefs’d,—delighted I beheld,

So full of gentle courtefy he feem’d,
Il former obfervation ftood excell’d,

I faw,=~admir’d ;—refleted,—and efteem’d :
or judg’d fuch carriage with deftruétive fhow
onceal’d a darkfome well of treafon hid below!

CXIV.

.8 where.gay flow’rs in wild profufion rife,
Th’ embofom’d ferpent glides his wily heads
«cplete with malice till the time he {pies,
When unperceiv’d he may his venom fhed 3
> with fair femblance of unfelt delight,

This fly deceiver conftant duty paid;

arly or late he faithful watch’d my flight,
With zeal conducted, and with care obey’d &
> us’d ecach artifice my heart to move,

ais mondter of his kind—this hypocrite in love«

CXV.
:t, while his tenderne(s my mind furveys,
I wonder not that, foolith, I believ’d:
ct, when I think on his engaging ways,
I fcarce know how to call myfelf deceiv’d..
> upright to appearance his intent,
So far his conduét feem’d from felfith view,
ifhonour might have wonder’d what it meant,
And blufh’d to wear a livery fo true :
» fair to light the ftately tomb remains,

+3

hat in its loathfome vault the fppila of death corr-
tais, «Thus
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¢ Thus for fucceffive years, with humble air,
¢ This wretch difloyal holy love profan’d ;
¢ With conftant vows ftill won my open ear,
¢ Till by degrees my yielding mind he gain’d :
¢ To hear his plaintive tale beneath the fhade,
¢ Pleas’d have I oft confum’d the fummer’s day ;
¢ Still the fond tale a frefh impreflion made,
¢ And more enamour’d ftill I went away:
¢ With female pride prevailing pity ftrove,
¢ And what was friendfhip firft, now foften’d inte

love.
CXVIL

¢ Yet in my weaknefs—virtue ftill T ey’d ;

¢ Nor loft its native purity my heart ;
¢ Love, tho’ he fetter’d—led me not afide,

¢ And virgin chaftity maintain’d its part :
¢ Tho’ choice inthron’d him in my confcious breat,

¢ The beft---the deareft of his noble kind
¢ Lord of my withes, tho’ he reign’d confeft,

¢ His empire ftill was bounded by the mind;
¢ In me, unblemifh’d honour lent the fire,
¢ The mutual flame to feed---I thought fhould ne’er

expire.
CXVIII.

¢ Thus won by feeming love, and vain defert,

¢ My mind deluded grafp’d its fatal chain ;
¢ 1 fear’d no treachery, void of ev’ry art,

¢ Lov’d as I was, I joy’d to love again :
-¢ So, in the fight of heav’n and confcious day,

¢ We mutual one unalter’d paffion fwore.
¢ Ne’er did till then the traitor feem fo gay,

¢ Ne’er felt my harmlefs breaft fuch joy before 3
¢ As when I yielded all my heart as free,

¢ Asfimple I believ’d he his had given to me. B
¢ but
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CXIX.
¢ But well this truth prophetic love has read,
¢ A thief and faithful lover think not one 3
¢ For foon as he beheld his conqueft made,
¢ Increafing fhow of tranfport he put on;
¢ Before my feet in feeming trance he lay,
¢ And tho’ deep filence all his fpeech {fupprefs’d,.
¢ With falfe delight I faw his pinions play,
¢ And his fond eye his happinefs confefs’d :
¢ Convinc’d, to demonftration, I remain’d,
¢ No mortal lover yet fo well the paffion feign’d.
CXX.
¢ Not Paris, who th’ Idalian nymph betray’d ;
¢ Not Troilus, who inconftant Creflide won;
¢ Not Jafon, who deceiv’d the Colchian maid ;
¢ Not Lamech, firt who chofe two wives for one 3
¢ Not Adam, who for one his Eden loft,
¢ With all the fons of his degen’rate race,
¢ Could equal art with this impoftor boatt,
¢ Or a& the counterfeit with fuch a grace.
¢ Such was his {pecious fhadowing of difguife,
¢ No woman had efcap’d, had fhe been e’er fo wife.
CXXI.
¢ No wonder then, if I, all unadvis’d,
¢ Whom no experience caution’d to beware ;
¢ If uofulpe&ing, I was foon furpris’d,
¢ And heedlefs caught in the delufive fnare :
¢ If fimple, charm’d with love’s attraétive thow,
¢ Its new-born pleafure, and deceitful fweet, .
¢ My heart, unguarded, open’d to the foe,
¢ And cherifh’d in itfelf the fatal heat :
¢ Our thoughts, our pains, our wifhes feem’d the fame;-

¢ New love appear’d to raife a more enduring flame.
_ ¢ Thus
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CXXII.
¢ Thus twice the fun renew’d the fmiling year,
¢ And faw our mutual {oft endearments crown’d ;
¢ His fight, my blifs; his fafcty, all my fear;
¢ In him was ev’ry other objet drown’d.
¢ Had I a figh he feem’d not to divide ?
¢- Had he a pain 1 made not all my own ?
€ T held him mare than all the world befide ;
¢ I livid---I wifh’d to live for him alone:
¢ Dearer he was to me in ev’ry part,
¢ Than was the vital{tream that circledround my heart.
CXXIIL
¢ Near the lone ruins of a wafted tow’r,
¢ Encompafs’d by the river’s murm’ring fall,
¢ Oft were we wont to pafs the ev’ning-hour,
¢ Safe in the fhelter of the ivy’d wall;
¢ There was our meeting fix’d that haplefs day,
¢ Happy whole light thefe eyes had never feen ;
¢ Slow pafs’d to me the tedious time away,
¢ Till the deep fhadows darken’d half the green:
¢ Impatient, I obferv’d the night’s increafe,
¢ And ere th’ appointed time I wing’d me to the place.
CXXIV.
¢ There Fthe traitor found,-—~who penfive ftood,
¢ Perch’d on a turret, as to mark my flight ;
¢ Sad feem’d his afpet---drooping was his mood;
¢ Ne’er had I feen him in fuch heavy plight.
¢ Trembling, I afk’d the caufe ; but afk’d in vain}
¢« Foreboding filence gave me nought to know :
¢ I prefs’d him to reply, whence rofe his pain ?
¢ His eyes refponfive only teld his woe:
¢ Till with a forc’d conftraint, and piercing look,
¢ His feeble voice he rais’d, and thus prepar’d, he fpake:
¢ Hard
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Tard is the lot the bolder male attends,
Where dangers threat, by honour forc’d to go 3
Vhile nature kind your fofter fex defends,
And goardian-beauty fhields from ev’ry blow.
ove, weeping love; can tell with what regret
Relu&ant I obey the tyrant-guide;
low much I wail the rigor of my fate,
That tears me, gentle charmer! from thy fide.
1dge thou the ftrife, and with impartial aim,
we (if thou canft) my peace, or vindicate my flame,
CXXVI.
e ceas’d---unufual horror {feiz’d my breaft,
A mix’d confufion, never felt before;
-arce my dim eye the rifing grief reprefs’d ;
I lov’d his fafety,---but his honour more !
'hen death prévailing rends the tortur’d heart,
And hovers o’er the fight his dreadful thade,
ich at that inftant was my fpeechlefs fmart;
Such was the anguifh on my fenfes prey’d.
irm, as I could, I yet withheld a cry,
nd thoughtful thus I made, determin’d, my reply.
CXXVIIL
10” love can ill this fudden fhock fuftain,
(And never love as yet exceeded mine!)
t fince thy glorycalls thee from the plain,
Content I facrifice my will to thine!
ymplaints are vain ; where fame invites thee, go;
Yet, for my fake, amidft the warrior-ftrife,
:av’n from thy head avert each pointed blow,
And with thy fafety bring me more than life:
r this, each morning-orifon fhall rife ;
r this, eachev’ning-hymninvoke the guardian fkies.
¢ Yet
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CXXVIII.

¢ Yet tho’ harfh fate for years prolong’d thy ftay,

¢ Love conftant fhall fupply my faithful flame;
¢ Then, as if loft but the preceding day,

¢ Still wilt thou find my tendernefs the fame:
¢ When the pure foul a chafte affe¢tion binds,

¢ Nor time, nor death the union can impair;
¢ Heav’n, pleas’d, furveys this fympathy of minds,

¢ That, likeitfelf, enkindles brightly fair.
¢ Fly then to conqueft---fortune be thy guide !
4 Of this affur’d, no pow’r our faith fhall e’er divide.

CXXIX.

¢ What need I, princefs fair! defcribe his fhows,

¢ His varied a&ion, and his fond difcourfe ?
¢ His vowsrepeated, and diffembled woes ?

$ Who cow’d fpeak better? Who could praéiife worfe?
¢ Such was his agony---fo deep his cries;

¢ Such all the fhapes of his experienc’d art 3
¢ That more inftru&ted thought, and wifer eyes

¢ Perhaps had feen, he over-did his part ;
¢ But innocence my weaker judgment bound,
¢ None treafon well can know, but who has treafon found !

' CXXX.

¢ Doleful we parted on the gloom of night,

¢ With weary wing my wind-rock’d neft I fought ;
¢ He, vig’rous, fouthward urg’d his rapid flight,

¢ With new diretion, and inconftant thought.
¢ Well had he learn’d this maxim of mankind,

¢ That no reftraint the appetite cou’d cool ;
¢ That the foft paffion languifhes confin’d;

¢ But when dire@ed, free by beauty’s rule;
¢ As fancy leads, exerts a nobler aim ;
¢ With novelty fupplies the fill-reviving flame.

‘ ¢ Like,
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* Like as the foolith bird, who wild incag’d,
¢ (Tho’ kind you tend him, and tho’ fond you feed)
¢ Yet bears his lofs of liberty enrag’d,
¢ Nor all your gentle ufage deigns to heed:
¢ Were you to line his prifon-bars with filk,
¢ Difdainful fhall he tear the trophies up;
¢ Were you to mix his mefs of honey’d milk,
¢ He loaths the dainties, and he {purns the cup.
¢ But give him leave,---the libertine fhall rove,
¢ To feed on vileft worms, a vagrant in the grove,
CXXXIT,
¢ *T'was {o this Tercelet, whom I once efteem’d
¢ A miracle of conftancy and truth,
¢ (Such as in virtue counterfeit he feem’d
¢ With all the fplendour of unblemifth’d youth!)
¢ Fir'd by no profpe& of fuperior fame,
¢ But led by vain defire of wanton change,
¢ He thun’d my fight, forgot his ancient flame,
¢ In fearch of lawlefs pleafure wild to range.
¢ A wretched Kyte had ftruck his fickle eye ;
¢ A Kyte! the coarfeft bird that wings the midway ty.
CXXXIIIL
¢.So {poke report, nor I the tale believ’d,
¢ So mnch my heart was wedded to its foe 3
¢ Till by my own inquiry undeceiv’d,
¢ My error late I found, I found it fo!
4 Then firft I knew, not love the paffion bred,
¢ Whofe femblance fair this hypocrite exprefa’d;
¢ . But phantafy the idle vapour fed,
¢ A meteor vain of gallantry at beft.
¢ A real tendernefs can ne’er decline;
¢ Of genuine virtue ftill is conftancy the fign.
¢ Thus
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CXXXIV.
¢ Thus now this Kyte my wanderer enjoys,
¢ Forgetful of his violated vows;
¢ More artful fhe, perhaps, her pow’r employs,
¢ To feize the kind occafions love allows!
¢ To try if real be the wooer’s pain,
¢ By wiles that ev’n his artifice may blind;
¢ To practife coynefs, and to a& difdain,
¢ Arts never fuited to my plainer mind;
¢ Whofe innocence alone fupports its grief,
¢ Till Heav’n fhall end my woe, or timely fend relief.*

CXXXV.
More had fhe {poke---but as fhe thus bewail’d,
Prevailing anguith gain’d the dubious fway;
Short grew her breath! her little fpirits fail’d,
And in the princefs’ lap fhe dy’d away !
Mov’d at the fight, the nymphs with bufy care,
To give the mourner and their miftrefs eafe 3
Who fafe conveys her from the dang’rous air,
And hameward with a gentle pace conveys;
Where in her own apartment fafely plac’d,
The wounded bird fhe leaves, its juft repofe to tafte.
CXXXVI.
Next Canace humane her thought beftows,
From ev’ry potent herb and root to choofe
Ingredients bland, the med’cine to compofe,
And in the fores the balm of health infufe ;
Recov’rimg foon, beneath her watchful eye,
The gentle bird a fairer face affumes ;
Her wounds reclofe--+the fhows eternal joy,
And with new life her varied plumage blooms.
Grateful her fair deliverer is confefs’d,
Bhe fips her rofy lip, and flutters round her breaft.
Yet
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CXXXVII.

