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Of the further descendants of this pair we have no further
direct information.

The last daughter, Elizabeth Fairfax, married in 1635
Philip Richardson, who was of Pateley Bridge, or Low
Bishopside, in Nidderdale, by whom she had one daughter
named after her grandmother, Dorothy. Elizabeth Richard-
son died before the making of her mother’s will in 1648,
wherein her portion is left to her only child. Philip
Richardson afterwards married Grace, mother of John
Beckwith, of Bewerley, whose wife was Mary, daughter
of Charles Fairfax, of Menston.* Administration to the
effects cf Philip Richardson, at Low Bishopside, was
granted to his widow (Grace), and to his daughter,
Dorthy Richardson, August 17th, 1670. After her father’s
death, Dorothy Richardson was tenant of the Pateley
Bridge mill, along with her stepmother, Mrs. Grace
Richardson. In 1672 Mrs. Richardson paid Hearth Tax
for the milne in Bishopside. In 1677, Abraham Pawson
surrendered ‘ a kiln belonging to a milne in Pateley
Bridge” to the use of John Beckwith (son of Grace
Richardson by her first husband,) and Dorothy Richardson,
(Court Roll of Thornton and Bishopside.) From the above
extracts, we see that Dorothy Richardson, grand-daughter
of Edward Fairfax, was living at Pateley Bridge, unmarried
in 1677, when she would be upwards of thirty years
of age. The question is, did she marry? If she did not,
the line of Fairfax there ends with her.

The family of Fairfax appear to have abandoned Newhall
on the death of Mrs. Dorothy Fairfax, the poet’s widow, in
1648, after a residence there of about twenty-eight years.
In 1672, Mr. James Sikes was, we believe, occupier of
Newhall, and was assessed to hearth tax in that year.

# He was the fifth son of Thomas, First Lord Fairfax, baron of
Cameron, born March 5th, 1595, married in 1625 Mary, daughter and
heir of John Breary, of Scough Hall. (Her grandmother was daughter
and co-heir of John Beckwith, of Scough Hall, in the Forest of
Knareshorough.) He was a colonel in the army, a learned antiquary,
and compiler of the family pedigree, the ‘‘ Analecta Fairfaxiana.”” He
was buried at Bolton Perey, April 8th, 1664,
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On the 3rd of September, 1878, the Rev. Robert Collyer,
a distinguished Unitarian minister, then of Chicago, now of
New York, in the United States of America, (a native of*
Blubberhouses, in the parish of Fewston,) delivered a
lecture on ¢ Edward Fairfax and Fewston, in 1621;” in the
Fewston Board School-room ; from which we make the
following extract descriptive of the era when the action of
the D@monologia commences—*¢ I wonder whether we can
quite realize what a very old world it is in which Fewston
can be seen when the poet tells his story. Just think of
the time when there were great numbers still alive of
those old sea dogs who had hung on the flanks of the
Spanish Armada, when the monster bore down on us to
crush the free life out of England, and beside the grand
fighting they did themselves, could tell how God fought
for us with the artillery of heaven, driving them to
destruction with His mighty winds. Some of those men
were alive tfelling this story when Fairfax sat at his desk
to tell us about Fewston and the witches. And there
were men living on the Washburn who well remembered
Guy Fawkes when he had a farm some twenty years
before this date down Scotton way. Shakespere had only
been about five years in his grave when the story begins,
and as the writer takes care to tell us he was no Puritan,
and must have been in London to see his book out about
the close of the previous century, and kiss the hand of
Her Majesty when she accepted the dedication; he might
and probably did see Shakspere in some of his own plays;
met him possibly in company at the Mitre, if he did not
think himself rather above the Stratford black sheep; and
certainly could have told enough about him to stop the
writing of a great deal of nonsense in our time as to the
manner of man he was. Then, that Prince Rupert, who
made such a racket up and down these dales, and came
very near burning Denton IHall, was toddling about in
1621, a three year old child and a madcap, I warrant you
and Tom Fairfax, who was to give him about all he could
do in the way of fighting, was a lad of eleven, trotting
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between Denton and Fewston on his pony; Milton was
about thirteen, and the handsomest lad as I think of him
in the three kingdoms; and Cromwell a silent young
fellow of about twenty-two; while it still wanted five
years to John Bunyém's birthday ; and as Edward Fairfax,
farmer, of Fewston, was getting in the last of the oats in
this year when he tells his story, there was a poor little
band thanking God for their first scanty harvest gathered
on the edges of Plymouth Bay, in North America. That
small colony of the Pilgrim Fathers had come there
on the 21st of the previous December, and it was to be
the first seed sown to any good purpose of a nation which
now numbers more than 40,000,000 souls—a nation which
speaks the English tongue, nourishes the grand and proud
traditions of the Mother Land in its heart, has had
something to say and done something of which the Old
Mother may well be proud, I think; and is still in the
morning tide, as we believe who live there, of such a day
as the world has never seen.” The lecturer styled Fairfax,
¢ the master at Newhall, that delicate looking man with
grey hair, a swart’ skin, and a student’s stoop about the
shoulders.” ¢ This man has touched Fewston with a light
which rests nowhere else in these days on any town on the
great road ; and Fewston Church, made sacred through so
many centuries of prayer and praise, your small secluded
Zion — shall T say on the hill above the river —is in some
sense a shrine because it holds his dust.”  After speaking
of his translation of Tasso, he said — ¢ But beside this
book which has made him famous, he wrote others, and
among the rest one about Fewston in 1621 and 1622, and
this is one of the most curious and capital things I ever
met with in my life. It is meant to be all about the way
the witches tormented two of his children, and might be
of great interest on this ground, as the story of the way a
very good and learned man went all wrong in his judgment
of some harmless women and men. But this is not where
the real interest comes in, for as he goes on telling you his
troubles he throws a light on old Fewston which seems to
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me to be the wheat where the rest is only chaff, He lets
you see Newhall, as it stood then, inside and out.”

