

















































































































.8 ORLANDO FURIOSO.  B. XXXL
And while we pine, with longing eyes disjoin’d 15
From objeéts ever prefent to the mind,

Refleétion tells, that abfence mufl improve

The dear deﬁght of meeting thofe we love:

"Tis thus, unrecompens’d, we can fuftain .
A length of fervice, while the hopes remain 20
That every year of loyal duty paft

Shall find, though late, its full reward at laft :
Remembrance ftill of once corroding cares,
Repulfe, difdain, all that a lover bears :
To rend his foul, gives joy a double zeft, 25
When joy renews the fun-thine of the breaft.

But if that plague, from hell’s dire manﬁbn brought‘,‘
Infeéts with deadly bane the fecret thought,
Thenceforth fhall pleafure woo the fenfe in Valn. o
All pleafure then corrupted turns to pain. 50 7
Lo! this the fatal ftroke, the venom’d wound, .

For which no falve, no medicine can be found.
Here nought avails—nor verfe, nor fage’s care,
Nor long obfervance of a kindly ftar:

Nor all th’ experienc’d charms approv’d of yore 35
By Zoroafter fkill'd in magxc lore.

Ver. 36. B_y Zaroq/}er

: _/1'111 d in magic lore, 1 Zoxoaﬂer, a kin
. of the Batrians,

famous for his knowledge in the occult feiences, :

O jealoufy!



. XXXL  ORLANDO FURIOSO. i

O jealoufy ! that every woe exceeds, '

And foon to death the wretched fufferer leads:

Thou canft with cruel falfehood reafon blind,

And burft the clofeft ties that hold mankind. - 40

O jealoufy! in whofe dire tempeft toft,

Has haplefs Bradamant each comfort loft !

I fpeak not here of thoughts that firft deprefs’d

With tender doubts and fears, her virgin breaft,

From what Hippalca and her brother faid; 45

But heavier tidings to her ears convey’d |

By later means; fuch tidings as in woe

Plung’d her more deep, which foon the Mufe fhall
thow. ’ :

But to Rinaldo now I turn the ftrain, :

Who led to Paris’ walls his martial train. 50

- Next day, at evening clofe, a knight they fpy’d

Advancing near, a damfel at his fide:

Black was his {urcoat, black his mournful fhield,

Save that a bend of argent crofs’d the field.

He Richardetto challeng’d to the courfe, 55

Who by his afpeét feem’d a chief of force ;

And he, who paus’d not, when to combat dar’d,

Wheel'd round his fteed, and for the tilt prepar’d.

Ver, 49 Bur to Rinaldo now~] He returns to Bradimant,
Book xxxij, VET, 714
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