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: An Excellent B A
%;'The' Wander:

;w : [own had for ter Years War
H tooil the Greeks in manful Way
ben did their Focs increate fo faft, -
That.to relift none codld fuffices
Thofe Walls lie wafte thax werelfo god,

- And Corn now grows where Troy Town {tood.

25 that wandering Pricce of Tray
: “‘({'\;’l:en he fof Land 1ong T?c had fought,
At length atrived with great Joy, I
T mighty: Carthage Walls was brought,
. W here Dido Queen with fumptuous Fealt,
- Did eprercain ber wanderirg Guelt.

" And asin Hall ar Meat they i_';}t,:

. The Queen defires News to acaf,

" Of thy unhappy ten Years Wars;

" Declare to ie thou Trojan dear,

N\ ce fo_ﬁad,

Prinee has had?

oy 1

\‘Wl'hv heavy HapaodThao
T hat thou poor wndcring

nd then anon this wortiiy Knight,
With Words derwic, as be could well,
i A ten Years Wars,

is 1ol
) e 1app{f began to tell

b ea T -
% \S?hna’ otds fo fweer, and Sighs o deep,

¢ muade them all begin to weep.
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ng Prince of TROT.

" And then the Queen with blcaly Knife;
Did arm her Heare asdiard 4s Stone,
Yer fomewhat loth to lofe he: Lite,
In woful Cafe the made her Moang
Ahd rowliog oy hor careful Bed,
With Sighs atd Sobs thefe W ords the faid,

Q wretched Dido, Qicen! quoth fhe,

I fee thy End approacheth near;

H)r heis gone away from thee,

L) Wiom thou didft love and hold fo dear:
I§ e then gone, and paffed by

©  Hearr prepare thyfelf ro dic!

Tho’ Reafon would thou thould’t forbear,
{ To ftop thy Hand wich bloody Stroke;
'?cr Fancy faid thau fouldt not fear,

ho terrer'd thee in Cupid’s Yoke:
{Come Death, quoth fhe, and end the Smart,
nd with thefe Words the pierc’d her Heart.

L L A D, intitled,
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' \Nhen Death had piercd the render Heare

' OF Dido, Carthagerian Qucen,

And bloody Kuite ended thie Smart,

i Wihich fhe inftained in wotnl Teens
A eas beas hipy'd and gone,

SN hott Flartery canfed ali ber Moan.

b B Stk S oty madey ek
& Andall Things huihid mournivlly s
e Body fite 1 Mould was Jaud,

U Whire e corfom’d fpecdily:
Fler $iters Tears her Tomb beftrew’d,
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Job AL 2 thoutha Sighs h’i:'fc‘ic.hia."- Pt
\,Tg nd every Sigh brought Fears amain,

ETJM where lie far the Plice was wer,
& | A if he'd fecir thofe Warg again :

'%’5( that the Queenwith Truth therefore,

¥

@5,1‘], Worthy Privee relate né more. 2 ‘?Hcr S thj &ty Gricf their Kindnefs thew’d.
%ﬂ’ darkfome Night apace grew on, Mhet was Aneas in an He 4

Lod twinkling Srarcin the Sky were fpread, | A Tin Greece, where he had livid a long Space,
& A he bis doleful Tale had rdfd, ‘Whereas her Stfter in fhort _ijc
x5 s every ene lay in their Bed, ‘ § Wraore to him his foul D_fn:,;race:
% Were they full fweetly rook their Reft, r n Phrafe of Lerter in her Mind,

& Savonly Dido’s boiling Brealt, iShe told him plain, be was uukind.

$Th filly Woman never {lept,

& brin her Chamber all alone,

£2 As1e unhappy always kepr,

g Lito the Walls the made her Mean,
Th fhe thould {i1ll defire in vain,

%3 Thehing that fhe could nor obtain,

" UFalfe-hearted Wretch, quoch the, thou art,
| And treach’roufly thou baft betray’d,
Unto thy Lure a gentle Heart,
“Which unto thee fuch Welcome made;
i' My Sifter dear, avd Carthage Jov,
{iWhofe Folly wreught her dire Annoy.
iiYﬁr on her Death-bed where fhe lay,
i+ She pray’d for thy Pofteriry,
\Befeeching God that every Day / .5{:7
e

' Might breed thee great Felicity; ¢
| Thus by thy Meaos 1 loft a Friend,

. UBeaven fend thice an untimely End, 1
i j :.-.- L ¢ : 7,
A /A,/leﬂ ';a’f/ w

g .
2 Anchus in Grief (he fpent the Night,
?' T ewinkling Stars from Skies were fled,
Anchabus with his glimmering Beams,
& Tro” miflty Clouds appeared red :
& Thelidings came to ker anon.
%Thall the Trojan Ships were gone,
]
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g When he thefe Lines full fraught with Gaul,
S Perafed had, and weigh’d them righe,
s lofty Courage then did fall,

g ~ Aund ltraigir appeared in his Sight,
%—ﬂ;@meu Dido’s Gholt, both grim and pale,

3 Which made this vailaot Soldier quell,

%3 Eneas, quorh this grifly Ghoft,
My whale Delight while [ did live,
g Thee of all Men I loved moft, :
%5 My Fancy and my Will did give :
For Entertatoment 1 thee gave,
2 Unthankfully thou dig'ft my Grave.

EThfref’orc prepare thy fleeting Soul,

g To wander wirh me in the Air,

EWI’WE deadly Grief fhall make it howl,
Becaufe of me thoa took’ no Care :

@ Delay no Time, thy Glafs is run,

& ['hy Day is palt, thy Death is come,

& O ffay a while thou lovely:Spiritd,

£2 =

Be not fo ready ‘to conve \ |
.gM}’ Soul into-cternal Nigh{ Ty ’ i
g Where ir fhall ne’er behold bright Day :
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Oh ! do not frown, thy angry Look
H_ath‘ made my Breath my Life forfopk

5
LN BT AT 541 vain, —
" And bootlefs is my difmal Ctyy e
gT]un'c will nogbe recall'd again,” L0
g Nor you furceafe before I die:
Qlet me live to make Amends,

Untofome of thy deatefl Friends.

P Bar feeing thou obdurate art,

% And wile not Pity to me fhew,
is;'[t‘:caulc from thee 1did depart,
P
@ Imuft ¢

And lefe unpa.id{‘;vhar I did owe;
ontent myfelf to take
3 Vhat Lot thou wilt with me partake, l;é :

W.

18
R T Y
rdin: ‘e Order.

@ind like one being in 2 Tra ce,
@ A Multitude of ugly Fief 5,
Phout this woful Prince did dance,
@ No Help he had of any Friends:
%-&115 Body they taok quite away,
Aad no Man knew brs dying Day,
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