
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, 



Or charm my soul >mh ihe uneasy < ag~ 
T h a t mad- j. all i r h'imbi - f e e b l e JMIO;/? 

W l v r e \ j f n ihoa, oh malicious spin" , 
W h e n shining ho iou<" did i n v i ^ 
W h e n o i l e d , then thou w p n sh~/; 

N o r to my aid one kin-I p i o p ^ r i o n bfGugh», 
No> -70nld"t inspi„ - One »emlPi though r„ 
W h e "i pr i /c^c my fa , did lie 

W h e n i h j n > oul»Li m i . ibin on m<B joy, 
T h e n p°=ybh - iw i iom »aon wQrs ui<- ami coy, 

N o i beamy «.ould invite thee then 
N o r all the arts of lavish men! 

N o t all the powerful rhetoric of the tongue 
N o t sacred wit could charm thee on; 
N o t the soft play that lovers make, 

N o r sigh could fan thee to a fire, 
N o t pleading tears, nor vows could thee awake, 
Or warm the unformed someth ing——to desire. 

Oft I 've conjuied thee ro appear 
By youih, by love, by all theit powers, 
Have searched and soughr thee everywhere, 

In dene groves, in lonely bowers: 
O i flowery beds wheie loveis wishing lie, 

In sheltering woods where sighing maids 
T o theii assigning shepherds hie, 

And hide theii blushes in the gloom of shades: 
Yet there, even there, though youth assailed, 

Where beauty prostrate lay and for tune wooed, 
M y heart insensible to neither bowed 
T h y lucky aid was wanting to prevail. 

In courts I sought thee then, thy proper sphere 
But thou in crowds wert stifled there, 

Int'rest did all the loving business do, 
Invites the youths and wins the virgins too. 
Or if by chance some heart thy empire own 
(Ah power ingrate!) the slave must be undone. 



Tel l me, thou nimble fire that dost dilate 
T h y mighty force through every part, 

Wha t god, or human power did thee create 
In my, till now, unfacile heart? 

Art ihou csomf3' welcome plague sent from above 
In this deai form, this kind disguise? 
Oi die f, ls° offspring of mistaken love, 
Begoi by s o n e soft thought that faintly strove, 

With the bright piercing beauties of Lysander's eyes? 
Yes, yes, tormentor, I have found thee now; 
And found to whom thou dost thy being owe: 
'Tis thou the blushes dost impart, 
For thee this languishment I wear, 
'Tis thou that tremblest in my heart 

• W h e n the dear shepherd does appear, 
I faint, I die with pleasing pain, 
M y words intruding sighing break 
W h e n e'er I touch the charming swain 
W h e n e'er I gaze, when e'er I speak. 

T h y conscious fire is mingled with my love, 
As in the sanctified abodes 
Misguided worshippers approve 
T h e mixing idol with their gods. 
In vain, alas, in vain I strive 

Wi th eiiois, which my soul do please and vex, 
For superstition will survive, 
Purer religion to perplex. 

Oh! Te l l me you, philosophers, in love, 
T h a t can its burning feverish fits control, 

By what strange arts you cure the soul, 
And the fierce calenture* remove? 

Te l l me, ye fair ones, rhai exchange desire, 
How 'tis you hid the kindling fire. 
Oh! Would you bur confess the truth, 

It is noc real virtue makes you nice: 
But when you do resist the piessing youth, 
'Tis want of dear desire, to thaw the virgin ice. 



And while youi young adoieis lie 
All languishing and hopeless at / o m feet, 

Raising new trophies »o your chastity, 
Oh fell me, how you do remain discreet? 
How you. suppress the lising sighs, 

And the soft yielding soul that wishes m your eyes? 
While ro ih'admiring ciowd you nice are found; 
Gorne dear, some secret youth that gives »he wound 
Informs you, all your virtue's but a chea< 

And honour but a false disguise, 
Youi modesty a necessary bait 
T o gain the dull tepute of being wise. 

Deceive the foolish world—deceive it on, 
And veil your passions in your pride; 

But now I've found your fcebles by my own, 
From me the needful fraud you cannot hide. 

Though 'tis a mighty power must move 
T h e soul to this degree of love 

And though wi»h virtue I the woild perplez, 
Lysander finds the weakness of my sey, 
So Helen while from Theseus' arms sh<= fled, 
T o charming Paris yields her heart and bed. 

A Pindaric to Mr P. Who Sings Finely 

Damon, although you waste in vain, 
Tha t precious breath of thine, 

Where lies a power in every stiain, 
T o take in any other heart, but mine; 

Yet do not cease to sing, thar I may know, 
By what soft charms and art^ 

What more than human 'tis you do, 
T o take, and keep your hears , 

Or have you vowed never to waste your breath, 
But when some maid must fall a sacrifice, 

As Indian priest[s]'' prepare a death, 



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 


