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ON A
GROTTO near the THAMEs,

at TWICKENHAM,

Compofed of Marbles, Spars, and Minerals 1.
By Mr. PO PE.

HOU who fhalt fop, where Thames’ tranflucent wave
Shines a broad mirrour through the fhadowy cave,
‘Where lingering drops from mineral roofs diftill,
And pointed cryftals break the fparkling rill,

3 The improving and finithing this Grotto, was the favourite amufe-
roent of Mr. Pope’s declining years ; and the beauty of his poetic genius
ir. the d.fpufitivit and ornaments of this romantic recefs, appears to as
much 2dvant:; s in his bef-contrived Poems.—See his defcription of
1110 a wreer i s ward Blouat, Efg; vol. viii. of his works.

Vou. L, A Unpolifh’d

1
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Unpolifh’d gems no-ray on pride beﬁow,
- And latent metals innocently glow.: - -
Approach Great NaTuxe ftudioufly behoid !
. And eye the mine wnhou,t a wifh for gold.
Zi Approach Bui aweful ¥ Lo th’ }Egenanr" ‘grott
Ayhere, nebly- penfive, St. Jonn fate and ‘thought :
7 Where Britith fighs from dying Wynpuawm ftéle,

‘And the bright flame was fhot thro’ MarcHMONT’ s foul. -

Let fuch, fuch enly, tread this facred floor,
5‘ Who darc to iove thm country, and be poor.

~ - -

Tf&a@****e***e**a*****&***@%*@4****&*0**%*
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HYMN on SOLITUD.E.

By James Tromson, Efg; Author of the Seafons.

AIL, ever-pleafing Solitude !
Companion of the wife and good !
“But, ftém whofe holy, piercing eye,
“The herd of fools, and villains fly.
-Oh! how I love with theeto walltt
And liften to thy whifper’d talk ;

b AHuding to Numa’s projefting his fyftem of politicks ia this
Grott ; aflifted, as he gave cut, by the Goddefs ALgeria -

Yootk
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Which innocence, and truth imparts,
And melts the moft obdurate hearts.

A thoufand fhapes you wear with eafe,
And fill jn every thape you pleafe ;
Now rapt in fome myfterious dream,

A lone pliilofopher you feem ;

Now quick from hill to dale you fly,
And now you fweep the vauited ky, }
And nature triumphs in your eye :
Then ftrait again you court the fhade,
And pining hang the penfive head,

A fhepherd next you haunt the plain,
And wasble forth your oaten frain,

A lover now with all the grace

Of that fweet paffion in your face !
Then, foft-divided, you aflame

The gentle-looking Hertféord’s * bloom,
As, with her PurLomELA °, fhe,

(Her PrrLomera fond of thee)

Amid the long withdrawing vale,
Awakes the rival’d nightingale,

A thoufand fhapes you wear with eafe,
And #ill in every fhape you pleafe.

Thine is th’ unbounded breath of morn,
Juft as the dew-bent rofe is born ;

8 Afterwards Dutchefs of Somerfet.
» The celebrated Mrs, Elizabeth Rowe.

Az An;i
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And while meridian fervors beat
Thine is the woodland’s dumb retreat ;
But chief, when evening fcenes decay,
And the faint landfcape fwims away,
Thine-is the doubtful dear decline,
And that beft hour of mufing thine.
Defcending angels blefs thy train,
The virtues of the fage, and fwain ;
Plain Innocence in white array’d;
And Contemplation rears the head :
Religion with her awefal brow,
And rapt UraNiA waits on you.
Oh, let me pierce thy fecret cell !
And in thy deep recefles dwell :
For ever with thy raptures fir’d,
For ever from the world retir’'d ; .
Nor by a mortal feen, fave he
A Lycibas, or Lycon be.
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An O D E =~ 7
E OLU s$'s HARP"
Byth;$a;nc. ' |

. I.
Therial race, inhabitants of air ! ,
Who hymn your God amid the fecret grove;
Ye unfeen beings to my harp repair,
And raife majeftic ftrains, or melt in love.

: I
Thofe tender notes, how kindly they upbraid !
With what foft woe they thrill the lover’s heart !
Sure from the hand of fome unhappy maid,
Who dy’d of love, thefe fweet complainings part.

3 Zolus's Harp is a2 mufical infirument, which plays with the
wind, invented by Mr, Ofwald; its propertics are fully defcribed in
the Cattle of Indolence,

. Ag IIL. But
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III.
But hark | that firain was of a graver tone, - .- v
On the deep ftrings his hand fome hermit throws 3
Or he the Jfacred Bard ! ® who fat alone,
"In the drear wafte, and wept his people’s woes,

1v.
Such was the fong which Zien’s children fung,
When by Euphrates® ftream they made their plalnt H
And to fuch fadly folemn notes are firung =~ ‘
Angelic harps, to footh a dying faint,

v
Methinks I hear the full celeftial choir,

Thro’ heaven’s high deme their awefu] anthem reifs §
Now chanting clear, and now they all confpire

To fwell the lofty hymn, from praife to praife.

VI

Let me, ye wand’ring fpirits of the wind,

Who as wild Fancy prompts you touch the firing,
Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join’d,
For, ’till you ceafe, my Mufe forgets to fing,

b Jeremiah,

On
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On the Report of 2 Woonen Bripce to be
buile at Weftminfters,

" By the Same.

Y Rufus® hall, where Thames polluted flows,
Provok’d, the Genius of the river rofe,

And thus exclaim’d : — ¢¢ Have I, ye Britith fwains,

¢ Have I, for ages, lav’d your fertile plains ?

€ Given herds, and flocks, and villages increafe,

¢ And fed a richer than the Golden Fleece ?

¢« Have I, ye merchants, with each fwelling tide,

¢ Pour’d Afric’s treafure in, and India’s pride ?

<¢ Lent you the friit of every nation’s toil ?

“¢ Made every , climate your’s, and’ every foil ?

«¢ Yet pilfer’d from the poor, by gaming bafe,

¢¢ Yet muft 2 Wooden Bridge my wayes difgrace ?

«¢ ‘Tell not to foreign fireams the thameful tale,

¢ And be it pubh(h’d in no Gallic vale.”

He faid ;—and plunging to his cryftal dome, .

White o’er his head the ciscling waters foam.

alIn the pear 2737, the Commiflioners for building Weftminfter
Bridge came to a sefolution, that it fhould be conihuaed of timber, and

not of fane, As The
® .
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The Cuoice of HERCULES,
A P O E M,

I.
OW had the fon of Jove mature, attain’d
The joyful prime : when youth, elate and gay,
Steps into life ; and follows unreftrain’d
Where paffion leads, or prudence points the way.
In the pure mind, at thofe ambiguous years, ‘
Or vice, rank weed, firft ftrikes her pois’nous root ;
Or haply virtue’s op’ning bud appears
By juft degrees; fair bloom, of faireft fruit
Summer fhall ripen what the Spring began ;
Youth’s generous fires will glow more conftant in the man,

, IL
As on a day, refleting on his age
For higheft deeds now ripe, Alcides fought
Retirement ; nurfe of contemplation fage ;
Step following ftep, and thought fucceeding thought ;
Mufing,
®
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Mufing, with fteady pace the youth purfu’d
His walk ; and loft in meditation ftray’d
Farin a lonely vale, with folitade ,
Converfing ; while intent his-mind furvey’d .
The dubious path of life: before him lay
Here Virtue’s rough afcent; there Pleafure’s flow’ry way.
ML .
Much did the view divide hns wav’ring mmd :
Now glow’d. his. breaft with génerous thirft of fame 3
Now love of eafe-¢o fofter thaught inclin’d
His yielding foul, andrquench’d the rifing flame. -
When. lo! far off two female forms he fpies ;
Dire& to him their fteps they feem to bear :
Both large and tall, exceeding Human fize 5
Both, far exceeding human beauty, fair,
Graceful, yet each with different grace, they move :
This, firiking facred awe ; that fofter, winning love.’
- Iv.
The firft, in native dignity furpaft;
Artlefs and unadorn’d the pleas’d the more:
Health, o’er her looks, a genuine luftre caft;
A veft, more white than new-fall’n fnow, fhe wore,
Augut fhe trod, yet modeft was her air ;
Serene her eye, yet darting heav’nly fire,
Still fhe drew near ;. and nearer ftill more fair,
More mild appear'd : yet fuch as might infpire
Pleafure correéted with an aweful fear ;
Majeftically fweet, and amiably fevere.

-

V. The
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The other dame feem’d ev’n of fairer hue 3
Bat bold her mi¢n ;. wnguarded rov’d her eye:
And her fluflt’d cheeks confefs’d at nearer view
The borrow’d blufhes of an artfal dye. :
- All foft and delicate, with airy fwim
Lightly fhe danc’d along 3 her robe betray’d
Thto’ the clear texture every tender limb, '
Meight’ning the charms it only feem’d to fhade :
And as it flow’d adown, fo loofe and .thin, '
Her Rature iew'd more talt ; more faowy-white her dkin,
’ VL |
Oft with a fmile fhe view’d herfelf afkance ;
Ev’n on her fhade a confcious look fhe threw 3
Then all around her caft a carelefs glance,
To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew.
As they came near, before that other maid
Approaching decent, eagerly fhe preft :
With hatty ftep ; nor of repulfe afraid,
The wond’ring youth with fredom bland addreft 3
With winning fondnefs on his neck fhe hung
Sweet as the honey-dew floiv’d her enchanting tongue.

" VIL
¢¢ Pear Herctles, whence this unkmd delay ?
« Dear youth, what doubts can thusdiftratt thy mind?
¢ Securely follow, where I lead the way ;

¢¢ And range through wilds of pleafure unconfin’d.
« With
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¢ With me retire, from noife, and pain, and care,
¢t Embath’d in blifs, and wrapt in endlefs eafe :
“ kough is the road to fame, thro’ blaod and war ;
¢« Smooth is'my way, and all my paths are peace.
¢« With me ret.lre, from toils and perils free ; .
-¢f Leave hononr {o the wretch! Plea.ﬂxres were made for thee,
vitt,
« Then will [ grant thee all thy foul’s defire
¢ All that may charm thine ear, and pleafe thy f ght°
¢ All that thy tbought can frame, or with require,
# Tq fteep tf)y ravifh’d fenfes in delight. "
«¢"T'he fumptuous feaft, enhanc’d with mufic’s found;
¢ Fitteft to tune the melting foul to love :
<« Rich adours, breattiing choiceft fweets arpund 3
¢ The fragrant bew’r, cool foyntain, thady grove :
v Frafh flowers, to frew thy céuch, and ¢crown thy head ;
¢ Joy fhall amnd»thy fteps, and eafe fhall fmooth thy bed.
IX,
¢ Thefs will I, freely, conftantly {upply ;
¢¢ Pleafsres, nbt earn’d with toil, ner mixt with woe 2
¢ Far from thy reft repining want thall 8y ;
¢¢ Nor labour bathe in fiveat thy careful brow.
¢¢ Mature the copious harveit fhall be thine ;
¢ Let the ftrong hind fubdue the ftubborn foil :
¢ Leave the rafh foldier fpoils of war to win ;
* Won by the foldier thou fhalt fhare the fpoil :
<¢ Thefe fofter cares my blett allies employ,
¢ New pléaﬁu'es to invent; to wdh and to enjoy.”
X. The
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X.
"The youth her winning voice attentive caught 5
He gaz’d impatient on the fmiling maid ;
~ Still gaz’d, and liften’d: then her name befought :
_ ** My name, fair youth, is Happinefs, fhe faid. -
¢¢ Well can my friends this envy’d truth maintain :
¢¢ They fhare my blifs ; they beft can fpeak my praife :
" ¢¢ Tho’ Slander call me Sloth—detra&tion vain !
¢ Heed not what Slander, vain detra&or, fays :
¢ Slander, fill prompt true merit to 'defame 3
s¢ Toblot the brighteft worth, and blaft the faireft name.”

T

XI. !
By this, arriv’d the fair majeftic maid :
(She all the while, with the fame modeft pace,

Compos’d, advanc’d.) < Know, Hercules,” fhefaid .

With manly tone, ¢ thy birth of heav’nly race;
¢ Thy tender age that lov’d Inftru&ion’s voice,
¢ Promis’d thee generous, patient, brave, and wife ;
¢“When manhood fhould confirm thy glorious choice :
¢¢ Now expeftation waits to fee thee rife.
¢ Rife, youth! exalt thyfelf, and me: approve .
¢¢ Thy high defcent from heav’n ; and dare be worthy Jove.

XIL
**But whattruth prompts, my tongue fhall not difguife ;
¢ The fieep afcent muft be with toil fubdu’d :
¢ Watchings and cares muft win the lofty prize
.*¢ Propos’d by heav’n ; true blifs, and real good.
¢« Honour
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<« Honour rewards the brave and bold alone ;
«¢ Sheé fpurns the timorous, indolent, and bafe::
¢ iDangér and toil fand ftern before her throne :
¢ And guard (fo Jove cominands). the facred place.
¢¢ Who fecks her muft the mighty coft fuftain, '
<! And pay the price of fame ; labour, and care, and pain.
' XIII. '
¢« Would’ft theu engage the gods peculiar care?
¢ O Hercules, th’ immortal pow’rs adore!
¢¢ With a pure heart, with facrifice and pray’r
¢ Attend their altars ; and their aid implore.. -
*¢ Or would’ft thou gain thy country’s loud applaufe,
¢¢ Lov'd as her father, as her god ador’d ?
¢¢ Be thou the bold affertor of her caufe :
¢¢ Her voice, in council ; in the fight, her fword.
. *¢ In peace, in war, purfue thy country’s good :
¢¢ For her,bare thy bold breaft ; and pour thy generous blood,
o XIV. .
«Would’ftthou,toquellthe proud and lift th’opprett,
¢¢ In arts of war and matchlefs ftrength excel ?-
- ¢ Firf conquer thou thyfclf. To eafe, to reft,
¢« To each foft thought of pleafure, bid farewel,
¢ The night, altesnate due to fweet repofe,
*¢ In watches wafte’; in painful march, the day:
" ¢ Congeal’d, amidtt the rigorous winter’s fnows 3
‘¢ Scorch’d, by the fummer’s thirt-inflaming ray.
¢ Thy harden’d limbs fhall boaft fuperior might;
«¢ Vigour fhall brace thine arm, refitlefs in the fight.”
XV. ¢ Hear't
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<Hear'ftthou, what mopfters then thou maft engage ?
.- (Abrupt fays Sloth,) *“ what toils fhe bids thee prove ?
¢ What endlefs toils ? Ill fic thy tender age
¢¢ "Tumult and war; -fit 3ge, for joy and love.
¢ Turn, gentle yquth, to me, to love and joy!
¢¢ To thefe I lead : no monfters here fhall ftay
¢ Thine eafy coprfe ; no cares thy peace annoy ¢
4¢ I Jead to-blifs a nearer, fmeother way.
¢¢ Short is my way ; fair, eafy, fmooth, and plain :
¢ Tun, gentle youth ! With me, eternal pleafures reign.”
XVI.
«¢ What pleafures, vain miftaken wretch, are thinel
(Virtee with fcorn reply’d:) ¢ who.fleep’ft in eafe
¢« Infenfate ; whofe foft limbs the toil decline
¢ "That feafons blifs, and makes enjoyment pleafe,
¢ Draining the copious bowl, ere thirft require ;
¢ Feafting, ere hunger to the feaft invite :
¢¢ Whofe taftelefs joys anticipate defire 5
¢¢ 'Whom luxury fupplies with appetite :
¢ Yet nature loaths ; and thoa employ’#t in vain
¢ Variety and art to conquer her difdain.

XVII.
¢¢ The fparkling neftar, cool’d with fummer fnows
¢ The dainty board, with choiceft viands fpread ;
¢ To thee are taftelefs all! Sincere repofe
. ¥ Flies from thy flowr’y couch, and downy bed.
ss For
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«« For thou art only tit’d with indolence:
¢« Norfleep with felf-rewarding toil haft bought 3
¢ Tig"imperfetfleep, :that lulls thy languid fenfe
<« 'Tn dulb oblivious interval of thought :
« That hindly fieals th® inaflive hours away
4 From thelong, ling’ring fpace; that lengthensout the day.
AVIIL .
¢¢ From bounteous-hature’s saexhaufied ftores
¢¢ Flows the pure fountain of ncere delights :
¢ Averfe from her, you wafle the jeylefs-honrs 5
¢¢ Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy mights
¢¢ Immortal though thou art, indignant Jove
¢¢ Hurl’d thee from heaven, th’immortals blifsful place;
¢ _For ever banifh’d from the realms above,
¢¢ Tadwell on earth, with man’s degenerate races
¢« Fitter abode ! On earth alike difgrac’d ;
¢¢ Rejelted by the wife, and by the fool embrac’d,
XIX. :
«¢ Fond wretch, that vainly weeneft all delight
¢ To gratify the fenfe referv’d for thee!
¢¢ Yet the moft pleafing object to the fight,
¢¢ Thine own fair a&ion, never didft thou fee.
¢¢ Though lull’d with fofteft founds thou liet along 3
- ¢ Soft mufic, warbling voices, melting lays ;
“*Ne’er did’ft thonhiear, morefiweet than fweeteft fong
¢¢ Charming the foul, thou ne’er didit hear thy praife ¢
¢¢ No—to thy revels let the fool repair :
«¢ Te fuch, gomooth thy fpeech ; and fpread :hynmptmg
¢¢ {nare, )
3 ) ’ XX, ¢ Vag
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S XX e
¢¢ Vaft happinefs enjoy-thy gay aHies ! -
¢ A youth, of follies’; an old age, of cares ¢
¢ Young, yet enérvate ; old, yet never wife's
¢¢ Vice waftes their vigour, and their mind impairs,
¢ Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtlefs eafe
¢¢ Referving woes for age their prime they fpend ;
¢ All wretched, hopelefs, in the evil days: '
«¢ With forrow to the verge of life they tend.
-¢¢ Griev’d with the prefent ; of the paft atham'd :
«¢ Theylive, and are defpis’d : they die, nor more are nam’d.

XXI.
«¢ But with the gods, and god-like men, I dwell :
¢ Me, his fupreme delight, th’ almighty Sire
-« Regards well-pleas’d : whatever works excel,
¢ All or divine or human, I infpire. ~ .

¢¢ Counfel with ftrength, and induftry with art,

<« In union meet canjoin’d, with me refide : '
¢¢ My diftates arm, infiru&, and mend the heart;

¢ The fureft policy, the wifeft guide.

¢« With me, true friendfhip dwells ; the deigns to bind
e Thofc generous fouls alone, whom I before have join’d,

- XXII.
se Nor need my friends the variaus coﬁly fea!t P
«¢_Hunger to them th’ effects of art fupplies 3
¢ Labour prepares their weary limbs to reft 3
- s Sweet is theirfleep: light,chearful, frong theyrife.
¢¢ Thre’
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¢t Thro’ health, thro’ joy, thro’ pleafure and renows
¢ They tread my paths ; and by a foft defcent,
. € At length to age all gently finking down,
*¢ Look back with tranfport on a life well-fpent :
¢¢ In which, no hour flew unimprov’d away ;
¢ In which, fome generous deed diftinguifh’d every day.
XXIII.
«¢ And when, the deftin’d term at length compleat,
¢¢ 'Their. athes reft in peace ; eternal Fame
¢« Sounds wide their praife : triumphant over fate,
¢¢ In facred fong, for ever lives their name.
¢« This, Hercules, is happinefs ! Obey
€¢ My voice; and live. Let thy celeftial birth
<« Lift, and enlarge thy thoughts. Behold the way
st That leads to fame ; and raifes thee from earth
<¢ Immortal ! Lo, I guide thy fteps. Arife,
¢¢ Purfue the glorious path; and claim thy native fkies,”
XXIV.
Her words breathe fire celeftial, and impart
New vigour to Lis foul, that fudden canght
The generous flame : with great intent his heart
Swells full ; and labours with exalted thought : -
The mift of error ftom his eyes difpell’d,
‘Through all her fraudful arts in cleareft light
Sloth in her native form he now beheld ;
Unveil’d, the flood confeft before his fight ;
Falfe Siren !—All her vaunted charms, that fhone
So frefh erewhile, and fair : now wither’d, pale, and gone,
Vor. III. B XXV. No
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R - XXV.
‘No more; the rofy bloom in {weet difguife
" Mafks her diffembled looks : eath bbrtow'd giace
, “Leaves her wan clieek ; pale ficknefs clouds et eyes
Livid dnd funk, and paffions dim ket face. '
As when fair Ifis has awhile difplay’d -
Her watry arch, with gaudy painture gay ;
While yet we gaze, the gloricus coldurs fade,
And from our wonder gently fteal away :
*Where fhone the beauteous phantom erft fo bright,
Now lowers the low-Hing cloud ; all gloomiy to te fight.

. XXVL o
But Virtue more engagmg all the while
Dxfclos’d new charms ; more lovely, more fergne 3
Beammg fweet mﬁuence. A mxlder fmxle
- Soften’d the terrors of her lofty mien. . .
« Lead, goddefs, I'am thine ! (tranfported cry’d
Alcides :) ¢ O propmous pow’r, thy way
¢ Teach me! poffefs my foul ; be thou my guide :
. ¢¢ From thee, O never, never let me ftray 17
Whlle ardent thus the youth his vows addrefs’d ;
With all the goddefs fill’d, already glow’d his breaft.