Yet but imperfe&t pleafure fhe reveal’d,

A cloud of anguifh darken’d &ill her mien;
In vain with fond endeavour fhe conceal’d

The melancholy grief that reign’d within:
‘With friendly zeal the gen’rous princefs ftrove

To cure this deeper wound which forrow madeg
To cool the fever of confuming Tove,

Which flowly wafting on her quiet prey’d:
And fought by reafon calm, and mild difcourfe,
To mitigate the deep difeafe’s rooted force.

CXXXVIII.

Clofe by her fair alcove’s projetted fide,

She for the fav’rite bird a mew prepares,
Adorn’d with all the elegance of pride,

Of gold the wires, of gold the fretted bars:
In gold the cryftal ewer fhe encas’d,

A figur’d vafe of gold contain’d her food;
Her cage around with golden foliage grac’d,

Of gold the polifth’d perch on which fhe ftood ;
Hung o’er a canopy of velvet-blue,
The emblem {weet of hope, and perfeverance true!

CXXXIX.

Full in a rich entablature oppos’d,

Depiéted was there many a faithlefs fowl;
There in their proper colours ftood difclos’d

The fickle Tercelet, and the treach’rous Owl;
The caitiff Cuckoo flew attended there,

Whom all the feather’d tribes avoid with {corn ;
Nor fail’d the tell-tale Daw, or prattling Stare

The enigmatic portrait to adorn :
‘High in the centre was the Jay efpy’d,

Who ap’d their fev’ral airs---well praétis’d to deride.
D2 Here
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CXL.
THere fhall we leave, how by Camballo’s care,
Return’d the Tercelet with repentant wing 3
Nor yet the Mirror’s wondrous Pow’rs declare ;
Nor the Sword’s virtues, to reftore the king ;
Nor of Cambufcan’s conquefts yet difcourfe,
Whence gain’d Algarfife Thedora to wife,
Great peril "{caping, thro’ the Brazen Horfe :
Thefe we defer---to tell Camballo’s ftrife,
And how three mighty brethren he furpafs’d ;
Then where we firft began, fhall we conclude at laft

TIere.ENDs CHAVCER.
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CXLI

W IDE fpread the fame of Canace the fair,
Held of her fex moft learned in her days;
Her ring difclofing ev’ry fcience rare,
And ev’ry fecret work of nature’s ways.
The voice of beafts and birds, or wild, or tame,
The pow’r of herbs and plants fhe fully knew ;
But what augmented more her other fame,
(Tho’ dark events lay open to her view)
She modeft was in all her deeds and words,
And wondrous chafte of life, tho’ lov’d of knights and

lords.
D3 : Her
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CXLII.
Her many a lord, and many a knight her lov’d,
~ But fhe to none of them her liking lent,
Nor never was with fond affe&ion mov’d,
No fingle look once out:of order went ;
So well her thoughts all lawle{s paffions rul’d,.
For love of honour, or for dread of blame,
And or extinguifh’d quite, or duly cool’d,
She fmother’d, or fhe never felt the flame ;
Her eyes, like wary centinels well ftay’d,
Still watch’d on ev’ry fide, of fecret foes afraid..
CXLIII.
So much the rather, as fhe fhun’d to love,
So much the rather, fheto love was fought ;
What fail’d not much unquiet ftrife to move,
And ’midft her fuitors frequent contefts wrought z
That oft for her in bloody arms they fight,
Encount’ring danger for the thanklefs maid ;
Whom when Camballo (wife and valiant knight !)
Perceiv’d, he nor could temper, nor diffuade ;
From ills he could not help, he caft to raife,
And turn both him and her to honour and to praife..
CXLIV.
One day, that met this troop of warlike merit, .
Amongift them all he made this fix’d decree ;
(All men of paffion, and all men of {pirit !
The harder fo to make them well agree !)
¢ Be this the hour to fix my fifter’s choice,
¢ Be, of the crowd that to her bed pretend,
¢ Three chofe, the ftouteft call'd by common voice,
¢ The ftouteft of the three the firife fhall end.
¢ Then each with me fhall combat for her fake ;
¢ The victor of them all our Canace fhall take.’ _—
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CXLV.

Bold was the challenge, as himfelf was bold,

With courage full of daring and emprize,
Approv’d in ats too num’rous to be told,

Whence lafting honours to his mem’ry rife 3,
But what fecur’d him of the wifli’d event,

Whence, tho’full brave, fomeconfidence might fpring,
Was the fure aid his royal fifter lent,

The influence of her rarely-gifted Ring,
That, mongft the many virtues which we read,
Had pow’r to ftaunch all woundsthat mortally did bleed.

CXLVI.
So was that Ring’s great virtue known to all,
That dread of this, and his redoubted might,
Did all that youthful rout fo much appall,
That none of them durft undertake the fight :
More wife they ween’d to make of love a play,
Than life to hazard for fair lady’s grace ;
While yet uncertain (fhould they gain the day)
"Fhey in her fight might hope the foremoft place ;
Tho’ for her fake they all that peril ran,
Who could be fure of her, or think himfelf the man.?

CXLVII
Among the lovers were three brethren bold—
Three bolder brethren never yet were born ;
Born of one mother, in one happy mould,
Born. at one burthen, in one happy morn ;
Thrice happy morn, thrice happy mother, hail ¥
That brought three fuch, three fuch not to be found,
Three males united as one fingle male !
The firft was Priamondo, far renown’d ;
Nor lefs the fecond, Diamondo nam’d ;
With Triamondo laft, yet equally as fam’d. -
D4 Stour
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CXLVIIL

Stout Priamondo, not fo ffrong to ftrike ;

Strong Diamondo, not fo_fout a knight ;
But Triamondo, flout and firong alike.

On Horfe would Triamondo choofe to fight 5.
Felt Priamondo beft on Foot his force,

And fo delighted to-maintain his ground ;-
To Diamondo, equal Foot or Hor/e ;

With Curtax deep wou’d Diamondo wound
And Triamondo handled Spear and Shicld ;
But Curtax, Shield and Spear would Priamondo wield.

CXLIX.
Thefe brothers lov’d each other wondrous well,
And by fuch firm affe&ion were ally’d,
As if one foul might in three bofoms dwell,
And in three equal parts her pow’rs divide ¢
Like three fairarms, uniting 2s they {pread,
That from one root their vital fap derive,
‘They crown their mother with one tow’ring head,
And, like the root that bids them bloom and thrive s
Such was their mother ! at one happy birth-
Three fons producing, three, the nobleft fons of earth:!

CL.

Of fecret things their mother had the fkill,

Knew nature’s laws ; a nymph of fairy kind !
Hence by her art. cou’d model to her will,

And to her ufe each living creature bind @
Thereto, fhe was right fair to mortal eye,

Loath fhe, to mortal eye, to fhow how fair ;
Tempting to touch, and charming to defcry ;

Her ftature, goodly ; delicate, her air.
But fhe, as wont the nymphs of fylvan race,
In forefts {pent her days, and lov’d in wilds to chafe.

There,
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CLI
There, on a day, a noble, youthly knight,
Adventures fecking in the favage wood,
By great good fortune got of her the fight,
As fhe fat carclefs by a cryftal flood ;
And on her, unawares, he laid his hand,.
Combing her locks, her head to new-array:;
In vain fhe ftrove his ardour to withftand,
The too intemp’rate youth wou’d have his way ;
Opprefling her by force (as bards have told)
Three lovely fons he got, that prov’d three champions

Bold !’
CLII

Thefe, long fhe fofter’d in the lonely wood,

Till to the ripenefs of man’s ftate they grew ;
Then fhowing forth figns of their fathrer’s blood,

Arms firft they love, adventures then purfue: .
Adventures, where they knew to feek, they fought,

Which, for their fafety, pain’d their mother’s mind ;
Fortho’their pow’rs they prov’d,and wonders wrought,

Yet he that feeks mifchance, mifchance may find :
For he that danger rather courts than fhuns,
The. greater is his heart, the greater hazard rugs,

CLIIIL

For this, fhe wifh’d the.number of their days

To know, and to enlarge with long extent ;
By wondrous fkill, thro’ fubterraneous ways,

Down to the manfion of the Fates the went ;
Down to the bottom of the deep abyfs,

Far under ground fhe went to realms of night,
Where Demogorgon fits in gloomy blifs,

Far from the eye of heav’n, or view of light ;
And rules the hideous chaos; there fhe hies,
"The Fates to try, where hid their dreadful dwelling lies,

Dgs She
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CLIV.

She found them there, all feated in a round,
Full in the midft the direful diftaff ftands 5
Where drawing out the lines of life, fhe found
The fatal Sifters, with unweary’d hands :

Sad Clotho held the rock ; the vital twine
With pain by griefly Lachefis was fpun;
Bat ah ! how foon was all their fair defign,
How foon ! by cruel Atropos undone !
‘With fteel accurft fhe cut the twift in twain :
Moft wretchedman, whofe daysdepend onthreadsfovain?

CLV.
Ent’ring fhe bow’d, and bending fate to reft ;
Their labour, then, furvey’d with anxious grace s
And comprehending foon, the Fates addrefs’d.
Trembling in heart and looking pale in face,
To tell her caufe of coming fhe began—
To whom, fierce Atropos! ¢ Intruder bold!
¢ That fearch the fecrets of the life of man !
¢ That dare, from mortal what is hid, behold !*
¢ Well worthy thou to be of Jove accurft,
¢ And fhorten’d of their twine thy fons, in fecret nurft.

CLVI.
‘Whereat fhe, fore afraid, the Fates befought
Pardon to grant, and rigour to abate ;
And pray’d to fee how ftrong their twine was wrought,
And know the utmoft meafure of their date :
This Clotho grants ; fo Deftiny ordain’d;;
And gives her to infpet the fated line :
The mother to the foul was inly pain’d,
Nor con’d forbear to murmur and repine :
Spun were their threads, fhe thought, as fpiders {pin,
As thin as webs they feem’d, and yet as fhort as thin.
For
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CLVIL

For longer meafure and for ftronger thread,
She ftrait began the Sifters to engage ;
That fo their lives might be prolong’d (fhe faid).
But Lachefis as foon began to rage :
¢ Deem you alike, fond dame (the Goddefs cry’d),
¢ Alike of Human things, and things Divine ?
¢ That alter’d they may be (oh mortal pride!)
¢ And chang’d, at pleafure, for thofe {ons of thine ?
¢ Not fo ; for what the Deftinies decree,
¢ Not all the Gods can force, not Jove himfelf can free.?
N CLVIIL
¢ If then the term of life (the Nymph rejoin’d)
¢ Can neither be, or leflen’d, or enlarg’d,
¢ Grant this (this grant will eafe 2 mother’s mind)
¢ With either’s foul be either’s-body charg’d :
¢ So when you doom the eldeft of the three
¢ (Whofe life, I fee, is fhorteft), pafs his foul ;
¢ Transfer it to the fecond in degrec,
¢ And let the third and laft poffefs the whole:
¢ Thus each, in other, fhall his life prolong,
¢ In life of other, each fhall thus be trebly ftrong.?
CLIX.
The.careful Sifters granted:her requeft,
With full contented mind the Nymph departs;
Return’d, fhe meets her fons in armour dreft,
Not to her wifh, nor knew they of her arts;
From them conceal’d fhe what the Fates defign’d;
And hoa their lives'were lengthen’d, fear’d to tell 3
Yet oft as fair occafion fhe cou’d find,
Shc bids fan truft to fon, whate’er befel :
¢ Let brother on his brother’s fafety wait,
¢ Give love forlove, my boys, whate'er your future fate.

D6 Ang
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CLX.
And firm in friendfhip liv’d they all their days,-
Rafh difcord never ent’ring either mind ;
Which added much to all their other praife,-
And now in love of Canace they join’d :
As by affeftion natural ’twas agreed,
Each cou’d not but approve what each approv’d
And tho’ fame likings fure averfions breed,
Here lov’d they more, becaufe alike they lov’d :
Hence the dire confli¢t grew including all,
As oft great matter growing from beginning fmall.
CLXI.
O! why do wretched men fo much defire
To draw their days to the remoteft date ?
Why do not rather wifh them to expire,
Knowing the certain mifery of then ftate ?
Toft like the veflel on the furging wave,
What ills await them, threat’ning to devour !
One danger, from the cradle to the grave,
Attends, for death attends them every hour;
And who moft happy feems, and leaft complains,
Is yet as near his end, as he that fuffers pains ¥
CLXII.
For this, I hold the Nymph more fond than fage,
Her children’s life thus feeking to prolong ;
To lengthen mis’ry, fhe wou’d lengthen age,
But fhe that means the right, can a& no wrong.
And happy each in other breath’d the three,
Of other each approving, and approv’d ;
So courteous each with other to agree,
It made them more efteem’d of friends they lov’d ;
And each with other fo for valour priz’d,
Jtmade them dreaded more of fqes whom they defpis’d.
Thefe
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Thefe three that hardy challenge took in hand,

With great Camballo to maintain the fight ;
The day was fet, that all might underftand,

And pledges pawn’d, as claim’d the martial rite s
That day (and nc’er was day of equal dread

Known, or to thofe before, or thofe fince bo
Soon as the face of heav’n was ftreak’d with red,

Thefe warlike champions hail the rifing morn 3
And, glorious as the fun, in armour fhine,
Adlembling in the field, the challenge to.define,

CLXIV.