The Rev. Thomas Parkinson in his recently published
“ Lays and Leaves of the Forest,” has the following
eloquent appeal to the public to erect some public monu-
ment to the memory of Edward Fairfax, near the place
where he passed a part of his lifetime and where he was
buried.

“It cannot but be matter of deep regret, not only
to every forester, but also to every lover of his country's
Listory and literature, that every memorial,—except the
portions of his works herein described of this learned man
—has perished. If he left a will, it cannot be found. The
portion of the parochial register bearing the record of his
burial has been destroyed, or is lost. A marble slab, said
to have marked the place of his interment in Fewston
Church, if ever there, is not now to be seen, and must
have perished in the fire by Which that church was in part
destroyed, about 1679. Even the house, which for probably
30 years was the home of himself and his family, has now
—every vestige of it—been swept away. Is this to remain
the case with the memory of Edward Fairfax? Is Ze to
remain

* Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung ? >

What say the rich men and women, or the Corporation of
the great town in which for a time he dwelt, and who
have now themselves swept away the last material
memorial of him, viz.,, his forest home —the town of
Leeds? This is the age of centenaries, And even a
grateful country has ere now erected national monuments
to less worthy — less talented — citizens than Edward
Fairfax. But if these fail, will no wealthy forester, or
Yorkshireman, or Englishmen,—no lover of his country’s
fame and literature—wipe away the reproach of the last
resting place of the poet of the forest being left without a
memorial to mark the spot, or to record his worth and
his works ? A window, a marble monument in the church,
or, better still, the restoration of the whole, or a portion of
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the sacred building in which he worshipped during life,
and in which his remains now rest—awaiting the resurrec-
tion morn—would bring honour to the donor, as honour to
the recipient of it. The act would be like mercy,
*T'wice blessed,

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes !’
With these extracts we conclude our remarks on the
Daemonologia of Edward Fairfax, which may be styled.an
episode, or only a paragraph, in the history of witcheraft
—that dark cloud of credulity and crime which over-
shadowed Europe, both before and after the period when
it ‘was written, and which we trust has now cleared away
never to return.

“ For look again on the past years,—behold
Flown like the nightmare’s hideous shapes away,

Full many a horrible worship, that of old,
Held, o’er the shuddering realms, unquestioned sway.”
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THE ECLOGUES.

w9~ has been matter of regret to all scholars who
% % have written on the subject, that the Eclogues of
&8  Edward Fairfax have never been published. There
were three distinguished English poets, all living at
the same time, writers of pastoral poetry. Edmund
Spenser, he of “The Iwerie Queene,” who wrote the
¢ Shepherd’s Calendar” in 1579. William Browne, of
Tavistock, in Devonshire, who published his ¢ Britan-
nia’s Pastorals” in 1613 and 1616, and his ¢ Shepherd’s
Pipe” in 1614; and Edward Fairfax, whose Eclogues
were not published. The little that is known of these
productions was furnished by William Fairfax, son of
the author, in his annotations upon them, preserved
in a letter from his relation Brian Fairfax, to Bishop
Atterbury, in 1704, and published in the correspondence
of the latter. He says, ¢ These bucolics were written
in the first year of King James, and from their
finishing they lay neglected ten years in my father’s
study, until Lodowic, the late mnoble Duke of Rich-
mond and Tenox, desired a sight of them, which
made the author to transcribe them for his grace’s
use. That copy was seen and approved by many
learned men; and that reverend divine, Dr. Field,
now Bishop of IHereford, wrote verses upon it; and
these following were written by Wilson Scotobritannus :—
¢ Chaste is thy muse.as is a vestal nun,
And thy Apollo spotless as the sun

No wanton thought betray’d by word or look,
As blameless is thy life, as is thy book.’

But the book itself and the bishop’s encomium
perished in the fire, when the banquetting house at




166 THE LCLOGUES OF

Whitehall was burnt, and with it part of the duke’s
lodgings where the book was; but with my father’s
help I recovered them out of his loose papers.”

From the manner in which Mrs. Cooper speaks of them,
a complete copy must have existed in 1737. Her words
are, ‘“ Mr. Fairfax beside the translation of Godfrey of
Bulloigne wrote the history of Edward the Black Prince,
and certain witty Eclogues which are yet in manuscript,
tho’ by the indulgence of the family I am permitted to
oblige the world with a specimen of their beauties. A
favour I am proud to say will in one sense, however, make
this collection complete, since it was impossible it should
be so without. He wrote also a book called Daemonologie,
in which, tho’ the story is particular, he shows a great
deal of ancient reading and knowledge. It is still a M.S.”

Mrs. Cooper thus preserved one of the Eclogues (the
fourth of the series), and gave it to the public; another
has been recently discovered at the end of a manuscript
book in the handwriting of Thomas, third Lord Fairfax,
now in the Bodleian Library, at Oxford, headed, “A
Ecloge made by my uncle, Mr. Ed. Fairfax, in a dialoge
betwixt tow sheapards.” Since this discovery, we are not
without hopes that others exist and may yet be found.

The poetry has all the sweetness for which Fairfax has
been so highly praised, and is quite as melodious as that of
his great contemporary, Spenser.

The Eclogues are allegorical pastorals, and on religious
subjects—one on a perversion to the creed of a cruel and
corrupt church ; the other is in praise of rival churches. An
immense amount of learning has been lavished upon them.
Mrs. Cooper says, ¢ The learning they contain is so various
and extensive, that according to the evidence of his son
(who has written large annotations on each) no man’s
reading besides his own was sufficient to explain the
references effectually.” There is ‘certainly much truth in
this assertion ; in some of the stanzas of the fourth eclogue
learned allusions are piled up on each other in such
profusion, as to bewilder the reader and commentator and
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make them wish that the annotations of the son had
accompanied his father’s verses; it would also have saved
us the trouble of appending an inferior series.