. XXVIL
'I‘hé heavenly maid, with-ftrength divirte endu’d
His daring foul ; there all her pow’rs combin’d ;
Firm conftancy, undaunted fortitude, - :
Bnduring patience; am’d his mighty mind.
. Unmmov'd
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Unmov’d in toils, in dangers undifmay’d,
By many 2 hardy deed and bold emprize,
From fierceft monfters, through her pow’rful a1d
He freed the earth : through her he gain’d the fkies.
*Twas Virtue plac’d him in the bleft abode ; -
Crown’d with eternal youth ; among the Gods; 2 God.

R RO OO DIHORION
An O D E.
'TO THE -
" Prosrt of GREAT BRITAIN.

In Imitafién of the Sixth O b’ of the Third Bock of
’ HorAceE.

Written in 1746,

' I :
RITON! the thunder of the wrath divire,
L Due tothyfatherscrimes, and long with-held from thine,
Shall burft with tenfold rage on thy devoted head 3
Unlefs with confcious terrors aw’d,
By meek, heart-ftruck repentance led,
Suppliant thou fall before th’ offended God :
If haply yet thou may’ft avert his ire ;
Aund ftay his arm out-ftretch’d to launce the avenging fire.
B2 ‘ 1. Did

'
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II. o
Did not high God of old ordain,
When to thy grafp he gave the fcepter of the main,
That empire in this favour’d land,
Fix’d on religion’s folid bafe fhould ftand ?
- When from thy ftruggling neck he broke
" 'Th’ inglorious, galling, papal yoke,
Humbled the pride of haughty Spain,
And freed thee by a woman-hero’s hand ;
He then confirm’d the firong decree :
¢¢ Briton, be virtuous and be free ;
¢ Be truth, beé {anétity thy guide :
_ ¢ Be humble ; fear thy God ; and fear thou none befide.”
IIL '
Oft has th’ offended Pow’r his rifing anger fhown 2
Led on by his avenging hand
Rebellion triumphs in the land : {thrown.
Twice have her barbarous fons our war-train’d hofts o’er-
They fell a cheap inglorious prey ;
Th’ ambitious vitor’s boaft was half fuppreft,
While lieav’n-bred fear, and wild difmay,
Unman’d the warrior’s heart, and reign’d in every breaft.

. IV,
Her arms to foreign lands Britannia bore 3
Her arms, aufpicious now no more !
With frequent conquefts where the fires were crown’d 3

The fons ill-fated fell, and bit the hoftile ground : The
N ¢
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"The tame, war-trading Belgian fled, .
While in his caufe the Briton bled :
The Gaul ftood wond’ring at his own fuccefs ;
Oft did his hardieft bands their wonted fears confefs,
Struck with difmay,and meditating flight 3
While the brave foe fill urg’d th’ unequal fight,
While WirL1am with his Father’s ardour fir'd,
Throughall th’ undaunted hoft the generous flame infpic’d?
V. ’
But heavier far the weight of fhame
That funk Britannia’s naval fame :
In vain fhe fpreads her once-victorious fails 3
Or fear, or rathnefs, in her chiefs prevails ;
And wildly thefe prevent, thofe bafely fhun the fight ;
Content with humble praife, the foe
Avoids the long-impending blow ;
Imgproves the kind efcape, and triumphs in his flight.

VL
The monftrous age, which ftill increafing years debafe,
Which teems with unknown crimes, and genders new dif-
Firft, unreftrain’d by honour, faith, or thame, [grace,
Confounding every facred name,
The hallow’d nuptial bed with lawlefs luft profan’d :
Deriv’d from this polluted fource
The dire corruption held its courfe
Threugh the whole canker’d race, and tainted all the land.
B3 VIL. The
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VIL .
The rip’ning maid is vers’d in every dangerous art,
That ill adorns the form while it corru pts the heart 5 .
Pradis’d to drefs, to dance, to play,
In wanton matk to lead the way,
To move the pliant limbs, to roll the Iurin_g eye;
With folly’s gayeft partizans to vye
"In empty noife and vain expence 3
“To celebrate with flaunting air
The midnight revels of the fair ;
Studious of every praife, but virtue, truth, and fenfe,

VIIIL.
Thus leflfon’d in intrigue her early thought i improves,
Nor meditates in vain forbidden loves :
Soon the gay nymph in Cyprus’ train fhall roye
Free and at large amidft th’ Tdalian grove ;
Or haply jealous of the voice of fame,
Matk’d in the matron’s fober name,
With many a well-diffembled wile
The kind, convenient hufband’s care beguile ;
More deeply vers’d in Venus® myfic lore,
Yet for fuch meaner arts too lofty and {ublime,
The proud, high-born, patrician whore,
Bears unabath’d her front ; and glories in her crime.
IX.
Hither from city and from court
The votaries of love refort ;
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'The rich, the great, the gay, and the fevere ;
The penfign’d architeét of laws ;.
The patriot, Joud in virtue’s caufe ;
, Proud of imputed worth, the peer :
Regardlefs of his faith, his country, or his name,
He pawns his honour and gftate ;
Nor reckons at how dear a rate
He purchafes difeafe, and fervitude, and fhame.
: X. :
Not from fuch daftard fires, to eyery virtue loft,
Sprung the brave youth which Britain once could boaft :
Who curb’d the Gaul’s ufurping fway,
Who fwept th’ unnumber’d hofts away,
In Agincourt, and Crefly’s glorious plain;
Who dy’d the feas with Spanith blood,
Their vaigly-vaunged fleets fubdu’d,
And fpread the mighty wreck o’er all the vanquifh’d main.
XI.
No—’twas a generous race, by worth tranfmiffive known :
In their bold breaft their fathers fpirit glow’d :
In their pure veins their mothers virtue flow’d :
They made hereditary praife their own.
The fire his emulous offspring led
The rougher paths of fame to tread ;
The matron train’d their fpotlefs youth
In honour, fan&ity, and truth ;
Form’d by th’ united parents care,
The fons, tho’ bold,were wife; thedau ghters chafte, tho? fair.
B4 XII. How

-~
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XII.
How Time, all-wafting, ev’'n the worft impairs,
And each foul age to dregs ftill fouler runs !
Our fires, more vicious ev’n than theirs,
Left us, ftill more degenerate heirs,
To fpawn a bafer btood of monfter-breeding fons.
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P §S Y C H E:
Or, The GREAT METAMORPHOSIS,

A POEM, written in Imitation of SpENsER.
ByDr. GLosTER RibpLEY 3

, L .
W HE Il{ E early Pheebus fheds his milder beams,
The happy gardens of Adonis lay :
There Time, well pleas’d to wonne, a youth befeems.
Ne yet his wmgs were fledg’d, ne locks were grey ;
Round

2 Dr. Glofter Ridley was collaterally defcended from Dr. Nicholas
Ridley, bithop of London, who was burnt in the reign of Queen Mary
He was born at fea in the yéar 1702, on board the Gloucefter Eaft India-
man, to which circumftance he was indebted for his chriftian name. He
received his education at Winchefter fchool, and from thence was ele&t-
ed to a fellowthip at New College, Oxford, where he proceeded B. C. L.
April 29, 1729. He foon afterwards entered into holy orders, and was
appointed chaplain to the Eaft India Company at Poplar: to this trifling

prefermeat
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Round him in fweet accord the Seafons play
‘With fruites and bloffoms meint, in goodly gree 3
And dancing hand in hand rejoice the lea.
Sick gardens now no mortal wight can fee,

Ne mote they in my fimple verfe defcriven be.

1L !

‘The temper’d clime full many a tree affords ;
Thofe many trees bluth forth with ripen’d fruite ;
The blufhing fruite to feaft invites the birds ;
‘The birds with plenteous feaits their ftrength recruites
And warble fongs more fweet than thepherd’s flute.
The gentle ftream that yoll’d the ftones among,
Charm’d with the place, almoft forgot its fuite ;
But lift’ning and refponding to the fong,

Loit’ring, and winding often, murmured elong.

1L

Here Panacea, here Nepenthe grew,
Here Polygon, and each ambrofial weed ;
Whofe vertues could decayed health renew,
And, anfwering exhaufted nature’s need,

preferment were added a fmall college-living in Norfolk, and the dona-
tive cf Romford ip Efiex ; all which togethef, amounted to a very in-
confiderable income, In 1768 he was prefented to a g bend in
the cathedral church of Salifbury, by Archbifhop Secket, who likewife
conferred on him the degree of doftor of divinity. After a ufeful, labo-
rioys, and exemplary life, he died the 3d of November 1774, and was
biried at Poplar ; where an infcription is placed over his tomb, written
by his friend Dr. Lowth, the prefent bifhop of London,

Mote
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Mote eath a mortal to immortal feed. .
Here lives Adonis in unfading youth ;'
Celeftial Venus grants him that rich meed,
And him {uccetlive evermore renew’th,
In recompence for all his faithful love and truths

1v.

Not fhe, I ween, the wanton queen of love,

All buxom as the waves from whence the rofe, -

With her twin fons, who idly round her rove,

One Eros hight, the other Anteros ;

Albeit brothers, different as foes :

This fated, {u'len, apt for bickerment ;
. ‘That hungry, eazcr, fit for dernng-does.

That flies before, with fcorching flames ybrent s
This foll’wmg douts thofe flames with peevnfh difcontent.

V.
Celeftial Venus does fuch ribaulds thun,
Ne dare they in her purlues to be feen ;
But Cupid’s torch, fair mother’s faireft fon,
Shines with a fieady unconiuming theen ;
Not fierce, yet bright, coldnefs and rage between.
‘The backs of lyons feiloneft he ftrod ;
And lyons tamely did them{elves amene ;
On nature’s wild full fov'reignly he rod;
led natures, chang’d, confefs’d the mild puiffant god,

A beau-
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VI.

A beauteous Fay, or heav’n-defcended fpright,

Sprung from her fire, withouten female’s aid,

(As erft Minerva did) and Pfyche hight,

In that inclofure happy fojourn made,

No art fome heel’d uncomelynefs betray’d,

But Nature wrought her many-colour’d ftole 3

Ne tarnifh’d Jike an Athiopian maid,

‘Scorch’d with the funs that ore her beauties roll ;
Ne faded like the dames who bleach beneath the pole.

. " VIL
Nor thame, nor pride of borrow’d fubftance wrought
Her gay embroidery and ornament :
But fhe who gave the gilded infeft’s coat
Spun the foft filk, and fpread the various teint:
The gilded infe&’s colours yet were feint
“To thofe which nature for this fairy wove.
Our granpams thus with difPrent dies befprent,
Adorn’d in naked majefty the grove,

Charm’d oyrgreatfires, and warm’d our frozen clime tolove,
/

VIIIL.
On either fide, and all adown her back,
With many a ring at equal diftance plac’d,
Contrary to the reft, was heben black,
With fhades of green, quick changing as fhe pafs'd 5
: All
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Al were on ground-work of bright gold orecafty
The black gave livelood to the greenith hoe, -
The green #ill deep’d the heben ore it lac’d ;
The gold, that peep’d atween and then withdrew,
Gave luftre to them both, and charm’d the wond’ring view,

X,

It feem’d like arras, wrought with cunning &kill,
Where kindly meddle colours, light, and fhade 2
Here flows the flood ; there rifing wood or hill
Breaks off its courfe ; gay verdure dies the mead,
The fiream, depeinten by the glitt’rand braid,
Emong ¢he hills now winding feems to hide 5
Now fhines unlook’d for through the op’ning glade,
Now in full torrent pours its golden tyde ;

Hills, woods, and meads refrefh’d, rejoicing by its fide,

X.
Her Capid lov’d, whom Pfyche lov’d again.
He, like her parent and her belamour,
Sought how fhe mote in fickernefs remain,
From all malengine fafe, and evil ftour.
¢ Go, tender coffet, faid he, forray ore
¢ Thefe walks and Iawnds ; thine all thefe bufkets are;
¢ Thine every fhrub, thine every fruite and flower :
¢ But oh! [ charge thee, love, the rofe forbear ;
‘¢ For prickles fharp do arm the dang’rous rofiere.

9 : XI. Prickles
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. XI.
e Prickles will pain, and pain will banith love s
¢ [ charge thee, Piyche, then the rofe forbear.
“ %y hed faint and fick, thy languors to remove,

_ ¢ To yon ambrofial thrubs and plants repair 3

¢ Thou weeteft not what med’cines in them are:

¢ What wonders follow their repeated ufe

¢« N’ote thy weak fenfe conceive, Thould I declare;

«¢ Their Jabour’d balmi, and well-conco@ed juice,

New life, new forms, new thews, new joys, new worlds
- [prodace.
, XilI.

¢ Thy term:of tryal paft with conftancy,

¢ That wimpling flongh fhall fall like filth away ;

¢¢ On pinions broad, uplifted to the kie,

¢ Thou fhalt aftert, thy ftranger felf furvey. - -

¢ Together, Pfyche, will we climb and play 3

¢ Together wander through the ficlds of air,

¢« Beyond where fuhs and moons mete night and day.

¢« I charge thee, O my love, rhe rofe forbear,

sIf thou wou!dft icathe avoid. Pfyche,forewarn’d, beware4™

XL
¢¢ How fweet thy words to my enchanted ear !
(With grateful, modeft confidence the faid)
¢ If Cupid fpeak, I could for ever hear;
“ Truft me, my love, thou fhalt be well obey’d.
. Whaﬁ
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¢¢ What rich purveyance fof me hatt.thou made,
«¢ The prickly rofe alone denied ! the reft
«¢ In full indulgence giv’n ! *twere to upbraid
¢« To doubt compliance with this one requeft :
¢ How fmall, and yet how kind, Cupid, is thy behealt !

XIV.

s¢.And is that kindnefs made an argument

¢ To raife me ftill to higher fcenes of blifs 2

¢¢ Is the acceptance of thy goodnefs meant
. ¢ Merit in me for farther happinefs ?

¢¢ No merit and no argunient, I wifs,

¢< Is there befides in me unworthy maid :

¢ Thy gift the very love I bear thee is.

¢ Truft me, my love, thou fhalt be well obey’d'3
- ¢ To doubt compliance here, Cupid, were to upbraid.”

Xv.
* Withouten counterfefaunce thus the fpoke ;
Unweeting of her frailty, Light uprofe
- Cupid on eafy wing : yet tender look,
And oft reverted eye on her beftows ;
Fearful, but not diftruftful of her vows.
And mild regards fhe back refleéts on him:
With aching eye purfues him as he goes :
With aching heart marks each diminith’d limb 3
*Till indiftin&, diffus’d, and loft in air he feem.

10 XVI. He
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XVIL-
He went to fet the watches of the eaff,
That none mote rufh ia with the tyde of wind ;
. He went to Venus to make fond requeft
From flefhly ferm to loofen Pfyche’s mind,
And her eftfoons tranfmew. She forlore pin’d;
And mov’d for folace to the glafly lake,
To view the charms that had his heart entwin’d.
She faw, and blufth’d, and fmil’d ; then inly fpake :
¢¢ Thefe charms I cannot chufe but love, for Cupid’s fake.*

' XVIL S
But fea-born Venus *gan with envy ftir '
At bruite of their great happinefs ; and fought
How fhe mott wredk her fpiglit : then call’d to hef -

" Her fons, and op’d what rankled in her thought;
Afking who’d venture ore the mounds to vau’t
To breed them fcathe unwares ; to damp thé joy

. Of blifsful Venus, orto bring to nought
The liefeit purpofe of her darling boy,

Or urgé them both their minion Pfyche to deftroy.

, XVUL
Eros recul’d, and noul’d the work atchieve.
“¢ Bold is th’ attempt, faid he, averfe from love :
¢¢ If love inifpifes I could derreign to reave
€¢ His fpear from Mars, his levin-brond from Jove.*
: Him
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Him Anteros, fneb’d furly. ¢ Gallefs dove !
¢« Than love’s, {pight’s mightier prowefs underftond $
" e If {pight infpires I dare all dangers prove:
¢ And if fuccefsful, ftand the lévin:brond,
¢« When hurlen angry forth from Jove’s avenging hond,”

XIX.
He faid, and defly t'wards the gardens flew ;
Horribly {fmiling at his foul emprife.
..When, nearer ftill and nearer as he drew,
tnfufferable brightnefs wounds his eyes
Forth beaming from the cryftal walls ; he tries
Arrear to move, averted from the. blaze,
But now no longer the pure =ther buoys
His groffer body’s difproportion’d peaze ; ‘
Down drops,plumb fromlus tow’ring path, the treacher bafe.
, - XX .
8o ore Avernus, or the Lucrine lake, .
The wiftlefs bird purfues his purpos’d flight :
Whether by vapours noy’d that thenceforth break,
Or elfe deferted by an air too light,
Down tumbles the fowl headlong from his height.
So Anteros aftonied fell to ground,
Provok’d, but not accoid at his ftraunge plight.
He rofe, and wending coafts it round and round
To find unguarded pafs, hopelefs to leap the mound.

XXI. As
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XXI.
Ason the margin of a ftream he ftood,
Slow rolling from that paradife within,
A fnake’s out-cafe untenanted he view’d :
Seizing the fpoil, albe it worthlefs been,
He darts himfelf into the vacant fkin.
In borrow’d gear, th’ exulting lofel glides,
Whofe faded hues with joy flufh bright again ;
Triumphant ore the buoyant flood he rides;
And fhoots th’ important gulph, bom on the gentle tydes;

XXII.
8o fhone the brazen gates of Babylon ;
Armies in vain her muniments affail :
8o firong, no engines could them batter down :
So high, no ladders could the ramparts fcale;
So flank’d with tow’rs, befiegers n’ote avail ;
So wide, fufficient harvefts they enclofe :
- But where might yields, there fratagems prevail,
Faithlefs Euphrates through the city flows,
And through his channel pours the unexpefted foes;

XXIII.
He fails along in many a wanton fpire ;
Now floats at length, now proudly rears his creft :
His fparkling eyes and fcales, inftin&t with fire,

With fplendor as he moves, the waves ore keft : ‘
Vox. IIL c And

;-
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And the waves gleam beneath his flaming breaft.

As through the battle, fet in full array,

When the fun walks in radiant brightnefs drefs’d ;.

His beams that on the burnith’d helmets play,
The burnifh’d helms refle&, and fpread waufoal day.

XXI1V.

"So on he fares, and flately wreathe about,

In femblance like & feraph glowing bright :

But without terror flafh’d his lightning out,

More to be wonder’d at, than to affright.

The backward ftream foon led the matker right

To the broad lzke, where hanging ore the flood

{Narciffus like, enamour’d with the fight

Of his own beauties) the fond Pfyche food, -
"Fo mitigate the pains of lonely widowhoed,

XXV.

Unkenn’d of her, he raught th’ embroider’d baok 5

And through the tangled flourets weft afide

To where a rofiere by the river dank,

Luxuriant grew in all its blowing pride,

Not far from Pfyche ; arm’d with fcaly hide

He clamb the thorns, which no imprefion make ;

His glitt’ring length, with all its folds untied,

Plays floating ore the buth; then filence brake,
And thus the nymph, aftonifh’d at.his fpeech, befpake.

3 XXVI. 'O faireft,
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XXVI.
e O faireft, aud moft excellent compleat
“Inall perfeé‘uons, fov" relgn queen of natpre'
¢ The whole creation bowmg at thy feet
¢ Suhmiffive pays thee homage ! wond’rous creature,

. ¢ If aught created thou! for every feature

[{

(1]

.* ¢ Speaks thee a Goddefs iffped from the fkie ;

¢ Oh! let nat me offend, unbidden wajter,
¢« At aweful diftance gazjng thus ! But why
Should gazing thus offend 2 or haw pnhidden 12

XXVH.
o The fun that wakes thofe flourets from their bcd.x.
“ Or qpes thefe huds by his foft influence,
«¢ Is nqt.offanded .that they peep their heads,
¢ And fhew they feel his pow’s by theit quick fenfe,
¢« Off’ring at his command, their fweet incenfe 3
¢« Thus I, drawn here, by thy enliv’ning rays,
¢¢ (Call not intrufion my obedience !)
¢« Perforce, yet willing thrall, am come to gaze,
To pay my homage meet, and bafk in beauty’s.blaze.”

XXVIII.

Amaz’d fhe flood, nor could recover foon :

From contemplation fuddenly abraid :
Stasting at fpeech mmfug yet the tune
Stmok footly on her oargand concert made
- Ca With
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With her own thoughts. Nor with lefs pleafure ftray’d
Her eyes delighted o’er his gloﬂ'y fkin ; :
Yet frighted at the thorn on which he play’d :

Pleafure with horror mixt! fhe hung between
Sufpended yxelds, recoxls, uncertain wherc to lin.