The field with lifts was all around inclos’d,

Tlo bar the prefs of people far away ;
And at one fide fix judges were difpos’d,.

To view and deem the deeds of arms that day.
Frefh in array, and beautiful to fight,

Fair Canace adorn’d a ftately ftage,
Rais’d oppofite ; the fortune of the fight

Engag’d to fee: her beauty was the gage !
There to be feen as his moft worthy wife
Who purchas’d her full fair, at venture of his life,

. CLXV.

Camballo enter’d firft the lifted fpace,

With flately ftep, that fcorn’d the pow’r of chance;
As fure of conqueft, fearlefs was his face;

As fearlefs, tho’ lefs fure, the three advance ;
Their ’fcutcheons richly gilt, and ftreaming high,

Their banners, that onr day reflefted day ;
Thrice marching round the lift, they charm’d the eye,

Such was their manly port, and brave array :
Thrice bow’d they lowly to the noble maid,
Thewhile thetrumpetsfhrill, and loudtheclarionsplay’d.

3 Advanc’d



s CAMBUSCAN: OR,

\ CLVI.
Advanc’d the challenger with hardy ftride,
All arm’d to point, his challenge to maintain 3
Him Priamondo met with equal pride,
To point all arm’d, to take it in difdain.
A trumpet blew. Strait clofing, hand to hand,
With furious force and fell intent they met ;
Carelefs of peril in the furious ftand,
Life they expos’d, as life had been a debt ¢
A debt fo deeply ’gag’d, that they efteem’d
?Twas folly now to fpare, what cou’d not be redeem’d..
CLXVIIL
Well pra&tis’d Priamondo was in fight,
And great his {kill in ufe of fpear and fhield 3
Nor lefs approv’d Camballo’s martial might,
Nor lefs his fkill, or fhield or fpear to wield..
*T'was hard to guefs which was the hardier foe;
For equal ev’ry Blow on either fide ;
And either fide fent death at every blow,
It feem’d, that chance, not merit, muft decide.
Each cyes the other with fuch watchful care,
That fhort falls ev’ry blow, or vainly glides in air.
CLXVIIIL
Yet one of many withs unlucky glance
(Of many one by Priamondo fent)
Took place, direéted lefs by aim than chance,
And palffing thro’ Camballo’s fhoulder went :
It weat ; his fhield it forc’d him to forego,
Much was he griev’d, and rag’d with high difdain ;
Yet from the wound no blood he felt to flow,
But wondrous pain; his courage rofe with pain 3
That urg’d his haughty foul to vengeance fell :
Smart daunts not mighty hearts, but makes them more
to fwell, With
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CLXIX.

‘With that he bade his poignant jav’lin fly

Full at his foe, and clofe bencath his-fhield 3
Tt enter’d thro’ his mail, and piere’d his thigh,

The blood gufh’d forth and ftain’d the grafly fields
With double force it flew and'reach’d the kniglit,

Mach was the knight incumber’d with the wound
To ftand unable, orere& his height,.

For, here and there, he reel’d along the ground.
So as the faplefs oak, thro’ age declin’d,
Submits to ev’ry blaft, and bends to ev’ry wind..

€LXX,

Soon as Camballo his condition {py’d,

Full at the fpear he caught withvall his might 3
Meaning to draw, or thruft from fide to fide,

And fo at one attempt conclude the fight.
Deep was the point infix’d, and hard he drews

Hard tho’ he drew, ftill back the foe reclin’d’y
Freed from the weapon on the knight he flew

( Broke was the ftaff, the head was left behind) ;.
At which the hero, more enrag’d than tam’d,
Re-charging him afrefh, thus fcornfully exclaim’d.

CLXXI.

¢ Here, take the meed of thy mifchallenge, take!

¢ Thus long have I permitted thee to live ;
¢ Not for thine own, but for thy fifter’s fake,

¢ A debt I might forbear, but not forgive.”
The wicked weapon heard the wrathful vow,

And pafe’d to fecond his vindi&ive ire ;
His beaver pierc’d, and fhiver’d on his brow,

That wth the forceit forc’d him to retire,
Then broke, half quiv’ring in his head-piece ftood,
And half the owner held, and curs’d the treach’rous

wood. The
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CLXXII.
The fudden fhock with rage Camballe bore,

And, where it ftruck, from forth his beaver drew
The fhorten’d {pear, that- pain’d him as he tore,.

He diew, and back at Priamondo threw ;.

The faithlefs-weapon found a ready way.

To pierce his gorget where his neck was bare ;
Where lies the pipe commiffion’d to convey,

Frefh to the lab’ring breaft, the vital air :
Thence ftreams of purple blood, the laft of life,
Difmifs his weary foul, and end the doubtful ftrife.

CLXXIII
His weary foul from earthly bondage freed,

Nor fled to heav’n, where fome fay fpirits fly ;
Nor vanifh’d into air, as others plead,

Nor chang’d into a ftar, adorn’d the fky ;.

Nor fought dire& (a folitary fhade 1)
~ In Pluto’ gloomy realm, eternal reft ;
But thro’ traduion, (as his mother pray’d)

Pafs’d inftantaneous to his brother’s breaft 3
His brother next in order that furviv’d,

In whom he liv’d anew, of former life depriv'd.
' CLXXIV.
He, when he fpy’d him breathlefs on the field,

Was touch’d with forrow for his brother’s fate 3
Way to his forrow yet he fcorn’d to yield,

But rather rous’d to vengeance and to hate.

Nor this the time to wail, or to eondole,_
But fierce he rufhes to renew the fight ;.
Thro’ fecret impulfe of his gen’rous foul,
As in reverfion of his brother’s right ;
And, challenging the virgin as his due,
"The foe was foon addreft : the trumpets frefhly blew.
With
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With that, together both fo fiercely clos’d,

As limb from limb, each other meant to rend §
Foot fix’d to foot, and hand to hand oppos'd,

Nor plate nor mail the hideous fhow’r defend ;
So deadlily they dealt their axes round,

Riv’d was the plate, and fhatter’d was the mail ;
Pain felt the one, the other dy’d the ground,

Fire flafh’d from ev’ry blow, trail after trail ;
As faft as lightning after thunder flies,
That fil’d the crowded lift with terror and furprife.

CLXXVI.

As when two tigers, prick’d with hungry rage,

Chance in the chace to meet the wifh’d-for {poil,
On which they hope their famine to affuage,

And gain a feaftful harveft of their toil ;
To make the juft partition both refufe,

And both conteft the fortune of the day ;
Hence ftrife-full broil, and cruel fight enfues,

While neither lets the other touch the prey :
And either fcorns with other to partake :

és

So ftrove thefe warlike knights, for this fair lady’s fake,

CLXXVII.

Full many a blow, and mortally defign’d,

Woas interchang’d ; yet fhort fell ev’ry blow ;
For they were all fo warded or declin’d,

That life in each ftood fearlefs of her foe :
Till Diamondo, fcorning long delay

Of wav’ring fortune, fix’d to neither fide ;
Refolv’d to end the doubt at one effay,

And at one aim the battle to decide ;
¢ Take this for Priamondo !’ (fierce he fpoke)

And heav’d his murd’rous axe, and gave a vengeful
ftroke ! The
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CLXXVIII.
The vengeful ftroke had finifl’d foon the firife,
Sped, as was meant, fo deadly was it meant !
Soon had it from the body forc’d the life,
But this Camballo’s better fates prevent.
He mark’d him as he rais’d and lower’d his hand,
And judg’d the blow would fall with mighty {way,
So fwerv’d as it arriv’d, and {lip’d his ftand,
And fudden to its fell intent gave way ;
Miffing the mark, to which the eye was hound,
Nigh fell’d him his right arm, his right foot plow’d the
ground.
CLXXIX.
As when a vulture, greedy of his prey,
By hunger preft, (and hunger heast can lend !}
Strikes at a heron, in th’ ethereal way,
On whom his feather’d forces downward bend 3
Nought feems that can defend her from her foe,
" Herfelf the fow! defends with wary. care ;
She fpies him, as he ftoops, eludes the blow,
And makes him fpread his wings in empty air 3
That with his proper weight deceiv’d in fight,
Nigh to the ground he falls, and fcarce recovers flights

CLXXX.

The fair occafion, when Camballo {py’d,,

Full at the knight he drove with all his pow’r ;
Ere for affault or ward he could provide,

And {mote him with his axe, in lucklefs hour ;
With dire dexterity the ftroke was fped,

Then as recover’d from his ftoop the foe ;
And from his thoulders off it bore his head,

The headlefs trunk ftood heedlefs of the blow !
A while it ftood, as ftill refpiring breath,
Tl feeling life to fail, it fell ; and flept in death.

Amaz’d
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CLXXXI.
A maz’d were the {pettators of the field,
So long eret an headlefs trunk to fee 3
With arms, that void of life vain weapons wield,
Unknowing of the fates” divine decree!
For tho’ one foul from out his body fled,
>T'was that which from his brother he deriv’d 3
And, but that thus difmember’d of the head,
His body would have liv’d and had reviv’d :
Where, as his foul no fitting manfion found,
The lifelefs corfe is left to fall and fpread the ground.

CLXXXTF.

Yet left not either foul the doubtful ftrife,

Nor yet retir’d to feat of heav’nly reft ;
But fill'd with double grief and double hfe,

Their laft lov’d manfion, T'riamondo’s breaft !
Inly he felt a more than mortal {mart,

And ftrait he leap’d into the empty field,
With more than common ftrength, or common heart,.

And menac’d with his {pear, and fhook his fhield.
Thus brave Camballo bravely he addrefs’d,
Who fac’d the foe, and foon the fight was clofely preft.

CLXXXIII.
Well might you wonder how that noble knight
‘Was able to {fuftain wound after wound ;
And what impower’d him to renew the fight,
And how on foot he could maintain his ground :
Yet had you then him forth advancing feen,
As fierce he feem’d, as frefh the field to take,
As had he been new-form’d, new-foul’d had been,
The femblance of the new-recruited {nake,
That, {foon as {pring difpels the wintry cold,
Throws off his ragged fkin, and fhines in {cales of gold.
*T'was
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CLXXXIV.
*Twas all thro’ virtue of the ring he wore,

Whence wounded, not a fingle drop he bled ;
His weaken’d ftrength her working pow’rs reftore,.
The ftone, thercin encas’d, fuch influence fhed 3

Elfe how cou’d one of equal might with moft,
With moft of equal might, yet ftill but one !’
Before fo many, no lefs mighty, boaft,
And go the road to honour he had gone ?
Or think to mat&h three fuch in equal fight ?
Three fuch! as match’d an hoft! an hoft in either knight!

CLXXXV.

Yet this in Triamondo rais’d no dread,

Nor yet of glorious viét’ry he defpair'd 5
But clofing him, well arm’d from foot to head,

What man cou’d do, he did, cou’d dare, he dar’d’s
Thick pour’d his blows, as hail-ftones from the fky,

On ev’ry fide he ftruck, hew’d, urg’d, and prefs’d
All doubt or cou’d he ftand, or wou’d he fly,

So faft the foe his iron axe addrefs’d,
That fparks of fire from ev’ry ftroke iffue,
As faft as from the rock the {prays of briny dew !

CLXXXVI.

Much was Camballo daunted by the blows,.

So thick they fell, fo forcibly were fent,
Conltrain’d (to fuck a height his fury rofe)

Back to retire, and fomewhat to relent
Safer, he judg’d, to ward than to withftand

The rage of paflion, rifing in its courfe ;
He waits his fhorter breath, and lighter hand,

Then frefh affails him with fuperior force :.
That caus’d the foe, abated of his heat,
Fatt, forward as he prefs’d, now. backward to retreat,

As.
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CLXXXVII.
As when the tide, from ocean newly {ped,
Flows up the Shenan with contrary courfe ;
O’er-rules the ftream, in his own watry bed,
And makes him feem to have an adverfe fource :
Back tow’rds his fpring the current re-afcends,
And borders, lately pafs’d, again furveys ;
But when again the flood its vigour {pends,
Then back his borrow’d waters he repays ;
And fends the fea his own with double gain,
And tribute with his own, as fov’reign of the main.
CLXXXVIII.
Various as thefe, the tides of battle flow,
With diverfe fortune doubtful to be deem’d ;
Now this the better had, now had his foe,
Then one half vanquifh’d, then the other feem’d :
Yet victor each himfelf in valour thought,
And held his rival dying, if not dead ;
Felt many a pang Camballo, while they fought,
And blood abundant Triamondo fhed ;
That with the wafting of his vital flood,
Faintly he breath’d at heart, on foot he feebly flood,
' CLXXXIX.
Camballo ftronger ftill, and greater grew,
Nor felt his blood to wafte, nor pow’rs to fail 3
From wound new made he gather’d vigour new,
So much the virtues of the ring prevail :
Like as the tree, by blights or length of years,
Tho’, wither’d, to the trunk it droops the head;
Reviv'd, when prun’d with careful fkill, appears;
And joys again to flourifh and to fpread ;
New fruit producing from the hufband’s toil,
As freth as when it firft was planted in the foil.

