








3 T HE
2+ ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH,
IN FOUR BOOKS.
FIRST PUBLISHED IN THE YEAR 1744,

BOOK L. AIR,
Davcnrer of Pron, queen of ev’ry joy,
Hygeia * | whofe indulgent fmile fuftains
‘The various race luxuriant Nature pours,
And on th” immortal effences beftows
Tmmortal youth, aufpicious O defecend
Thou cheerful Guardian of the rolling year!
Whether thou wanton'ft on the weflern gale
Or fhal’'ft the rigid pinions of the north,
Diffufelt lifc and vigour thro® the tracks
Of air, thro’ earth and ocean’s deep domain. ie
‘When thro’ the blue ferenity of heav'n
Thy pow’r approaches all the wafteful hoft
Of Pain and Sicknefs; fqualid and deform’d,
Confounded fink into the Joathfome gloom,
W here in deep Erebus involv’d the fiends X5
(Grow more profane. Whatever fhapes of death,

L2

* Hygeia the goddesof Health was, according tothe genea-
{()g):ﬂfll\e Heathen deities, the daupghter of Efculapius, whoas
well as Apollo was diftinguithed by the name of Pacon,






.BDUEI. ART OF PRESERVING HEALTII,

[ ¢ A heslthful mind the longelt to maintain.”
*Tis hard in {uch a ftrife of rules to chufe
The beft, and thofe of moft extenfive ufe;
Harder in ¢clear and aninated fong
Dry philnfophii:k Precepts to convey::
Vet with thy aid the fecret wilds I trace
OF Nature, and with darirg fteps proceed
Thro’ paths the Mafes never trod before.

Nor thould I wander doubtful of my way
Had I the lights of that fagacious mind
Which taughr to check ﬂ-.; peftilential fire
And quell the deadly Pythion of the Nile.

0 thou belov’d by all the graceful arts,

Thou long the fav’rite of the Healing Pow'rs,
Indulge O Mcnd! a welldefign’d Effay
Howe'er imperﬁ:&, and permit that T

My little knowledge with my country thare,
Till you the rich Afclepian ftores unlock,
And with new graces dignify the theme.

Ye who amid this fev’rifh world would wear

A body free of pain of cares a mind,

Fly the rank city, thun its turbid air,

‘Breathe not the chaos of eternal fmoke

And volatile corruption, from the dead,
- The dying, fick’ning, and the Living, sorld
'Il}.hal’d to fully Heay’n's tranfparent dome
‘With dim mortality. It isnot Air

~'That from a thoufand lungs recks back to thine,
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4% AR OF PRESERVING HEALTH: Book TIT.
=

He knows no laws by Hfcnlapius giv'n,
\He ftudies none; yet him nor midnight fogs

Infeft ner thofe envenom’d fhafts that fly 25
When rapid Sirius firesth” autumnal noon.

His habit pure with plain and temp’rate meals,
Robuft with labour, and by cuftom ficel'd

“T'o ev’ry cafualty of vary'dlife,

Serene he bears the Pecvx{h caftern blaft, 39
And uninfeéted breathes the mortal fouth.

Such the reward of rude and fober life,

OFf labour fuch. By Health the peafant’s toil

1s well repaid, if exercife were pain

Indeed and témp’rance pain. By arts like thefe
T.aconia nurs'd of old her hardy fons,

And Rome's unconquer’d legions urg’d their way
Wnhurt thre' ev'ry toikin eviry clime.

Toiland be frong. By toil the flaceid nerves
Grow. firm, and gais a more compacted tone; 40
The greener juices are by toil fabdu’d,

Mellow’d, and fubtiliz'd, the vapid old

Expell'd, and all the rancour of the blood.

Come my Companions! ye who fzel the charms

Of Nature and the year; come, let us ftray 45
Where chance or fancy leads our roving walk;
Come while the {oft voluptuous breezes fan

Fhe fleecy heav'ns, inwrap the limbs in balm,

And fhed a charming languor o’cr the fonl;

Nor when bright Winter fows with prickly froft 5o
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36 ART OF PRESERVING HEALTM. Bookili.

And mangled Confeioufuefs bemoans itfelf

For eyer torn; and chaos floating round.

What dreams prefage, what danger thefe or thofe ¢
Portend to fanity, tho’ prudent feers AXS
Reveal’d of old and men of deathlefs fame,

| %We would'not to the fuperftitious mind

Suggeltnew throbs, new vanities of fear:
*T'is oursito teach you fram the peaceful night

[0 banifh omens and all reftlefs woes. 429

In ftudy fome protraét the filent hours,

Which others confecrate toamirth and wine,
And fleeptill noon, and hardly live till night.
But furely this redeems not from the fhades
One houroflife. Nor'does it nought avail A28
What feafon you to drowfy Morpheus give
Ofth’ ever-varying circle of the day,

| Or whether thro' the tedious winter gloont
You tempt the midnight or theimorning damps.
The body frefh and vig’rous from repofe 430
Defies the early fogs, but by the toils

‘Of wakeful day exhaufted and unftrung

Wealkly refilks the night’s unwholefome breath.

