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is a Father. Sure there can be nothing more affli£ling,
than to think it had been happier for his Son to have been
born ofany other Man living than himfelf.

I T is not perhaps much mought of, but it is certainly
a very important LielTon, to learn how to enjoy ordinary
Life, and to be able to relifli your Being without the
Tranfport of fome Paflion, or Gratification of fome Ap-
petite. For want of this Capacity, the World is filled with
Whetters, Tipplers, Cutters, Sippers, and all the nume-
rous Train ofthofc who, for want of Thinking, are forced
to be everexercifing their Feeling or Tailing. It would be
hard on this Occafion to mention the harmlefs Smokers
of Tobacco and Takers of Snuff.

TH E flower Part of Mankind, whom my Correfpon-
dent wonders lhould get Eftates, are the more immediately
formed for that Purfuit: They can expefl diftant Things
without Impatience, becaufe they are not carried out of
their Way either by violent Paflion or keen Appetite to
any Thing. To Men addidted to Debghts, Bufinefs isan
Interruption; to fuch as are cold to Delights, Bufinefs is
an Entertainment. For which Reafon it was laid to one
who commended a dull Man for his Application, No
Thanks to him, ifhe had no Bufinefs, he ntjouldhave no-
thing to do. T
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O fuavis Anima! qualem te dicam bonam.
Antehacfuiffe, tales ciimfint reliquits ! Phted.

HEN | refleft upon the various Fate of thole

Multitudes of.ancient Writers who flourilhed in

Greece and lItaly, | confider Time as animmenfs

Ocean, in which many noble Authors are intirely fwal-

kwed up, many very much Ihattered and damaged, fome

quite disjointed and broken into Pieces, while fome have

thdly efcaped the common Wreck j ljut the Number of
tile lafi is very OnalL

Alfa*
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Apparent rari nantes in gurgite vafio.

A MO N G the mutilated Poets of Antiquity, there
is none whofe Fragments are fo beautiful as thofc of
Sappho. They give us a Tafte of her Way of Writing,
which is perfefUy conformable with that extraordinary
Charafler we find of her, in the Remarks of thofe
great Criticks w'ho were converfant with her Works
when they were intire. One may fee by what is left
of them, that Ihe followed Nature in all her Thoughts,
without defeending to thofe little Points, Conceits, and
Turns of Wit with which many of our modern Ly-
ricks are fo miferably infefted. Her Soul feems to have
been made up of Love and Poetry : She felt the Paflion
in all its Warmth, and defcribed it in all its Symptoms.
She is called by ancient Authors the Tenth Mufe ; and
by ‘Plutarch is compared to Cacus the Son of Vulcan,
who breathed out nothing but Flame. 1 do not know,
by the Charader that is given of her Works, whether
it is not for the Benefit ofMankind that they are loft.
They were filled with fuch bewitching Tendernefs and
Rapture, tliat it might have been dangerous to have gi-
ven them a Reading.

A N inconftant Lover, called Phaon, occafiioned CTCat
Calamities to this poetical Lady. She fell defperately in
Love with him, and took a Voyage into Sicily, in Pur-
fuit of him, he having withdrawn himfelf thither on
pnrpofe to avoid her. It was in that Ifland, and on
this Occafton, lhe is fuppofed to have made the Hymn to
Venus, with a Tranflation ofwhich 1 Ihall prefpt my
Reader. Her'Hymn was ineffedlual for the procuring that
Happinefs which lite prayed for in it.  Phaon was ftill
obdurate, and Sappho fo tranfported with the Violence.of
her Paflion, that ihe was refolved to get rid of it at any
Price.

TFI1 ER E was a Promontory in Acarnania called Lett-
cate,on the Top ofwhich was a little Temple dedicated
to Apollo. In this Temple it was ufual for defp”~iring Lo-
vers to make their Vows in fecret, and afterwards to fling
themfelves from the Top of the Precipice into the Sea,
where they were fometimes taken up alive. This Place

\vas therefore called, Pbt liO'ver'sLeap-, andwhether orno
the-
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the Fright they had been in, or the Refolution that could
pufli them to fo dreadful a Remedy, or the Bruifes which
they often received in their Fall, banilhed all the tender
Sentiments of Love, and gai'e their Spirits another Turn;
thofe who had taken this Leap were obferved never to
relapfe into that Paifion. Sappho tried the Cure, but pe-
rilhed in the Experiment.

A FTER having given this lhort Account of Sappho
fo for as it regards the following Ode, | (hall fub-
join the Trandation of it as it was fent me by a Friend,
whofe admirable Paftorals and Winter-Piece have been al-
ready fo well received. The Reader will find in it that
pathetick Simplicity which is fo peculiar to him, and fo
fuitable to the Ode he has here tranflated. This Ode in
the Greek (befides thofe Beauties obferved by Madam
Dacier) has feveral harmonious T urns in the Words,
which are not loft in the EnoUJh. | mull farther add,
that the Tranllation has prefei-ved every Image and Sen-
timent of Sappho, notwithftanding it has all the Eafe and
Spirit of an Original. In a word, if the Ladies have a
mind to know the Manner of Writing pradlifed by the fo
much celebrated Sappho, they may here fee it in its ge-
nuine and natural Beauty, without any foreign or affedted
Ornaments.

An HYMN to VENUS.
l.

O Venus, Beauty of the Skies,

To swhom a Thoufand Temples rife,
Gaylyfalfe ingentle Smiles,

Full efLo've-perplexing Wiles ;

O Goddefs | from my Heart remove
The swafling Cares and Pains of Love.

| fever thou haf kindly heard
td Song infoft Difrefs preferr'd.
Propitious to my tunfu | Vovs,
O gentle Goddefs ! hear me novo.
Defend thou bright, immortal Guef,
In all thy radiant Charms confeji.
I, Tim

pie
deft

fien
was
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HI.
Thou once didjl hanje Almighty Jove,
And all the Golden Roofs abonie :
The Carr thy noanton Sparroms dre-w,
Ho'v'ring in Air they lightlyfenv ;
As to my Bonsier they nuinged their IVayl
1fans) their quin)'ring Pinions play.

\Y

The Birds difmijl (nuhileyou remain)
Bore had their empty Carr again :
Then You, 'with hooks di'Vinely mild.
In Cv'ry hea'v'nly Featurefmil'd.
And ask'd, 'what nenu Complaints | made.
And <why | calPdyou to my Aid?

\Y,

What Frenzy in my Bofom raged.
And by nuhat Cure to be ajpwagcd?
What gentle Youth 1 'would allure.
Whom in my artful Toilsfecure ?
Who does thy tender Heartfuhdue.
Tell me, my Sappho, tell me 'who?
VI.
Thd nosw heJhuns thy longing Arms,
Hefoon floall court thyfighted Charms;
Thd nonv thy Off'rings he defpife.
Hefoon to theeJhall facrifice ;
Tho' nano hefreeze, hefoonJhall burn.
And be thy Vidlim in his Turn.
VII.
Celeftial Viftant, once more
Thy needful Prefence | isnplore I
In Pity come and eafe my Grief,
Bring my dijlemper'd Soul Relief,
Fa'vour thy Suppliant's hidden Fires,
And gi've me All my Heart dejires.

M A D A M Dacier obferves, there is fomethingvery
pretty in that Circumltance of this Ode, wherein Venus is
defcribed as fending away her Chariot upon her Arrival at
Sappho's Lodgings, to denote that it was not a lhort tran-
fient Vifit which ihe intended to make her. | ’his Ode
was prefcrved by an eminent Greek Critick, who inferred

it