Thro’
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CXC.

Thro’ like advantage in his ftrength he rofe,

And fmote with wondrous force the adverfe knight;
There, where the feams the jointed hauberk clofe,

“That down he fell, as dead to human fight :
Dead yet he was not! yet he fuffer’d death !

Death fure as fuffers ought of mortal ftate !
Telt the laft ftruggle of expiring breath !

And pay’d a life at the demand of fate !
Tor ftrait one foul from out his body flies,
From human mis’ry freed, and feeks its native fkies.

CXCI.
Mean time, while all that {py’d him deem’d him dead,
For vifible to all he feem’d to die !
As rifing from a dream he rear’d his head,
And fudden on his foe began to fly !
At fo uncouth a fight the foe, amaz’d,
Loft pow’r of fpeech, nor utt’rance cou’d afford ;
Unmov’d, as he had feen a ghott, he gaz’d,
And flow of adtion held his idle fword ;
Till ftruck full oft by his impetuous arm,
To ftrike he was conftrain’d, to fave himfelf from harm;
CXCII.
Yet from that hour more warily he fought,
In fear the Stygian gods to unbefriend ;
As one, to fave himfelf, that rather fought,
Than faft purfued another to offend 3
Nor life, nor labour chofe to fpend in vain.
When Triamondo found his cooler play,
He judg’d it follow’d, or from fear or pain,
Il able to fupport the clofing fray ;
Or that the knight could ill on foot endure,
A fign that muft to him the vi&’ry foon aflure.

Joy’d
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CXCIIL

Joy’d to the foul, on high he rais’d his hand,

In mind to give the laft decifive blow 5
The foe to end, or fear’d he to withftand,

Or dar’d he to withftand, to end the foe.
Camballo mark’d him, not inclin’d to yield,

And nothing flow to fave his threaten’d head ;
His fwvord he drew, and pafs’d his op’ning fhield,

Slight was the op’ning, flight the pafs was {ped :
He ftruck him, as to ftrike his hand he rear’d ;
Beneath his arm it went, and at his back appear’d., .

CXCIV,
Yet Triamondo’s axe purfued its way,
And fell full heavy .on Camballo’s creft 3
The hero in a fwooning abfence lay,
An hideous wound was on his head impreft ;
His fhield with brims of brafs was plaited round,
And there it found a reft, nor farther fped ;
Elfe had the knight been cleav’d, and fpread the ground,
PDown to the breaft diffever’d from the head ;
‘So both at once fell breathlefs on the field,
And each to other feem’d the vi€t’ry there to yicld.
CXCV.
The crowd conclude the fight was at an end ;
The marfhals of the field and judges rofe ;
‘Wail’d Canace her brother as her friend ;
They rend the trophies, and the lifts they clofe:
Nought refted but to fpeaktheir fun’ral praife ;
Afcertain’d now, by death the doubtful ftrife s
When lo ! at.once their living forms they raife,
One, from his ring ; one, from his treble life ;
And both together rifing (wond’rous fight !)
¥refh, other cach affail’d, and fierce renew’d the fight.
Each
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CXCVI.
Each claiming then the other as his prize,
Begun, as had the fight but then begun ;
Alike, ftrokes, wounds, fhiclds, weapons they defpife,
And danger rather try to find than fhun ;
Death fear’d they not, nor yet for life they car’d,
Life to let out, alike, or death let in;
For denth they valw’d not, nor life they fpar’d,
Qr who was to be won, or who to win :
More to be kill’d defirous, than to kill ;
To both life feem’d a load, and fafety feem’d an ill.

CXCVIL
‘While thus the battle hung, a doubtful fcale !
Unfure to whom the balance wou’d decline,
Sad ev'ry heart, and ev’ry face grew pale,
The clofc of all unwilling to divine ;
All fuddenly a clamorous noife they heard,
That feem’d fome perilous tumult to portend :
As fomething ftrange at ncar approach appear’d,
And caus’d the crowd the vault of heav’n to rend;
With cries of women, and alarms of boys,
Such as the troubled theatre full oft anncys.

CXCVIII.

Each champion heard the clamour from afar,

But what it brought not fudden cou’d devife ;
When lo! they {py’d, fair feated on a car,

A maid that cou’d not fail to touch their eyes :
Faft as a whirlwind drives, fhe drives along,

And lovely was the virgin to behold !
Yet fafter way fhe made amidft the throng,

For that her car was all adorn’d with gald ;
It feem’das for fome Perfian monarch plan’d,
With various gems enrich’d, and fhow’d a mafter hand.

Drawa
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Drawn was her car (what wondrous is to tell)
By two grim lions, fubje& to command ;
And tho’ they look’d in fiercenefs to excel
Their favage kind, yet tame they bore her hand :
Erect on foot, high rais’d, the damfel ftood,
And more than human feem’d to human fight :
Bright as the dame that bore her in the wood
She fhone (and either fhone as angel bright) ;
But with her beauty bounty might compare,
Which of the two in her might claim the greater fhare.
CC.
The fair was daughter to th’ enamour’d Knight,
Who once again opprefs’d the fylvan maid ;
Long had he watch’d to gain the pleafing fight,
Till unawares he caught her in the fhade : .
In magic lore the mother deeply fkill’d,
Her child in all her fubtle arts improv’d ;
And now fhe came, with kind affe&ion fill’d,
To aid her brother, whom fhe dearly lov’d ;
In hafte fhe came to pacify the ftrife,
For bad the lofs or gain, where gain or lofs is life.
CCI. _
Her as the crowd prefs’d nearer to behold,
Lefs tra&able her ireful leaders grew ;
Numbers they drove before, as fheep to fold,
And numbers, roll’d in duft, for hafte o’erthrew ;
That in the mix’d confufion of the throng,
For fear of danger, fome to diftance fly ;
For curiofity, fome rac’d along ;
Some for themfelves, and fome for others.cty ¢
Some laugh for fancy, fome for wonder fhout ;

And fome, that would feem wife, their wonder turn to
doubt.
E In
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CCII.

In her right hand a rod of peace fhe bore :

Around, two ferpents mutually were wound ;
Bound firmly by the tail in lovely lore,

And both were with one olive garland crown’d ;
Like to the wand that wields the Son of May,

Seals he in fleep the eye, or opes in light ;
Draws he from hell the fhade, or drives away

The foul from carth ; day minift’ring or night :
And in her other hand fhe held a vafe
With choice Nepenthe fill’d, a juice of fov’reign grace.

CCI1L
Nepenthe ! drink prepar’d by heav’nly art !
By gods devis’d, all forrow to afluage !
To chace the grief of foul, and gall of heart,
Whence {pring fore anguifh and contentious rage !
To age it gives fweet peace and quiet reft ;
Firm friendfhip, and unalter’d love, to youth ;
The mind eftablifhes, and cheers the breaft ;
Referv’d for fuch as wifdom court and truth.
Few by the gods to tafte it are affign’d ;
But all affign’d to tafte it blifs eternal find.
CCIV.
Such men of worth, deriv’d of mortal birth,
As mighty Jove advances to the {ky,
Gods for their merit made from fons of earth,
Partake of this, ere yet to heav’n they fly.
Sccure of joys that will for ever laft,
All mem’ry here they drown of human care ;
All hope, or fear, of future or of palt,
Ther, unrememb’ring, to the bleft repair.
Heroes of old of this were giv’n to tafte,
Ere yet among the gods immortal they were plac’d.

Much
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Much more of price, and of more gracious pow’r,
This than the fountain in Ardenna found ;
Of which Renaldo drank in happy hour,
As fings the Tufcan poet far renown’d :
For that had pow’r to change the bent of mind,
For love to hate, a change of evil choice ;
But this reverfe, from hate to love inclin’d,
Who would not to this virtue yield his voice ?
Hate is of brutes, and what the gods deteft ;
But love the gift of Heav’n, and glads the human breaft.

CCVI.

Now clofe befide the lift her leaders ftand,

And ftrong-inclofing bars the lift furround :
She ftrikes the bars, that open to her hand,

Then enter’d, quits her car, and takes the ground :
¢ Friendfhip and peace to all I’ (the virgin cry’d)

¢ Friendfhip and peace ! the greateft good in life !°
Firft to her brother was the wifh apply’d,

Whom, forely griev’d, fhe found in bloody ftrife
I.aft, to the foe, whofe warlike air and grace,
Then fecret, touch’d her foul, and dy’d her confcious

face.
CCVILI.

Both flightly bow’d—(for fmall was their delight,

As then, to entertain the lovely maid)
Then turn’d them to the battle : at the fight,

Between them on the field herfelf fhe laid :
With double hopes difturb’d and double fears,

Nought that could move the reconciler {pares :
With fighs now intermixing foft’ning tears,

And pow’rful reafons adding now to pray’rs:
For cordial peace, not horrid war, the fought,
By all they held moft dear! by her for whom they

fought ! Ez But,
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CCVIIL

But, when fhe found fhe could not fo prevail,

She touch’d them light]; with her powerful wand ;
Then, fudden as the hearts of cowards fail,

Down fall their watchful fwords, and motionlefs they

ftand

They ftand as men pofleft with panic fright,

Struck with they know not what of dread furprife.
Thus, ere their {catter’d pow’rs they could unite,

Or free their mighty fouls from mightier ties,
Her golden bowl, with fwees-oblivion fraught,
She reach’d ; and, glad for thirft, each drank an hearty

draught.
CCIX.

Soon as they tafted once the juice divine,
Wonder it was the fudden change to fee.
From deadly ftroke in kind embrace they join,
And hands they plight, no more to difagree.
In amity fuch enmity to clofe,
And foe with foe as friend with friend to yield ;
And faithful friends to rife from mortal foes,
This turn of things amaz’d the crowded field ;
The crowded field with joy and wonder rife,
One loud applaufe enfues, re-echoing thro’ the fkies.
' CCX.
When gentle Canace this fees and hears,
In hafte fhe from her lofty feat defcends ;
And foon amidft the combatants appears,
To know if fo the cruel confli&t ends.
When certain found ; all due refpeé fhe pay’d,
In manner eafy, and in fpeech polite ;
And, for her condu&, praifing much the maid,
At Sarra begs her to difpofe the night ;
And add this other favour to the reft,

The friend(hip to accept that firmly fhe profeft.
Agreed
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CCXI.
Agreed with true fincerity of heart :

The trumpets founded, and the judges rofe ;
‘With glee and gladfome cheer the crowd depart,
To mrarch together both the champions chofe ;
And both together chofe the maids to ride ;
Cambina, prudent umpire of the day,
With fweet affection taking to her fide
Fair Canace, as frefh as rofe in May ;
Thence to Cambufcan’s palace they retir’d,
By all applauded each, and each by all admir’d.

CCXII.
In perfe&t love there many a day they {pend,
Camballo with Cambina led his life ;
And who, but Triapondo, could pretend
A rightful claim to Canace as wife ?
I pafs the joyous feafts, the folemn rites,
Things well to be conceiv’d, tho’ not expreft ;
The days of dalliance, and of blifs the nights :
Suffice, that each in each was fully bleft ;
So join’d by love, and fo by friendfhip bound,
That never fince their days were four fo happy found.
CCXIIIL
It rifes oft in life (as here it rofe)
That mortal foes to faithful friends may turn;
And fo may faithful friends to mortal focs,
As reafons temper, or as paffions burn ;
For oft fome dire miftake mifleads the will,
As well in hate of foes, as love of friends.
" Hence enmity, that not proceeds of ill,
But of occafion, with th’ occafion ends ;
And friendfhip, which a faint affeétion breeds

Y

Without regard of good, dies like ill-grounded feeds.

Here ExDs SPENSER.
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CCXI1V.