We now for the first time print these Eclogues in a
popular form, so that they may be read by the dwellers in
the valley of the Washburn and the * wilderness” of the
Forest of Knaresborough, where their author resided more
than two centuries and a half ago.

The fifth Eclogue of Edward Fairfax commences thus :—

“Upon Verbeia’s willow-wattled brim,
As Maspas drest the wands and wickers trim.”

On this his son has this note.— “ Verbeia I take to
be the ancient name of the Wherfe which watereth the
native country of our family, and I am in this confirmed by
an alter (sic.) so inscribed, which alter is observed by my
father some years before Sir Robert Cotton and M.
Camden came to this same monument where it stood at the
town of Ilkley.” (Woodford in Ward's M.S.) It
seemeth probable to me that Verbeia was the supposed
nymph of the river, for the altar was erected to her
in water, and there stood, as late as the memory of the
parents of such aslive yet in the house.  In the steeple (of
Ilkley Church) is a bas-relief, which Dr. Stukeley calls
a figure of Hercules strangling the serpents, but the
tradition of the place makes it a statue of the Goddess
Verbeia anciently placed on her altar.” Gough’s Camden,
III. p. 289, Ed. of 1806.
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ECLOGUE THE FOURTH.*

EGLON AND ALEXIS.

©  His tender flocks the rasps and brambles cropp,
25(Poor shepherd Eglon full of sad distress,

By the small stream sat on a mole-hill topp,
Crown’d with a wreath of Hebant branches broke:
‘Whom good Alexis found, and thus bespoke :—

% We believe that when Mrs. Cooper transeribed this Eclogue from
the family papers, she neglected to copy the “* Argument * at the head
of it, which would be something like the following quatrain, only much
hetter :—

Eglon bewails his cruel loss,

His lamb seduc’d, entis’d away ;
Alexis kind advises him

To Christ in humble trust to pray.

The first four lines of this Eclogue are descriptive of the scenery of
the Washburn Valley in its wild and uncultivated state, as when the
author had his residence there.

+ Ebony. Poets make trees and plants grow where they please.
Virgil says:
“far Ind dark ebon bears,
And incense floats on soft Saban airs.”
The word is used by Spenser, where a  heban how ** is a bow of ebony,
and the tree is styled, ‘ heben sad.” The texm here is probably used
only to signify something black, indicative that the wearer was
mourning.

M
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Alexis.
My friend, what means this silent lamentation ?
Why on this field of mirth, this realm of smiles,
Doth the fierce war of griefe make such invasion ?
Witty Timanthes had he seen ere whiles,
What face of woe thy cheek of sadness bears,
He had not curtained Agamemnon’s tears,*

The black ox treads not yet upon thy toe,t

Nor thy good fortune turns her wheele away ;
Thy flocks increase, and thou increasest so;

Thy stragling goates now mild and gentle playe ;
And that foole Love thou whip’st away with rods ;
Then what sets thee and joy so far at odds?

Eglon,
Nor love, nor loss of ought that worldlings love,
Be it dress, wealth, dream, pleasure, smoke or glory,
Can my well-settled thought to passion move :
A greater cause it is that makes me sorry,
But known to thee it may seem small or none ;
Under his fellow’s burden who needs grone ?

Alexis.
Yet tell me Eglon, for my ram shall die
On the same altar where thy goat doth burn;
Else let these kids my olive trees lick dry,
And let my sheep to shag-hayr’d Musmons} turn !
All things with friends are common, grief and sorrow
Men without bond or interest freely borrow.

% This is a beautiful allusion to the work of Timanthes, a famous
Greek painter, who flourished in the third century before Christ. His
picture of the sacrifice of Iphigenia was highly admired, wherein he
represented all the spectators in the extreme of grief, but covered with
a veil the face of Agamemnon, the vietim’s father, deeming it impossible
to express his sorrow by the peneil.

+ This is a proverbial expression signifying the commencement of
misfortune.
¥ The Musmon was a wild hairy sheep. If indeed it was ever any-
thing but a creature of the imagination, Either if, or a similar nonde.
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Eglon.
Sufficeth to each man his own mishap ;
Yet for our friends our eye oft spends more tears
Than for ourselves ; our neighbour in his lap
Sometimes our grief, our losses never beares ;
Fitter to weep than help when need requires !
So soon the halting steed of friendship tires.

Thou know'st I had a tender lamb ; a cade,*
Nourish’t with milk and morsels from my table,
That in my bosom its soft lodging made,
And chérish’t was and fed as I was able ;
It was my child, my darling, and my queen,
And might for shape a Passovert have been !

I kept it for an offering ’gainst the day

That the great god of shepherds, Pan, shall come,—
Not he whose thousand lambs did feed and stray

On Sicil hills, one such at night brought home.
Nor could the ram wonne by the lords of Greece,*
Compare his guilded with her pearled fleece.

goript beast, is thus described :—*‘ In the country of Sardinia, there is a
certain beast which they call Muflo, the like whereof (as some affirm) is
not in all Burope. It hath a skinne and hairs like unto a deer or hart,
crooked horns like unto a ramme, which bend backward about the eares.
In bignesse it may be compared to a buck ; he feedeth only upon grasse
and herbs, and keepeth most about mountains; is very swift in running,
and his flesh is very good to be eaten.”” Speculum Mundi, by John
Swan, 1643.

# A tame, soft, delicate, gentle thing.

+ A lamb without a blemish.”

T An allusion to the expedition of Jason and his warrior Greeks to
Cholcos, to win the golden fleece, finely described in the Argonauties of
Appolonius Rhodius. This has always been a favourite subject with
poets. The gate of Spenser’s Bower of Bliss

“Of Jagon and Medsea was ywrith ;
Her mighty charms, her furious loving fitt;
His goodly conquest of the golden fleece ;
His falsed fayth, andlove too lightly flitt ;
The wondred Argo which in venturous peece,
First through the Euxine seas bore all the flour of Greece.”
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But when the sun with his intising ray

Allured her forth from quiet of my shed,
Thorow the broken wall she slipt away,

Behind the corner stone, and thence she fled,
Ambling along the meads and rivers shrill ;
And yet she thought she knew, she did, no ill.