: XXIX. .
At length fhe fpokc «¢ Reptile, no charms I know
¢« Such as you mention : yet whate’er they are, =
¢¢ (And nill I'leflen what the gods beftow) :
¢¢ Their is the gift, and be the tribute their !
¢< For them thefe beauties I improve with care,
€ Intent on them alone from eve to morn. -
.¢¢ Bat reed me, reptile,’ whence this wonder rare,
¢ That thot haft fpeech, 23 if to reafon born ?
«¢?And how; unhurt you fport on that forbidden thorn #”
- Sl XXX, .
«¢\Say, why forbidden thorn ? the foe replied :
¢¢ To every reptile, every infec free,
¢ Has malice harfh to thee alone denied -
¢¢ The fragrance of the rofe enjoy’d by me "’
—T'was love, not.malice, form’d the kind decree,

- (Half-wroth, fhe cried.:) ¢¢ Thine all thefe bufkets are,
¢¢ Thine fruite and How’r, were Cupid’s.words to me :
¢ But oh ! charge thee, love, the rofe forbear ; -

“« For prickles fharp do afm the dang’rous rofiere.
< XXXI, ¢ Prickles
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- XXXI. . . R
« Pncklca wnll pain, and pain will banith love L
“] chatge thee, Pfyche, then the rofe forbear.
“ When faint and fick, thy languors to remove,
“To yon ambrofial fhrubs and plants repau- I
< Thou weeteft not what med’cines in them are :
¢ What wonders follow their repeated ufe ‘
« N’ote thy wea.k fenfe concetve, thoyld I declare 5
¢¢ Their labonr’d balmj and well-concoted juice, - v
¢ New life, new fotms, new thews, new joys, new worl&s

I prod uce.

-
PRYReS

!,\

e

xxXn :
“ Thy term of tryal patt with conftancy, )
¢ That wimpling flough fhall fall like flth away i
¢¢ On pinjons broad, uphfted to the fkie, '
|, . Thou (halt, aﬁert, thy ﬁrangcr felf furvey.
e Together, Pfyche, will we climb and play ;
¢ Together wander through the fields of air,
¢« Beyond where funs and moons mete nnght and day.
<< I charge thee, O my‘love, the rofe forbéar,
s If thouwouldﬂ fcathe avo:d 'Pfyche, forewarn'd beware"’

« o

C o

, xxxm ¢ -
Out buift the frannion into openlaugh : B
She blufh’d and frown’d at his whcivil ‘mirth, -
Then, foften’d to a fmile, as hiding half
What mote offerid if boldly- utter'd forth,

L C3 : He
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He feem’d t’ affay to give his anfwer birth ;
But fiopt ; and chang’d his fmiles to looks of fith,
¢« Is this (quoth h¢) fit guerdon for thy worth #
¢ Does’ Cupul thus impofe upoh thy youth?
Dwells then in héav’n fuch ¢ envy, void of Iove and fruth ?

K&V,

e fs tfns thc mffance of is temiernei‘?,

“ To Cut Ker off from prefent happinefs -

é Withi feign’d reverfion of a promxs’d heaven ?

*¢ By threat’nings falfe from true enjoyments dnv;n!
* How innocent the thorn to touth, he knows :

« Where are my wounds? or where th’ 2 aVengmg levin ?
* How foftly blufh thefe colours of the rofe !

How fweet (and divid into the fiow’ ') its fragrance dowa'

kav. ,
o leadvantageOus are thy terms of tryal
.¢ No lcnger Pfyche then the rofe forbear. ,
“¢ What is to recompencc whe harfh denyal,
¢ But dreams of wand'ring through the fields of air,
“¢ And joys, I know not what, U know not where! .
“¢ As cath; on leafy pinions borne the tree
¢ Mote ruth into the ﬂ;xeé, and Rutter there, '
‘Y As thou foar yon, and quit thy due degree : [thee.
Thou for this world wen made ; this world was made for
XXXVL ¢ In
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XXXVL
«¢ In vain you'd fly to yonder fhrubs and plantsy;
«¢ Bitter sheir tafte, and worthlefs their effeét
« Here is the polychreft for all thy wants ;
¢« No panaces, like the rofe, sxpe&t.
« Mute as my felow-brutes, as them abje&

- ¢ And reafonlefs was J, *till haply woke

[ 1

«¢ By tafting of the rofe, (O weak negle&t
« In thee the while !J the dawn of fapience broke
On my admiritg foul, I reafon’d, and 1 fpoke.

. XXXVIIL
«¢ Nor this the only change; for foon I found
«¢ The brifkér fplrits flow in fullgr tyde;

" ¢ And more'than ufual luftre fpread around ;

€

¢¢ Such virtue has the tofe, in me well tried,

«¢ But wife, I ween, thy lover has denied

<< Its ufe to thee ; Ijoin him too: beware

¢« The dang’roys rofe.—For fuch thy beauty’s pride
¢ *Twere death to gaze oa, if improv’d !— Forbear’
To fharp that wit, too keen !—Touch not the rofiere.””

XXXVIII
Uncheckt, indulg’d, her growing paffions rife:
Wonder, to fee him fife, and hear his telling ;
Ambition vain, to be more fair and wife ;
And rage, at Cupid’s mifconceiv’d falfe dealing :
Cy Various
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Various the gufts, but, all one way impelling,
She plunig’d into the bofom of the tree,
And fnatch’d the rofe, ne dreaded pain-or quelling.
Off drops the fnake, nor farther ftaid to fee;
But rufh’d into the flood, and vanith’d prefently.

XxXxix. .
Full many 3 thorn her tender body rent ;
Full many a thorn within the wounds remain,
And throbbing caufe continual detriment :
While gory drops her dainty form diftain.
She wifhes her loft innocence again,
And hgr loft peace, loft charms, loft love to find ;
But fhame ypbraids her with a with fo vain :
Defpair fucceeded, and averfion blind ;
Pain fills her tortur’d fenfe, and horror clouds her mind.

XL.
Her bleeding, faint, diforder’d, woe-begon,
Stretcht on the bank befide the fatal thorn,
Venus who came to feek her with her fon,
Beheld. She flop’d : And albe heav’aly born,
Ruthful of others’ woe, began to mourn,
The Jofs of Venus’ fmiles fick nature found ;
As froft-nipt drops the bloom, the birds forelarn
Sit hufh’d, the faded fun fpreads dimnefs round ;
Thc clat’ nng t.hunders crath, and earthquakes rock the

. [ground.
XLI. Then
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©OXLL - - -
"Then arming with a killing frowp her brow ;s

#¢ Die, poor nnhappy”’—Cupid fuppliant broké -

Th’ unfinifh’d fentence ; and with dueful how

Beg'd ber to doff the keennefs of her look, - . -
Which Nature feeling to her center fhook.

¢¢ Then how fhould Pfyche-bear it ? Spare the maid 3
« *Tis plain that Anteros his fpight has wroke :

<« Shall vengeance due to him, on her be laid ? ~

¢ Oh ! let nie rux, and reach th’ ambrofial balms,” he faid.

§

« o XLIL

¢ Ah what would Cupid-afk * thie queen replies ;
¢¢ Can all thofe balms reftore-her peace again ?-

- Wouldft thou a wrétched life- immortalize ?

« Wouldft thou protract by potent herbs, her pain?
¢ Love bids her die: thy cruel wifh reftrain,”——
¢ Why then (quoth he) in looms of fate were wove

" #¢ 'The lives of thofe, in- long fucceflive train,

.

¢ From her to fpring, throuh yon bright tratts to rove ?
Due to the fkies, and meant to fhine in fields above ?

» XLIII. :
“¢ 8ay, would thy goodnefs envy them the light
¢« Appointed for them, or the good prevent
¢¢ Forefeen from them to flow ? erafing quite
¢ The whole creation through avengement ?
) ¢ One
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«¢ One only {] peéics from its order rent,
« The whole creation fhrivels to a thade.*” —wiie
«c _Better all vanifh’d, faid fthe, than be meint
< In wild confufion ; through free will mifled,
¢ And tempted to go wrong from punifhment delay’d.”

’

. XLIV.
“¢ Let me that exemplary vengeance bear,
(Benign return’d her amiable fon :)
“< Juftice on her would lofe its aim ; fevere
¢ In vain, produ&ive of no good ; for none -
«¢ Could by that defolating blow be won.
«¢ So falls each generous purpofe of the will
¢« Corre&, extinguifh’d by abortion :
¢« Whence juftice would its own intendments fpill ;
"« And cut off virtue, by the ftroke meant vice to kilf.

o XLV.
s Yet left impunity fhould forehead give
«¢ To vice, in me let gujlt adopted find v
< A vi&tim ; here awhile vouchfafe me live |
«¢ Thy proof of juftice, mixt with mercy kind !”
¢ —Oh ! firange requeft (quoth fhe) of pity blind !
«¢ How fhpuldft thou fuffer, who didft ne’er offend ?
«¢ How can’ft thou bear to be from me difloin’d ?
¢ To wander here, where Natare ’gins to wend
#¢ To wafte and wildernefs, and pleafures have an end I’ -

XLVI, ¢ You,



£

Y

[ 41 -

, XLVI.
s¢ Yoti, Vénus, foffer, (f2id he) when you ftike
¢« Not for y6ut own, but tthets’ foul offetice :
¢¢ Why not pettiiteed I to do ehe like;
«¢ When greater good, I fee, will coul from thence ?
¢« That greater good orepays all punithments ;
¢¢ And makes my fuff’rings, pleafure: if they prove
“¢ A means to conquer Aniéros, difpenfe
<< Healing to Pfyche’s wounds, regain her love,
And lead her, with her happy fons, tb fealms above.”

v XLVIIL
¢« T'o thy intreaties Pfyche’s life I give,
(Replied th’ indulgent motlier to her fon :)
<« But yet deform’d, and minifh’d let her live ?
«¢ *Till thou fhalt grant a better change foredone 3

~ #¢ Nor fhall that change, but thro’ death gates be won.

¢

~ Each fought, each fecking, each by other croft.

€¢ This nteed be thine, ore har and hers to reign !
¢¢ Already Nature puts her horrors on :

s« Away ! —I.to my bow’r of blifs again !

Thou to thy talk of love,.and voluntary pain.”

XLVIIL
She went ; amd Kke a fhifted ftage, thefcene
Vanifh’d at once “th’ ambrofial plancs were loft ;
'The jarring feafons brought on various teen ;

Young
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Young fpring to fummer flies from winter’s froft ;

While fweltry {ummer thirfts for autumn’s bowl,

Which autumn holds to winter ; winter toft

With fcorn away, young f{pring inflames his foul : -
Stil craving, never pleas’d, thus round and round they roll.

XLIX.

Th’ inclement airs bind up the fluggifh foil ;

The fluggifh foil the toilfome hand requires ;

Yet thanklefs pays with four harfh fruits the toil ;

Ne willing yields, but ragged thorns and briers,

Birds, birds purfue ; as hunger’s rage infpires :

Their {weeteft fongs afe now but fongs of woe.

Here from th’ encroaching fhore the wave retires:

There hoarfe floods roar ; impetuous torrents flow ; -
Invade the land, and the fcarce harvefts overthrow.

L.
Stretch’d on the bank eftfoons th’ inviting form
Of Pfyche faded ; brac’d up lank and flim,
Her dwindled body fhrunk into a worm :
Her make new-moulded, chang’d in every limb 3
Her colours only left, all pale and dim :
Doom’d in a caterpillar’s fhape to lout.
Her paffions ill fuch worthlefs thing befeem 3
Pride, rage, and vanity to banifh out,
She creeping crawls, and drags a loathfome length about.

LI. How
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“LL -
How Cupid wafh’d her noifome filth away ;
What arts he tried to win her love again ; T
By what wiles guileful Ant’ros did affay,
By leafing, fill her recreant to maintain,
And render Cupid’s kindly labours vain :
Their combat, Cupid’s conqueft, Pfyche’s crown,
(My day’s fet tafk here ended) muft remain
Unfung ; far nobler verfe mote thcy renown $
Unyoke the toiled feers, the weary fun goes down. '

K%ﬁ%%%ﬂﬂ%ﬁﬂ%k%%ﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁ%
JOVI ELEUTHERIO.

Or, An OfFERRING tO
LI BEIRT YH*

By the Same.
Quifwam igitur liber ? S'apien:, Jebique imperiofus ;

Quem neque pauperies, neque mors, neque vincula terrent s
Refponfare cupidinibus, contemnere bonores
Fortis ; et in feipfo totus teres atque rotundus.

" Hor. Serm Lib, IL, Sat, 9.

AIL wak'ry ! whofe prefence glads th’ ahode
Of heav’n itfelf, great attribute of God !

® Written on occafion of the rebellipn, 1745, o
. By
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By thee fuflain’d, th’ unboupded fpmt runs,
Moulds orbs on orbs, and Jights pp funs on {uns 3
By thee fuftaip'd, in love unwearied lives, )
And uncontroyl’d creates, fupports, forgives : '
No pow’r, or time, or dpace his will withftood ;
Almighty ! endlefs ! infipite in gqod !

<« If fo, why not communicate the blifs,
¢¢ And let man kpow what this great blefling is »”
Say what ptopoatjpn, creagure, wopld'ft thou claim 3
As thy Creator’s, in extent, the fame !
Unlefs his other attributes were join’d
To poife the will, and regulate the mind, -
Goodnefs to aim, and wifdom to dire&,
What mighty mifchiefs muft we thence exped ?
The maker knows his work ; por judg’d it fit
To truft the rath refolves of human wit :
Which prone to hurt, too hlind tp help, is fill
Alike pernicious, mean it good or ill.

A whim, t’ improvements making fond pretence,
Would barft a fyftem in experiments 3
Sparrows and cats inceed no more fhould fear,
But Saturn tremble in his diftant fphere :
Give thee but footing in another world,
Say, Archimedes, where fhould we be harl’d ?
" A fprightly wit, with liquor in his head,
Would burn a globe to light him drunk.to bed :
Th’ Ephefian temple had .efcap’d.the flame,
Aud heaven's high dome had built the madman's. fyme.

The
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The {uller might (when malice boii’d within)
Strike owt the flars to {ntimate his {pleen :
- Not poppy-heads had {fpoke a Tarquin craft ;
- Nature’s chief fpring had broke, and all been loft. ~
Nor lefs deftirutive would this licenfe prowe,
Though thy breaft flam’d with univer(al love.
In vain were thy benevolence of foul ;
Soon would thy folly difconcert the whele.
No rains, or fnows, fhould difcompofe the air ;
But flow’rs and fun-fhine drain the weary year :
No clouds theuld fully the clear face of day ; ,
No tempefts rife,—to-blow a plague away.
Mercy fhould reign untir’d, unftain’d with blood ;
Spare the £rail guilty,—to eat up the good :
In their defence, rife, facred Juflice, rife !
Awake the thunder fleeping in the fies,
Sink a corrupted city in a minute :
—Wo ! to the righteous ten who may be in is.
Pick out the bad, and fweep them all away !
—S0 leave their babes, to cats and dogs a prey.
Such pow’r, without God’s wifdom and his will,
Were only an omnipotence of ill,
Suited to men can we {uch pow’r efteem ? ‘
Fiends wonld be harmlefs, if compar’d with him.
Say then, fhall all his attributes be given ¢
His effence follows, and his throne of heaven 5
_I‘fis very unity. Proud wretch! fhall he -~
Un-god himfelf to-make a god of thee.?
: - - How:
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How wide, fuch luft of liberty confounds !
Would lefs content thee, prudent mark the bounds ¢
¢ Thofe which th’ almighty Monarch firft defign’d,
¢ When his great image feal’d the human mind ;
«¢ When to the beafts the fruitful earth was given ;
¢« To fith the ocean, and to birds their-heaven ;
¢¢ And all to man : whom full creation, ftor’d, -
¢ Receiv’d as its proprietor, and lord.
¢ Ere earth, whofe fpacious traét unmeafur’d.fpreads, -
¢¢ Was flic’d by acres and by roods to fhreds :
¢ When trees and fireams were made a general good ;
¢¢ And not as limits, meanly to exclude :
¢ When all to all belong’d 5 ere pow’r was told
N By number’d troops, or wealth by counted gold :
¢¢ Ere kings, or prieits, their tyranny began ;
¢ Or man was vaffal’d to his fellow-man,”

O halcyon ftate ! when man begun to live !
A blefling, worthy of a god to give !
When on th’ unfpotted mind his Maker drew -
‘The heav’nly charatters, corre& and true. .
All ufeful knowledge, from that fource, Tupply’d 5
No blindnefs fprung from ignorance, or pride:
"All proper bleflings, from that hand, beftow’d :
No mifchiefs, or from want, or fulnefs, flow’d =
The quick’ning paflions gave a pleafing zeft ;
While thankful man fubmitted to be bleft.
Simplicity, was wifdom ; temperance, health:
Obedience, pow’r; and full contentment, wealsh.



[ 41

So happy once was man! ’till the vain elf
Shook off his guide, and fet up for himfelf,
Smit with the charms of independency,

He fcorns proteiion, raging to be free.

Now, felf-expos’d, he feels his naked ftate ;
Shrinks with the blaft, or melts before the heat s
And blindly wanders, as his fancy leads,

To ftarve on waftes, or feaft on pois’nous weeds,
Now to the favage beafts an obvious prey ;

Or crafty men, more favage ftill than they :

No lefs imprudent to bis breatt to take

The friend unfaithful, or th’ envenom’d fnake

Equally fatal, whether on the Nile,
Or in the city, weeps the crocodile.

Nor yet lefs blindly deviates learned pride ¢
In Ztna burn’d, or drown’d amid the tide :
Boafts of fuperior fenfe ; then raves to fee,
(When contradicted) fools lefs wife than he.
Mates with his great Creator ; vainly bold
To make new fyftems; or to mend the old.
Shapes out a Deity ; doubts, then denies :
And drunk with fcience, curfes God and dies,

Not heav’nly wifdom, only, is with-held,
But the free bounty of the felf-fown field z
No more, as erft, from Nature’s ready feaft, -
Rifes the fatisfy’d, but temp’rate gueft :

Caft wild abroad, no happy mean preferves s
By choice he furfeits, by conftraint he ftarves :
Vou. III, D -

0y

Toils
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Toils life away apon the ftubborn plainm,
T’ extort from thence the flow reluant grain ;
The flow relu&ant grain, procur’d to-day,
His lefs induftrious neighbour fteals away :
Hence fifts and clubs the village-peace confound,
>Till fword and cannon fpread the ruin round ;
For time and art but bring from bad to worfe :
Unequal lots fucceed unequal force,
Each lot a feveral curfe. Hence rich, and poor :
This pines, and dies negle&ted at the door ;
While gouts and fevers wait the loaded mefs,
And take full vengeance for the poor’s diftrefs.

No more the paffions are the {prings of life ;
But feeds of vice, and elements of ftrife :
Love, fociaf love, t’ extend to all defign’d,
Back to its fountain flows ; to felf confin’d.
Source of misfortunes ; the fond hufband’s wrong 3
The maid difhonour’d ; and deferted young !
The mifchief {preads ; when vengeance for the luft
Unpeoples realms, and calls the ruin juft.
Hence, Troy, thy fate ! the blood of thoufands fpilt,
And orphans mourning for unconfcfous guilt.
Thus love deftroys, for kinder purpofe giv’n ;
And man corrupts the bleflings meant by heav’n ;
Self-injur’d, let us cenfure Him no more :
Ambition makes us flaves, and av’rice poor.

‘What arts the wild diforder fhall controul,
And render peace with virtue to the foul ?

Out-
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- Out-reafon intereft, balance prejudiée s

.Give paflion ears, and blinded, error eyes ¢

Arm the weak hand with conqueft, and prote®
From guile, the heart too honeft to fufpe& ?

For this, mankind, by fad experience taught,
Again their fafety in dependence fought: ~ *
Prefs’d to the ftandard, {ued before the throne ;
And durft rely on wifdom not their own.

Hence Saturn rul’d in peace th’ Aufonian plains,
While Salian fongs to virtue won the fwains.

But peis’nous fireams muft flow from pois’ned fprings :
The priefts were mortal, and mere men the kings,
What aid from monarchs, mighty to enflave ?
What good from teachers, cunning to deceive ?
Allegiance gives defenfive arms 'a'way N
And faith ufurps imperial reafon’s fway.

Let civil Rome, from faithful records, tell
What royal bleflings from her Nero fell.

When thofe, prefer’d all grievance to redrefs,
Bought of their prince a licence to opprefs ;
When uncorrupted merit found no place,
But left the trade of honour to the bafe.
See induftry,: by draining impofts curft,
Starve in the harveft, in the vintage thirft {
In vain for help th’ infulted matron cries,
>T'was death in hufbands to have ears and eyes:
Fatal were beauty, virtue, wealth, or fame ;
No man in aught a property could claim ;

1? 2 No,



No, not his fex : firange arts the monfter try’d;;
And Sporus, fpite of nature, was his bride. -
Unhurt by foes proud Rome for ages ftands,
Secure from all, bat her prote&or’s hands.
Recall your pow’rs, ye Romans, back again ;
Unmake the monarch, and ne’er fear the man.
Naked, and fcorn’d, fee where the abjeét flies !
And once un-czfar’d, foon the fidler dies.