ALGARSIFE quefting after high emprize,
Impell’d, meanwhile, thro’ air the brazen fteed,
He fhap’d his oblique road ’tween earth and fkies,
From dull incumbrance of our planet freed:.
The magic fabre pendant by his fide,
For deeds of danger was his foul prepar’d ;
He fhook the heron’s plume with martial pride :
Such uncouth guife the fubje& nations fcar’d.
Thus the red comet fhoots thro’ zther’s fields,

And to the fons of men difmay and terror yiclds.
E 4 Sarra’s



20 CAMBUSCAN: OR,

CCXV.
Sarra’s imperial tow’rs he left behind,
And the mild green of Sogd’s delicious vale 3
He pafs’d thofe meads where Oxus’ waters wind,
And Cachmire’s interchange of hill and dale :
Then tow’rds the golden South he bent his courfe,
Where potent Indus Perfia’s border laves ;
Now banks abrupt reftrain his headlong force,
Now o’er the level plains he pours his waves z
Prolific Indus, like fam’d Egypt’s Nile,
Diffufes plenty round, and meliorates the foil.

CCXVI.

LEv'n on the utmoft margin of the flood

Two mighty hofts advanc’d in long array ;
Their ferried {pears uprofe an iron wood ;

Their fplendid bucklers dimm’d the eye of day 3
'The gorgeous enfigns wanton’d in the wind,

Emblaz’d with coftly pearl, and flaming gold =
Full in the van the haughty chieftains fhin’d,

Of ftature lofty, and demeanor bold.
This profpe& touch@ with joy the truly brave,
And to the daftard heart a tranfient ceurage gave.

CCXVII.

Hither the hardy Perfian leads his bands,

To try the confli& of wide-wafting war
Oppos’d to him the Indian mouarch ftands,

With all the legions of rich Malabar :
The beauteous Thedora is the caufe of frife,

Fair as the diamond’s or the full-moon’s beam &
The Perfian feeks the damfel for his wife ;

For her he fighs, for her his forrows ftream.
Revenge, at length, inflames this angry lord ;
Againft her father’s realms he draws the ruthlefs fword.

In
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CCXVIII.
In combat fierce the thronging {quadrons clos’d,
Loud was the clang of helms and clathing fhields :
Hauberk to hauberk, fword to {word oppos’d,
Grim Mars in thunder echoed round the fields.
Algarfife hov’ring in mid-air beheld
The dubious eonteft with an eager eye:
The manly wifh his beating bofom f{well’d,
His knightly prowefs in the fray to try:
Now on the battle’s fartheft edge he fpied
A rich pavilion, grac’d with gems and filken pride.

CCXIX.

Beneath the fhadow of a waving palm,

Which gently courted ev’ry breeze that blew
(The air all fragrance, and the earth all balm),

The ftately tent was rais’d of azure hue:
Here Thedora, the fatal maid, reclin’d,

Mufing on each event of doubtful war ;
The gorgeous majefty of either Ind

Muft bow, perhaps, to Perfia’s luckier ftar :
Frequent fhe figh’d, and fhed the briny tear,
When the dull groan of death affail’d her Lift’ning ear.

CCXX.
Thus the grey willow mourns befide the brook,
Stealing his brown wave under fecret fhade,
Where ill-ftarr’d fhepherds hang their ufelefs crook,
Whence wreaths of forrow for the love-lorn maid.
Her wondrous beauty dims the Tartar’s fight,
He feels a wound from Cupid’s golden dart ;
Soon from his airy fteed difmounts the Knight,
T’ explain the feelings of his gentle heart :
The plumed helmet from his brow he takes; [wakes.
Mxld arc his foothing words; the flow’rs thus Zephyr
Egs O fairer
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CCXXI.
¢ O fairer than our Prophet’s favour’d green,
¢ The rofe of Shiraz on thy cheek prevails 5
¢ Like Leb’non’s cedar is thy ftately mien,
¢ Thy breath is fweet as Tibet’s mufky gales..
¢« Tho’ fhades of forrow veil thy radiant eyes,
¢ No dim {uffufion can their glory fhroud ;
¢ Thus Cynthia’s bow fhines out thro’ dufky fkies,.
¢ And virgin filver lines the fable cloud.
¢ Say, charming Princefs, whence thy troubles fpring :
¢ Behold thy fervant here, the fon of Sarra’s king.
CCXXII.
With fcornful eye the Princefs view’d the chief,
And, as rage prompted, haughtily reply’d,
¢ Go lend thy aid to thofe who nced relief :
¢ Avaunt ! all further converfe is deny’d.’
Algarfife hears indignant, yet he loves;
Refiftlefs beauties thro’ her anger fhine ;
Celeftial graces fpeak while fhe reproves,
A thoufand Cupids round. her perfon twine ;
Oh ! had her face in heav’nly fmiles been dreft,
.Abave all earthly men Algarfife had been bleft..

CCXXHI.

Now at the tent arriv’d a wounded knight,

His helm unplum’d, his buckler cleft in twain,
He cry’d, ¢ O Princefs, fpeedy be thy flight ;

¢ The Indians yield, thy rayal father’s flain.’
What tongue can paint fair Thedora’s diftrefs ?

Her pride, her paffion the high dame forfook :.
Around her tent the hoftile {quadrons prefs,

Now on the “Tartar fhe vouchfafes to look
« Forgive (the fays) ! thy femblance fpeaks thee brave 5
¢« Q {ave an helplefs maid, O Prince of Sarra, fave?

This.
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CCXXIV.

This lenient foon the warrior’s wrath allay’d,

Love brac’d his arm, love made his courage ftrong;
In circles dire he wound the fatal blade,

And ufh’d impetuous *midft the Perfian throng.
Thus the bold eagle pounces on his prey,

Which, with keen vifion, he defcries from far.
Algarfife thone the hero of the day,

Like glitt’ring Sirius, or Orion’s ftar;
The Mede and Perfian fled, where’er he turn’d ;
-Around the gallant Knight the rage of battle burn’d.

CCXXV.

The fierce Hyrcanian’s ftrength’s of no avail,

The Parthian’s blunted arrows idly fall ;
The jav’lins rattle on Algarfife’s mail,

And quick rebound, as from a brazen wall.
The angry Sultan chafed with high difdain

To fee his legions fhrink beneath the fword ;
Headlong he rufh’d athwart th’ enfanguin’d plain,

To meafure faulchions with the Tartar lord.
Algarfife faw his haughty foe draw nigh ; '
Rage on his forehead flam’d, defiance in his eye.

CCXXVI.

As two tall gallies off Biferta’s fhore,

Fraught with the iron inftruments of death,
Work’d thro’ the billows by.the dafhing oar,

In fierce fight grapple for the victor’s wreath ;
Thus for fair Thedora clos’d each hardy knight.

Revenge and love inflam’d the Sultan’s breaft,
Love made Algarfife terrible in fight :

The keeneft fivord deferv’d the lady beft.
A wondrous ftroke the valiant Perfian lent ;
T'he Tartar bow’d his head, his helm of proof was bent.

EG6 Algarfite
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CCXXVIL.
Algarfife foon. recover’d from the blow ;

And, like a2 wounded ferpent fwell’d with ire;
He {mote with fo mueh fellnefs an his. foe,

That from his eye-balls flath’d the living fire.
Where the broad fhoulder to the neck is knit,

The brand defcended with refiftlefs fway :

In fatal fpot the Perfian king was hit, -

The griding fteel his fword-arm lopp’d away.
The fever’d limb now trembled on the ground;
The body follow’d foon, and fell with thund’ring found.

CCXXVIII
Th’ aftonifh®d Perfiane fee their monarch die,

Revenge and grief by turns poffefs their foul ;
All on the Ufbeck chief their weapons try ;

What fingle arm can fuch an hoft controul ¥
Algarfife finds to numbers he muft yield =

To guard the Princefs is his {pecial care ;

He fcreens the maid behind his ample fhield,
Tho’ arrows whiz around, tho’ lances glare.
At length he gains the river’s flow’ry fide, .
‘Where ftands the brazen fteed, by all men undefcried.
CCXXIX.
He turne the pin, then fpeaks the fecret charm,

And mounts aloft : the Princefs fits behind =
Swift as the arrow from the Ba&nan’s arm,

He cuts the fkies, and Jeaves the war behind.
From rich Sabzan fhores to Egypt’s fane

The pheenix flies : the feather’d tribes behold
"Th’ unrivall’d glories of his {weeping train,

His plumes of purple, and his eye of gold.

Thus the fcar’d Perfians fee Algarfife rife :
Jn vain their miffiles fly, in vain their rending cries.
7 Algarfife
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CCXXX.,
Algarfife bent his flight tow’rds Caff’s wild hills,

And faw she {prings of Ganges and of Ind;
Thofe mighty rivers, fwell’d by countlefs rills,

Thro’ orient realms in pomp majeftic wind.

Caff’s horrent hills this folid globe furround 3

Rocks pil’d on rocks fuftain the ftarry fkies:
‘The fummit with eternal {fnow is crown’d,

To whofe vaft height no eagle’s wing can rife:
Here dufky mifts and exhalations form ; [ftorm.
Here angry meteors glare, here broods the howling

CCXXXI.
And here the potent Sultan of the Eaft
The evil Genii in dark cells confin’d ;
‘Wife Salomon, to whofe fagacious breaft

The Lord of Nature wondrous pow’rs affign’d :
In flinty caverns here the Demons rave,

Hourling forth clouds of fmoke and floods of flame :
God and his Prophet impioufly they brave,

And dare to wolate high Allah’s name.

The Ufbeck heard the grating voice of pain,

"The fcorpion’s founding lath, the clank of iron chain.
CCXXXII.

Eblis, when brave Algarfife he defery’d,

Eblis, the leader of that murky crew,

Swoln with deep anguifh, and malicious pride,

Againft the faithful to the Prophet flew.

Like a thick vapour from the ground he rofe,

And with his darknefs overcaft the day :
To an unwieldy bulk the monfter grows,

From ev’ry fide he fhoots a livid ray.

Tow’rds heaven’s blue vault he fpreads his dufky wings 3
He wiclds a burning mace, which fiery fparkles flings.
Algarfife
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CCXXXIII.

Algarfife now beheld the evil fprite,

And to great Allah and his Prophet pray’d ;
New vigor ftrung the finews of the Knight,

He fac’d fierce Eblis with his magic blade.
Full at the Demon’s head he aim’d a blow,

Who, tho’ of frame immortal, felt a wound =
Blood, fuch -as fpirits thed, began to flow,

And drops of purple ichor ftain’d the ground.
Bellowing grim Eblis fled : the rocky fhore,
And Caff’s encircling hills, re-echoed to the roar,

CCXXXIV.

Much was the gentle Thedora opprefs’d,

Malicious Eblis hop’d to fee her fall :
But lo! the bird of Ifaac fhone confefs’d !

(His plumes are ftretch’d at the believer’s call)
Delicious bev’rage in his bill he brought,

Which #till’d each nerve, and lulP’d corrofive care 3
Swift is his flight as poet’s glancing thought,

No bird more beauteons wings his way thro’ air.
Green is his breaft, his wings of fcarlet hue,
His creft of fhining white, his neck of gloffy blue.

CCXXXV.

‘What bright vewards await the chofen few

Who love Religion, and her laws revere [
Their meads are frefhen’d with the morning dew,

Damafco’s rofe, Obollah’s ftream is there.
To them the dark-eyed Howries fhall belong,

And filver waves o’er agate beds fhall roll 3
Soft nightingales fhall pour the melting fong,

T” attune each harfh difcordance of the foul.
Such is their lot who bow at Mecca’s fhrine,

And at Medina pray, where ftands the tomb divine.
Algarfife



THE SQUIRE'S TALE. 8¢
CCXXXVI.
Algarfife ftill his devious road purfu’d,
And with the fetting fun to earth declin’d;
Then with the bluthing dawn his toil renew’d,
‘When golden radiance o’er the land{cape fhin’d.
Much did he with to foothe the Indian maid,
And dry her forrows for her father’s death :
¢ Unwife the man who mourns the parted fhade,
¢ And hopes by fighs to renovate the breath.
¢ Death, cruel caitiff ! when he hurls his dart,
¢ Aims an unerring ftroke, and deeply wounds the heart.
CCXXXVIL
¢ Yet death can eafe us from a world of woe,
¢ From pining anguifh, and convulfive pain:
¢ Why fhould our tears for noble fpirits flow ?
¢ Their life was trouble, but their end is gain.
¢ Odurs is the lofs, who thro’ this.dreary vale
¢ Muft walk our journey of dull heavy years,
¢ While ative Mem’ry in the paffing gale
¢ Hears the departed frend, or thinks fhe hears ;.
¢ Sees the lov’d image by the moon’s wan beam,
¢ Ormournful conver{e holds, entranc’d innightly dream.”
CCXXXVIIIL
T'o beauteous Thedora thus Algarfife fpokel;
His words were fuch as wifdom muft approve :.
The damfel view’d him with a foften’d look,
His kind attentions won her foul to love.
Now over Tibet’s mufky realms they flew,
And Kafgar’s tow’rs in diftant profpe&t lay;
A mountain’s dufky fummit rofe to view,
When in the glimm’ring Weft had funk the day..
Beneath the {preading fhade the Princefs flept,
While faithful watch and ward the gallant Ufbeck kept.
But
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CCXXXIX.
But broken were the flumbers of the night,
And fearful dreams appall’d the fleeping fair ;
Her father’s fpe&re fwam before her fight,
Algarfife feem’d to vanifh into air:
Now with fome favour’d rival was he feen
On beds of dalliance, and in bow’rs of reft;
He now appear’d along the lifted green,
In fingle combat by his foe opprefs’d ;
Now in the eddying pool he whirl’d around,
He ftrove to gain the fhore,butin thefurge wasdrown’d.
CCXL.
Like perturbation feiz’d the Tartar’s mind,
And wayward vifions floated round his head ;
His troubled {pirit no repofe could find,
His ftrength, his courage, and his mem’ry fled :
‘Worthlefs to him his Thedora appears,
Her beauties wither’d in their fummer prime ;
He fighs and mourns, with unavailing tears,
The cruel havoc of devouring time.
Now with the fun the Knight and Lady rofe ;
Their mutual love was gone, their hearts oblivion froze.
CCXLL
‘They haften towards the mountain dark and fteep,
Where at its foot a lazy river rolls;
On the damp fedgy bank they wail and weep,
For direful magic all their pow’r controuls.
Black grow their tongues, and faded is their bloom;
Their fkins are fhrivell’d, dimm’d their radiant eyes;
Yon faphire vault is charg’d with murky gloom,
Each beam of hope, each bright idea flies :
On dark and difmal obje&@s now they mufe,