The fox, whose fort Malpardus border’d nie,
Spied from his keep the wand’ring innocent,
That weary in the cooling shade did lye,
Lest the hot beams her tender limbs might shent ;*
And soon he judged by her harmless look,
It was a fish would easily take the hook.

He buskt him boon, and on his sanded coat,

He buckled close a slain kid’s hairy skin,
And wore the vizzard of a smooth fac’t goat ;

All saint without, none spied the devil within!
With wanton skips he boards the harmless sheep,
And with sweet words thus into grace did creep.

Dear sister lamb! queen of the fleecy kind !

That opal flowers pick’st from these em’rald closes ;
Thy bombace,} soft in silver trammels bind,

And crowd thy lamber} horns with corall roses !

* This sabbath is the feast-day of thy birth ;

Come be thou lady of our May, and mirth.

Break from the prison of the austere cell
Of thy strict master, and his cynick diet !
And in sweet shades of this fat valley dwell,
In ease and wealth ! Here we are rich and quiet !
Unty these bonds of awe and cords of duty ;
They be weak chains to fetter youth and beauty.

#  An old word signifying hurt or harmed.
+ Silk.
T Amber coloured.
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With that he kissed her lips and strayn’d her hand,
And softly raysed her from the tender grass ;
And squiring her along the flowry land,
Still made her court, as through the fields they pass;
And that bawd love, factor of shame and sin ;
" Lent him a net to catch his woodcock in.

Close in the bosom of a bended hill,
Of faire and fruitful trees a forest stood,
Balm,* Myrrh, Bdellium, from their bark distill,
Bay, Smilax,t Myrtle, (Cupid’s arrow wood)
Grew there, and Cypressi with his kiss-sky tops,
And Ferrea’s| tree whence pure rose-water drops.

The golden bee, buzzing with tinsell wings,
Suckt amber honey from the silken flower ;

The dove sad love-groans on her sacbut sings,
The throssell whistles from his oaken§ tower ;
And sporting lay the nymphs¥ of woods and hills,

On beds of heart's-ease, rue, and daffodills.*¥

# All theseare fragrant gum resins exuded from a genus of plants of
the natural order Amyridacee, all natives of the east, and used in
medicine.

4+ The plant from which the medicine Sarsaparilla is obtained. The
Smilax tribe are chiefly herbaceous plants or under shrubs, often with a
tendency to climb, as in the Tamus-communis.

1 The poet must here mean the ever-green upright Cypress. There
are twenty-two species of this tree all natives of the south-east of
Europe.

|| One of the Canary Islands, where a tree of this kind is said to
grow, and from which the inhabitants derived their sole supply of water.
See Speculum Mundi, p. 275,

§ This is a grand original poetic ﬁgure degeriptive of a bird and tree
which the poet had often heard and geen in his yout.h in his ever young
and beautiful native Wharfedale.

9 The nymphs of the old mythology were of three classes : celestial,
terrestrial, and marine ; the terrestrial are here meant. In ancient days
they were helieved to preside over woods, streams, and trees in which they
regided. The fairy sisters appear to have been the legitimate modern
representatives of the ancient nymphs.

#% The first of these plantsis the Viola-tricolor, Pansy, Heart’s-ease,
Two-faces-under-one-Hood, and many nameés beside ; as well as Shakegs
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Hither the traitor fox his mistress leads,
Intising her with sweetness of the place,
Till on a hidden net unwares she treads ;
The silken threads their guileless prey embrace,
Yet hurt her not ; the subtile fowler smil'd
Nor knew the Dottrell* yet she was beguil’d.

Not that false snare, wherewith the cuckold-smithf
Sham’d his queen and himself ; nor that sly gin
Astolfo} caught the eat-man giant with,

peare’s *‘ Love in idleness.”” 'The second is the Rufa-graveolens,—the
herb of Grace — a plant according to old herbalists possessed of a
thousand virtues. And the lastis Narcissus pseudo-narcissus. Shakes-
peare’s “‘ Daffodil that comes before the swallow dares, and takes the
winds of March with beauty.”’

# A bird of the Plover species, noted for its singularity and stu.
pidity. The country people are said sometimes to go in quest of it in
the night with a lighted torch or candle, and the bird on these occasions
will mimic the actions of the fowler with great archness and falls a
vietim to its own stupidity. As silly as a Dotterell, is a common pro-
verbial expression.

+ Vulecan. This wonderful net is described by Homer in the
Odyssey, Book viii :—
) ““ Whose texture ev'n the search of god's deceives,
Thin as the filmy threads the spider weaves.”
Of its use, we say nothing, those who wish to know it must read for
themselves.

I The net of the giant Cagliorant is thus described in Hoole’s tran-
slation of Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso.
““To seize the wretch his glutton maw destroys,
‘With cruel sport he first a net employs
Of wondrous make, and near the eave with care,
Hides in the yellow sands the fatal snave,
Then toward the destin’d place with dreadful eries,
He drives the stranger who affrighted flies,
Till with loud laughter he beholds his net
‘With tangling meshes every limb besget.”’
Astolfo at sight of the giant blew his magic horn, the sound of which
go terrified the cannibal that he took to flight, and—
¢ Headlong he rushes on the toils, ensnared
In hig own toils for others oft prepar'd;
The net expanding drags him to the ground,
And clasps in twining links his body round.”
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Nor that Arachne takes her* wild fowle in,
Nor those small toiles the morning queen doth set
In every mead, so fine were as that net.

