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CANTO THE TWENTY-SECOND.

ARGUMENT.

The three Poets arrive at the Stage of INTEMPERANCE ; where they
fee a miraculous Tree, the Counter-part of the Tree of Know-
ledge ; from whence they hear certain monitory Sounds, adapted
to the Place and Audience.

———~

LIKE Light, receding from th’ incumbent gloom,
Heav’n’s Envoy pals’d behind, whofe waving plume
Had wafted from my unbenighted face
One mark of Sin : when, rifing on the breeze,
A gentle concert fwell’d by foft degrees,
And thus, refponfive rofe the dulcet lays

II.

< Happy are they that hunger for the food

Of Righteoufnefs, and thirft for EDEN’s flool*
Another Voice reply’d, accordant foon:

¢ When will its fireams my fervent heat allay 2’

‘Then the foft accents feem’d to die away,
Tho’ Echo #till return’d the heav’nly tune.
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III.

Still fomething of my mortal load behind
1 left, where’er the circling bound disjoin’d
Gave a new paffage to another Sphere.
* Light, up the rugged fcale I trip’d along,
‘With the two Mafters of the Roman fong ;
Nor feem’d my limbs their ufual weight to bear.

IV,

“ Where Love is kindled by congenial fire,”

My fapient Guide obferv’d, * the ftrong defire
By its external figns is quickly known,

Since JuveENAL in LimMBo’s chains was bound ;

By his difcourfe your love to me 1 found,
Which warm’d my breaft in that ungenial Zone.

V.
« How eafy feems my toil with fuch a Friend,
Up thofe eternal rampires to afcend, '
With gentle flope, they feem to court our feet:
But tell (if Amity’s ftri&t laws allow:
ME to enquire, and vou the caufe to thow)
How Av’rice in that breaft could find a feat!

\% 8

¢ Could fordid Love of Gold a lodging find - -
Within the limits of that mighty Mind,

That o’er the fields of Nature lov’d to ftray,
" And knew to touch the fprings of Grief and Joy.”
He fpoke ; and thus 1 heard his Friend’s reply, -

% Your friendfhip glows in ev’ry word you fay.
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VII
« By its effe&, the Fancy feems to find
The caufe, that often lies in {hades behind ;

You thought me bound beneath, in Mammon’s
Far diff’rent was the crime I wafh’d away [chain:
With briny tears, while CynTH1A’S gentle ray

A thoufand times was feen to wax and wane.

VIIL _
¢¢ In that dire confli¢t, on the STycran fhore
I had been doom’d to toil for evermore,
But that a gleam of heav’nly Grace imprefs’d
The meaning of your lofty fong fo clear,
‘When Luft of Gold you blame, with tone fevere,
It quickly chac’d away the latent peft.

IX.
¢ Nigh one extreme, the other foon appear’d,
Still changing as th’ opponent Paffion veer’d,
And turn’d the fickle Mind’s alternate fcalez
‘With cautious care to fquander or to hoard,
I thun’d alike, and thus my foul reftor’d ;
Elfe I had funk to the TARTARIAN Vale,

X.
¢ Alas?! how many, in the Day of Doom,
With horrent hair, {hall quit the yawning Tomb,
Condemn’d for want of thought! What countlefs
Profufion breeds ; and how it lures along,  [harms
With foft afluafive voice, the willing throng:
A fubtle Demon, deck’d in Angel charms!

St. x. L 1. Alas! bow manyy—] See InFERNO, -Canto vil.
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XL-

¢ But crimes oppos’d, a like degree of pain
Are doom’d to fuffer in Luftration’s Reign.

Thus I, a Prodigal among the brood
Of Mifers, mingled in the duft, bewail’d
Our common crimes, in that vile durance held,

Till Time and Penitence the Soul renew’d)”

XIL
Then thus to him that fung JocasTa’s pain,
Began the Mafter of the rural ftrain;
¢ Still fome remaining doubts my foul affail ;
Your fong no veftige of EMmaNuEL fhows,
No fudden fpark of pure devotion glows,
Nor faith, by which our deeds alone avail,

XIIL
¢ What beam of Noon, or Spirit of the Night,
Ilum’d your darknefs with celeftial Light,

‘What Lamp =therial led your favour’d prow
Crofs the pure waters by the Fifher plough’d ?’—
The Bard reply’d, ¢ You both the gifts beftow’d,

And with the palm and laurel deck’d my brow,

X1V,
¢ Like one, that bears a fhaded lamp, you threw
A beamy light behind, unfeen by you;

-

St.xii. X 1. —bim that fung JocasTa’s pain,] StaTius. See

his T'wEBAID.

St. xiv. L 1. Like one that bears a fbaded lamp—] This fimile qf
VirgGir, bearing a light of what he himfelf was unconfcious, ap-
plied to the Lines in his Porrio fuppofed to be prophetical of

the MEssian, is well concencd
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And with benighted feet your Pupil led,
By the long radiance ftreaming from your hand,
To the bleft entrance of the promis’d Land,
And to its blooming bounds my journey fped.

XV.

¢ When firft you fung the Golden Times’ return,
And a new Progeny from Zther born, ,
To blefs the world, with Juftice by his fide;
I caught at once, from your immortal lyre,
‘The flame of SALEM, and the Poet’s fire,
And feiz’d the deathlefs boon, to you deny’d.

XVI.
“ But if you with my words fhould paint at large
The means that led to Epen’s happy verge,
Attend, and hear the procefs of my fate :
The world, now pregnant with celeftial feed,
Scatter’d from Zone ta Zone, with Angel’s {peed
Deliver’d to the Sun her heav’nly freight.”