And ftray ’midft cyprefs groves, and fad funereal yews.
This
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CCXLII.
This rock the Melancholy Mountain’s nam’d,
Poflefs’d of potent talifmanic pow’r;
Of hardeft adamant the fides are fram’d,
And on its fummit ftands a fable tow’r,
‘Whence baleful Demfhack fheds his influence round,
And fends his {prites the virtuous to annoy.
Lucklefs the ftranger in his circle found,
The curfed elves his wonted peace deftroy ;
To deep diftrefs for ever he’s confign’d,
“Fo blank diftruft and doubt, which chill the noble mind.

CCXLIIIL.
Here numbers crowd beneath the twilight fhade,
Where moping owls and boding ravens dwell :
Some mourn a parent, fome the firft-lov’d maid,
Some dire difafters from feign’d friendfhip tell :
Such ftrange delufions the old wizard makes,
To plunge thefe wretches in eternal woes;
Their varied troubles his delight he makes,
Their tears the {pring from whence his river flows.
Here brave Algarfife and his love remain,
T'o melancholy doom’d, coerc’d by magic chain.
CCXLIV.
Meantime Cambufcan over Sarra reign’d,
Blefs’d with the joys of undifturb’d repofe 5
Impartial truth and juftice he maintain’d,
Belov’d by friends, and dreadful to-his foes.
But fickle Fortune’s ever on the change,
Ev’n mighty kings to her caprice muft bend;
Cambufcan foon muft feel her influence ftrange,
And from his throne to humble ftate defcend.
But virtue ftill fhall fhield the god-like man;

His fun fhall brightly fet, as it to rife began.
Now
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CCXLV.
Now Cofroes came, who dwell’d by Oxus’ fhore :
His hair was filvered by the hand of age,
Deep was he verg’d in ev’ry myftic lore,
And Sarra own’d him for her wifeft fage.
Thefe words to good Cambufcan he addreft :
¢ Thy love to Allah, gracious Prince, is known,
¢ Thy prompt obedience to his high beheft,
¢ Thy prayer and praife before the heav’nly throne;
¢ In me his Prophet’s meflenger revere ;
¢ Mine are the words of truth, illuftrious Sultan, heas.

CCXLVI.

¢ Much have I read each afpect of the fkies 5

¢ Difaftrous planets on thy empire frown :
¢ See! from the North what angry meteors rife,

¢ The bloody faulchion, and inverted crown ;
¢ I hear deftru&ion in the fullen ftorm,

¢ Which founds fo hollow from the mutt’ring Eaft:
¢ I fee the lightning the broad cak deform,

¢ And pierce th’ imperial eagle’s dauntlefs breaft.
¢ Such omens dire mifchance to thee declare: [war.
¢ On thee Mars frowns malign, and fhakes his lance for

CCXLVIL

¢ A golden circlet fhines round Mecea’s fane,

¢ See! raysof comfort from the holy tomb,
¢ % Zohara beams on Hejaz’ fandy plain ;

¢ Her glowing radiance diffipates the gloom.
¢ Lead not thy armies to th’ embattled field,

¢ Thy fteps diret tow’rds Mecca’s facred walls ;
¢ Brave not the blaft, but to its fury yield.

¢ The bending reed is fafe, the cedar falls.
¢ Thy gallant fons ’midft hoftile camps fhall fhine
Theirs bethe crimfon fword,the olive-branch be thine.’

® The Arabic name for the planet Venua,
Now
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Now came the partner of Cambufcan’s reigm,
And in her hand the magic mirror bore ;
What countlefs legions crowd the cryftal plain,
From Jaic’s ftream, from Volga’s frozen fhore !
¢ Behold (faid Cofroes) thy unnumber’d foes,
¢ The fierce Circaflian leads his bands to war §
¢ From ev’ry fide the wave of battle flows,
¢ Podolia’s prince, and Ruffia’s haughty czar.
¢ From icy Tanais pours a mighty hoft ;
¢ Like locufts thick they fwarm, and defolate the coaft.’

CCXLIX.
Cambufcan wifh’d to try his martial force,
And head his warriors in the fields of fame ;
But prudent Cofroes ftopp’d his rapid courfe,
With fage advice he check’d his gen’rous flame.
In pilgrim’s weeds the monarch was attir’d,
Eltheta wore a gown of fober grey;
Unknown to all but Cofroes they retir'd,
And left the palace at the clofe of day:
Then to his rural cell the fage returr’d,
And for his fov’reign’s weal his anxious bofom burn’d.
CCL.
Thro’ the thick foreft walk’d the royal pair,
The glitt’ring crown and {ceptre laid afide;
They felt the chillnefs of the midnight air,
The moon’s dim ray and twinkling ftars their guide.
Cambufcan thus his faithful confort cheers:
¢ Praife to great Allah for his mercies fent!
¢ What matchlefs bleffings mark’d our tranquil years }
* His hand affli¢ts us for fome good intent.
¢ By grief the foul of man is purify’d.
¢ Thus in the fearching flame the golden ingot’s try’c:i
¢ An
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CCLIL

¢ And what is man, the pageant of an hour,
~ ¢ With crowns adorn’d, in ermin’d purple dreft ?
¢ Short is his date, like the deciduous flow’r,

¢ His life a fleeting glory at the beft.
¢ Shall I prefume to combat with my God,

¢ And wage proud warfare gainft his high decree ?
¢ No—let me humbly bow, and kifs the rod:

¢ I feel the diftance ’tween my God and me.
¢ Calm refignation is the child of heav’ny
¢ Fair as the fetting fun in fummer’s glowing ev’n.”

CCLIL
The banks of Oxus now the wand’rers paft,
And the wide plains of fertile Khorafan;
They toil’d along Noubendigan’s brown wafte,
And crofs’d the flow’ry vale of green Bavan..
Shiraz, at length, the weary travellers gain,
Shiraz, renown’d for maids, and gen’rous winej
Abundant rofes vermeil o’er the plain,
And raptur’d poets fing the lay divine.
A caravan of pilgrims here they found,
For Mecca’s facred fhrine and fam’d Medina bound.

CCLIII.
With them Cambufcan trac’d the arid lands
Which {pread beyond Euphrates” foaming wave,
Where deadly Samiel whirls the {corching fands,
And whelms the ftranger in a fiery grave.
Wide as the fea the level firetches round ;
No deep’ning verdure may relieve the eye,
Save where the grove of branching palm is found,
To fhade the pilgrim from the fervid fky;
And if he hear the found of tinkling rills,
He rufhes to the fpring, his empty cruife he fills.
But
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CCLIV.
But fad deception oft torments the fwain,
When the falfe lake its filver face difplays,
The fhining vapor of the defert plain
Refle&s, like glafly waves, the folar blaze:
From the parch’d tongue the mimic ftream recedes,
The wretch in anguifh rolls his haggard eyes.
Thus when in fpring foft fhow’rs refrefh the meads,
The tranfient rainbow from the fhepherd flies :
Slow mov’d the pilgrims thro’ the torrid wild,
Faint was their weary ftep, but hope their pain beguil’d,
CCLV.
On Irak’s confine, in a winding dale
Their tents they pitch’d, to pafs the fultry hours :
Lo! war’s harfh found rufh’d on the loaded gale,
The furious Bedouin came with all his pow’rs.
The trembling caravan affrighted ftands :
Too weak to combat with a mighty hoft,
To heav’n, in agony, they rear their hands :
Defpair has feiz’d them, and their {pirit’s loft.
His homely fureoat off, Cambufcan’s feen
Alone in fplendid mail, to guard his much-lov’d queen.
: CCLVL.
Mean time Camballo, with Cambina fair,
And Triamondo, with his lovely mate,
Had met adventures ftrange, and perils rare;
Such is the chequer’d lot of man’s eftate.
Thofe gallant lords contemn’d foft beds of down,
And filken dalliance with the courtly dame :
They fought the lonely wild, where dangers frown,
To win bright honour, and a deathlefs name.
In knightly caftles, and in ladies’ bowers,
Certes they might have ftaid, and fpent the lazy hours.
Long
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CCLVIL
Long was the gentle Canace diftrefs’d
To fee her fav’rite Falcon inly pine;
Dull grew the fplendid plumage of her breaft,
Her head fhe droop’d—her eye had ceas’d to fhine.
Still for the faithlefs Tercelet much fhe mourn’d,
He was her earlieft and her lateft care:
For him with conftant ardor ftill fhe burn’d,
For him fhe offer’d up her daily pray’r,
¢ O may my Tercelet fpread his beauteous wing,
¢ Safe from the fowler’s fhaft, and far-deftroyin g fling!
CCLVIIIL.
¢ May no rude ftorm impede his airy flight,
¢ Nor foaring eagle wound in cruel war!
¢ Soft be his mofly neft to pafs the night,
¢ In fome fequelter’d grove from danger far!
¢ And when my frame (hall be diffolv’d by death,
¢ O might he know how true an heart I bore!
¢ How that I nam’d him with my lateft breath;
¢ Love reign’d triumphant, all refentment o’er !*
Thofe tender ftrains the beauteous Princefs heard;
Her woes fhe pitied much, and for her Falcon fear’d
CCLIX.
She now refolv’d the vagrant bird to find,
And tell the forrows of his faithful mate;
She hop’d compaffion would fubdue his mind,
Whene’er he knew the Falcon’s languid ftate.
Her Triamondo fhe perfuades to go,
With fage Camballo, and his lovely wife:
Their noble breafts with equal friendfhip glow
Thro’ all the dark viciffitudes of life:
Sarra’s unbounded forefts firft they tried;
"The Tercelet hence had flown, norwas hisflight defcried.

Next
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CCLX.
Next Perfia’s ample realm they travell’d o’er,
And fearch’d each province with a curious eye
And now they faw rich Ormus’ tepid fhore,
Where lucid pearls with India’s diamonds vie:
Here the light galley wafts them o’er the main,
And boldly thro’ the dang’rous ftreights they fail ;
With ev’ry nerve the lab’ring oar they ftrain,
And with their fwelling canvas catch the gale.
In ocean’s vaft domain themfelves they found,
The azure fky above, the foaming billows round.

. CCLXL

Hard is the confli&t in the angry deep,

With adverfe tides, with howling winds and waves ;
In vain his road the pilot ftrives to kee

Wet Notus blows, and.purple Eurus raves:
The day is cover’d with a veil of clouds,

No fcreaming fea-mew dares to {pread her plume;
His feeble ray in mift each planet fhrouds,

Red lightnings only break the horrid gloom.
Arabia’s fpicy fhore at length they reach,
And reft their weary limbs along the fhelving beach.

CCLXII.

Bold was the man who firft from forefts bore

The advent’rous pine, the foaming fea to plough ;
With beating heart he view’d the lefs’ning fhore,

And to blue Neptune offer’d up his vow.
What toils will not the love of gain furmount !

From clime to clime fee hoary Avarice runs!
Of greatelt perils making light account,

Of deadly midnight damps, and fickly funs :
And when dire Febris fhall confume his frame,
His wealth he leaves behind, no glory marks his name.