Thus caught he bound her in a chain three-fold,
And led her to a shady arbour near ;

The chain was copper, yet it seemed gold,
And every link a sundry name did bear,

Wrath, sloth, strife, envy, avarice, foul lust,

And pride : what flesh can so strong fetters burst ?

An hundred times her virgin lip he kiss’t,
As oft her mayden finger gently wrung ;
Yet what he would her childhood nothing wist ;
The bee of love her soft heart had not stung!
In vain he sigh’d, he glanc’d, he shook his head,
Those hierogliphicks were too hard to read.

She did not, nay, she would not understand,
Upon what errand his sweet smiles were gone ;
And in his borrowed coat some hole she fond,
Through which she spied all was not gold that shone ;
Yet still his tools the workman ply’d so fast,
That her speed-wing his lime-twig took at last.

- Her silver rug from her soft hide he clipt,

And on her body knit a canvas thin,
With twenty-party-colours evenly stript,

And guarded like the Zebra’sT rain-bow skin,
Such coats young Tamar,} and fayre Rachel’s|| child
Put off, when he was sold, and she defil'd.

# The spider. Forthe story of Arachne see Ovid’s Méta,morphosia,

Book vi. Spenser has the same thought in nearly the same words ;—

““ More subtile web Arachne cannot spin,
Nor the fine nets which oft we woven see
Of scorched dew, do not in th’ ayre more lightly flee.”

-4 The skin of the Zebra is smooth as satin, and adorned with ele.
gant stripes like ribbong, which in the male are brown on a yellowish
white ground, and in the female black on a white ground. Natives of
the scorching plains of South Africa.

I See IL. Samuel, chap. 13, v. 18 and 19.
|| Joseph. See Genesis, chap. 37, v. 3, 23, 32,
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There mourn’d the black, the purple tyranniz’d,
The russet hop’d,* and green the wanton play’d ;

Yellow spy’d faults in such as love disguised ;
Carnation still desir’d, white lived a mayd ;

Blue kept his faith unstain’d, red bled to death,

And forlorn tawney wore a willow-wreath.

All these, and twenty new found colours more,
Were in the weft of that rich garment wrought ;
And who that charmed vesture took and wore,
Like it were changeable in will and thought.
‘What wonder then, if on so smooth a plate,
He stampt a fiend, where once an angel sate ?

Thus clad he set her on a throne of glass,

And spread a plenteous table on the green ;
And every platter of true porcelain was,

Which had a thousand years in temp’ring been,
Yet did the cates exceed the substance fine ;
So rare the viands were, so rich the wine !

Lucullust was a niggard of his meat,
And sparefull of his cups seem’d Anthony ;i

% A gimilar signification of colours in flowersis described by William
Browne, a contemporary of Fairfax, in his *“ Britannia’s Pastorals.”” We
extract a few gpecimens :(—

“The spotless lily, by whose pure leaves be
Noted, the chaste thoughts of verginity ;
Carnation sweet with colour like the fire,
The fit Impresa’s for inflam’d desire ;
The harebell for her stainless azur’d hue
Claims to be worn of none but those are true,
The yellow king-cup Flora then assign’d
To be the badges of a jealous mind.

The columbine in tawny often taken,
Is then ascribed to such are forsaken ;
Flora’s choice buttons of a russet dye
Is hope, even in the depth of misery.”

4 Lucius Liciniug Lucullus a Roman commander, celebrated for his
military talents, but more for his extravagant and luxurious feasts.—
Born about 115 B.C.—Lived to the age of 68.

1 Mare Antony, the celebrated Roman triumver, famous for his mili.
tary talents and amours, especially with Cleopatra, queen of Egypt, and
his luxury. Killed himself, B.C. 30.
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But in each morsel which the guests should eate,
The cruel rats-bane of vile lusts did lye;

Yet at that board, the little-fearing-sheep

Eats, till she surfeit, quaffeth till she sleep.

Then drunk with folly, to his loather nest

He brought his prey ; and in a dusky room,
All night he crouched on her tender brest,

Till timely day spring with her morning broom
Had swept the silver motes from heaven’s* steel-flore,
And at the key-hole peeped through theyr dore.

But such the issue was of that embrace,
That deadly poison thro’ her body spread,
Rotted her limbs, and leprous grew her face ;
His bosom’s touch so dire a mischief bred ;
So venomous was not the poysoned lip
Of th’ Indian king,} or Guinea’s Cock’s Combe-ship.}

Pherecides’| small winged dragonets,
Ferrontines’§ gentles, Scella’sY swarm of lice,

i —

# The stars. This a singular, and so far as we know, original
description of the ‘ day spring.”” Compare it with Milton’s
“* Now morn, her rosy steps in the eastern clime
Advancing, sow’d the earth with orient pearl.”
How different, yet both are intended to describe the break of day.

+ Muhamed, a king of Cambodia, or Cambia, in India, whose lip
being poisoned by accident was said to kill all the women that he kissed.

T A seaweed like a cocks-comb, found floating on the coast of Guinea,
so venomous as not to be touched without extreme danger.

|| Pherecydes was a Grecian philosopher, a native of Scyros, who
flourished about 560 years before Christ. He is said to have been the
first who wrote on natural subjects and the essence of the gods, and to
have held the opinion that animals are merely machines. He lived to
the age of eighty-five and then is said to have died by being consumed
by flies like little dragons bred in his own body.

§ A queen of Cyrene, who is said to have been eaten by maggots,
here called gentles. They were probably the maw-worm Vermiculos
Ascaris,

9 Luciug Cornelius Sylla, a distinguished Roman general, brave and
licentious, and most outrageously cruel. He was eaten to death by lice
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The Boghar-worm* that joynts asunder frets ;

The plague that scourged wanton Cressed’st vice ;
And that great evill which viper-wine makes soundj—
Compared with hers, are but a pin’s small wound.