Next, holy Rome, thy happi;ieﬁ declare; .
While peace and truth watch round the facred chair.
Peace !—which from racks and perfecution flows!
Myfterious truths !—which every fenfe oppofe !
‘That God made man, was all th’ unlearn’d could reach
'That man makes God, th’ enlighten’d fathers teach.
Men, blind and partial, need a light divine ;
‘Which popes new trim, and teach it how to fhine.
Rude nature dreads accufing guilt, unknown
The balmy do&rine, that dead faints atone :
The careful pontiff, merciful tg fave,
Hoards up a fund of merit from the grave ;
And righteous hands the equal balance hold,
Nor weigh it out, but te jult fums of gold.
Sole judge, he deals his pardon, or his curfe:
Not heav’n itfelf the fentence can reverfe:
Grac’d with his fcepter, aweful with his red,
This man of fin ufurps the feat of God ;
Difarm’d and unador’d th’ Almighty lies,
And quits to faints his incenfe, and his kies

' N No
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No more the objeRt of oyr fears, or hope : -
The creature, and the vafial of the pope.
* From fanes and cities fcar’d, fly fwift away !
—To the rude Libyan in his wilds a prey.
*¢ The blood-ftain’d fivord from the fell tyrant wreft !*
—Thoufands unfheath’d thall threat thy naked breaft.
“ The dogmatifts imperious aid difdain " '
~—So fink in brutifh ignarance again.
“ Is there'no mediom ? muft we vitims fall
“ To one man’s LusT, or to the Race of all ?
¢ Is reafon doom’d acertain flave to be,
“ To our blind Passions, or 2 prieft’s Decrer
Hail ‘xappy Albion ! whofe diftinguith’d plains
This temp’rate mean, fo dearly earn’d, maintains !
Senates, (the will of individuals check’d)
The ftrength and prudence of the realm colle&t :
Each yields to all ; that each may thence receive
The full afliftance which the whole can give.
For this, thy patriots lawlefs pow’r withftood,
And bought their childrens charter with their blood ;
While reverend years, and various-letter’d age,
Difpaffion’d open the myfterious page ;
Not one alone the various judgment fways,
But prejudice the general voice obeys :
For this, thy martyrs wak’d the bloody ftrife,
Afferting truth with brave contempt of life. !
Oh! Oxrorp! let deliverd Britain know '
From thy fam’d feats her feveral bleflings flow.’
b3 . TR
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'Th’ accouter’d barons, and aflifting knights,

In thee prepar’d for council, or for fights,

Plan’d and obtain’d her 2 civil liberty :

Truth found her fearlefs ® witnefles in thee;

‘When, try’d as gold, faints, from thy tott’ring pyres,
‘Rofe up to heav’n, Elijah-like, in fires !

Peace to thy walls! and honour to thy name !

May age to age record thy gathering fame !

While thy fill-favour’d feats pour forth their youth,
Brave advocates of liberty and truth !

In fair fuccefion rife to blefs the realm !

Fathers in church, and ftatefmen at the helm !

¢ But faltious fynods through refentment err 3~

¢¢ And venal fenates private good prefer :

<« How wild the faith which wrangling fophs difpofe !
¢ The laws how harfh of penfion’d ayes and noes !

Wilt thou by no authority be aw’d,

Self-excommunicated, -felf-outlaw’d ?

Expunge the creed, the decalogue rejet ?

If they oblige not, nor will they proted.

You fear no God ;—convinc’d by what you fay,
Knaves praife your wit, and {wear your lands away.

8 By the Oxford provifions. A. D. 1258; at which time the
commons are fuppofed fitit to have obtained the privilege of rep:e.
fentatives in parliament,

b In the imprifonment, difputes, and fufferings of our firft res
formers, Cranmer, Ridley, and Latimer, at Oxford, A, D. 1554~—6.

‘ 10 Corrupt
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Corrupt not wives, erafe it if you will ;
The injur’d hufband blots out,—do not kill.
From God his fabbaths fteal, for fport, not need ;
Why hangs the wretch, who fteals thy purfe for bread ?
Or fhall each fchi{matic your faith new mould,
Or fenates ftand by patriot mobs controul’d ?
Drive back, ye floods ! roll, Xanthus, to your {pring !
Go, crown the people, and fubjett the king ;
Break rule to pieces, analyfe its pow’r,
And every atom to its lord reftore:
As mixt with knaves, or fools, the weak, or brave,
A dupe, a plague, a tyrant, or a flave.
*“ What fhall 1 do; how hit the happy mean
“ *Twixt blind fubmiffion, and unruly {pleen ”’
Confult your watch ? you guide your actions by’t;
And great its ufe, though not for ever right.
What though fome think implicit faith be due,
And dine at twelve if their town-clock ftrike two !
Or others bravely fquir their watch away, ’
Difdain a guide, and guefs the time of day ?
Their guefs fo lucky, or their parts fo great,
‘They come on all affairs, but juft too late ;
You neither choofe. Nor trav'ling through the ftreet,
Corret its hand by every one you meet ;
Yet fcruple not, if you fhould find at one
It points to fix, to fet it by the Suw.
Aim at the blifs that's fuited to thy ftate,
Nor vainly hope for happinefs compleat ;
D4 Some
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Some bounds imperfe& natares muft inclade,
And vice and weaknefs feel defes of good.
Nor is it blind neceffity alone :
Contriving wifdom, in the whole, we own :
And in that wifdom fatisfy’d may truft,
In its reftraints, as merciful, as juft.
By thefe thy felfith paffions it corre&s;
By thefe from wrong thy weaknefs it protets;
In fovereign power thy fafety’s heaven’s defign 3
. Some faults permitted, as the fcourge of thine.
Abfurd the wifh of all men, if expreft;
Each grieves that he’s not lord of all the reft.
‘Why then fhould we complain, or thanklefs live,
Becaufe not blet with more than God can give 2
Would you be fafe from others ? ’tis but due, _
'That others alfo thould be fafe from you.
It is not virtue wakes the clam’rous throng ;
Each claims th’ exclufive privilege, to wrong.
Whence ceafelefs faion muft embroil the mad 3
Alike impatient, under A, or Zad.

‘How patriot Cromwell fights for liberty !
He fhifts the-yoke, then calls the nation free.
He cannot bear a monarch on the throne ;
But vindicates his right—to rule alone.

Macheath roars, out for freedom in his cell ;
And Tindal © wifely would extinguith hell.

¢ Author of “The Rights of the Chriftian Church,” and ¢ Chrifti-
anity as cld as the Creation,” &c.

'Macheath’s
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Macheath’s approv’d by all whom Tyburn awes,
And trembling guilt gives Tindal’s page applanfe.
O fage device, to fet the confcience free '

. From dread ! he winks ; then fays that heav’n can’t fee.

Both blindly plan the paradife of fools ;
Peace without laws, and virtue without rules.
Full of the Roman let the fchool-boy quote,
And rant all Lucan’s rhapfodies by rote.
Gods ! fhall he tremble at a mortal’s nod !
His generous foul difdains the tyrant’s rod.
. For¢’d to fubmit, at laft he taftes the fruit 3
Finds wealth and honours bloffom from its root.
Would thy young foul be like the Roman free ?
From Romans paint thy form of LiBerTY :
The goddefs offers gifts from either hand ;
4 Th’ aufpicious bonnet, with the PreTor’s wand ;
The privilege of that would’ft thou not mifs,
Bend, and fubmit beneath the ftroke of this.
See Furiofo on his Eeepcr frown,
Depriv’d the precious privilege to drown;
“Greatly he claims a right to his undoing ;
The chains that hold bim, hold him from his ruin.
Kindly proceed ; ftri¢t difcipline difpenfe ;
’Till water-gruel low’rs him down to fenfe.
¢« Why this to me ? am I the forward boy,
¢ Or knave to wrong, or madman to deftroy "’

¢ In this manner they reprefent Liberty on their medals,

b * . N ! W'xll
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Will thy denial prove that thon art none !

*Tis Newgate’s logic : thou art all in one.
Blind to their good, to be inftruted loth,

€ Men are but children of a larger growth ;

If no fuperior force the will controul,
Self-love’s a villain, and corrupts the foul ; v
Wild and deftrattive projeéts fire our brains; =
We all are madmen, and demand our chains,
Know your own f{phere, content to be 2 man ;
Well-pleas’d, to be as happy as you can: * *
Lofe not all good, by fhunning ills in‘vain;
*Tis wifer to enjoy than to complain.

Some evils muft attend imperfet ftates ;

But difcontent new worlds of ills creates.

Hufh thy complaints, nor quarrel with thy God ;
If juft the ftroke, approve and kifs the rod. -
By man if injur’d, turn thy eyes within ;

‘Thou’lt find recorded fome unpunifh’d fin 3
Then heav’n acquit: and with regard to man,
Coolly th’ amount of good and evil fcan ;

If greater evils wait the with'd redrefs,

Grieve not that thou art free to choofe the lefs.

Unknown to courts, ambitioh’s thirft {ubdu’d,

My leflon is to be obfcurely good ;
In life’s ftill thade, which no man’s envy draws,
f To reap the fruit of government and laws,

€ Dryden in All for Love,

§ Legum idcirco fervi fumus, ut liberi effc poffimus, Cic,

In

~
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In fortune’s round, as on the globe, I know
No top, no bottom, no where high or low ;
‘Where-ever ftation’d, heav’n in profpeét fill,
‘That po‘ints to me, the zenith of her wheel.

¢« What ! double tax’d, unpenfion’d, unprefer'd,

¢ Jn fuch bad times be eafy ! moft abfurd !”’
Yet heav’n vouchfafes the daily bread intreated ;

And thefe bad times bave left me free to eatit: °

My taxes, gladlyf paid, their nature thift;

If juft, cheap purchafe; if unjuft, a gift:

Nor knows ambition any rank fo great 3

My fervants kings, and minifters of ftate !

‘They watch my couch, my hamble roof defend ;

Their toil the means, my happinefs the end.
My freedom to compleat, convinc’d [ fee

g Thy fervice, Heav’n, is perfect LiserTY.

'The b will, conform’d to thy celeftial voice,

Knows ng reftraint! for duty is her choice: .

What ills thou fendeft, thankful I approve,

As kind correions, pledges of thy. love:

In every change, whatever ftage I run,

My daily wifh fucceeds; THY WILL BE DONE.

TS Moy Td¢ imomdvug dfior B péve Encubigus woullew.

PruT, de Audit.

B Mivos g & 35 BidsgOas pualbirres & Bidmwas aon

1bid.
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‘rroma T
Swiss Officer to his Friend at RoME,

By Josern Srence, M A2,

R O M horrid mountains ever hid in frow, '

And barren lands, and dreary. plains below
To you, dear fir, my beft regards I fénd, :
“Fhe weakeft reafoner, as the trueft friend, -

Your

2 Jofeph Spence was Felfow of New College, Oxford, where he took
the degree of M. A. Nov. 2, 1727 ; amd in that yeas publithed his Effay
on Pope’s Odyflev. On 11 July, 1728, he was eleéted poetsy. profeffor at
Oxford, an office which he held ten years. He travelled witlr the pre-
fent duke of Newcaftic (then eart of Liscoln) into Italy; and during
the tour colleted materials for his great work, Polymetis, He quitted

) his
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Your arguments, that vainly ftrive to pleafe,
Your arts, your country, and your palaces;
What figns of Roman grandeur ftill remain—
Much you have faid ; and much have faid in vain.
Fine pageants thefe for {laves, to pleafe the eye;
And put the neateft drefs on mifery !

Bred up to flav’ry and diffembled pain,
Unhappy man! you trifle with your chain:.
But fhould your friend with your defires comply,
And fell himfelf to Rome and flav'ry ; -
He could not wear his trammels with that art,
Or hide the noble anguifh of his heart :
You’d foon repent the livery that you gave 5
For, truft me, I thould make 2n avkward flave,

Falfely you blame our barren rocks and plaias,
Happy in freedom and laborious fwains :
Our pedfants chearful to the field repair,
And can enjoy the labours of the year;
Whilft yours, beneath fome tree, with mournful eyes,
Sees for his haughty lord his harvef rife :

his fellowfhip at New College in 1742, on being prefented by that {ov
ciety to the re€tory of Creat Horwood in Buckinghamfhire, In June,
the fame year, he fuccseded Dr. Holmes as his Majefty’s profe(for of me=-
dern hiftory at Oxford, Qn 24 May, 1754, he was inftalled preben- -
dary of the feventh ftall at Durham, and died 2cth Auguft, 1768, The
manner of his death could only be cofije@ured, but is generally (up-
pofed to have been occafioned by a fit, whilc he was ftanding near the
brink of the water ; as he was found fat upon his face, where the water

was too fhallow to cover his head or any yArf of his body.

9
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Then filent fighs ; but ftops his flavifl breath 2
He filent fighs : for fhould he fpeak, ’tis death.
Hence from our field the lazy grain we call,

Too much for want, for luxury too {mall :

Whilft all Campania’s rich inviting foil

" Scarce knows the ploughthare, or the reaper’s toil.

In arms we breed qur youth. To dart from far,
And aim aright the thunder of the war ;

To whirl the faulchion, and dire the blow ;
To ward the ftroke, or bear upon the foe.
Early in hardfhips through the woods they fly,
Nor feel the piercing froft, or wintry fky ;
Some prowling wolf or foamy boar to meet,
And ftretch the panting favage at their feet :
Inur’d by this, they feek a nobler war,

And fhew an honeft pride in every fcar ;
With joy the danger and the blood partake,
Whilft every wound is for their country’s fake.
But you, foft warriors, forc’d into the field,
Or faintly ftrike, or impotently yield ;

For well this univerfal truth you know,

Who fights for tyrants is his conntry’s foe.

I envy not your arts, the Roman fchools,
Improv’d, perhaps, bat to inilave your fouls.
May you to ftone, or nerves or beauty give,
And teach the foft’ning marble how to live ;
May you the paffions in your colours trace,
And work up every piece with every grace ;

i

In
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In airs and attitudes be wond’rous wife,

‘And know the arts to’pleafe, or to furprife 3

In maufic’s fofieft found confume the day,
Sounds that.would melt the warrior’s foul away :
Vain efforts thefe, an honeft fame to raife ;

Your painters, and your eunuchs, be your praife :

Grant us more real goods, you heav’nly pow’rs !
Virtue, and arms, and liberty be ours.

Weak are your offers to the free and brave ;
No bribe can purchafe me to be a flave, .
Hear me, ye rocks, ye mountains, and ye plains,
The happy bounds of our Helvetian fwains !
In thee, my country, will I fix my feat;
Nor envy the poor wretch, that would be great :
My life and arms I dedicate to thee ;——
For, know, it is my int’reft to be free.

-

LIFE
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LIFE burthenfome, becaufe we know not
/ how to ufe it.

An EPISTLE.,

By Mr. ROLLE®

HAT, fir,—a month, and not one line affoid !’
*Tis well :—how finely fome folk keep their word !

I own my promife—Buwto fteal an hour,

*Midft all this hurry—tis not in my pow’r,

Where life each day does one fix’d order keep,

. Succeflive journies, wearinefs and fleep.

Or if our fcheme fome interval allows,

Some hours defign’d for thought and for repofe 5

Soon as the fcatter’d images begin

In the mind to rally—company comes in :

Reafon, adieu! there’s no more room to think 3

For all the day behind is noife and drink.

'Thus life rolls on, but not without regret 3

‘Whene’er at morning, in fome cool retreat

I walk alone :—’tis then in thought I view

Some fage of old ; ’tis then I think of you ;

2 Edward Rolle, of New College, Oxford. He took the degree of
M. A. Jan, 14, 1730, and of B, D, 23 January 1753,
. : Whofe
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Whofe brealt no tyrint paflions ever feize,
No pulfe that riots, blood that difobeys ;
‘Who follow but where judgment points the way,
And whom top bufy fenfe ne’er led aftray.
Not that you joys with moderation fhun 3
You tafte all pleafures, but indulge in none.
Fir’d by this image, I refolve anew :
*Tis reafon calls, and peace and joy’s in view.
How blefs’d a change ! a long adieu to fenfe :
O fhield me, fapience! virtue’s reign commence J
Alas, how fhort a reign !—the walk is o’er,
‘The dinner waits, and friends fome half a fcore ¢
At firft to virtue firm, the glafs I fly ;
*Till fome {ly fot,—¢¢ Not drink the family !**
*T'hus gratitude is made to plead for fin;
My trait’rous breaft a party forms within ¢
And inclination brib’d, we never want’
Excufe—¢ *Tis hot, and walking makes one faint.”
Now fenfe gets ftrength ; my bright refolves decay,
Like ftars that melt at the approach of day = . §
‘Thought dies 3 and ev’n, at laft, your image fades away.
My head grows warm ; all reafon I defpife ¢
¢ To-day be happy, and tosmorrow wife 1"
Betray’d {o oft, I’'m half perfuaded now,
Surely to fail, the firft ftep is to vow.

The countty lately, *twas my wifh : oh there }
Gardens, diverfions, friends, relations, air 3

vvl.. 11, ' 3 v ’"
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For London now, dear London, how I burn Y’

I maft be happy, fure, when I return.

‘Whoever hopes true happinefs to fee,

Hopes for what never was, nor e’er will bé ¢

The neareft eafe, fince we muft {affer #ill,

Atre they, who dare be patient under ill.
Whilom a fool faw where a fiddle lay ;

And after poring round it, ftrove to play = .

Above, below, acrofs, all ways he tries ;

He tries'in vain, tis difcord all and noife :

Fretting he threw it by : then thus the lout ;

¢¢ There's mufic in it, could I fetch it out.”

If life does not its harmony impart,

We want not infiruments, but have not art,

>Tis endlefs to defer our hopes of eafe,

*Till croffes end, and difappointments ceafe. .

'The fage is happy, not that all goes right,

His cattle feel no rot, his corn no blight ;

‘The mind for eafe is fitted to the wife,

Not fo the fool’s—’tis here the difference lies ;

"Their profpet is the fame, but various are their eyes.

{

- The
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‘The Duty of Employmg one’s Self

An EPISTLE

" By the Same.

EW people know it, yet, dear fir, *tis true,

Man thould have fémewhat evermore to do.
Hard labour’s tedious, every one muft own 3
But furely better fuch by far, than none ;

The perfe&t drone, the quite impertinent,
‘Whofe life at nothing aims, but—to be fpent ;
Such heaven vifits for fome mighty ill :-
*Tis fure the hardeft labour, to fic flill.
Hence that unhappy tribe who nought purfue s
Who finy for want of fomething elfe to do,

Sir John is blefs’d with riches, honour, love 3
And to be blefs'd indeed, needs only move.
For want of this, with pain he lives away,

A lump of hardly-animated clay :

* Dull ’till his double bottle does hir right 3

He’s eafy juft at twelve o’clock at night.

Thus for one fparkling hour alone he’s bleft ;

While fpleen and head-ach feize on alf the reft,
E 2

What
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What numbers, floth with gloomy humours ffls
Racking their brains with vifionary ills.
Hence what loud outcries, and wcl!-meaning rage,
What endlefs quarrels at the prefent age !
How many blame ! how often may we hear,
¢« Such vice !—well, fure, the laft day muft be near!”
T? avoid fuch wijld, imaginary pains,
The fad creation of diftemper’d brains,
Difpatch, dear friend! move, labour, fweat, run, fly!
Do aught—but think the day of judgment nigh.
There are, who’ve loft all relith for delight :
With them no earthly thing is ever right.
T? expeét to alter to their tafte, were vain ; .
For who can mend fo faft, as they complain ?
Whate’er you do, fhall be a crime with fuch ;
One while you’ve loft your tongue, then talk too much:
"Thus fhall you mees their wafpith cenfure fill ;
As hedge-hogs prick you, go which fide you will.
Oh! pity thefe whene’er you fee them fwell !
Folks call ’em crofs—poor men! they are not welly
How many fuch, in indolence grown old, !
With vigour ne’er do any thing, but fcold ?
Who {pirits only from ill-humour get ;
Like wines that die, unlefs upon the fret,
Weary'd of flouncing to himfelf alone,
Acerbus keeps 2 man to fret upon.
The fellow’s nothing in the earth to do,
But to fis quiet and be fcolded to.

<~

Pifhes

’
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Pifhes and oaths, whene’er the mafter’s four’d,

All largely on the fcape-goat flave are pour’d.

This drains his rage ; and though to John fo rough,

Abroad you’d think him complaifant enough.
As for myfelf, whom poverty prevents

From being angry at fo great expence ;

Who, fhould I ever be inclin’d to rage,

For want of flaves, war with myfelf muft wage 3

Mutt rail, and hear ; chattifing, be chaftis’d ;

Be both the tyrant, and the tyranniz'd ;

I choofe to labour, rather than to fret:

What’s rage in fome, in me goes off in fweat.

If times are ill, and things feem never worfe 3

Men, manners to reclaim,—1 take my horfe.

One mile reforms ’em, or if aught remain

Unpurg’d,—’tis but to ride as far again,

Thus on myfelf in toils I fpend my rage :

1pay the fine; and that abfolves the age.
Sometimes, ftill more to interrupt my eafe,

I take my pen, and write——fuch things as thefe:

Which though all other merit be deny’d,

Shew my devotion fill to be employ’d.

" Add too, though writing be itfelf a curfe,

Yet fome diftempers are a cure for worfe :

And fince *midft indolence, fpleen will prevail,

Since who do nothing elfe, are fure to rail ;

Man fhould be fuffer’d thus to play the fool,

To keep from hurt, as children go to fchool,

Ej

You
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You fhould not thyme in fpite of nature '—-—-—Tme;
¥et fure ’tis greater trouble, if you do:
And if ’tis lab’ring only, men profefs,
Who writes the hardeft, writes with moft fuccefs.
Thus for myfelf and friends, I do my part ;
Promoting doubly the pains-taking art:
Firft to myfelf, *tis labour to compofe ; -
"To read fuch lines, is drudgery to thofe,

SRR SRR R R R

On SCRIBBLING againft GENIUS,
An EPISTLE.

