
A Pindaric on the Death of Our Late Sovereign: 
With an Ancient Prophecy on His Present Majesty 

I 

Sad was the morn, the sadder week began, 
And heavily the god of day came on: 
From ominous dreams my wondering soul looked out, 
And saw a dire confusion round about. 
My bed like some sad monument appeared, 

Round which the mournful statues wring their hands 
[and weep; 

Distracted objects all, with mighty grief prepared 
T o rouse me from my painful sleep. 
Not the sad bards that wailed Jerusalem's woes, 
(With wild neglect throughout rhe peopled street, 
With a prophetic rage affrighting ill they m m ) 
Had mightier pangs of sorrow, mightier throes; 
'Ah! Wretch, undone,' they cry, 'awake forlorn, 
T h e King! T h e King is dead! Pis^f Rise and mourn.' 

II 

Again I bid 'em tell their sorrow's theme, 
Again they cry, 'The King! T h e King is dead! 

Extended, cold and pale, upon the royal bed.' 
Again I heard, and yet I thought it dream. 

'Impossible!' I raving cry, 
'That such a monarch! Such a God should die! 
And no dire warning to the world be given: 

N o hurricanes on earth! N o blazing fires in Heaven! 
T h e sun and tide their constant courses keep: 
That cheers the world with its life-giving reign, 
This hastes with equal motion to the deep; 

And in its usual turns revives the banks again, 



And in its soft and easy way, 
Brings u p no storms or monsters from the sea, 
N o showers of blood, no temple's veil is rent, 
But all is calm, and all is innocent. 
When natuie in ©avulsions should be hurled, 
And fme should rh <ke rhe frbnr of d c world; 
Impossible! Impossible1 ' I ci y. 

'So great a King! So much a God! So silently should die! 

I l l 

True , I divined, when lo a voice arrived, 
Welcome as that which did the crowd surprise 
W h e n the dead Lazarus from the tomb revived, 
And saw a pitying God an end his rise. 
'Qui sovereign lives1' it cried. 'Pise and adore! 
Qvi sovei eign li^es! Heaven adds one wonder more 

T o the miraculous history of his numerous sroi^.' 
Sudden as thoughr 01 winged lightning flies, 
Th is chased ihe gloomy t enors from oui eyes, 
And all from sorrows, fall to sacrifice. 
Whole hecatombs of vows the altars ciown, 
T o clear our sins that brought chis vengeance down; 
So the great saviour of the world did fall, 
A bleeding victim to atone for all! 
N o r were the b l e s W apostles more revived 
When in the resurrection thev beheld 
The i r faith established, and iheii Lord survived, 
And all the holy prophecies fulfilled. 
The i r mighty love, by mighty joy they showed! 

And if from feebler faith berote, 
T h e y did the deity and man adore: 
W h a t must they pay, when he confirmed the God? 
W h o having finished all his wonders here, 

And full instructions given, 
T o make his bright divinity more clear; 
Transfigured all to glory, mounts to Heaven! 



IV 

So fell our earthly God' So loved, 30 mou.ned, 
So like a God a g d n returned. 

For or his message, yet a parr was unpen onmed, 
But oh, our prayers a ad /ov/s were made too Is re, 
T h e sar .ed dictates w«~ie already passed: 
And open h i d th- mighcy book of face, 
V/h^i - the pieai m o n n r h xead his life's shoe dace; 
And foi eternity prepared in haste, 

He saw in th'ever lastincr chains 
Of long passed d u e and numeious thin;?^ 

T h e faces, vicissitudes, and pains, 
Qi migli y monarchies, and n i g h t y kings, 
And blessed his stars that in an age so vain, 
W h e i e 2e»bu3 mischiefs frauds, rebellions, i.-ign, 
Like Moses, he had lead «he murm'ring crowd, 

Beneath die peaceful rule of hi- almighty wand. 
Pulled do,vn the golden ralf to which they bowed, 
And left 'em safe, entering che promised land; 
And to good Jushun,' now resigns his cvtc y. 

Joshua, by H e iven and nature pointed out 10 lead the 

V 

Full of wisdom and i l r power of God 
T h e royal p iophet now befoie him stood. 
On whom his hands the dying monarch laid, 
And wept with tender joy, and blessed and said: 
' T o thee, kind aid in all my faces and powers, 
Dear pai inei of my sad and softest hours, 
T h y pa 1 ting King and brother recommends 
His flighted nations, and his mourning fiiends, 
Take to thy pious care my faithful flock. 

And though the sheltering cedar fade, 
Regaid, ' said he, 'regaid my tender stock; 

T h e noble stems may shoot and grow 
T o gi ace die spacious plains, and bow 

Thei r spreading brandies lound chee a defensive shade.' 