The gastly raven| from the blasted oake,
With deadly call foreshewed my lamb's mishap ;
The wake-bird§ on my chimney well-nigh spoke ;

in the 68th year of higage, B.C.78. This lousy disease, though now of
rare occurrence, was not unfrequent among the ancients, as Herod,
Antiochus, Callisthenes, and many others are said to have perished from
this complaint.

* So named from a town in Baectria, where it iz said to be abundant.
It is also found in both the East and West Indies; also in Egypt
where it is called the ‘‘ worm of Pharaoh.'’ Dampier tells us that these
worms are no thicker than a large brown thread, but about five or six
yardslong, They mustbe drawn outof the fleshgradually an inch or two
at a time, and rolled up on a piece of stick; if they are broken in draw-
ing ont, that part which remains in the flesh will putrify, be very pain.
ful, and endanger the patient’s life.

4+ The ancient wanton of that name, said to have been the mistress
of Troilus, one of the sons of Priam, king of Troy,—an heroine of
Chaucer, and a character of Shakespeare,—of whom the latter says :—
* O Cressid! oh false Cressid! false, false, false!
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name,
And they’ll seem gloriouns.”

1 Leprosy, for which ancient physicians administered a medicine
made of vipers and treacle in & wine called vernage.

From his extensive knowledge of loathsome diseases, Fairfax must
have read the writings of all the old physicians. Like Chaucer’'s Doctor

of Physicke :— )
““Well knew he the old Esculapius,

And Dioscorides, and eke Rufus,

0ld Hippoerates, Haly, and Galen,
Serapion, Rasis, and Avicen,

Averrois, Damascene, Constantine,
Barnard and Gattisden, and Gilbertine.”’

|| The raven hag been a bird of ill.omen from the most remote anti-
quity. The poor bird could never rest his weary wings, nor give vent
to his feelings in hisnative language without striking terror to the heart
of some rustic booby.

§ The owl,a bird as omenous of evil asthe raven. Spenser strings
them together thus:—

““ The ill-faste owle, death’s dreadful messenger,
The hoars night-raven, trump of deleful drere)”’
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But I alas! foresaw no after-clap !
Yet crew my hens,* sure shepherd’s sign of ill !
But my fond heart in bird-spell had no skill.

For help I sought the Leach, wise Mardophage,
I try’d the English—Bath, and German Spaw ;
To Walsinghamt I went on pilgrimage,
Ard said strong Charmes that kept even Death in awe !
Yet none of these can her lost health restore ;
Ah no, my lambs’ recovery costeth more !

Alexis.
So vain a thing is man, what least we fear
" That soonest haps ; the evill we present feel
- Brings greater anguish than our souls can bear,
Desp'rate we are in woe, careless in weal !
Unfallen, unfeared ! if ill betide us, then
Are we past hope ; so vain a thing is man !

Great is I grant, the danger of thy sheep !
. But yet there is a salve for every sore ;
That shspherd who our flock and us doth keep,
To remedy this sickness long before,
Killéd a holy lamb, clear, spotless, pure ;
‘Whose blood the salve is all our hearts to cure.

Call for that surgeon good to dress her wound !
Bath her in holy water of thy tears!
Let her in bands of faith and love be bound !
And while on earth she spends her pilgrim years,
Thou for thy charm pray with the publican !
And so restore thy lamb to health again !

* The crowing of hens is an omen of evil, 8o much so that it hasg
pagsed into a proverb that ** A crowing hen and a whistling wife are as
ill as a witeh about the house.”

T The town of that namein Norfolk, a famous place of pilgrimage in
the old Roman Catholic day. An old ballad writer makes ignorance
BRY :—

¢ ** But our lady of Walsinghame

‘Was a pure and holy zaint,
And many men in pilgrimage
Did show to her complaint."
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Now farewell Eglon! for the sun stoops low,

And calling guests before my sheep-coat’s dore,
Now clad in white I see my Porter-crow,*

Great kings oft want the blessings of the poor.
My board is short, my kitchen needs no clerk,
Come Fannius !t come ! be thou Sympoesiarke.

Pope very confidently made the assertion,
“ A little learning is a dangerous thing,”

which has been quoted after him by many who thought
they had a great deal of that article. Had they met with
these eclogues they would have found that a great deal
of learning is a troublesome thing; to the would-be com-
mentator, as well as increasing the labour and lessening the
pleasure of the reader. Besides the obvious or surface
meaning of these pastorals, there is the allegorical or occult
meaning, with which we dare not meddle. Had the
annotations of William Fairfax, the author’s son, survived,
they would probably have explained to us the theologic
meaning of his father’s writings.

% The ring of the door called a Crow which, when covered with
white linen, denoted that the mistress of the house was in travail, from
which will be geen the meaning of the following line.

4 Caius Fannius Strabo, a Roman Consul in the year of Rome, 592,
and B.C. 157. During his consulship, alaw was made by the Senate
for restraining the profuseness and cogt of feasts, which from the name
of the Congul was called Fannia.

I A Greek term signifying Master of the Feast,
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ECLOGUE.

HERMES AND LYCAON.

The Argument,

Lycaon his false church extends

Through all the world with pomp and pride ;
Hermes the Church of Christ commends,
And to her spouse brings home his bride.

Shore the perfumed beard from meadows green,
And on each bush and every mossy stone

Jarréd Maie’s little daughter Tettrigone,*

When to the shadows of a mountain steep

Lycaon drove his goats, Hermes his sheep.

The shepherds both were lovers, both were young,

Their skill was like in piping, like in song.

The other grooms that heard, hid in the dales,

Were dumb for shame, like conquered nightingales.

bﬁ aﬂHE sweaty sithe-man with his razor keen

# The grasshopper, so styled from its Greek name, Teltrigon.
Jarréd at the beginning of the line seems like an attempt to imitate the
gsound of the song of the grasshopper. Jar appears to have been a
favourite word with Fairfax; in his Tasso he translated suwone di
tromba, ‘‘ the trumpet’s jarre,”” which Hoole and others more tamely
render, * trumpet’s sound.”
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Oft came the nymphs, the fairy sisters oft

Forsook their mossy beds and liards* soft,

And oft the half-godst at their music’s sound

Came, and their brows with ivy garlands erown’d.