By the Same.

O fingle rule’s more frequently enjoin’d,

Than this ; ¢ Obferve the bias of your mmd 3
However juft by every one confefs’d, ‘
‘There’s not a rule more frequently tranfgrefs’d ;
For mortals, to their int’reft blind, purfue
The thing they like, not that they’re fit to do.

This Verro’s fault, by frequent praifes fir'd,
He feveral parts had try’d, in each admir’d. -
That Verro was not every -way compleat, . .
*Twas long unknown, and might have heen fo yet :

N N . But
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But muficemad, th’ unbappy man purfu’d -
"That only thing heav’n meant he never fhould 3 i
And thus his proper road to fame negleted,

He’s ridicul’d for that he but affeCted.

Would men but a& from nature’s fecret call,

Or only, where that fails, not a& at all :

If not their fkill, they’d fhew at leaft good fenfe,—
‘They’d get no fame — nor would they give offence,

Not that where fome one merit is deny'd,

Men muft be every way unqualify’d ; .

Nor held we, like that wrong-concluding wight,

A man can’t ith——becaufe he could not write.

View all the world around : each man defign’d

And furnifh’d for fome fav’rite part you find.

"That, fametimes low : yet this, fo fmall a gift,

‘Proves nature did not turn him quite adrift.

The phlegmatic, dull, aukward, thick, grofs-witted,
Have all fome clumfy work for which they’re fitted.
*Twas never known, in men a perfeét void,

Ev'n I and T —Id might be well employ’d ;

Would we our poverty of parts fiirvey,

And follow as our genius led the way.

What then ? obedient to that turn of mind

Should men jog on to one dull path confin’d ;

From that fmall circle never dare depart,

To ftrike at large, and fnatch a grace from art ?

At leaft with care forbidden paths purfue ¢

Who quits the road, fhould keep it ftill in view : -
' E4 From
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From genius fome few *fcapes may be allow’d §
But ever keep within its neighbourhood.

But C——r, faithlefs to his bias fee,
With giant-fin oppofing heav’n’s decree.
Still fond where he fhould not, he blunders on
With all that hafte fools make to be undone:
‘Want of fuccefs bhis paffion but augments ;
Like eunuchs rage of love, from impotence.

*Mongt al] the inftances of genius croft,
The rhyming tribe are thofe who err the moft.
Each piddling wretch who hath but common fenfo,
Or thinks he hath, to verfe fhall make pretence :
Why not ? ’tis theig diverfion; and ’twere hard
If men of their eftates thould be debarr’d.
Thus wealth with them gives every thing befide 3
As people worth {o much are qualify’d :
They’ve all the requifites for writing fit,
All but that one—fome little fhare of wit, -
Give way, ye friends, nor with fond pray’ss proceed
To ftop the progrefs of a pen full {peed.
*Tis heav’n, incens’d by fome pradigious crime, .
‘Thus for mens fins determines them to rhyme.
Bad men, np doubt ; perhaps ’tis vengeance due
For fhrines they’ve plunder’d, or fome wretch they flew,
Whate’er it be, fure grievous is th’ offence,
And grievous is (heaven knows !) its recompence.
At once in want of rhyme, and want of reft ;
Plagues to themfelves, and to mankind a jefti

: . Seduc’d
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Seduc’d by empty forms of falfe delight—

Such, in fome men,’ their deadly luft to writel
Ev’n I, whofe genius feems as much forgot,

(Mine when I write, as your’s when you do not ;)

‘Who gravely thus can others’ faults condemn,

Myfelf allowing, what I blame in them;

‘With no pretence to Phasbus® aid divine,

Nor the leaft int’reft in the tuneful Nine,

With all the guilt of impotence in view,

Grlev'd for paft fins, but yet committing new 3

Whate’er the wits may fay, or wife may think,

Am fooling every way with pen and ink.

When all who with me bef, bégin ¢’ advife,

¢ That being witty, is not being wife ;?

¢ That if the voice of int’reft might be heard,

< For one who wears a gown,—would be preferr'd’'—

Incorrigibly deaf, I feign a yawn ;

And mock their jult conclufions, ere they're drawn.
If to my pradice, they oppos’d my theme;

And pointed, how I fwam againft the fiream :

With all the rancour of a bard in rage;

I’d quote ’em half the writers of the age 5

Who in a wrath of verfe, with all their might

Write on, howe’er unqualify’d to write.

The
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By the Rev., Mr, Cnusroruzn Pirr 3,

H E Mumc s du&xle features cla;m my lays,
Cha.ng’d to a thoufand fhapes, a. thoufand ways §
Who with variety of arts puts on
All other perfons, and throws oﬁ' his own H

. 3 Chriftopher Pitt was the fon of aphyﬁcian at Blandford, and was
Yorn in the year 1699.” In 1714 he was received as a feholar into Wine
chefter College, where he remained until the year 1719, when he wa
removed to New College, Oxford. At this place he continued three
years, and was then prefented to the reCory of Pimpern in Dorfetfhire.
On recejving this preferment he refigned his fellowfhip, but continued
at Oxford two years longer, when he became mafter of arts, Ha then
¢ retired to his liv:ng,” fays Dr. ]ohnfon, “a place very plvaﬁng
§¢ by its fituation, and therefore likely to excite the imagination of ‘a
¢¢ poet 3 where he paffed the ret of his life, reverenced for his virtue,
¢ and beloved for the foftnefs of his temper and the eafinefs of his
¢ mfanners. Before firangers he had fomething of the fcholar’s timi-
¢ dity or diftruft ; but when he became familiar, he was in a very high
€ degree chearful andlentcrtaining His general benevolence procured
¢ general refpe€t; and he paficd a life placid and honourable j neither
¢ too great for the kindnefs of the low, nor too low for the no-
¢ tice of the great,” He died April 13, 1748, and was buried at
Blandford. :

: Whofe
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‘Whofe looks well difciplin’d his will obey,
Bloom at cammand, or at command decay :
Nor bluth, my Mufe, thofe changes to impart,
‘Which atk an Ovid’s or Apollo’s art.
But who, Apollo, all the arts can trace,
ALl the deceits of that delufive face ?
Forlo! in fight the various artift comes ;
Lo ! how in beauty and in health he blooms :
Its fmootheft charms triumphant youth fupplies,
Laughs in his cheeks, and fparkles in his eyes,
But fudden fee, the fcene is fnatch’d away,
®ee each inverted feature in decay ;
His mufcles all relax’d, his face o’ergrown,
Rough and embofs’d with wrinkles not his own.
He trails his dangling legs : the wond’ring train
Laugh at the folemn condu& of his cane ;
Rapt through the fcenes of life, he drops his prime 3
A cripple fixty years before his time ;
Runs in 2 moment all his ftages o’er,
And fteps from four-and-twenty to four-feore,
Now he a venerable judge appears,
And the long garb of lazy purple wears ;
Like drowfy Page’s b looks his aged frame,
His mien, his habit, and addgefs the fame :

b Sir Francis Page, Judge of the King’s Bench, who died in-thé year
1743, Sec Savage’s works. vol, ii. where a very fevere charaer is
‘drawn of him, '

9 When
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When to the fneering crowd he lifps a joke,
Puns from the law, or quibbis oyt of Coke ;
‘With fettled air, and moft judicious face,
Nods o’er the cuthion, counfel, and the cafe ;
Slumbers, and hears by ftarts the noify train ;
Catches a period, and drops down again.
And now his hearers in their tura to lull,
Himfelf fands up moft venerably dull,
Talks of old times ; commends their loyal zeal,
Their wholefome ftatutes, difcipline, and ale;
On different themes beftows one common praife,
The Tkames, the ftreets, the king, and king’s hlghway;, '

You {fce him quit the bench, and ftrajt appear
An huge old gouty counfel at the bar ;
Bawli for his client, wreft the tortur’d laws
From their true fenfe, and mould them to the caufe ;
In folemn form harangue the lift’ning crowd,
And hem and cough emphatically loud ;
Bleft art indeed ! and glorious eloquence,
Where empty noife fupplies the want of fenfe.
For meaning, figns and motions he affords,
And interjeétions for the want of words.
‘What fhape to you, O Symons ¢, is unknown |
‘What face, but you adopt into your own !
At the leatt hint, fititious trouds you raife,
And multiply yourfelf ten thoufand ways ;

© Robert Symons of Exeter college, the moft aftonithing mimic of
his time, .
. This

’
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This moment, to indulge the mirthful vein,
A fool’s or do@or’s perfon you fuflain ; }
‘The next refume yourfelf and fenfe again.
Am I deceiv’d ? or by fome fudden flight,

A ftarch’d tub-preacher now-he ftrikes the fighe,

(Quick the tranfition, and unfeen the art!)
Pale and entirely chang’d in every part,
His fhorten’d vifage, and fantaftic drefs,
‘The mad fanatic to the life exprefs ;
That fmall filk cap ; thofe puritanic hairs,
Crop’d to the quick, and circling round his ears ;
‘That rounded face the Mimic here proclaim,
How very different, yet how ftill the fame !
Now he, by juft degrees, his filence breaks ;
His frantic filence mutt’ring ere he fpeaks :
Protra&ted hums the folemn farce begin,
And groans and paufes interrupt the fcene ;
As each in juft fucceflion comes and goes, .
Work’d to its pitch, the fpirit ftronger grows, }
And fqueezes out his eyes, and twangs his vocal nofe.
Now quick and rapid, and in rage more loud,
A florm of nonfenfe burfts upon the crowd :
His hand and voice proclaim the gen’ral doom,
‘While this the hour-glafs fhakes, and that the room,
On nature’s ruins all his do&rines dwell,
And throw wide open every gate of hell.

A thoufand other fhapes he wears with grace ;

A thoufand more varieties of face :

' But
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But who, in every fhape, can count him o’ery
‘Who multiplies his perfon every 'hour ?

What Mufe his flying features can purfue,

Or keep his wand’ring countenance in view ?
Had I a thoufand moduths, a theufand tongues,
A throat of brafs, and adamantine lungs,

I could not celebrate this Proteus’ fkill,

‘Who fhifts his perfon and his face at will ;

This Proteus, who out-numbers hofts alone 3 H

A crowd himfelf ; a multitude in one,

xmm&mxﬁmmwmmmg'»

An EPISTLE from FLORENCE

To THoMas Asm'ou, Efq; Tutor to the Earl of
- _ Plymouth.

<

Written in the Year 1740,

By the Honourable

HEN flourifh’d with theirflate th’ ATHENIAN name;’
. And Learning and Politenefs were the famne,
Philofophy with gentle art refin’d
The honeft roughnefs of th’ unpra&is’d mind >
She call’d the latent beams: of Nature forth,
Guided their ardour, and infur’d their worth.

She
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" She pois’d %h* impetuous Warrior's vengeful fteel, *

Mark’d true Ambition from'deéftrative Zeal,
Pointed what luftre on that laurel blows,
Which Vittue only on her fons-beftows.
Hence clement Cimox of unfpotted fame, -
Hence ArisTIDES’ ever fav’rite name ;

Heroes, who knew to wield the righteous fpear, -

And guard their native tow” rs from foreign fear 5
Or in firm bands of focial Peace to bind °

Their Country’s géod, and benefit mankind,

She trinfd the thoaghtful Statéfinan’s nightly oil,
Confirm’d his mind beneath an empire’s toil,

Or with him to his filent villa fole, '

Gilded his e¥’ning hours,'and harmoniz’d his foul,"

To wood# and caves fhe never bade retréat, "

Nor fix’d in cloyfter’d monkeries her feat :
No lonely précepts to her fons enjom’d -
Nor taught them to be men, to fhun tankird.
Cynics there were, an uncouth felfith race,”
Of manners foul, and boaftful of difgrace :
Brutes, whom no Mufe has ever lov’d to name,’
Whofe Ignominy is their only fame, -
No hoftile Trophies grace their honour’d urn,
Around their fomb no feulptur’d Virtues mourn ;
Nor tells the 'marble into emblems grav’d,
An Art difcover'd, or a City fav’d.

Be this the goal to which the Briton-Peer
Exalt his hope, and prefs his young career !

)

' bl

Be
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Be this the goal to which, my Friend, may yoll Cin
With gentle tkill dire& his early view ! :
Artful the various ftudies to difpenfe,
And melt the fchoolman’s jargon down to fenfe.

See the pedantic Teacher, winking dull,

The letter’d Tyrant of a trembling fchool ;

Teaching by force, and proving by a frown,

His lifted fafces ram the leffon down.

From tortur’d ftrains of eloquence he draws

Barbaric precepts and unmeaning laws,

By his own fenfe would TuLry’s word expound,

And a new Vaxpar tramples clafiic ground.
Perhaps a Bigot to the learned page,

No modern cuftom can his thoughts engage 3

His little farm by Georaic rules he ploughs, '

And prunes by metre the luxuriant boughs,

Still from AraTus’ fphere or Maro’s figns,

‘The fature calm or tempeft he divines,

And fears if the prognoftic Raven’s found )

s Expatiating alone along the dreary round.

What fcanty precepts ! ftudies how confin’d §
T'oo mean to fill your comprehenfive mind s
Unfatisfy’d with knowing when or where
Some Roman Bigot rais’d 2 Fane to Fear §

On what green medal VirTuE ftands exprefs’d,
How Concorp’s pi&ur’d, LiserTy how drefe’d 5 .

& Et {ola in ficca fecum fpatiatur aresa, Vizde

Or
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Or with wifé Ken judicioufly define, :
When Pius marks the honorary coin }
Of CarAcALLA, or of ANTONINE.
Thirfting for knowledge, but to know the right,
Through judgment’s optic guide th’ illufive fight,
To let in rays on Reafon’s darkling cell,
And Prejudice’s lagging mifts difpel ;
For this you turn the Gréek and Roman page,
Weigh the ctemplative and aive Sage, }
And cull fome ufeful flow’r from each heroic Age,
Thence teach the Youth the neceflary art,
To know the Judge’s from the Critic’s part ;
Shew how ignoble is the paflion, Fear,
And place fome patriot Roman’s model near 3
Their bright examples to his foul inftil,
Who knew no Fear, but that of doing ill.
Tell him, ’tis all a cant, a trifle all,
To kaow the folds that from the Toca fall,
The CLavvs’ bréadth, the BuLra’s golden round,
And every leaf that every VirTuE crown’d ;
But fhew how brighter in each honeft breaft
Than in her fhrine, the Goddefs ftood confefs’d.
Tell him, it is not the fantaftic Boy,
Elate with pow’r and fwell’d with frantic joy,
"Tis not a flavith Senate, fawning, bafe,
Can ftamp with honeft fame a worthlefs race ;
Though the falfe Coin proclaim him great and wife,
The tyrant’s life fhall tell that Coin, it lies.
Yor. III. ' F . But
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. But when your early Care fhall have defign’d

To plan the Soul and mould the waxen Mind ;
When you fhall pour upon his tender Breaft

Ideas that muft fiand an Age’s tef,

Oh! there imprint with firongeft deepeft . dye

The lovely form of Goddefs LiserTy !

For her in Senates be he train’d to plecad,

For her in Barttles be he taught to bleed.

Lead him where Dover’s rugged cliff refounds
With dafhing feas, fair Freedom’s honeft bounds,
Point to yon azure Carr bedropp’d with gold,
Whofe weight the necks of Gallia’s fons uphold 5 -
Where proudly fits an iron-fcepter’d Queen,”

And fondly triumphs o’er the profirate fcene,

Cry, That is Empire ! fhun her baleful path,

Her Words are Slavery, and her Touch is Death!
Fhrough wounds and blood the Fury drives her way,
And murthers half, to make the reft her prey.

Thus {fpoke each Spartan matron, as fhe drefs’d
With the bright cuirafs the young foldier’s breatt 5
On the new warrior’s tender-finew’d.thigh,

‘Girt Fear of Shame and Love of Liberty.

Steel’d with fuch precepts, for a caufe fo good,
What fcanty bands the Perfian hoft withftood !
Before the fons of Greece let Afia tell :

How fled her * Monarch, how her Millions fell !

» Xerxes.

When



L8 )
When arm’d for L1srTY, a Few how brave !
* How weak a Multitude, where each a Slave !
No welcome Faulchion £ill’d their fainting hand,
No Voice infpir'd of favourite Command :
No Peafant fought for wealthy lands poflefs’d,
No fond remembrance warm’d the Parent’s breaft;
They faw their lands for royal riot groan,

And toil’d in vain for banquets, not their own; - .

They faw their infant Race to bondage rife,
And frequent heard the ravith’d Virgin’s cries, -
Difthonour’d but to cool a tranfient guft
Of fome luxurious Satrap’s baib’rous luft.
The greateft curfes any Age has known
Have iffued from the Temple or the Throne ;
Extent of ill from Kings at firft begins,
But Priefts muft aid, and confecrate their fins.

_ The tortur’d Subje& might be heard comphain,
When finking under a new weight of chain,

Or more rebellious might perhaps repine,
. When tax’d to dow’r a titled Concubine,
But the Prieft chriftens all a Right Diviné.
When at the altar a new Monarch koeels,
What conjur’d awe apon the people fteals !
The chofen He adores the precioys oil,

- Meekly receives the folemn charm, and while
The Prieft fome bleffed nothings mutters o’er,
Sucks in the facred greafe at every pore ;

Fa

He
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He feems at once to fhed his mortal fkir,
And feels Divinity transfus’d within.
The trembling Vulgar dread the royal Nod,

And worfhip God’s anointed more than Ged. 1
" Such San&ion gives the Prelate to fuch Kings!
$o mifchief from thofe hallow’d fountains {prings.
But bend your eye to yonder harrafs’d plains,
Where King and Prieft in one united reigns ;
See fair Italia mourn her holy ftate,
And droop opprefs’d beneath a papal weight :
Where fat Celibacy ufurps the foil,
And facred Sloth confumes the peafant’s toil
The holy Drores monopolize the fky,
And plunder by a vow of Poverty.
The Chriftian Caufe their lewd profeffion taints ;
Unlearn’d, unchafte, uncharitable Saints.

Oppreffion takes Religion’s hallow’d name,
And Prieft-craft knows to play the fpecious game.
Behold how each enthufiaflic fool
Of dudile piety, becomes their tool :
Obferve with how much art, what fine pretence,
They hallow Foppery and combat Senfe.

Some hoary Hypocrite, grown old in fin,
Whofe thought of heav’n with his laft hours begin,
Counting a chaplet with a bigot care,
And mumbling fomewhat *twixt a charm and pray’r,
Hugs a dawb’d image of his injur’d Lord,
And fqueezes out on the dull idol-board

‘ A fore-

:
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
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A fore-ey’d gum of tears , the flannel Crew
With cunning joy the fond repentance view,
Pronounce Him blefs'd, his miracles proclaim,
Teach the flight crowd t’ adore his hallow’d name, -
Exalt his praife above the Saints of old,
And coin his finking confcience into Gold.
. Or when fome Pontiff with imperious hand -

Sends forth his edi@ to excife the land, . :
The tortur’d Hind unwillingly obeys, - ‘ -
And maotters curfes as his mite he pays !
The fubtle Prieft-th’ invidious name forbears,
Afks it for holy ufe or venal pray’rs ; )
Exhibits all their trumpery tofle,
A bone, a mouldy morfel, or a nail 3
Th’ idolatrous Devout adore the thow,
And in full fireams the molten off’rings flow.

No pagan obje&t, nothing too profane,
To aid the Romifh zeal for Chriftian gain.
Each Temple with new weight of idols nods,
And borrow’d Altars fmoke to other Gods.
ProMeTHEUS’ Vultyre MaTTHEW’s Eagle proves ;
And heav’nly Cherubs fprout from heathen Loves ;
Young Ganymepe a winged Angel ftands
By holy Lyke, and ditates God’s commands :
¢ ArorLo, though degraded, fill can blefs, -
Rewarded with a Sainthood, and an S.

¢ St. Apollos.

Fj Each



Fach convert Godhead is apoftoliz’d,
And Jove himfelf by ¢ Perer's name baptiz'd,
AsTarTE fhines in Jewith Mary’s fame; -
Still Queen of heav’n, another and the fame. -

While the proud Prieft the facred Tyrant reigns S
Of empty cities and difpeopled plains, -+ * - Co
Where fetter’d Nature is forbid to rove
In the free commerce of produdlive Love s * -
Behold imprifon’d with her barren kind; -
In gloomy cells the votive Maid confin’d ;-
'Faint fireams of blood, by long ftagnation ‘week, - °
Scarce tinge the fading damatk of her cheek ;- co ;
In vair fhe pines, the holy Faith withftands,” |
What Nature ditates and what God commands s oo )
But if fome fanguine He, fome lufty Prieft’ - |
<Of jollier morals tafte the tempiing feaft,
From the ftrong grafp if fome’ poor babe arife, -
Unwelcome, unindear’d, it inftant dies ;
Or poifons blafting foon the hafty joy,
Th’ imperfe& feeds of infant life deftroy.