S XVIL
¢ Tris Miracle, with the refpongdent Sign,
Of old, deliver’d in thy ftrain divine,
I ponder’d in the balance of the Mind,
And found the Gofpel Proclamation chime .
In fuch full concert with thy note fublime,
That fcarce a trace of doubt was left behind,

XVIIL

“ In holy converfe with the Saints I pafs’d
My bours; but, when the wolvith Tyrant chac’d
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Thefe Lambs to death, yet ftill aloof I ftood,
Till, with all other feéts, their lives compar’d,
Made me all other do&trines difregard,

And ev’ry fcruple of the heart fubdu’d.

XIX.
‘¢ Long ere my Mufe had led the Grecian Band
To the dire confli¢t on IsmeNoO’s Strand,
In other ftreams the pure baptifmal rite
I fhar’d ; but ftill conceal’d my nafcent faith.
Heav’n I provok’d, to fhun a Mortal’s wrath,
And worfhip’d Hapgs, and eternal Night.

XX.
« For this, while PaoEBUS journey’d round the Year
Four hundred times, I cours’d, in full career,
Round yon’ low rampires, with the frigid train;
Who, dead to Charity’s celeftial glow,
Run at full fpeed, and kindle as they go,
Till Love has ng’d them for the blefs’d domaxn

XXI.
¢ But, oh! blefs’d Poet ! whofe propitious hand
Drew the dark veil,and bade my views expand,
Till earthly Dread in heav’nly Hope was loft,
Tell, where is TERENCE ? in what diftant bound
Ca%iLivus lives, or PLauTus’ Shade renown’d?
Is Heav’n their lot, or HapEs’ gloomy coaft ?

St. xx. L. 2. Four hundred times] 'This accounts for moft of the
time of the Luftration of StaTivs, till the time of DANTE; wiz.
four hundred years in the Regions of AraTHY, and five hundred
in the Stage of ProniGaLiTY and AVARICE.

St.’xxi. /. 4, 5. Terence, Cxcirivs, Pravrus] Celebrated

Roman Poets,
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- XXIL
¢ Say, in what limits do they dwell below?
Are they ordain’d to blifs, or endlefs woe "’
“ With Persivus,” I reply’d; ¢ and many more,
Led by that GREEK who fung the toils of war;

Nurs’d by the Mufes with peculiar care,
In lighter Bands they range the nether Shore.

. - XXIIL -
¢ There oft _\‘;ve éélebfate the Mufes’ Hill,
Where led, in turn, we quaff’d th” ‘infpiring rill,
With PELLA’s graver tones; the lighter key
Of blythe ANacrEON there in concert joins;
With AcaTHoN, SiMONIDES combines,
And all the Tribes of ATT1c Harmony.

XXIV.

“ ANTIGONE, DEIPHILE, is there, '
And fad IsmonE, with dithevel’d hair,
As when her brother fell; Arcia too,
HypsipyLE, and MaNTo, join the throng,
And Derpawmia, with her Sifters young,
All fam’d in ancient times, and fung by you.”

XXV.

Now either Poet, wrapt in thought profound,
In filence ftood, to view the profpet round,

St. xxiil. /. 3. With PeLLA’S graver tones—] EuripIDEs.
5. With Acatnon—] A Foet, mentioned by
ARr1sTOTLE, in his PorTics, as the Author of a Poem called
AxTHOS, or The FLowEs.

Vou. II. T
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Now landed near the firft afcending ftair;
Four Handmaids of the Sun their tafk had clos’d ;
The fifth was ready at her radiant poft,

And took her turn to guide the glowing Car.

XXVI. .
Then thus the gentle Guide : ¢ If right I deem,
Still to the right hand, round the Hill’s extreme,
Our way conduéls us, if we ftill purfue
Our former cuftom in the climes of Death.”
His brother Bard, that wore the THEBAN. wreath,
With his kind vote confirm’d our hopes anew.

XXVIL
The Phantoms {ped before, while I, behind,
Glean’d from their talk the treafures of the Mind, -
And learn’d new leflons of poetic fkill :*
But a ftrange Sight the converfation ¢los’d ;
A tree, with fruitage hung, our way oppos’d,
Full in the Pafs that led us up the Hill,

XXVIIL-

And as the Pine-tree points her boughs on high,
So this, directed to the nether Sky,
That none may climb the dole, fufpends its {prays;.
Thus fpreading far, it feem’d to guard the Hill,
And ftreaming from its leaves, a limpid nll
Down the rude barrier {pread a liquid maze.

XXIX.

‘The brother Bards, approaching to the bough,
Heard a deep Voice within, in murmurs low 3
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 Touch not the fruit ! be Appetite fuppre/s’d!
*Twas not the fragrant fume of rofy wine
That MARY long’d for, when the Maid djvine
Sought a fupply for CANA’s nuptial feaft.

XXX.

¢ The tafte of wine, no Roman Matron knew;
Young DanieL from th’ inviting feaft withdrew,
And dreams divine his continence repaid :
To acorns hunger gave a favoury tafte,
And limpid rills the thirfty fervour chac’d,
When its glad fcenes the Golden Age difplay’d.

XXXI.

¢¢ The Locuft, and the wandering Bee, fupply’d
The holy BarTisT, in the defart wide,

With food ; and hence his glory fpreads around
The peopled world, where’er the truth is known,
Where’er EMMaNUEL’s fway the Nations own,

And ftill fhall fpread, to future times renown’d.””

-~

END OF THE TWENTY-SECOND CANTO.