Ye sedgy lakes and pebble-paved wells,

And thou, great Pales,} in these fields that dwells,

How oft have you, hid in the shady sprays,

List’'ned Lycaon’s songs, his loves and lays.

And yon high stretched pines and oaks of Jove,||

Thou wanton Echo, tell-clock of this grove,

How oft did you fair Psyche’s praise resound,

When Hermes charmed with songs love’s bleeding wound ?

They sung by course, and praised their loves by turns,

Each cricket loves the flame wherein she burns ;
And whilst their flocks browse on the shrubs and briars,
They tune their pipes and thus they sing their fires.

Lycaon :

Flora, my queen, my joy, my heaven of bliss,

See what my merit and deserving is.

I build thee temples and I feed thy sheep,

I bring thee gifts, thy words as laws I keep,

My bed is ashes, sack-cloth is my weed,

I drink with Rechab’s sons,§ with Job I feed.q
For all my service and thus suffering long,
Love me, sweet Flora, or thou do’st me wrong.

Hermes :
Psyche, my desire, my undefiled, my dove,
O comfort me, for I am sick of love ;**

# (Conches. places of repose.

+ The half-gods were the demi-gods or heroes, such as Hercules,
Jasgon, Theseus, Perseus. Achilles, Castor and Pollux, &c.

1 Pales was the goddess of shepherds and pastures, by some called
Magna Mater, and Vesta.

|| The oak was sacred to Jove, Virgil has ¢ The oaken forest of
Chaonian Jove.”

§ See Jeremiah, chap. 35, v. 5—10.

¥ See Job, chap 2, v. 13.

¥# See Song of Solomon, chap. 2, v, &,
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Thy sacred temple is this wounded breast,

Sin, error, folly, my service is at best :

Foul leper-spots on all my body grow,

Wipe out these stains, and wash me white as snow.
Clothe me with linen, crown my head with gold,
First make me worthy love, then love me bold.

Lycaon :

Flora was young, a fair few goats she kept,
Ten kings espied her, loved her, with her slept,
And in her sweet embrace such joy they found,
That with three diadems her head they crown'd ;
And on seven heaps* their wealth and treasure laid
Set her thereon, fell at her feet, and pray’d.

She forty monthst and two their service proves,

And takes them for her slaves and for her loves.

Hermes :

Psyche my virgin bore a blessed son}
The dragon chased her, she to desert run,
The fiend a stream of water at her flings,
Earth drunk the flood, she ’scaped with eagle’s wings ;
Crown’d with twelve stars, cloth’d with the glorious sun,
She doth with roes and hinds in Eden run.

There Psyche lives and reigns in safety blest,

Till time and times, and half a time be past.||

Lycaon :
Out of the sea a scarlet beast appeared,
Ten horns he had§ and seven heads proudly rear’d,
His forked tail *gainst all the world made wars,
And smote the third of trees, of floods, of stars.

* The seven hills on which the city of Rome stands.

+ **And power was given unto him to continue forty and two
months.”” Revelation, chap. 14, v. 5.

I Sece Revelation, chap. 12.
[| Ibid. v.14.
§ See Revelation, chap. 18,
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Flora this monster caught and tam’d his pride,
And on his back as on a mule doth ride.
All nations fear the heast and serve the dame,

And sealed are with ’s number, mark, and name.
] 2

Hermes :
Before the gates of Psyche’s sheepcote lies
Four wondrous beasts, * all full of wings and eyes,
And round about them four-and-twenty kings
Offer up gold and myrrh, and precious things.
All these do Psyche’s lambs keep, cure, and feed,
And thousand thousands, clad in milk-white weed,
Sing hymns of love and faith, and never cease,
And on his brow each wears a seal of peace.

: Lycaon :
Flora once found me sick and hurt to death,
Thrice did she cross me, thrice upon me breathe,
Three times she dipt me in a living stream,

And salved my wounds with spittle, salt, and cream.

A thousand saints she for my guard appoints,
And all my head with oil of balm anoints,
Then makes me master of her flocks and fold,
Her goats to keep, or kill, or sell for gold.

Iermes :

Psyche first took me soiled with mire and clay,
Washed in the well of life my filth away ;
Thieves robb’d me, slew me; of a lamb new slain
On me she pour’d the blood, I lived again ;
Since that with bread of heaven, wine of grace,
She diets me, her lap my resting place.

Her sheep my playfellows, heaven our fold,

Her spouse the door, her voice the key of gold.

Loyycaon :
It was the fiftieth year, Flora a feast
Made for all those that loved and served her beast ;

* See Revelation, chapter 4, v. 6.
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Her guests were kings and lords of highest birth,

All that were wise and rich upon the earth ;

And all that land, or sea, or air afford,

Her caters took and therewith fill’d her board,
And drunk with wine suckt from her cup of gold
Were kings and nations, rich, poor, young and old.

Hermes :

Psyche to supper called the weak and poor,
The sick, the lazer from the rich man’s door,
And at her board set them with lords and kings.
Her holy steward wine and wafers brings ;

They eat and drink by faith, and thirst no more,
Except some guests fore-charg’d with Flora’s store
Sit there, and spider-like, from roses new

Draw poison, where the bee sucks honey dew.