Fair Modefty, thou virgin tender ey’d;
From thee the Mufe the groffer a&s muft hide,
Nor the dark cloifter’s myftic rites difplay,
Whence num’rous brawny Monkhoods wafte away,
And unprolific, though forfworn, decay.

R .
i
i

d At St, Peter’s an old fatue of ‘jupiter is turned into one of
St. Peucr, s

BriTANNIA
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Briraxnia fmiling, views her golden plains
From mitred bondage free and papal chains ;
Her jocund Sons pafs each unburthen’d day
Securely quiet, innocently gay : -
Lords of themfelves the happy Ruftics fing,
Each of his little tenement the King.
Twice did ufurping Rome extend her hand,
To réinflave the new-deliver’d land ;
Twice were her fable bands to battle warm’d, ‘
With pardons, bulls, and texts, and murthers arm’d;
¢ With Perer’s fword and MicHaEL’s lance were fent,
And whate’er ftores fupply’d the Church’s armament.
Twice did the gallant Albion race repel
The Jefuit legions to-the gates of hell ;
Or whate’er Angel, friend to Britain, took
Or WiLriam’s or EL1zA’s guardian look.
"Arife, young Peer! fhine forth in fuch a caufe !
Who draws the fwbrd for Freedom, juftly draws.
Reflet how dearly was that Freedom bought;
For that, how oft your ancefors have fought;
- 'Through thé long feries of our princes down,
How wrench’d fome right from each too potent Crown.
See abje&t Jawun, that vaflal-Menarch, fee !
Bow down the royal neck, and crouch the fupple knee !

€ Addit & Herculeos Arcus Haftamque Minervz, .
*Quicquid habent telorum armameataria Celis Jev.

Fg Oh!
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Oh! proftitution of imperial State !

'To a vile Romifh Prief’s.vile f Delegate.

Him the bold Barons fcorning to obey,

And be the fubjeéts of a fubje&t fway ;

Heroes whofe names to lateft fame thall fhine,

Aw’d by no vifions of a Right Divine,

That bond by eaftern Politicians wrought,

Which ours have learnt, and Rabbi Dotors taught,
To firaiter hanks reftrain’d the Royal Will,

That great prerogative of doing ill.

To late example and experience dead,

See 8 HenRy in his Father’s footfteps tread,
Too young to govern, immature to pow’r,
His early follies haunt his lateft hour.

His nobles injur'd, and his realms opprefs’d,
No violated Scpate’s wrongs redrefs’d,

His hoary age finks in the feeble wane

Of an inglorious, flighted, tedious reiga.

The Mufe too iong with idle glories fed,
And train’d to trumpet.o’er the warlike dead,
The wantoa fain on giddy plumes would foar,
To Gallic Loire and Jordan’s humbled fhore ;
Again would teach the Saracen and Gaul,

At " Epwarp’s and at ! HENRY’s name to fall ;

f The Pope’s Nuncios -
€ Henry IIIL
h Edward 1. and Il
! Henry V,
Romansi¢
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Romantic heroes! prodxgal of blood 3

What numbers ftain’d each ill-difpated flood ¢
Tools to a Clergy! warring bat to feaft

With fpoils of provinces each pamper’d Prieft.
Be dumb, fond Maid ;_thy facred ink nor fpiil
On {pecious Tyrants, popularly ill 5

Nor be thy comely locks with Rofes dight

-Of either victor colour, Red or White,

Foil’d the affaflin * King, in union blow
The.blended Aow’rs.on feventh Henr¥’s brow.
Peace lights again on the forfaken firand, .

And banifh’d Plenty re-affames the land. *

No nodding creft the crouching infant frights,
No clarion rudely breaks the bride’s delights
Repofing fabres feek their ancient place

“To briftle round a gaping ! Gorgon’s face. -
The wearied arms grotefquely deck the wall,
And tatter'd trophies fret the Royal ™ hall.

Put Peace in vain on the blood-fatten’d plains -
From her exuberant horn her treafures rains :
She deals her gifts ; but in an ufelefs hour,

To glut the iron hand of griping Pow’ss -
Such LancasTEr, whom harrafs’d Britain faw,
Mafk’d in the garb of antiquated Law :

k Richard ITL,

1 Medufa’s head in the armory at the Towsr,
8 Wefimintter-hall,

More
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More politic than wife, more wife than great :

A legiflator to enflave the flate 5

Coolly malicious ; by defign a knave :

More mean than falfe, ambitious more than brave 3
Attach’d to Intereft’s more than Honour’s call ; .

More ftri&t than juft, more covetous than. all,

Not fo the Reveller profufe, his » Son,

His contratt courfe of tyranny begun ; " A
Robuft of limb, and fluth’d with florid grace,
Strength nerv’d his youth, and fquar'd his jovial fm.
To feats of arms and. carpet-combats prone,

In either field the vig'rous monarch fhone ¢

Mark’d out for riot each luxurious day

In tournaments 4nd banquets danc’d-away. -

But fhift the fcene; and view what flaughters ftaig -
Each frantic periéd of Kis batb’rous reign :

A Tyrant to the people whom he rul’'d, = -

By every potentate he dealt with, foold :
'Sold by one ® migifter, to all unjuft ;-

Sway’d by each diQate of diftemper'd laf; '

Changing each worthip that “controui’d the bent

Of his adult’rous will, and lewd intent;

Big in unwieldy majefty and pride,

And fmear’d with Queens and Martyrs blood, He dy’d.

® Heary VIII,
¢ Cardinal Wolfey.

Pafs



{97

Pafs we the pious P Youth too flightly feen ;
The murd’rous zeal of 2. weak Romith ¢ Queen
Nor with faint pencil, impotently vain,
Shadow the glories of EL12A’s reign,
Who’s ftill too great, though fome few fanks fhe had,’
To catalggue with all thofe Royal bad.

Arife, great James ! thy courfe of wifdom run!
Image of David’s philofophic Son ! .
He comes ! on either hand in feemly fate,
Knowledge and Peace, his fondled handmaids, wait ;
Obfcurely learn’d, elaberately dull, '
Of quibbling cant and grace fanatic fall, .
Thron’d in full fenate, on his pedant tongue, -
Thefe for fix hours each weighty morning hung; - -
For thefe each fring of royal pow'r he ftrain’d,
For-thefe he fold whate’er EL124 gaind ;
For thefe he {quander’d every prudent fore
The frugal Prince(s had referv’d before,
On penfion’d fycophants and garter’d boys,
‘Tools of his will, and minions of his joys.
For thefe he let his beggar’d * daughter roam ;-
Bubbled, for thefe, by Spanifh art at home ;
For thefe, to {fum the bleflings of his reign, v
Poifon’d one fon * and t’other fent to Spaia.

P Edward VI.

q Mary.

T Queen of Bohemia.

$ Prince Henry, and Charles I,

Retfre, .
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Retire, ftri& Mufe, and thy impartial verfe
In pity fpare on CHARLES’s bleeding herfe ;
Or all his faults in blackeft notes tranflate
To tombs where rot the authors of his fate ;
To luftful HExnieTTA’s Romifh fhade,
Let all his a&ts of lawlefs pow’r be laid ;
Or to the t Prieft, more Romifh ftill than her ;
And whoe’er made his geutle virtues err.
On the next © Prince, expell’d his native land,
In vain Afli&ion laid her iron hand ;
Fortune, or fair or frowning, on his foul
Could ftamp no virtee, and no vice controul :
Honour, or morals, gratitude or-truth,

Nor learn’d his ripen’d age, nor knew his youth 3
The care of Nations left to whores er chance,
Plund’rer of Britain, penfiouer of France ;

Free to buffoons, to minifters deny’d,

He liv'd an atheift, and a bigot dy’d. B
The reins of Empire, or refign’d or flole, :

Are trufted next to James’s weak controul §

Him, meditating to fubvert the laws,

His Hero ¥ Son in Freedom’s beauteous caufe

Rofe to chaftife : * unhappy flill ! howe’er

Pofterity the gallant altion bear.

t Archbifhop Laud.

¥ Charles I1.

w William II.

* Infelix utcumque ferent ea fa&ta minores! Virxec.

Thus
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_'Thus have I try’d of Kings and Priefts to fing,
And all the ills that from their vices fpring 3
While vitor GEorce thunders o’er either Spain,
Revenggs Britain and afferts the Main ;
To 7 willing Indians deals our equal laws,
And from his Country’s voice affe&ts applaufe ;
= What time fair Florence on her peaceful fhore,
Free from the din of war and battle’s roar,
Has lap’d me trifler in inglorious eafe,
Modelling precepts that may ferve and pleafe ;
Yours is the tatk—and glorious is the plan,
To build the Free, the Senfible, Good Man.

y - Volentes

Per populos dat jura viamque affectat Olympo. Vizg,
2 [llo Virgilium me tempore dulcis alebat

Parthenope, ftudiis florentem igaobilis oti. Viae.

xﬁxﬁx '
o4
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The BEAUTIES -

An EPISTLE to Mr. Eckarpr the Parnrer ]
By the Same.

Efponding artift, talk no more. -«
Of Beauties of the days of yore,

Of Goddefles renown’d in Greece,
And Zevuxis’ compofition-piece,
Where every nymph that could at moft
Some fingle grace or feature boaft,

. Contributed her favourite charm

- 'To perfe& the ideal form.
>Twas CyNTHIA’S brow, ’twas LEsBIA’S eyé)
*Twas CLoE’s cheeks’ vermilion dye ;
Roxana lent the noble air,
Dithevell’d flow’d Aspasia’s hair,
And Cur1p much too fondly prefsid
His mimic mother Tra1s’ breaft,
Antiquity, how poor thy ufe !
A fingle Venus to produce !
Friend Eckardt, ancient ftory quit,
Nor mind whatever Pliny writ ;
Felibien and Frefnoy declaim,
Who talk of Raphael’s matchlefs fame, ,
- T of



[ 951
Of Titian’s tints, Corregio’s grace,
And Carlo’s each Madonna face,
As if no Beauties now were made,
Bat Nature had forgot her trade.
*T'was Beauty guided Raphael’s line
From heavenly Women, ftyl’d divine ;
They warm’d old Titian’s fancy too,
And what he could not tafte he drew : .
Think you Devotion warm’d his breaft
When Carlo with fuch looks expre(s’d
His virgins, that her vot’ries feel ‘
Emotions—not, I'm fure, of zeal ?
In Britain’s ifle obferve the Fair,
And carious choofe your models there
Such patterns as thall raife your name
To rival fweet Corregio’s fame :
Bach fingle piece fhall be a teft,
And Zeuxis’ patchwork be a jeft ;
Who ranfack’d Greece, and cull'd the age
To bring one Goddefs on the ftage :
©On your each canvafs we’ll admire
The charms of the whole heav’nly choir.
Majeftic Juno fhall be feen
In 2 Harvey’s glorious aweful miea.
. Where ® Firzroy moves, refplendent Fair ;
8o warm her bloom, {ublime her air ;
« Mifs Harvey, afterwards Mrs. Phiﬁu; fhe died about the yeat

1753
b Lady Caroline Fitzroy, fince countefs of Hasrington,

Her
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Her ebon trefles, form’d to grace,
And heighten while they fhade her face
Such troops of martial youth aound,
‘Who court the hand that gives the wound }
*Tis Pallas, Pallas ftands confefs’d,
Though © STaNzOPE’s more than Paris blefs’d::
S04 CLeveLanD fhown in warliké pride,
By Lely’s pencil deify’d :
80 © Grar'ron, matchléfs dame, commands *
The faireft work of Kneller’s hands : .
The blood that warm’d each amorous court,
In veins as rich fill loves to fport :
And George’s age beholds reftor’d,
What William boafted, Charles ador'd.

For Venufes the Trojan ne’er
Was half fo puzzled to declare :
‘Ten Queens of Beauty, fure I fee !
Yet fure the true is f EmILy ¢
Such majefty of youth and air,
Yet modeft as the village fair :
Attra@ting all, indulging none,
Her beauty like the glorious Saun

¢ Lord Peterfham, afterwards earl of Harringtons .

€ The Duchefs of Cleveland like Pallas, among the beautles st Wirddfor's
€ The Duchefs of Grafton, among the beauties of Hampton Court.

f Lady Emily Lenox, Duche’s of Leipfter, *

Thron’d
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Thron’d eminently bright above,
Impartial warms the world to love.
In {miling § CaprEL’s beauteous look -
Rich Autumn’s Goddefs is miftook,
‘With poppies and with {piky corn,
Eckard, her nut-brown curls adorn ;
And by her fide, in decent line,
Place charming  BerkLEY, Proferpine,
Mild as a fummer fea, ferene,
In dimpled beauty next be feen, }
! Avvressury like hoary Neptune’s Queen.
With her the light«difpenfing Fair,
Whofe beauty gilds the morning air,
And bright as her attendant fun,
The new Aurora, ¥ LYTTLETON:
‘Such ! Guido’s pencil beauty-tip'd,
And in ethereal colours dip’d,
In meafur’d dance to tuneful fong
Drew the fweet Goddefs, as along
Heaven’s azure 'neath their light feet fpread,
-+The buxom Hours fhe faireft led,

- !

€ Lady Mary Capel, afterwards married to admiral Forbes,

b Countefs of Berkley, fince married to earl Nugent, )

1 Countefs of Aylefbury, fince married to ‘Henry Seymour’ Con~
way, efq. R . :

k Mrs. Lyttleton. See vol, ii. p. 86.

¥ Guido's Aurora, in the Refpigliori palace at Rome.

Vo, III, G The
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The crefcent on her brow difplay’d,
In curls of lovelieft brown inlaid,
With every charm to rule the night,
Like Dian, » STrArrorp woos the fight;
The eafy fhape, the piercing eye,
The fnowy bofom’s purity,
The unaffe@ed gentle phrafe
Of native wit in all fhe fays 3
Eckardt, for thefe thy art’s too faint 3
You may admire, but cannot paint.

How Hebe fmil’d, what bloom divine
On the young Goddefs lov’d to fhine,
From ® CARPENTER We guefs, or fee,
All-beauteous ®° MaxNERs, beam from thees
How pretty Flora, wanton maid,

By Zephyr woo’d in noon-tide fhade,
With rofy hand coquetly throwing
Panfies, beneath her fiveet touch blowing 3
How blithe fhe look’d let P Faxny tell ;

 Let Zephyr own if half fo well. .

“Another ¢ Goddefs of the year,

 Fair Queen of Summer, fee, appear ;

= Countefs of Strafford.
. B Mifs Casrpenter, fince countefs of Egremont, sow married to Count
Bruhl.

® Mifs Manners, P Mifs Fanny Maccartaey, fiace Mrs. Cmille.-
9 Pomona,

Her
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Her anburn locks with fruitage crown’d,
Her panting bofom loofely bound,
Ethereal beauty in her face, 4
Rather the beauties of her race,
‘Whence every Goddefs, envy fmit,
Muft own each Stonehoufe meets in * P1rT,
Exhaufted all the heav’nly train,
_How many Mortals yet remain,
‘Whofe eyes fhall try your pencil’s art,
And in my numbeérs claim a part !
Our fifter Mufes muft defcribe
s CHUDLEIGH, or name her of the tribe ;
And t Juriana with the Nine
" Shall aid the melancholy line,
'T'o weep her dear ® Refemblance gone,
Where all thefe beauties met in One,
Sad fate of beauty ! mare I fee,
- Affli&ed, lovely family !
Two beauteous Nymphs, here, Painter, place,
Lamenting o’er their ¥ fifter Grace ; '
- ¥ One, matron-like, with fober grief,
Scarce gives her pious fighs relief ;

* Mifs Atkins, mow Mrs. Pitt, '
* Mifs Chudleigh, now countefs of Briftol.
t L. Juliana Farmor, fince lady Juliana Pean.
u L, Sophia Farmor, countefs of Granville. She died in 1943,
w Mifs Mary Evelyn, -* MrsdBoone,
G 2 While
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While ¥ t* other lovely Maid appears
In all the melting pow’r of tears ;
The fofteft form, the gentleft grace,
" The fweeteft harmony of face ;
Her fnowy limbs, and artlefs move
Contending with the Queen of Love,
Whilft bafhful Beauty fhuns the prize,
Which EmiLy might yield to EvEL¥N’s eyes.

RO OO IO RO MO
EPILOGUE to TAMERLANE.

On the Suppreflion of the REBELLION.

Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard, in the Charadter of the Comic
Muse, Nov. 4, 1746.

| s By the Same.

RIT ON S, once more in annual joy we meet,
This genial night in Freedom’s fav’rite feat :
And o’er the # two great empires ftill I reign
Of Cov@nt-Garden, and of Drury-Lané.

Y Mrs. Elizabeth Evelyn, fince Mrs. Bathurft.

3 The two great empires of the world I know,
'This‘ of Peru, and that of Mexico, Indian Emperor.,

But
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But ah ; what clouds o’er all our realms impended !
Our ruin artlefe prodigies portended.

Chains, real chains, cur Heroes had in view,
" And fcenes of mimic dungeons chang’d to true.

An equal fate the Stage and Britain dreaded,

Had Rome’s young mifionary Spark fucceeded.
.But Laws and Liberties are trifiing treafures =

He threaten’d that grave property, your Pleafures.

For me, an idle Mufe, I ne’er diffembled

My fears ; but ev’n my tragic filter trembled :
O’er all her fons fhe caft her mournful eyes,
And heav’d her breaft more than dramatic fighs ;
To eyes well-tutor’d in the trade of gricf,

She rais’d a fmall and well-lac’d handkerchief ;
And then with decent paufe—and accent broke,
Her bufkin’d progeny the Dame befpoke :

¢« Ah! Sons, ® our dawn is over-caft, and all

¢ Theatric glories nodding to their fall ;

¢¢ From foreign realms a bloody Chief is come,
¢ Big with the work of Slav ry and of Rome.

«¢ A general ruin on his fword he wears,

¢ Fatal alike to Audience and to Play’rs,

¢¢ For ah !" my Sons, what freedom for thc Stage,
¢ When Blgotry with Senfe thall battle wage?

B The dawn is over-caft, the morning lours,
And heavily in clouds brings on the day,
The great, th’ important day, big with the fate
Of Cato and of Rpme. ) Caro.

G 3 (1] th
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€¢ When monkifh Laureats only wear the bays,
¢ < Inquifitors Lord Chamberiains of plays ?
¢¢ Plays fhall be damn’d that ’fcape the Critic’s rage,
¢¢ For Priefts are ftill worfe Tyrants to the Stage.
¢ Cato, receiv’d by audiences fo gracious,
¢¢ Shall find ten Czfars in one St. Ignatius :
¢¢ And god-like Brutus here fhall meet again
¢ His evil Genius in a Capuchin.
¢ For herefy the fav'rites of the pit °
¢¢ Muft burn, and excommunicated wit ;
¢¢ And at one ftake we fhall behold expire
¢¢ My Anna Bullen, and the Spanifh Fryar.

¢¢ Ev'n ¢ Tamerlane, whofe fainted name appears
«¢ Red-letter’d in the calendar of play’rs,
¢ Oft as thefe feftal rites attend the mom
¢ Of Liberty reftor’d and WiLr1am born——
¢¢ But at That Name, what tranfports flood my eyes ?
What golden vifion’s this I fee arife ?
€¢ What Youth is he with comelieft conqueft crown’d,
<¢ His warlike brow with full-blown laurels bound ?
¢« What wreaths are thefe that Vi&’ry dares to join,
¢ And blend with trophies of my fav’rite Boyn ?
Oh! if the Mufe can happy aught prefage p
¢¢ Of new deliv’rance to the State and Stage

"
-

¢ Cibber prefide Lord Chapcellor of Plays. Porx.
d Tamerlane is always a&ed on the 4th and sth of November, the
Anniverfaries of King William’s birth and landing.
- s If
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«¢ If not untaught the charaéters to fpell
¢ Of all who bravely fight or conquer well g
¢ ¢ Thou fhalt be WiLrL1am—like the Laft defign’d
¢ The tyrant’s fcourge, and blefling of mankind 5
¢ Born civil tumult and blind zeal to quell,
¢ That teaches happy fubje@s to rebel.
“¢ Naffau himfelf but half our vows fhall fhare,
¢ Divide our incenfe and divide our pray’r;
*¢ And oft as Tamerlane fhall lend his fame
¢ To fhadow his, thy rival Star fhall claim
“ £ Th’ ambiguous laurel and the donble name,”

€ Tu Marcellus eris.
f Conditor Iliados cantabitur atque Maronis
Altifoni dubiam facientia carmina palmam., Jov,

Vize.

\
.
)
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The ENT«HUSIA

ORTHE"- Cee 7

LOVER of NATURE
A PO E M.
‘By the. Rev. Dr. JOSEPH WAR'I'ON.

Written in 1740.

- Rure vero barbaroque letatir. MarTiAL,
Ut mibi devio
Rupes, & wacuum nemus
Mirari libet ! ' ‘ Horace.