Not
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CCLXIII.
Not fo the gen’rous Knights of ancient times,
Who fought Fame foon, and wore her laurel long .
They live immortal in the poet’s rhymes,
The fav’rite fubje&s of heroic fong;
The choiceft wits Cambufcan’s line have fung,
In Woodftock’s green fhades their exploits were told,
By gentle Chaucer; Mulla’s fhores have rung
With Triamondo and Camballo bold,
Who now advanc’d along th’ Arabian ftrand:
Sore buffeted by ftorms, with joy they trod the land.
CCLXIV.
Two moons they wander’d thro’ thofe wide domains
Where the fierce Saracen for plunder roams ;
‘The patient camel bears him o’er the plaius,
Indignant of the rein, his coarfer foams.
The fickle Tercelet in thofe wilds'they fought ;
But vain their labour and inceflant care :
One day deep mufing, fage Camballo thought
His fifter’s ring might find his flight thro’ air :
Some Genius might this potent gem obey,
Whofe wondrous force is felt thro’ ev’ry land and fea.
CCLXV.
The ring he took, and under fecret fhade
Invok’d the fpirits that with Eblis fell :
An angry Demon fhot athwart the glade ;
Proud was his gait, his furly frown was hell.
¢ Slave to the pow’rful feal, I here attend,
¢ From realms of woe, where lucklefs Genii weep,
¢ At thy defire thro’ heav’n’s blue fields to wend,
¢ Or bear thy meflage thro’ the gloomy deep.’
The fpetre ceas’d—and thus Camballo faid, [is fled.’
¢ Say, where the wand’ring bird, which we have fought,
¢ To
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CCLXVI.

¢ To Shedad’s paradife (the fiend reply’d)

¢ By wondrous chance the vagrant bird has flown §
¢ To ev’ry mortal entrance is deny’d,

¢ Save to the owner of thy ring alone.
¢ In boundlefs deferts is green Irem plac’d,

¢ With joyous fpring and fmiling frefhnefs crown'd 5
¢ Thus blooms the rofe amidft the fteril wafte ;

¢ Thus in dark caverns is the em’rald found.
¢ By thee the Orient’s boaft may be furvey’d,
* By Efar firft beheld, who fought his camel ftrayd.

CCLXVIIL
¢ Once in Arabia haughty Shedad reign’d,
¢ And humbled Afia own’d his high commands
¢ By magic lore his empire was maintain’d,
¢ And deep-read wizards came from ev’ry land.
¢ In robes of lucid glory fome were dreft,
¢ Some had the fhaggy fpoils of Scythia’s fhore;
¢ Some proudly glitter’d with the dragon’s creft,
¢ Some fhook the woodland with the lion’s roar.
¢ To all th’ imperial mandate ftraight was giv’n,
¢ To build a ftately dome, which might afcend to heav’a.
CCLXVIIL
¢ Of rich materials was the fabric rais’d,
¢ Of coftly metal, ftarr’d with many a gem;
¢ The lovely garden envy muft have prais’d,
¢ Loaded with fruits and flow’rs of noble ftem.
* But Allah’s vengeance tow’ring Shedad flew,
¢ (Fierce was his lightning on that fignal day !}
* A veil of darknefs o’er the fcene he threw,
¢ And clos’d its beauties from the vifual ray.’
Camballo by the hand the fprite now took,  [fhook.
They mounted from the earth, the knight, tho’ valiant,

F With
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CCLXIX.
"‘With aching eye Camballo view’d the fcene,
He faw the fky with ftarry circles bright ;
e faw the earth array’d in lively green,
Till Irem’s garden rufh’d upon his fight =
No earthly paradife with this ceuld boatt ;
LEv’n the grim {pe&re felt a gleam of joy !
With eager ftep they tred the fairy coaft,
No wintry winds, no blafting heats annoy.
Soft zephyrs blew, the balmy air was mild,
“The flow’rs perennial bloom’d, and fpring eternal fmil’d.

CCLXX.
The palace dimm’d the rath bekolder’s eye,
Yet on the bright enchantment fill he gaz’d :
The fapphire oped its clear cerulean dye,
The ruby glow’d, the fparkling diamond blaz’d :
There the brown foreft ftretch’d its deep’ning fhade,
Here funny lawns, and gently-fwelling hills ;
The ftately ftag now bounded o’er the glade,
Tow’rds ofier-fringed lakes, and babbling rills.
And here the garden fpread its florid pride,
{Great nature reign’d o’er all, by art diverfified.
CCLXXI.
On ev’ry bough the mellow bull-finch fung,
The melting red-breaft caroll’d forth his ftrain ;
Like ftrings of pearl the feather’d warblers hung,
Thick as, when Iris fhines, the drops of rain.
‘Camballo foon the long-fought Tercelet fpy’d ;
He flew from tree to tree, from {pray to {pray ;3
He fpread his thining wings with gallant pride,
And feem’d to revel in eternal May.
‘Now to fume favour’d female he inclin’d,

Then wav’d his wanton plumes, and left the fair behind,
2 Camballoe
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CCLXXII.
Camballo fage the fportive bird addrett,
¢ White is thy wing, O Tercelet, as the {now,
¢ Soft is the glofly down, which fhades thy breaft,
¢ Thy melting eyes with tendernefs o’erflow.
¢ But does thy foul with fuch fair fhew accord ?
¢ Has love’s unfully’d flame fublim’d thy heart ¥
¢ Haft thou ne’er prov’d a fickle, faithlefs lord ?
¢ Nor to thy fair one caus’d unceafing fmart ?
¢ Halt thou ne’er left thy gentle mate to pine,
+ While conftancy was hers, and cold indiff 'rence thine?
CCLXXIIL
¥ Celeftial conftancy’s a jewel rare,
¢ Admir’d by mortals, and by gods approv’d ;
¥ Worthlefs the heart which many objes fhare,
¢ Tho’ fair the objes by that heart belov’d.
* Wide let our friendthip and our bounty ftream,
¢ The dews of evening moiften ev’ry field;
¢ But let one fav’rite miftrefs be our theme ;
¢ No fecond pi&ure decks the champion’s fhield.
* O Tercelet, thou haft left thy love to mourn,
¥ For thee her beauty fades ; now to thy love return.’

CCLXXIV.
Thus fpoke the Prince, a portrait forth he drew,
Which fhew’d the Falcon with diforder’d plume ;
Sore was the Tercelet troubled at the view,
Repentance came, and forrow’s raven gloom :
¢ Sir Knight (Le ery’d), my error has been great,
¢ Much have I injur’d love’s immortal laws ;
¢ It wounds my foul to learn my Falcon’s fate,
¢ And my unkindnefs the deftruftive caufe :
¢ With fpeed the pleafing mandate I obey,
* And to my miftrefs ly—O point the fhortelt way.’
Fa The
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CCLXXV.

The Tercelet pitch’d on good Camballo’s hand,

The Genius wafts th’ advent’rous chief thro’ air,
He {oon regains the folitary ftrand,

Where the companions of his travel were =
Scarce could the golden cage the bird confine,

When fhe beheld her much lov’d Tercelet nigh;
Again her filver wings began to fhine,

And love’s foft liquid trembled in her eye.
The Tercelet own’d his crime—his mate forgave ;
Pleas’d were the gentle dames, and pleas’d the champions

brave.

oo

CCLXXVI.
What greater blefling than to fee content

And warm benevolence diffus’d around !

To find the heart replete with good intent,

Unblemifh’d honour, fricndfhip frank and found {
To fee refentment into love Jubfide ;

Diftruft remov’d, and rancour ceafe to burn !
To fee the virtuous ftem aflliction’s tide,

And all their forrows into gladnefs turn !
Such the firft pleafure of the gen’rous mind,
‘That wifhes well to all, and cherifhes mankind,

CCLXXVII
The Tercelet found, tow’rds Sarra’s walls they bend,

Thro’ deferts fkirted by Euplirates’ flood ;
As down the mountain’s fide the chiefs defcend,

They view a fcene of horror, and of blood ;
A fingle knight, encompafs’d by his foes,

Perform’d high feats of chivalry moft rare.
The youthful band the lion thus o’crthrows,

His flank he lafhes, and his eye-balls glare
‘The brown Numidian darts his pointed f{pear,

The loudly favage roars—the hunter’s pale with fear.
Some
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Some in confufion o’er the valley fled,

And the grim Arab chas’d his trembling prey 5
Here bales of precions merchandize were {pread,

And welt’ring in their gore the owners lay.
‘With grief Camballo the {ad {cene beheld,

He fpurr’d his courfer to th’ enfanguin’d field ;
Bold emulation Triamondo {well’d,

He drew his {word, and grafp’d his fhining fhield.
Thus from the clouds two thunderbolts are driv’n,
The fohd rock is ftruck, the tow’ring pine is riv'n ¥

CCLXXIX.
Great was their {uccour to the lonely knight,

The {fwarthy Bedouin fhrunk beneath their arm,
The Arab chieftain blew the horn of fight,

And thronging fquadrons came at the alarm :
"The gallant worthies now were fore befet,

Tho’ high their courage, tho’ their {words were good;
In feats of war three braver never met

At fam’d Albracca, or Ardenna’s wood.

Fierce is their rage, like fhow’rs of wint’ry hail 5

But numbers hemthemround, and numbers muft prevail.
CCLXXX.,

Help uncxpeéted gracious Allah gave,

And refcued honour from the lawlefs foe §
Various the means of Providence to fave

The faithful Muflulman from death and woe.

Now thro’ mid-air a warrior fhot along,

Bright were his arms, his fteed of burnifh’d brafs ;
Difmay and wonder feiz’d the hoftile throng,

Their ftrength was wither’d like the blighted grafs.
The bold Algarfife was this hardy knight ;

He reach’d the bloody plain, and mingled in the fight.
F 3 Now
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CCLXXXI.

Now unavailing was the Arabs’ force,

No temper’d mail withftood th’ enchanted blade;
Their barb’rous captain lay an headlefs corfe,

To realms of darknefs fled his guilty fhade.
O’er proftrate heaps Algarfife proudly rode,

With trembling lips the wretches pray’d for life 3
His breaft with courage and with pity glow’d ;.

Thofe godlike paffions feldom are at ftrife.
The noble fpirit greatly can forgive ;
It fheathes the reeking fword, and bids the foeman live.

CCLXXXII.

The refcued warriors tow’rds Algarfife flew,

The brazen courfer made the champion known ;
Cambufcan fhed the fond paternal dew,

And: each bold brother claim’d the chief his owns,
‘Camballo marvell’d much to fee his fire

A wand’ring pilgrim in the lonely wild ;
Mufing he view’d Eltheta’s ftrange attire,

Who now approach’d—the royal parents fmil’d.
Fair Canace with meek Cambina came,
And Cofroes now appear’d, with India’s lovely dame.

CCLXXXIII.

To paint the pleafures of this friendly band,

The flowing foul, and ev’ry feeling fine,
Would claim the pencil of fome chofen hand,

And mighty pow’rs, by far furpafling mine :
A lighter tafk to court th’ Heroic Mufe,

To fing the portance and the guife of war;
To fteep our temples in Mzonian dews,

And draw the iron Godhead on his car ;
Than to untwine each fibre of the heart,
To give the thrill of joy, or woupd with.forrow’s dart..
_ Naoyw
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Now in a narrow vale the flow’r is met
Of knightly valour, and of beauty rare ;
Thofe radiant funs and ftars fhall never fet,
Their worthy deeds.are Fame’s peculiar care:
‘The royal Sultan, and his much-lov’d Queen,
Beheld the charming Thedora with delight ;
They now furvey’d Cambina’s graceful mien,
And now on Canace they fix"d their fight.
At length fage Cofroes fpoke, benign his look,
Sweet were the words he faid, befitting wifdom’s book..
CCLXXXV.
¢ Great Prince, the cloud of thy afii&ion’s paft,.
¢ And brightnefs covers-thy horizon round ;
¢ Virtue furmounts the ills of life at laft,
¢ And leaves her vot’ry with fair triumph crown’d :
¢ Tow’rds Mecca’s temple ceafe thy ftep to bend,
¢ For God himfelf thy piety has prais’d ;
¢ His holy Prophet calls thee fon and friend,
¢ And from thy tablet each dark fpot is raz’d :
¢ Imperial Sarra foon fhalt thou behold ;
¢ Loud is the battle’s din, in blood are helmets roll’d.

CCLXXXVI.

¢ Soon as my Sultan left his princely ftate,

¢ His foes unfurl’d the crimfon flag of war,
¢ Dire Mavors ftruck at Sarra’s ftrongeft gate,

¢ The fierce Circaffian ftorm’d,. and Mofcow’s Czar 3
¢ Now in my ruftic hermitage retir’d,

¢ L view'd the mirror to my care confign’d
¢ By fair Eltheta’s hand, and much admir’d

¢ The wondrous cunning of the artift’s mind :
¢ There great Cambuican’s dangers I defcry’d,
¢ And eke his gallant fon’s, and what did.them betide.

F 4 ¢ Sare-
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CCLXXXVII.