Lycaon :

Flora an orchard had of fruitful treene ;

She par’d the moss, she kept the branches cleane,

She let the fountains in, she kill’d the worm,

She scar’d the birds, she saved the blooms from storm ;

Flourisht the trees, the boughs with apples bent ;

She called—her servants to her orchard went ;
Gather’d to eat, but when she cut the skin,
The fruit was ashes, embers, dust within.*

# An allusion to the famous fabulous apples of Sodom. Milton
best describes their effect.

““ Greedily they pluck’d
The fruitage fair to sight, like that which grew
Near that bituminous lake where Sodom flamed ;
This most delusive, not the touch, but taste
Deceived ; they, fondly thinking to allay
Their appetite with gust, instead of fruit
Chew’d bitter ashes, which the offended taste
With spattering noise rejected, oft they assayed
Hunger and thirst congtraining ; drugg’d as oft
With hatefulest disrelish writhed their jaws,
With soot and cinders fill'd.”
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Hermes :

Last year my Psyche had a field of corn;

She scour’d* the ditches, stopt the gaps with thorn ;

She till’d the land enough, she sow'd good seed ;

She stubb’d the briars, pluckt up tares and weed ;

She fraid the crows, she kept the wild boar out ;

And when the sun turn’d the year’s wheel about
She reapt her crop, and when her gain she told,
Found thirty, sixty, and a hundred fold.

Lycaon :

A flock of goats astray from Flora went ;

Doris, her handmaid, after them she sent;

But whilst the lass with Thirsis sporting laid,

Her dogs ran forth alone, and soon they stray’d ;

And like the kind of wolves of which they sprung,

They slew and eat the goats and sucklings young.
Yet some escapt, saved in the woods and rocks.
Doris went home, but thus she lost her flocks.

Hermes :

What Doris left and lost, fair Daphne sought
And found, and to her mother’s sheep fold brought.
There Psyche bound their wounds and stauncht their blood.
At first she gave them milk, then stronger food,
And soon restored their health. Shepherds beware ;
Watch, feed, your sheep-charge asketh care. .

All that is stolen or slain you must make good,

And Flora’s Hylax yet lurks in the wood.

Lycaon :

King Solomon a cedar palace builf,
Thatched with tiles of Flora's tresses gilt ;
Her legs were silver posts the house to bear ;

# (leanedthem. A form of expression well known to the farmer,
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Her glorious thoughts the purple hangings were ;
Her breast the presence, and her heart the throne ;
Her triple crown, as Lord, there sits alone.
Her holy doors she opes to each that knocks ;
Her hands pure myrrh drop on the bars and.locks.*

Hermes ;

Psyche’s fair locks wrapped in gold of proof,

Of God's high temple is the gilded roof.

Her eyes the crystal windows, through each light

A smiling saint shoots in day’s arrows bright.

Her coral lips the doors that turn and twine

On ruby hooks; her mouth the quire divine ;
Her teeth the ivory seats built even and thin;
Her tongue the silver bell that rings all in.

Lycaon :

The royal town where Flora hath her seat

Stands on seven hills, well peopled, pleasant, great;

Rich in all blessings, all delights that can

Be given by fortune or be wished by man,

Quirinust the large and Dorad the serene,

Her handmaides be. She is the world’s sole queen.
Joy in her streets, life in her temples wide,
And dead and lost is all the world beside.

* See Solomon’s Song, chap. 5, v. 5.

+ From Quirites — Romans — a name intended for ‘*The Holy
Roman Empire " applied to Germany. Dorad in the same line appears
to be merely a contraction of El Dorado—a land of gold, often applied
to Spain. These two powers at that time being the great supports of
the Papal Church, and figuratively its handmaids. The text of this
line was evidently corrupt as it stood. *Quinzy the large, Dorad yitt
seene,”’ a line such as Fairfax never wrote in his lifetime, so we
ventured to alter it as above. We inserted the word *‘ serene’’ after
reading Isaac Disraeli's ‘‘ Curiosities of Literature,” when speaking of
the titles of the kings of Spain, he says, ** They were usually addressed
by the titles of illusirious, or your serenity, or your grace.”
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Hermes :

Psyche’s clear city was not rais’d from dust,
But came from heaven, pure, immortal, just.*
Stands on twelve precious stones. Jasper the wall,
Streets gold, gates pearl be, still ope to all
Who taste the tree of life which there doth grow.
About the town two blessed rivers flow

Of grace and mercy ; over either flood

Lies the fair bridge of faith, hope, doing good.

Lycaon :

O shrill Heptaphone !t thou daughter clear,

Tell not these rocks of Flora’s doubt and fear ;

Write not Planetus in to-morrow’s stars,

Her future troubles, dangers, losses, wars,

Lest Psyche’s shepherds should fore know her doom,

And kill her goats before her day be come.
These woods are hers, these fields and folds about,
Then keep them Flora till thy lease wear out.

Hermes :

Sitting on Isis’ flowery bank, I spied

On a white horsef a crowned monarch ride.

Upon his thigh was writ his wonderous name ;

Out of his mouth a sword two-edged came.

Flora, her beast, and all her goats he slew,

And in a lake of fire their bodies threw.
This king is Psyche’s spouse ; with him she went
And rul’d the world, for Flora’s lease was spent.

Thus much did Hermes and Lycaon sing,
The heifer let the herbs untouched spring,

¥ See Revelation, chap. 21.
+ The echoes of the seven hills of Rome.
1 See Revelation, chap. 6, v. 2.
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Forgot to feed. The stags amazed stood.

The silver river stayed her speedy flood.
Oharmed was the adder deaf, tam’d was the lion,
So trees heard Orpheus, dolphins heard Orion.*

* The stories of Orpheus and Arion belong to the ancient mythology ;
he first moved trees by the music of his lyre, as Ovid relates :—

“The Muses’ son no sooner sings,
No gooner strikes his sweet resounding strings,
But distant groves the flying sounds receive,
And listening trees their rooted stations leave ;
Themselves transplanting, all around they grow,
And various shades their various kinds bestow.”’

Arion equally charmed dolphins by the sound of his lyre, so that
when thrown overboard from a ship in which he was sailing, one of
them bore him safely on his back to land.
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