T h e royal successor to all he hears 
With sighs assented, and confirming tears. 
Much more he spoke, much more he had expressed, 
But that the charming accents of Ms tongue 
Flew upwards, to compose a Heavenly song, 

And left his speaking eyes to bless and tell the rest, 
His eyes so much adoiedl Whose less'ning light 
Like setting suns that hasten on the night; 
(Lending their glories to another sphere) 

Those sacred lights are fading here, 
Whilst every beam above informs a star, 

VI 

Which shall a nobler business know, 
And influence his best loved friends below. 
But, oh! 
N o human thought can paint the grief and love, 

With which the parting heroes strove. 
Sad was the scene, soft looks the voice supplies, 
Anguish their hearts, and languishment their eyes; 
Not God-like Jonathan with greater pain, 
Sigh'd his last farewell to the royal swain; 
While awefiil silence filled the gloomy place, 
And death and midnight hung on ev'ry face. 
And now the fatal hour came on, 
And all the blessed pow'rs above 
In haste to make him all their own, 

Around the royal bed in shining order move. 
Once more he longs to see the breaking day, 
T h e last his raoical eyes shall e W behold, 

And oft he asked if no kind ray, 
Its near approach foretold. 

And when he found 'twas dawning in, 
(With the cold tide of death that flowed all o'er) 
'Draw, draw,' said he, 'this cloud that hangs between, 

And let me take my last adieu; 
Oh let me take my last last view, 

For I shall never, never see it more.' 
And now — 



Officious angels <-?;irh his dying sighs, 
And bear 'em u p in tr iumph to the skies, 
Each foims a soul! Of the divincct die^s! 
For new-born kings and heroes to possess. 
T h e last, that f rom the sacred fabric flew, 
Made Charles a God! And James a monarch too! 

T o His Sacred M-jesty, KiigJ«m> s the C ^ o n d 

All he il great- Princ^, 7 /hjm. e^'i r rnk^cle 
Pieserved for universal mle; 
W h e n rime yooi wondrous a cor/ shall unf j lH, 

Youi glorious deeds in arms, whrn / e t bur yoLiig, 
Youi s t r a jge esrgp^s a«:d dsngei shall be LoJd 
Your baides roughc, your gilded laurels wen, 
W h e n yet the elder gencials (nor in far: 

Youi perils dar'st not shs c, 
/ lo ie the raging conenc you would stem, 
And bear b^foie you die fierce tide of i. 

How Spain records yo ir d o i i o u s . .ai ie; 
And how when dangsr called, foi Britain's good, 
You paid the lavish ransom of youi blood. 

W h e n the ingiafes shall blushing read, 
H o w far gteat souls the /ulgur can -.rceed 
In patience, surfeung, and humility, 
Your condescension, and your banishment,* 
T h e n let the obstinate (convinced) agree; 

You only were preserved, and fit for sacred government. 

Come listen all whom needless fears"' possess, 
And hear how Heav'n confirms youi happiness: 

Behold the sacred promised prince, 
W h o m wondious prophets ' ages since 

Told , when the mystic figures of the yeai, 
T o such a number should amount, 
(As fill this lucky year's account) 

O'er England there should reign a star 
Of that divine and gracious influence, 
Should make proud neighbouring nations fear, 
And mightier Britain's happy genius prove, 



And bless the land with.plenty, peace, and love. 
'Tis you, oh sacred Sir, for empire bom, 

Shall make the great prediction true, 
And this last miracle perform, 

To make us blessed and make us own it too. 
Oh may VOL.' InsuO- wirh vou> life j^n^-y 
Lung may you jhine, -mJ o p i ^ d j w n b^arn,. is fa , 
As from the morniig to the ev'mag s"»at; 
Till ycm cojuyiiiniig ioys, youi fo^s o eicoui^ 

And foi yoai giuiiouo magnitude the cr^a ed globe want 
[room. 

On Desb* A PindarU 

What ixc chou, oh thou new-found pain? 
Fiom wh-.t infcoicn dost ch^u spring? 

TH1 me——oh! Tell me thou enchanting thing, 
Thv natuie, and rhy name; 

Infotm mc by what suocle a t, 
V/hac powerful influence, 

You gor such vast dominion in i p- it 
Of my unheeded, md unguarded, heart, 
Thai fame and honour cannot drive ye thence. 

Oh! Mischievous usurper of my peace; 
Oh! Soft intruder on my solitude, 

Charming disturber of my ease, 
That hast my nobler fate pursued, 

And all the glories of my life subdued 

Thou hsunt'si my inconvenient horns; 
T h e business of the day, nor silence of the night, 

That should 10 cares and sleep invite, 
Can bid defiance to thy conquering powers. 
Wheie hast thou been this live-long age 

That from my birth till now, 
Thou never couldst one thought engage, 



seventeenth century. In the continuation, by Juan de Luna, he 
is exhibited as a fish. 