The grand difcharge, th* effufion of the fkin,

Slowly impair’d, the languid maladies 435
Creep on, and thro’ the fick’ning fundions fteal ;
Aswhen'the chilling eaft invades the {pring

The delicate Narciffus pinesaway

1n he@ick langnor, and a flow difeafe
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Book LTI, ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH. 63

*'T'o Heav'nwith fuppliantrites theyfenttheinpray’ss;
Heay’n heard them not. Of ev’ry hope deprivid,
Fatigu’d with vain refources, and fubdu’d = 610
With woes refifilefs and enfeebling fear,
Paffive they funk beneath the weighty blow.

. Nothing but lamentable founds was heard,
Nor aught was feen but shallly viesvs of death.
Infectious horrour ran from face to face
And pale defpair. "Twas all the bus'nefs then
‘To tend the fick and in their turns to dic.

In heaps they felly and oft’ onebed they fay:
The fick'ning, dying, and the dead, contain’d.
Yeguardian Gods! onwhom thefatesdepend 620

Of tott’ring Albion, ye eternal Fires .

‘Thatlead thro” heav’n'the wand'ring year lye Pow'rs
That o’er th’ encircling elements prefide!

May nothing worf{e than what thisage has feen
Atrive { Enough abroad, enough at heme, 625
Has Albion bled. Here a diftemper'd heav'n

Has thinu’d her cities from thofe lofty cliffs

That awe proud Gaul to Thulcls winery reign,
‘While in the Weft beyond th*Atlanticlc foam

Her braveft fons, keen for the fight, have dy’d 630
‘The death of cowards and of common men,

Sunk void of wounds, and fall’n without renown.
But from thefe views the weeping Mufes turn,
And other themes invite may wand’ring fong. 634
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78, ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH, Book IF.

And in the hardy camp and toilfome march 2
Forget all fofter and lefs manly cares.

But moft, too paffive, when the blood runs low,®
Too weakly indolent to ftrive with pain, 163
And bravely by refifting conquer Fate,

Try Circe’s arts, and in the tempting bowl

Of poifon’d nedtar fveet oblivion fwill.

Struck by the pow’rful charm the gloom diffolves

In empty air; Elyfium opens round, 170
A pleafing frenzy buoys tlie lighten’d foul,

And fanguine hopes difpel your fleeting care,

And what was difficult and what wasdire

Yields to your prowels and fuperiour ftars:

The happieft you of all that e’er were mad, 175
Or are or {hall be, could this folly laft.

But foon your heav’n'is gone; a heavier gloom
Shuts o’er your head, and as the thunt Pring ftream.
Swolno’erits banks with fildden mountain rain
Sinks from its tumule to a filent brool, 180
So when the frantick raptures in your breaft

Subfide you languifl into mortal man;

You flecp, and waking find yourfelf undone :

For prodigal of life, in one rafh night 184
Youlavifh’d more than might fupport three days.
A heavy niorning comess your cares return

With tenfold rage. An anxions ftomach well

May be endur’d, fo may the throbbing head s

But fuch a dim delirium, fuch a dream,
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Inyolves you, fuch a daftardly defpair T90
Unmans your foul, as madd'ning Pentheus felt
‘When baited round Citheeron’s cruel fides
He faw two {uns and double Thebes afcend.
You curfe the fluggifh Port, you curfe the wretch,
The felon, with unnat’ral mixture ficlt 195
Who dar’d to violate the virgin wine,
Or on the fugitive Champaign you pour
A thoufand curles, for to heav’n it rapt
Your foul to plunge you deeper in defpair :
Perhaps you rue ev'n that divinelt gift, 200
‘The gay, ferenc, good natur’d, Burgundy,
Or the frefh fragrant vintage of the Rhine,
And wifh thae Heav'n from mortals had withheld
The grape and all intoxicating bowls. -
Befides, it wounds you fore to recolledt 208

‘What follies in your loofe unguarded hour
Efcap’d. For one irrevocable word,
Perhaps that meant no harm, you lofe a frwnd

~ Or in the rage of wine your hafty hand
Performsa deed to haunt you'to the prave: 210
Add that yourmeans, your health; your parts, decays
Your friends avoid you ; brutifhly transforim’d
They hardly know yous or if one remains
Towifh you well, he wifhes you'in hicav'n.
Delpis’d, unwep, you fall, who might have left 215
A facred, cherifh'd, fadly-pleafing, name,
A name fill tojbe atter'd with'a figh.
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