E green-rob’d Dryads, oft’ at dufky eve
By wondering fhepherds feen, to forefls brown,
To unfrequcnted meads, and pathlefs wilds,
Lead me from gardens deck’d with art’s vain pomps,
Can gilt alcoves, can marble-mimic gods,
Parterres embroider’d, obelitks, and urns
Of high relief ; can the long, {preading lake,
Or vifta leflening to the fight ; can Stow,
With all her Attic fanes, fuch raptures raife,
As the thrufh-haunted copfe, where lightly leaps
The fearful fawn the ruftling leaves along, v
And
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And the brifk fquirrel fports from bough to bough,: - *
While from'an hollow oak, whofe naked roots o
O’erhang a penfive rill, the bufy bees

Hum drowfy lutlabies # The bards of old, v
Fair Nature’s friends, foughtfuch retreats, to charm -
Sweet Echo with their fongs ; oft’ too they met

In fummer evenings, near fequefter’d bowers,

Or mountain-nymph, or mufe, and eager learnt

The moral ftrains fhe tanght to mend mankind..

As to a fecret grot' Egeria flole: .. -

With patriot Numa,.and in filent night

Whifper’d him facred laws, he litt’ning fat

Rapt with her virtuous voice, .old Tyber lean’d

Attentive on his urn, and huth’d. his waves.'

Rich in her weeping country's fpoils Verfailles - )
May boaft a thoufand fountains, that can cat . -
The tortur’d-waters to the diftant heav’ns; '
Yet let me choofe fome pine-topi precipice.
Abrupt and fhaggy, whence.a foamy. ftream,

Like Anio,-tumbling roars ; or fome bleak heath,
Where ftraggling ftands the mournful juniper,
Or yew-tree fcath’d ; while in clear profpe& round,
From the grove’s bofom fpires emerge, and:fmoak -
In bluifh wreaths afcends, ripe harvefts wave,
- Low, lonely cottages, and ruin’d tops
Of Gothic battlements appear, and: ftreams
Beneath the fun-beams-twinkle.——The fhrill lark,
That wakes the wood-man to his early tafk, -

B Or
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Or love-fick Philomel, whofe lufcions lays
Sooth lone night-wanderers, the moaning dove
Pitied by lift’ning milk-maid, far excel -
The dcc;i-mouth viol, the foul-lulling lute,
And battle-breathing trumpet.  Artful founds !
That pleafe not like the chorifters of air, . .
When firft they hail th* approach of laughing May. .
Can Kent defign like Nature? Mark where Thames
Plenty and. pleafure pours through 2 Lincoln’s meads ;
Can the great artift, though with tafte fupreme
Endu’d, one beauty to this Eden add ?
‘Though he, by rules unfetter’d, boldly fcorns
Formality'and Method, round and fquare .
Difdaining, plans irregularly great.
Creative Titian, can thy vivid ftirokes,
Or thine, O graceful Raphael, dare to vie -
" With the rich tints that paint the breathing mead ? -
‘The thoufand-colour’d tulip, violet’s bell
Snow-clad and meek, the vermil-tin&ur’d rofe,
And golden crocus ?—Yet with thefe the maid,
Phillis or Phaebe at a feaft or wake,
Her jetty locks enamels ; fairer the,
In innocence and home-fpun veftments drefs’d,
Than if ccerulean faphires at her ears
_ Shone pendent, or a precious diamond-crofs
Heav'd gently on her panting bofoin white.

* The earl of Lincoln’s, now duke of Newcaftle’s terrace at Wey-
Bﬁdge in S\m'cy.
. Yon’
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Yon’ fhepherd idly ﬂretci:’d on the ruderock, -
Ligening to dathing waves, and fea-mews’ clang
High-hovering o’er his head, who views beaneath
The dolphin dancing o’er the level brine,

Feels more true blifs than the proud admiral,
Amid his veflels bright with burnifh’d gold

And filken ftreamers, though his lordly nod

Ten thoufand war-worn mariners revere.

And great Zneas b.gaz'd with more delight

On the rough mountain thagg’d with horrid fhades,
(Where clond-compelling Jove, as fancy dream’d,
Defcending fhopk his direful ZEgis black)

Than if he enter’d the high Capitol

On golden columns rear’d, a conquer’d world
Exhaufted, to enrich its fately head.

More pleas’d he flept in poor Evander’s cott

On fhaggy fkins, lall’d by fweet nightingales,
Than if a Nero, in an age refin’d,

Beneath a gorgeoas canopy bad plac’d

His royal gueft, and bade his minftrels found

Soft flumb’rons Lydian airs, to footh his reft,

¢ Happy the firft of men, ere yet confin’d
To fmoaky cities ; who in fheltering groves,

Warm caves, and deep-funk vallies liv’d and lovd,
By cares unwounded ; what the fun and fhowers,

b Fneid VIII,
¢ Sce Lucretius, lib, V,
, - - And



[ 108 ] . -

And genial earth untillag’d could produce,
They gather’d grateful, or the acorn brown,
Or blufhing berry ;" by the liquid lapfe
Of murm’ring waters call’d to flake their thirft,
Or with fair nymphs their fun-brown limbs to bathe ;
With nymphs who fondly clafp’d their fav’rite youths,
Unaw’d by fhame, beneath the beechen thade, '
Nor wiles, nor artificial coynefs knew.
‘Then doors and walls were not ; the melting maid
Nor frowns of parents fear’d, nor bufband’s chreats 5
Nor had curs’d gold their tender hearts allur’d :
Then beauty was not venal.. Injur’d love,
- O whither, god of raptures, art thou fled 2 .
While Avarice waves. his golden wand around,
Abhorr’d magician, and his coftly cup '
Prepares with baneful drugs, t’enchant the fouls
Of each low-thoughted fair to wed for gain.

In earth’s firft infancy (as fung the ¢ bard, .
Who firongly painted what he boldly ;hougbt)
Though the fierce north oft’ {mote with iron .whip
Their thiv’ring limbs, though-oft’ the briftly boar
Or hungry lion *woke them with their howls,
And fcar'd them from their mofs-grown caves to rove
Houfelefs and cold in dark tempeﬁubus nights ;
Yet were not myriads in embattel’d fields
Swept off at once, nor had the raging feas
O’erwhelm’d the found’ring bark and fhrieking crew 3

d Lucretius,

In
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In vain theglafly ocedn {mil’d o tempt
The jolly failor unfufpe&ing harm,
For commerce ne’et had fpread her fwelling fails;
Nor had the wond’ring Nereids ever heard
The dafhing oar : then famine, want, and pine, - -
Sunk to the grave their fainting limbs ; but us,’
Difeafeful dainties, riot and excefs, '
And feverifh luxury deftroy. In brakes,
Or marfhes wild unknowingly they crop’d
Herbs of malignant juice ; to realms remote
‘While we for powerful poifons madly roam,
From every noxious herb colleéting death.
‘What though unknown to thofe primaval fires
The well-arch’d dome, peopled with breathing forms
By fair Italia’s fkilful hand, unknown
"The fhapely column, and the crumbling bufts
Of aweful anceftors in long defcent ?
Yet why thould man miftaken deem it nobler
T'o dwell in palaces, and high-roof’d halls,
Than in God’s forefts, architect fupreme !
Say, is the Perfian carpet, than the field's
Or meadow’s mantle gay, more richly wov’n ;
Or fofter to the votaries of eafe )
Than bladed grafs, perfum’d with dew-dropt flow’rs ?
O tafte corrupt ! that luxury and pomp,
In fpecious names of polifh’d manners veil’d,
Should proudly banifh Nature’s fimple charms !
All-beauteous Nature ! by thy bourdlefs charms
Opprefs’d, O where fhall I begin thy praife,
‘ Where
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Where tufn th’ ecflatic eye, how eafe my breaft

That pants with wild aftonifhment and love }

Dark forefts, and the op’ning lawn, refrefh’d

With ever-guthing brooks, hill, meadow, dale,

The balmy bean-field, the gay-clover'd clofe,

So fweetly interchang’d, the lowing ox,

. 'The playfal lamb, the diftant water-fall

- Now faintly heard, now fwelling with the breeze,

The found of paftoral reed from hazél-bower,

‘The choral birds, the neighing fteed; that fnuffs

His dappled mate, ftung with intenfe defire,

‘The ripen’d orchard when the ruddy orbs

. Betwixt the green leaves blufh; the azure fkies,

The chearful fun that through earth’s vitals pours

Delight and health and heat ;. all, all confpire,

‘Toraife, to footh, to harmonize the mind,

To lift on wings of praife, to the great Sire

Of being and of beauty, at whofe nod

Creation flarted from the gloomy vault

Of dreary Chaos, while the griefly king

Murmur’d to feel his beifterous power confin’d,
‘What are the lays of artful Addifon,

Coldly corre&, to Shakfpeare’s warblings wild ?

Whom on the winding Avon’s willow’d banks

Fair Fancy found, and bore the {miling babe

To a clofe cavern : (Rill the fhepherds thew

The facred place, whence with religious awe

They hear, returning from the field at eve,

\ Strange-



[ 1 3

Strange whilp’rings of fweet mufic through the air} -
Here, as with honey gather’d from the rock,
She fed the little prattler, and with fongs
Oft’ footh’d his wend'ring ears, with deep delighs
On her foft lap he fat, and caught the founds.
Oft’ near fome crowded city would I walk,

Liftening the far-off noifes, rattling cars,
Loud fhouts of joy, fad fhrieks of fotrow, knells

. Full flowly tolling, inftruments of trade,
Sttiking mine ears with one deep-fwelling hum.
Or wand’ring near the fea, attend the founds
Of hollow winds, and ever-beating waves,
Ev’n when wild tempefts fwallow up the plains,
And Boreas’ blafts, big hail, and rains combine
To fhake the groves and mountains, would I fit,
Penfively mufing o the outrageeus crimes -
That walke heaven’s vengeance : at fuch folemn hours,
Dzmons and goblins through the dark sir fhriek,
While Hecat, with her black-brow'd fiters nine,
Rides o’er the earth, and featters woes and death,
Then too, they fay, in drear Egyptian wikds
The lion and- the tiger prowl for prey
With roarings loud ! the lifPning traveller

" $tarts fear-firuck, while the hollow-cehoing vaulty
Of pyranuds inereafe the deathful founds. -
But let me pever fail in cloudlefs nights,
When filent Cynthia in her filver car
Tl:rongh the blue concave flides, when (hine the hilts,
5 Twinkle

\
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Twinkle the freams, and woods look tip’d with geldy

"To feck fome level mead, and there invoke

Old Midnight’s fiter Contemplation fage,

(Queen of the rugged brow, and ftern-fixt eye)

To lift my foul above this little earth;

This folly-fetter'd world : to purge my ears,

‘That I may hear the rolling planets’ fong,

And tuneful turning fpheres ¢ if this be barr’d,

‘The little Fayes that dance in neighbouring dales,

Sipping the night-dew, while they laugh and love; :

Shall charm me with aérial notes.—As thus - '

I wander mufing, lo, what aweful forms Lo

Yonder appear! fharp-ey’d Philofophy

Clad in dun robes, an eagle on his wrift,

Firft meets my eye : next, virgin Solitude

Serene, who blufhes at each gazer’s fight 3

Then Wifdom’s hoary head, with crutch in hand,

Tremblmg, and bent with age ; laft Virtue’s felf

Smiling, in white array’d, who with her leads

Sweet Innocence, that prattles by her fide,

A naked boy ! —Harrafs’d with fear I ftop,

I gaze, when Virtue thus— ¢ Whoe’er thou art,

¢ Mortal, by whom I deign to be beheld

¢ In thefe my midnight-walks ; depart, and fay

¢ That henceforth I and my immaertal train :

¢ For{ake Britannia’s ifle ; who fondly- ftoops. s

¢ To Vice, her favourite paramour.’—She fpoke,

And as the turn’d, her round and rofy neck, . . S
- - . Her
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Her flowing train, and long ambrofial hait,
Breathing rich-odours, I enamour’d view.

O who will bear me then to weftern climes,
(Sinice Virtue leaves our wretched land) to fields .
Yet unpolluted with Iberian fwords :

The ifles of Innocence, from mortal view

Deeply retir’d, beneath a plantane’s fhade,
Where Happinefs and Quiet fit enthron’d,

With fimple Indian fwgains, that I may hunt
The boar and tyger through Savannahs wild,
Through fragrant defarts, and through'citron-groves?
There fed on dates and herbs, would I defpife

The far-fetch’d cates of Luxury, and hoards

Of narrow-hearted Avarice; nor heed

The diftant din of the tumultuous world. .

8o when rude whitlwinds rouze the roaring main,
Beneath fair Thetis fits, in coral caves,

Serenely gay, nor finking failors’ cries

Diftarb her fportive nymphs, who round her form -
The light fantaftic dance, or for her hair

Weave rofy crowns, or with according lutes

Grace the foft warbles of her honied voice.

Vou, 1L, H ODE
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ODE to FANCY.

By the Same.

Parent of each lovely Mufe,

Thy fpirit o’er my foul di&'ufe,
O’er all my artlefs fongs prefide,
My footfteps to thy temple guide,
*T'o offer at thy turf-built fhrine,
In golden cups no coftly wine,
No murder’d fatling of the flock,
But flowers and honey from the rock,
O Nymph with loofely-flowing hair,
‘With butkin’d leg, and bofom bares,
Thy waift with myrtle-girdle bound,
Thy brows with Indian feathers crowa’d,.
Waving in thy fnowy hand -
An all-commanding magic wand,
Of pow’r to bid frefh gardens blow,
*Mid cheerlefs Lapland’s barren {now,
‘Whofe rapid wings thy flight convey
Through air, and over earth and fea,
While the vaft various landfcape lies
Confpicuous to thy piercing eyes.

O Jovgr
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O lover of the defart, hail! . -
Say, in what deep and path}efs valgy
'Or on what hoa;-y mountajn’s ﬁde, R
*Mid fall of waters you refide, A
*Mid broken rocks, a rugged fcene,
With green and grafly dales betwcep,
Mid forefts dark of aged oak,
Ne’er echoing with the wqodman s ftroke,
Where never human att appear’d,

Nor ev’n one ftraw-roof’d cott was rear’d,

Where NATURE feems to fit alone,
Majettic on a craggy throne ;
Tell me the path, fweet wand’rer, tell,
"To thy unknown fequefter’d cell,
‘Where weodbines clufter round the door,
Where thells and mofs o’erlay the floor, -
And on whofe top an hawthorn blows,
Amid whofe thickly-woven boughs .
Some nightingale ftill builds her neft,
Each evening warbling thee tg reft :-
"There lay me by the haunted fiream,
Rapt in fome wild, poetic dream,
In converfe while methinks I rove
With Spenszr through a fairy grove s
*Till faddenly awoke, 1 hear
Strange whifper’d mufic in ‘my ear,
. And my glad foul in blifs is drown’d
By the {weetly-foothing fouud !

z

Me,
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Me, Goddefs, by the right-hand lead, -
Sometimes through the yellow mead,
Where Joy and white-rob’d Peace refort,
And Venus keeps her feftive court;
Where Mik1n and YouTn each évening meet,
And lightly trip with nimble feet,
Nodding their lilly-crowned heads,
Where LA‘UGHTBk rofe-lip’d Hese leads;
Where Ecno walks fteep hills among, g
Lif’ning to the fhepherd’s fong: = = "~
Yet not thefe flowery fields of joy
Can long my penﬁve mind employ,
Hafte, Fincy, from thefe fcenes of folly,
To meet the thatron MeLANCHOLY,
. Goddefs of thé tearful eye,

That loves to fold her arms and fight
Let us with filent footfteps go '
To charnels and the houfe of woe,
To Gothic churches, vaults, and tombs,
Where each fad night fome virgin comes,
~ With throbbing breaft, and faded cheek,’
Her promis’d bridegroom’s urn to feek 3
Or to fome abbey’s mould'ring tow’rs,
Where, to avoid cold wintry thow’rs,
‘The naked beggar fhivering lies,
While whiftling tempefts round her rife,
And trembles left the tottering wall

. Should on her fleeping infants fall. -

Now
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Now let us louder ftrike the Iyre,
For my heart glows with mama.l fire,

1 feel, I fegl, with fudden heat, Sl
My b:g tumultyoys bofpm beat; - —{
The trumpet’s clangorsypnc:ce my ear, .
A thoufand widows’ thrieks I hca.r,_ oT
Give me another horfe, Tery, . Cas
Lo! the bafe GauLic fquadrons ﬂy; < LaA
Whence is this rage !—what {pirit, fay, C
To battle hurries me away? ol
*Tis FaNcCY, in her ﬁery ar, . . .
Tranfports me to the thickeft war, R,
There whirls me o’er the hxlls of ﬂam, ;
Where Tumult and Deﬂru&xon reign; 1 o

Where mad with pain, the woundcd fleed
Tramples the rlymg and the dcad . ‘
Where giant [‘ error falks around, .
With fullen j ]oy/ furveys the ground,
And pointing (?5 th’ enfangum’d ﬁeld,
Shakes his dreadful Gorgon thield !

O guide me from this, horrid fcene
To lugh-arch’d walks and alleys green,
Which lovely Laugra fe;k.s to thun
The feryors of the mid- day fun;
The pangs of abfence, O removc, '
For thou canft place me, ncar my love,
Canft fold in vifionary blifs,,
And let me think I fleal a kifs, . .

Hs Whike
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While her ruby lips difpenfe-

Lufcious ne&ar’s quinteffence !

When young-ey’d Serinc profufely throws
From her green ldp the pink and rofe,
When the foft tartle of the dale -

To Summer télls her tender taly, =
When AyTumn codling caverns feeks,
And ftains with wine his Joll‘y clieeks,
When WinTeg, like poor pllgrlm old,”
Shakes his filver beard thh cold

At every feafon let niy ear

Thy folemn whlfpers, Fancy, hei:.

O warm, enthafiatic maid,

Without thy powerful, vital aid,

That breathes an energy divine,
‘That gives a fotl to every line;

Ne’er may I ftrive with lips profang

To utter an unhallow'd ﬁiairi,

Nor dare to touch the facred firing,

Save when with fmiles thou bid’ft me fing,
O hear our prayer, O hither come

From thy lamented SHaksPEARE’S tomb,
On which thou lov’#t to fit at eve,
Mufing o’er thy darling’s grave ;

O queen of nughbers, once again
Animate fome chofen fwain,

Who fill’d with unexhaufted fire,

May boldly {mite the founding lyre,

May
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‘May rife above the rthyming throng,
 Who with fome new, unequall’d fong,
Q’er all our lift’ning paffions reign,
O’erwhelm our fouls with joy and pain
With terror thake, with pity'move,
Roufe with revenge, or melt with love,
O deign ¢’ attend his evening walk,
" With him in groves and grottoes talk :
Teach him to fcorn with frigid art
Feebly to touch th’ unraptur’d heart ;
Like lightning, let his mighty verfe:
The bofom’s inmoft foldings pierce 3
With native beatties win applaufe,
Beyond cold critics’ ftudied laws :
O let each Mufe’s fame increafe,
O bid Britannia rival GrReEcE !

% v

Hs STAaNzas
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STaNzAs written on taking the Air after
a long Illncfs, o

By tbe bame. .
- L.
A1L, genial fun! I feel thy powerful ray
Strike vigorous health into each languid vein 3
Lo, at thy bright approach, are fled away
‘The pale-ey’d fifters; Grief, Difeafe, and Pmn.
I .
O hills, O forefts, and thou painted mead
Again admit me to your fecret feats,
From the dark bed of pining ficknefs freed,
With double joy I feek your green retreats,.
I
Yet once more, O ye rivers, fhall I lie,
In fummer evenings on your willow’d banks,
And unobferv’d by pafling thepherd’s eye,
View the llght Naiads trip in wanton ranks,
1v.
Each roral obje& charms, fo long unfeen,
The blooming orchards, the white wand’ring flocks,
The fields array’d in fight-refrething green,
And with his loofen’d yoke the wearied ox.
V. Here
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V. ) .
Here let me ftop beneath this fpreading bufh,
While Zephyr’s voice I hear the boughs among,
And liften to the fweet thick-warbling thrufh,
Much have I with’d to hear her vernal fong.

‘ © VL

“The Dryad Health frequents this hallow’d grove,
O where may I the lovely virgin meet?
From morn to dewy evening will I rove
To find her haunts, and lay an ofPring at her feet.

The Two BE‘A.VEtRS.M A FABLE.

By the Rev. Mr. STepHEN Duck 2,

b ] Were well, my friend, for human kind,
. Would every man his bys’nefs mind ;

. In his own, arbit always move,
Nor blame, nor envy thofe above.
R A Beaver,

. Stephen Duck was the fon of parents, whofe low fituation in life af-
forded them no means of giving him other than a very light education,
He was born about the year 1705, near Clarendon Park in Wiltthire,
and in his early years was employed in the moft laborious branches of
bufbandry ; from which, when he was obliged to derive his fubfifience,
he could obtain no more than four thillings and fix pence a week. He
married when very young; but, thongh depreffed by poverty, his inclina-
tion towards letters was too ftrong to be extinguithed by the obftacles

) which
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A Beaver, well advanc’d in age,
By long experience rendei’d fage,
Was kill’d in all the ufeful arts,
And juftly deem’d a beaft of partss
Which he apply’d (as patriots fhou’d)
In cultivating public good.