4 Sore was I troubled at Algarfife’s lot,

¢ Enflav’d by ruthlefs Demfhack’s baneful power
¢ His friends, his love, his martial fame forgot,

¢ Hec languifh’d out the melancholy hour :
¢ O’cr a black marble fountain ftill he hung,

¢ And {well’d the current with perpetual tears 3
¢ Slow were the fault’ring accents of his tongue,

¢ And loft the vigor of his youthful years :
¢ His beautcous miftrefs wither’d by his fide :
¢ Thus fades the violet’s hue, when nipp’dinvernal pride.

CCLXXXVIII.
¢ Great was my wifh to aid the lucklefs knight,
¢ But hard the tafk, tho’ glorious the emprize :
¢ A willing fpirit makes each labour light ;
¢ Ileft my cell, when morn illum’d the fkies 3
In pilgrim’s garb thy realm I travell’d o’er,
¢ And crofs’d the loud Jaxartes’ ang ry wave,
Wherg the wild Cartar roans ihie Calpian inorey
« .Where dafhing billows beat, and tempcils rave.
¢ No influence of the moon the Cafpian knows,
¢ Impell’d by winds alonse, it neither ¢bbs nor flows.

CCLXXXIX.
¢ O’r many a fandy defert now I pafs’d,
¢ While thirft and hunger clofc beficged me round ;
« Beneath a palm at length my limbs I caft,
¢ Where a tall grove the lawns of Yulduz crown’d :
I.o! to my cye a beauteous nymph appear’d,
¢ Like a bright Hourie’s was her purple bloom ;
¢ Her heav’nly fpeech my drooping fpirits cheer’d
¢ Her voice was mufic, and her breath perfume.
Cofroes (faid fhe) Alzobah’s words attend,
The Fairy of this grove, the Prophet’s faithful friend,
¢ Belovd

-
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CCXC.

Bclov’d of Mahomet, to me is known

¢ Thy with, fell Deinthack’s magic to deftroy ;.
One Talifman fupports his power alone,

¢ With that he wounds and blaits celeitial joy.
What toil the mountain’s glafly fide to climb,

¢ And its high adamautine top to gain,

Where ftands the caftie built by myftic rhyme,

¢ Where hideous goulins drag the galling chain!
The fatal Talifman is guarded there;

If broken by thy hand, the whole diffolves in air.

CCXCI.

This apple take, more fragrant than the rofe,.

¢ Its fmell thy thirk and hunger will allay;

Thy anger fhall its further ufe diiclofe.’

¢ Thus faid, fhe mclted like thin miit away.

¢ Bright was the apple as the golden are:

-

¢ Its fides difplay’d the fcarlet’s bluthing die;:
The rich perfumes of Ternate and Tidore
¢ Could not with its ambrofial fiagrance vie.

No more the wants of mortal fleth I knew;  [view.
Pale Famine, with her train, had vanifh’d from my
CCXCILI..

At length I trod on Demfhack’s wizard grouand,

¢ And in the mnirrar all his aits beheld;

In {fwarms the meagre {peires flitted rouad,

¢ And weceping wretches his black river fwdll'd..
Now on the Melancholy Hill I gaz’d,
¢ And for a moment fult its baleful gloom ;

Like flipp”iy ice the lofty fides were glaz’d,

¢ Or like the polifth’d marble of the tomb!.

Trom morn till eve I labour’d to afcend;

But vain was all my toil, and fecn’d in nouglit to end

¥ ¢ Sti
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CCXCIII..
¢ Still as I ftrove to mount, my footing fail’d;-
¢ With rage and difappointment I was ftung;
¢ Again the arduous journey I affail’d,
¢ And from my hand the golden apple flung :
¢ Soon as it touch’d the ground, it burft in twain;
¢ I then perceiv’d of filk a lengthen’d clew ;
¢ Shap’d like a ladder’s ftep was every fkein;.
¢ And ftrait Alzobah’s latent words I knew.
¢ This to the {lipp’ry mountain I apply’d,
¢ And now I climb’d with eafe its adamantine fide.
CCXCIV.
¢ The fummit gain’d, I fought the fable tow’r,
¢ And unawares the dire enchanter found;-
¢ His Talifman I broke, diffolv’d his pow’r,
¢ And with ftrong fetters the vile felon bound..
¢« From its deep bafis was the mountain rent,
¢ And the fork’d lightning fhot a difmal glare !
¢ The hellith {pirits, long in prifon.pent,
¢ Snatch’d the magician thro’ the troubled air ;
¢ The wretched caitifl joint by joint they tore,
¢ And left his lifclefs trunk to parch upon the fhores
CCXCV.
¢ No veftige of th’ enchantment now remains;
¢ Brown is the mountain, and the groves are green;
¢ Thus wintry fnows, which whiten’d o’er the plains,
¢ Thaw’d by the vernal fun, no more are feen.
¢ The knights and gentle dames, by woe confum’d,
¢ Now dried their tears, and wore the fmile of joy;
¢ Again the warriors fhone, the maidens bloom’d,
They tafted pleafure void of fad alloy.
¢ Fair Thedora once more Algarfife knew,
¢ And to his charming queen the gallant Tartar flew.
“ Thy
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CCXCVI.

¢ Thy danger in the mirror next we trac’d,

¢. And then th’ enchanted courfer we beftrode :
¢ Swift as the falcon by the eagle chas’d,

¢ He fhot thro’ air—the fervid metal glow’d.
¢ Now to great Allah thanks and praife return ;

¢ Lo! from thy lips his bounteous hand removes
¢ The vafe of woe, and opes the golden urn,

¢ Whence ftreams abundance o’er the land he loves.”
Here Cofroes ceas’"d—declin’d the weftern fun,
The ftar of twilight rofe—Night fpread her mantle dun.

CCXCVII.
Now fhone Aurora rob’d in beaming gold,
And with her blufhes ting’d the-erient fkies-;
Down the {lope mountain’s fide the milt was roll’d,
And early hunters faw the goddefs rife :
Forth came Cambufcan with his princely train,.
They crofs’d Euphrates where proud Babel ftood ;
They journey’d thro’ fam’d Irak’s boundlefs plain,
Stem’d the fwift Tigris, brav’d his angry flood ;
The Parthian provinces they travers’d o’er,
And now in fafety reach’d dark Oxus’ mazy fhore.

CCXCVIIL

Thefe valorous knights the Queen and ladies left,

And fled to fummon Ufbeck’s fcatter’d powr’s ;
The troops in Sarra were of hope bereft,

War echo’d round them, blood diftain’d their tow’ss -
The mighty ram advanc’d with martial pride,

Dire was its.preflure on the yielding walls ;
But hardy warriors fill’d the breaches wide,

Huge rocks they hurl’d, and hot-fulphureous balls
Apall’d the Ruffian view’d with fear-fraught eye
Th’ enormous mafs ruth down, and faw whole fquadrons:

die.! E6 Now
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CCXCI1X.

Now twice ten thoufand horfe Cambufcan rais’d,
And with as many foot Algarfife came ;
Full in the frant the dauntlefs champion blaz’d,
The brazen courfer feem’d 2 moving flame L
In radiant armour good Camballo fhin’d,
Clofe by his fide was Triamondo feen ;
Cambuican’s banner floated in the wind,
A golden crefcent in a field of green.
That day the regal crimfon was {uppreft,
And in the prophet’s green the noble Prince was dredt.

CCC.

A fplendid Koran, rich with gems and gold,

Woas borne thro’ all the hoft by Mollahs fage ;
Mohammed’s miracles were bere enroll’d,

And holy Imams read the facred page
The loud-ton’d trumpet gave its angry jar ;

In four divifions bold the Tartars rufh’d,
Algarfife thunder’d o’er the ranks of war;.

His magic courfer horfe and rider crufh’d.
Now fally the beficged from Sarra’s walis,
And on the haftile rear Cambufcan ruthlefs falls.

CCCL.

A {udden panic feiz’d the Ruffian hoft,,

By wafting fires on ev’ry fide inclos’d :
The leaders ftrove to roufe their courage loft 5

The haughty Czar Cambufcan’s fword oppos’d.
Great was his ftrength, his courage high and bold,

And manly battle with the King he made;
His arms were burnifh’d fteel inlaid with gold,

And of the fineft temper was his blade :
Fell was the warfare, pond’rous was the ftroke, (oak.
Might cleave the mountain rock, might rive the foreft

The
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CCCIL

T'he ftern Circaffian with Camballo join’d,

His truity fabre each bold champion drew ;
But to Camballo victory foon inclin’d,

Brave T'riamondo Albumazar flew :
By Sencla’s ftream was Albumazar bred,

Where {pacious Scray rears her tow’ring walls ;
In verdant lawns his lowing beeves he fed,

Where filver Sencla into Volga falla.
No mere he’ll drive his hierds to Sencla’s wave,
Nor in deep Volga’s flood his wearied members lave.

CCCIHII.

How hard to paint Algarfife’s valor wel,

And fing the prowels of his nervous aim !
Let Bucifer and fierce Namaran tell:

Vain were their helmets forg’d Ly magic charm.
As the keen otter hunts the finny brood,

And makes the tenants of the brook his prey,
The amber wave he ftains with purple bloods

Black death ard rapine mark the tyrant’s way ;
So bold Algarfife fpread deftruétion round,
And likethetorrent rag’d, which{weepsoff ev’ry mound.

CCCIV.
Amrou with grief the reereant battle viewsy
From fwift Araxcs gallant Amrou camej
Mogan’s vaft plain Araxes” wave bedews,
Renown’d for- courfers of immortal-fame.
He woo’d the Mufe, and fung the lofty ftrain
He lov’d meek folitude and foften’d gloom ;
He caught each link of Fancy’s fineft chain,
And wove the tiffue of her airy loom.
This dauntlefs bard Algarfife now withftood,
Anddrew his trenchant blade againft that man of blood.

The
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CCCV.
The weighty faulchion Amrou lifted high,.
It fell with fury on Algarfife’s creft ;
The wary Ufbeck Prince, all heart, all eye,
Aim’d the keen weapon at his foeman’s breaft :
The breaft-plate yielded to the magic fword,
Wide was the wound the ruthlefs iron made!
Then kind compaflion touch’d the Tartar lord ;
The weeping Mufes for their vot’ry pray’d:
Oft had Algarfife heard the poet’s fong,.
When erft his troops he led the Cafpian hills along.
CCCVL
He to the wound the turquoife hilt apply’d,
And in a moment ftaunch’d the fable gore ;
Half-pleas’d the Bard retir’d, with blufhing pride,
Refolv’d to meet his noble foe no more.
Araxes’ nymphs fhall hail thy lov’d return,
For thee their vows, for thee their ftreams fhall flow;
And when reclin’d befide their filver urn,
Thou wak’ft the lyre, or tun’ft the harp to woe ;
Let not Time’s hand Algarfife’s mem’ry blot ;
A gen’rous deed fhould live, fhould never be forgot..
CCCVII.
Cambufcan flill contends with Mofcow’s Czar;.
Fierce is the conflict of the royal foes !
Each chief is kill’d in ev’ry flight of war,.
The bold attack and fure defence he knows.
On high Cambufcan feem’d to aim the wound,
On high the Czar deceiv’d would ward the blow;-
He in his heart the deadly weapon found,
It laid the pride of all the Ruflias low ;.
The haughty {pirit from her manfion flew,

And from this life of cares tQ other worlds withdrew.
Thus
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CCCVIIIL.
Thus falls the ftately tow’r, which long had ftood
The fhock of armies, and the wafte of time;
Thus falls the oak, the monarch of the wood,
By lightning blafted in his fulleft prime.
Of what avail are pomp and titles now?
See! the proud Czar, defil’d with duft and gore!
The regal diadem adorn’d his brow,
He heard the Cafpian and the Baltic roar.
Long did he blaze unrivall’d in the field :
But to the ftrongerarm, the weaker, war muft yield,
CCCIX.
Pale fear and terror o’er the Ruffians reign’d,
On ev’ry fide their broken {quadrons fled ;
Decifive conqueft now the Tartars gain’d,
They chas’d till Pheebus ftreak’d the weft with red.
Cambufcan then his royal palace fought ;
His fubjeéts faw their honour’d prince return :
On fortune’s mazes much the monarch thought,
Much on thofe gorgeons things which fages {purn,
Virtue he found to be the trueit fiiend.
She guards the hero’s fame, with glory gilds his cnd.
CCCX.
Algarfife’s nuptials with his Indian maid,
The feafts and paftimes of the joyous court,
Some futur: Bard, who haunts the Mufes fhade,.
From Fame’s bright chronicle may well report:
Cambufcan faw his noble offspring fhine,
Rever’d by princes, by the people lov’d ;.
Unfully’d was the radiance of his line,
Brave were the youths, the maidens unreprov’d..
At lait the long and fplendid fcene was clos’d,
And in the calm of death the godlike man repos’d.

FINTIS
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