246 T O LYSANDER: text from PSO. 

247 ON T H E FIRST DISCOVER IF OF FALSEHOOD IN AMINTAS: t e x t from 
Lycidus (1688), G'Donncll BA4. Amintas is used as a name for 
John Hoyle in a liv mb^r of poems. For an important analysis of 
this poem's links with a number of other poems, all versions of 
.'The Willing Mistress', see Bernard Duyfhuizen, '"That Which 
I Dare Not Name": Aphra Behn's "The Willing Mistress" 
ELH 58 (1991), 63-82. 

249 FROM OF PLANTS: text from The Second and Third Parts of the 
Works of Mr Abraham Cowley (1689), O'Donnell BB18. Behn contrib-
uted to an English translation of Covdey's L/"n po^nr o r 1̂ 68 
(modelled on Virgil's Georgics). Behn's >/ is OP oc Eool̂  VT ;RHC 
written without a knowledge of Laii~, p^-su nsbl, "cug some-
one's literal translation. As with h^i mrsb <«o 3 pL^di" " itr 
version is imbued with much of her ov/u //ncinb. Behn's work 
consists of nearly 2,000 lines; this extract is 11.575-95. 

0 thou: the laurel tree is addressed at this point in the poem. 

Sappho: mid-seventh century sc; first known female poet. 

Orinda: Katherine Philips (1632-64), known as 'the matchless 
Orinda', much praised as a female poet of unsullied reputation 
(in contrast to Behn). Her poems were published without her 
consent in 1664, then posthumously in 1667. She also translated 
two plays by Corneille. 

250 FROM AESOP'S FABLES: text from Aesop's Fables (1687), O'Donnell 
BB16. Behn wrote new poems to accompany a reissue of Francis 
Barlow's 1666 engravings, originally with English verses by 
Thomas Philipott. There are 110 altogether. 

251 A PINDARIC ON THE DEATH OF OUR LATE SOVEREIGN: text from 
the 1685 publication (O'Donnell A19.1), checked against the 
reissue in the same year. For Pindaric poetry, see notes on 
Cowley and Sprat, above. 

Charles II collapsed on the morning of 2 February 1685 and died 
, four days later, having been received into the Catholic church 

on the last night of his life. As Behn's poem notes, the public 
were given false hope by an optimistic medical bulletin on the 
morning of his death, quickly emended as his worsening state 
became apparent, Greer notes, 78 elegies on Charles's death. For 
a detailed account, see Antonia Fraser, Charles II (London, 1979). 



252 hecatombs, laige public ^crifice (originally a hundred oxen), 

253 Joshua: i.e. Charles's b'other, James, who will succeed Charles 
as Joshua surreeded 7 IJSPS. 

254 Jonathan: friend in youth jf David, King of Israel. 

255 Spain: James was indeed 8 highly successful soldier and leader. 
He had notable successes fighting with the Spanish in the 
Interregnum, and was offered the command of the Spanish 
army in 1660. Sec jock Haswell, James II; Soldier and Sailor 
(London, 1972). 

brrisbne^t- trader pressure during th<=" ^elusion rri"»s, Chifl^s 
'banished' James m (070, he / ni fhet "o Erncs^l", J i-r to 
Sccdanrl, nnd did no> rerutn until 

.icu'hss fars ip fe?.i3 «bô >c J^ioes as 1 C tho'i'" mnn irclt, 
<vh"~h had bepn fuelled by die Popish P'o> nfieimaih 

prophets prophccy was popubt m the ^/eni^enih Ciui nty, for 
iOyal ind all othei events t n 'ample ron.i^ied >mb J-un js is 
Pnace-Proc nuw Ptawde.^es (t68z) Tlenh Then is, " 1 fjv 
cud cbe De h e of Mrg't (London, 1971), who no<es a gre^i »noeas= 
11 propheci s du< mg ths Civil Wai 

256 q- DESIRE. ' FMCARIC : text from Lycidus (1688), O'Donnell BA4. 

257 frebks: Ashless = feebleness, infirmity. 

258 calenture: tropical disease affecting sailors with delirium; fever 
(literal and metaphorical). 

259 A PINDAEIC T O MR p. WHO SINGS FINELY: text from Miscellany 
(1685). Without any real evidence available, Mr P. has been 
identified as Henry Purcell (Summers) or his brother Daniel 
(Duffy). 

priest[s]: emended from 'Priest' in the original. 

260 T O ALEXIS IN ANSWER T O HIS POEM AGAINST FRUITION: text from 
Lycidus (1688). Behn's answer is to 'A Poem Against Fruition on 
the Reading in Mountain's Essay' [i.e. Montaigne, bk 2 essay 15, 
'Our Desire is Increased By Difficulty']: 

Ah wretched man! whom neither fate can please 
Nor Heavens indulgent to his wish can bless, 
Desire torments him, or fruition cloys, 
Fruition which shou'd make his bliss, destroys; 
Far from our eyes th'enchanting object's set 