"This Beaver on a certain day,

A friendly vifit went to pay

'To a young coufin, pert and vain,
Who often rov’d about the plain 3

which fortune threw in his way. By increafing his labour, he furnifhed
bimfelf with a few books, and 4evoted all his leifure hours to the culti-
vation of hismind, His intenfe application was crowned with fuccefs,
He acquired a tafte for polite literature, and in a fhort time began to write
verfes. Thefe, by being talked of in his neighbourhood, came at length
to the knowledge of the earl of Macclesfield, who introduced him to the
gueen, usder whofe prote&tion he was immediately taken, His munifi-
cent patronefs fettled upon him an allowance of £. 30 a year, with a
fmall hdufe at Richmond, which was afterwards exchanged for the cuf-
tody of Merlin’s cave, in Richinond gardens, He was, in 1733, made
one of the yeomen of the guards § but by the advice of his friends, aban-
goned that line of life, and devoted himfelf to the church. In July,
7746, he entered into prieft’s orders ; Nov. 1750, was appointed chaplaia
of Ligonier’s regiment of dragoens; and in Aug. 1751, became preacher
at Kew chapel: about December the fame year, he was prefented to the
Yiving of Byfieet in Surry, which, as it gave him independence, feemed
to promife him happirefs during the remainder of his life. This, how-
ever, was not its effeét : he funk into a melancholy ftate of mind ; and on
the joth March, 1756, after having been to view the barn where he had
formedly worked, he flopped at a bridge near Reading, on his return

“home, and put an end to his life by thyowing Bimfclf from it.
3 . © With
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With every idle beaft conferr'd,
Hearing, and telling what he heard.
The vagrant youth was gone from hoine,
When th’ ancient fage approach’d his dome,
Who each apartment yiew’d with care,
But found each wanted much repair.
The walls were crack’d, decay’d the doors,
The corn lay mouldy on the floors;
Through gaping crannies rufh’d amain
The bluft’ring winds with fnow and rain ;
The timber ail was rotten grown,—
In fhort, the houfe‘ was tumbling down.
The gen’rous beatt, by pity fway’d,
Griev'd to behold it thus decay’d ;
And while he moorn’d the tatter'd fcene,, -
The matfter of the lodge came in,

The firlt congratulations o’er,
They reft recumbent on the floor ;
When thus the young conceited beaft
His thoughts impertinent exprefs’d.

I long have been furpriz’d to find,
The lion grown fo wond’rous kind
To one peculiar fort of beafts,
While he another fort detefts g
His royal favour chiefly falls
Upon the fpecies of jack-alls; - ,
They fhare the profits of his throne, .
He fmxles on them, and them alone. '
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Mean while the ferret’s ufefal race
He fcarce admits to fee his face ;
Traduc’d by lies and ill report,
They’re banifh’d from his regal court,
And vounted, over all the plain,
Oppofers of the lion’s reign.

" Now I conceiv’d a fcheme laft night,
Would doubtlefs fet this matter right :
Thefe parties fhould unite together ;
‘The lion partial be to neither,

But let them both his favours fhare,
And both confult in peace and war,
‘This method (were this method try’d)
Would fpread politic bafis wide,

And on a bottom broad and ftrong,
Support the focial union long— '
But uncle, uncle, much I feir,

Some have abus’d the lion’s ear 3

He liftens to the leopard’s tongue ;
That curfed leopard leads him wrong :
Were he but banifh’d far away—

" You don’t attend to what [ fay !

Why really, couz, the fage rejoin’d,
The rain and fnow, and driving wind,
Beat through with fuch prodigious force,
It made me deaf to your difcourfe.
Now, couz, were my advice purfu’d,
¢And fare I mean it for your good)

Methinke
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Methinks you fliould this houfe repair ;
Be this your firft dnd chiefeft care.
Your fkill the voice of prudence calls .

To flop thefe crannies in the walls, }
And prop the roof before it falls.
,If you this needful tafk perform, _

You’ll make your manfion dry and warm ;

And we may then converfe together,

Secure from this tempeftuous weather.

ISR S L IE PP IEBEE LI IIIE 0001004000 100
CONTENTMENT.
By the Same.

Arewell afpiring thoughts, no more
My foul fhall leave the peaceful fhore,
To fail- Ambition’s main ;
Fallacious as the harlot’s kifs,
You promife me uncertain blifs,
And give me certain pain.

A beauteous profpe& firft you thew,
Which ere furvey’d you paint anew, -
And paint it wond’rous pleafant :
This in a third is quickly loft :
‘Thus future good we covet moft,
But ne’er enjoy the prefent. o’
Deluded



£y

Deluded on from fcene to feené,

We never end, but fill begin,
By flatt’ring Hope betray’d 3

T'm weary of the painful chace;

Let others run this endlefs race
To catch a flying thade.

“Let others boaft their ufelefs wealth §
Have I not honefty and health ? '
Which riches cannot give ¢
Let others to preferment foar, ' -~
And, changing liberty. for pow’r, 3
In golden fhackles live.

>Tis time, at length, I fhould be wife,

*T'is time to feek fubftantial joys;
Joys out of Fortune’s pow’r

‘Wealth, honours, dignities, and fame,

Are toys the blind capricious dame
Takes from us every hour.

Come, confcious Virtue, fill my breaft,
And bring Content, thy daughter, drefs’d
In evef-fmiling chaims :
Let facred Friendfhip too attend 3-
A friendfhip worthy of my friend,
Such as my L&x1vs warms,

’

With
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With thefe Il in my bofom make
A bulwark Fortune cannot fhake,
Though all her ftorms arife ;
Look down and pity gilded flaves,
‘Defpife Ambition’s giddy knaves, -
And wifh the Fools were wife,

The EpucaTion of ACHI L LES.

By Mr. BEDINGFIELD®,

L
H me! is all our pleafure mix’d with woe 2
_Is there on earth no happinefs fincere
Muft e’en this bitter fiream of forrow flow
From joy’s domeftic {pring, our children dear ?
How oft did Thetis drop the filver tear,
When with fond eyes the view’d her darling boy !
How oft her breat heav’d with prefaging fear,
Left vice’s fecret canker fhould annoy
Fair virtue’s op’ning bud, and all her hopes deftroy

2 Robert Bedingfield of Hertford Callege, Oxford, where he took the
degree of M. A. July the gth 1743. He afterwards entered into holy
eorders, and dicd about the year 3768,

1L At
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Ii. .
At length, fo Nereus had her rightly taught,

That doubtful cares might eat her heart no more,

Her imp in prattling infancy fhe brought
To the fam’d Centaur, on mount Pelion hoar,
Hight Chiron, whom to Saturn Phyl’ra bore ;
Chiron, whofe wifdom flourifh’d ’bove his peers,
* In every goodly thew, and virtuous lore,’
To principle his yet untainted years ;
The feed that’s early fown, the fdireft harveft bears.

Il
Far in the covert of a buthy wood,

.

Where aged trees their ftar-proof branches fpread,

A grott, with grey mofs ever dropping ftood ;
Ne coftly gems the fparkling roof difplay’d,
Ne cryftal fquares the pavement rich inlaid,
But o’er the pebbles, clear with glafly fhine,
A limpid fiream in foothing murmurs ftray’d,
* And all around the flow’ring eglantine
Its balmy. tendrils fpread in many a warton twine, -

. IvV.
A lowly habitation, well T ween,
Yet facred made by men of mickle fame,
Who there in precepts wife had leflon’d been ;
) '_C,haﬁe Peleus, confort of the fea-born dame,

Sage
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8age Afculape, who could the vital flame
(Bleft leach!) relumine by his healing fkill 5
And Jafon, who, his father’s crown to claim,
Defcended dreadful from the craggy hill,
And with his portance fiern did falfe ufurper thrill,

V.
Faft by the cave a damfel was ypight,
Afraid from earth her bluthing looks to rear,
Left aught indecent fhould offend her fight,
Left aught indecent thould offend her ear;
Yet would the fometimes deign at fober chear
Softly to fmile, but ever held it fhame
The mirth of foul-mouth’d ribaldry to bear,
A cautious nymph, and MopEsTY her name.
Ah! who but churlith carle would hurt fo pure a dame #

, YL
With her fate TeMPERANCE, companion meet,
Plucking from tree-en bough her fimple food,
And pointing to an urn befide her feet,
- Fill’d with the cryftal of the wholefome flood s
With her was feen, of grave and aweful mood,
. Hoary FipELITY, 2 matron faid ;
And fweet BensvoLENCR, who fmiling ftood,
Whilft at her breaft two fondling infants play’d,
And turtles, billing foft, coo’d through the echoing glade.
~ Vou. L I VII. On
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v : VIL .
On t'dther fide, of bold and open air, .
Was a fajr perlonage hight Exercise ;
Reclin’d he feem’d upon his rough boar-fpezr,
As late furceas’d from hardy enterprize ;
(For Sloth inglorious did he aye defpife)
Freth glow’d his cheek with health’s vermilion dye,
On his fleek brow the fwelling fweat-drops rife,
Androft arognd he darts his glowing eye
To view his well-breath d hounds, full jolly company'. v

VIII. ,
Not far away was fage ExPERIENCE plac’d
With care-knit brow, fix’d looks,. and fobar plight,
Who weighing well the prefent with the paﬁ
" Of every accident could read aright.
" With him was rev’rend ConTEMPLATION pight,
Bow-bent with eld, his beard of {nowy hue,
Yet age’s hand mote not empare the fight,
Still with fharp ken the eagle he’d purfue,
As through the buxom air to heav’n’s brightbow’rs the flew.

IX.
Here the fond parent left her darling care,
Yet foftly breath’d a figh as the withdrew ;
Here the young hero, ev’n from tender year,
Eftfoons imbib’d Inftruction’s hony’d dew,
: | (Fer
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* (For well to file his tongue, fage Chiron knew)
And learnt to difcipline his life ar.ght ;o
To pay to pow s fupreme a reverence due, -
Chiéf ta'Saturnian Jove, whofe dreaded might o
Wings throug\ll d1iparted clouds the bik’ring ]lghtnlﬂ%
' [ng t.
Aye was the Ran’ng wont, ere mormng fair |
Had rear’d o’er eaftern waves her rofy tede,
To grafp with tender hand the pointed fpear,
And beat the thicket where-the boar’s fell breed
Enfhrouded lay, or lion’s tawny feed. _
Oft would great Dlan, with her woody tram,
Stop in mid chace to wonder at his fpeed,
Whilft up the hill’s rough fide the faw him ftrain, ™
Or fweep with winged feet along the level plain,

LA

o XIL. : ,

And when dun fhades had blent the day’s bright eye, -

Upon his fhoulders, with flow ftagg’ring pace, -
He brought the prey his hand had done to die,

Whilt blood with duft befprent did foul dnfgrace
The goodly features of his glowing face.

When as the fage beheld on grafly foil
Each panting corfe, whilft life did we]l apace,

The panther of his fpotted pride he’d fpoil,

To deck his fofter fon: fit meed of daring toil.
' Iz XIL And
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o XII.
And ever and anon the godlike fire,
To temper ftern behefts with pleafaunce gay,
Would touch (for well he could) the filver lyres '
So fweetly ravifh’d each enchanting lay,
- 'That Pan, in fcornful wife, would fling away
His ruftic pipe, and ev’n the facred train
Would leave their lov’d Parnafs’ in trim array,
And thought their own Apollo once again
Charm’d his attentive flock, a fimple thepherd fwain.

- XL
And ever and anon of worthies old,
Whofe praifeFame’s trump through earth’s wide bound>:
+ had fpread,
To fire his mind to brave exploits, he told ;
Pirithous, known for proweft hardy-head ;
‘Thefeus, whofe wrath the dire Procruftes fled ;
And Hercules, whom trembling Lerna fear’d,
. When Hydra fell, in loathfome marthes bred,
In vain againft the fon of -Jove uprear’d
Head fprouting under head, by thrillant faulchion fhear’d.

XIV.
The ftern-brow’d boy in mute attention ftood,
To hear the fage relate each great emprife ;
Then ftrode along the cave in haughtier mood,
- Whilf varying paffions in his bofom rife,
. : And



[ 133] ‘
And lightning-beams flath from his glowing éyes.
Ev’n now he fcarns the prey the defarts yield, .
Ev’n now (as hope the future fcene fupplies)
He fhakes the terror of his heay’n.form’d fhield,
And braves th’ indignant flood, and thunders o’er the field.

- “GOMQ%0*0%%}0-&0“0&00&&%%’%“&”%

An EPISTLE from S. J. Efg; in the
Country, to the Right Hon. the Lord
Loverace in Town. '

~Written in the Year 1735s.

N days, my Lord, when mother Time,
Though now grown old, was in her prime,
When Saturx firft began to rule,
And Jove was hardly come from fchool,
How happy was a country life ! '
How free from wickednefs and firife!
Then each man liv’d upon his farm,
And thought and did no mortal harm
-On mofly banks fair virgins flept,
As harmlefs as the flocks they kept
‘Then love was all they had to'do, ,
And nymphs were chafte, and fwains were true. .
But now, whatever poets writs,
. *Tis fure the cafe is alter’d quite,
I ~ Virtue
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Virtue no more m rural plams,
@hmdocence, or pcace remains ;
Bat vite 15 in the cottage found,

. And count:yguls arc oft unfound : L.
Frlerce - parry-rage each vﬂlage ﬁrcs, e
" With wars of juftices and *fquires:” "~ " '
Attorneys, for a barley-firaw, ' '

* Wheéle ages hamper folks'in law ; “
And every nexghbour sin a ﬂaw . .

e A.bout_theu- vates? or tythes, orgame H '
&me quarrel for their hares. and pigeens;” .1
And fome for d}ﬂ”rem:e in religions: ; - - .
Some hold their parifm the beft preachcr,

The tinker {ome a bft;et tgacher; -
Thefe, to the éhurch they fight for, ﬁrangers,
Have fauth in nothing, but her dange:ag""
While thofe, 3 morg belieying Peﬁpie;' R
Can {wallow all things—but a fteeple.. ..

Bat I, my. Lprgl, who, a5 you knaw, .. -
Care little how thefe. matters goy - - -
And equally deteft the frife

And ufual joys of country life, .. .~-: RO
Have by good fortupe little thare ..~ ... -~
Of its diverfions, orits.care; ~~ * .1 . .
For feldom I with | guires unite, s . 1.

Who hunt all day, and drink all mght FERS
Nor reckon wonderfnl inviting, : .
A quarter-fcﬂions, or cqck-ﬁghung : '

, - But

FPIYVRE
Rt
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But then no-ferm- F occupy,
With fheep to rot and cows to die<
Nor rage I much, or much defpair,
Though in my hedge I find a frare ;
Nor view I, with due admiration, '
All the:high Konours here in fafhion ;
The great commiffions of the quorum,
Terrors to-all who come before *eiti ;-
Militia fcarlet, edg’d with goid,"
Or the white ftaff high-fheriffs hold ; -
The repsefentative®s carefling, ' '
‘The judge’s bow, the bithop’s bleffing.
Nor can I for my foul delight
In the dull feaft of neighb’ring knight,
Who, if you fend three days before,”
In whité gloves meets you at the door, o
With {uperfluity of breeding '
Firft makes you fick, and then with ﬁeedmg.
Or if with ceremony cloy’d,
You would next time fuch plagues avoid,
And vifit without previous notice, ~
Jonn, Joun, a coach !—I can’t think who ’ tu,
My lady cries, who fpies your coach, |
Ere you the-avenue approach';
Lord, how unlucky !-awafhing—&ay!
And all the mien are in the hay !
Entrance to gain ié fomething hard,
The dogs all bark, tlte gates are bars'd ;-

: 14 - The

-
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The yard’s with lines of linen crofs’d,

The hall-door’s lock’d, the key is loft 3

Thefe difficuldies all o’ercome,

‘We reach at length the drawing-room,

~Then there’s fuch trampling over-head, ,
Madam you’d fwear was brought to-bed 3 7
Mifs in a hyrry burfts the lock,

‘To get clean fleeves to hide her fmock 3.

"The fervants run, the pewter clatters,

My lady drefles, calls, and chatters ;

The cook-maid raves for want of butter,

Pis fqueak, fowls fcream, and green geefe flutter,
Now after three hours tedious waiting,

On all our neighbours faults debating,
And having nine times view’d the garden,
In which there’s nothing worth a farthing,
In comes my lady, and the pudden :

You will excufe, fir,—on 2 fudden=
"Then, that we may have four and four,
‘The bacon, fowls, and colly-flow’s

"Their ancient unity divide,

The top one graces, one each fide ;

And by and by the fecond courfe

Comes lagging like a diftanc’d horfe ;

A falver then to church and king,

‘The batler fweats, the glaffes ring ;

‘The cloth remov’d, the toafts go round,
Bawdy and politics abound § ;
: ' And
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And as the knight more tip{y waxes,
We damn all minifters and taxes.
At laft the ruddy fun quite fank,
. The coachman tolerably drunk,
Whirling o’er hillocs, ruts, and flones,
Enough to diflocate one’s bones,
We home return, a wond’rous token
Of heaven’s kind care, with limbs unbrokes.
AfBi& us not, ye Gods, though finners,
With many days like this, or dinners!

Bat if civilities thus teaze me,
Nor bufinefs, nor diverfions pleafe me,
. You'll atk, my Lord, how time I fpend ?
I anfwer, with a book, or friend ;
‘The circulating hours dividing
*Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding:
But books are ftill my highett joy,
Thefe carlieft pleafe, and lateft cloy.
Sometimes o’er diftant climes [ ftray,
By guides experienc’d taught the way ;
The wonders of each region view, ~
From frozen LarsanD to Perv ;
Bound o’er rough feas, and mountains bare,
Yet ne’er forfake my elbow chair. '
Sometimes fome fam’d hiftorian’s pen
Recalls paft ages back agen,
Where all I4ee, through every page,
Js but how men with fenfelefs rage o

e : : Eack

i

’
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Each other rob, deftroy, and burn, -
To ferve a prieft’s, or ftatefman’s turn 3

The
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The atmofphere will oft perfume

.Of a whole fpacious drawing-room,
Sometimes I pafs a whole long day

In happy indolence away,

In fondly meditating o’er.

Palt pleafqt;s, and in h.opmg more :

Or wander through the fields and woods,

vA;nd garée;tg bath’d in circling f floods,

“There blooming flow’rs with rapture vxew,

And fparkling gems of morming dew,

Whence in my mind ideas rife

Of C&r1a’s cheeks, and CHLOE’s eyes.
*Tis thus, my tord, I, free'from firife,

Spend an inglorious countyy life ;

Thefe are the joys I ftill purfue,

When ab{ent from the town and you :

Thus pafs long fummer funs away, .

Bufily idle, calmly gay ;

Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor,

Nor having much, or wifhing more ;

Except that you, when weary grown

Of all the follies of the town,

And feging, in all public places,

"The fame vain fops and painted faces,

Would fometimes kindly condefcend

- 'To vifit a dull country friend : -
Here you’ll be ever fure to meet -
A hearty welcome, .though no treat,

5
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One who has nothing elfe to do,

But to divert himfelf and you :

A houfe, where quiet guards the door,

No rural wits fmoak, drink and roar ;
Choice books, fafe horfes, wholfome liquor,
Clean girls, backgammon, and the vicar,

S e TS e S S e X 2o X B S X

To a LADY in Town,- foon after her
leaving the Country.

By the Same,

Hilft you, dear maid, o’er thonfands born to relgn,
For the gay town exchange the rural plain,

-The cooling breeze and evening walk forfake
For ftifling crowds, which your own beauties make ;
Through circling joys while you inceffant ftray,
Charm in the Mall, and fparkle at the play ;
Think (if Tuccefiive vanities can fpare
One thought to love) what cruel pangs I bear,
Left in thefe plains all wretched, and alone,
To weep with fountains, and with echoes groan,
And mourn inceffantly that fatal day,
That all my blifs with CuLoE fnatch’d away.

Say, by what arts I can relieve my pain,
Mufic, verfe, all I try, but try in vain ;
In vain the breathing flute my hand employs,

Lagte the companion of my CrLoE’s voice.
Nor
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N

Nor Haxpetr's, nor Correrri’s tuneful airs
Can harmonize my foul, or footh my cares ;
‘Thofe once-lov’d med’cines unfuccefsful prove,
Malfic, alas, is but the voice of love!l
In vain I oft harmonious lines perufe,
And feek for aid from Porz’s and Prior’s Mufe ;
‘Their treach’rous numbers but affift the foe,
And call forth fcenes of {ympathifing woe 3
Here Heroise mourns her abfent lover’s charms,
‘There panting Emma fighs in HEnrY’s arms ;
‘Their loves like mine ill-fated I bemoan,
And in their tender forrows read my own.

Reftlefs fometimes, as oft the mournful dove
Forfakes her neft forfaken by her love,
I fly from home, and feek the facred fields,
Where Cam’s old urn its filver current yields,
‘Where folemn tow’rs o’er-look each mofly grove,
As if to guard it from th’ affaults of'love ;
Yet guard in vain, for there my CaLoE’s eyes
Bat lately made whole colleges her prize ;
Her fons, though few, not Parras could defend,
Nor Durr~Ess fuccour to her thoufands lend ;
Love like a fever with infeftious rage
Scorch’d up the young, and thaw’d the froft of age ;
To gaze at her, ev’n Dons are feen to run,
And leave unfinifh’d pipes, and authors—{carce begun.
* So HerEex look’d, and mov’d with fuch a grace,
When the grave feniors of the TrojAN race

* Vide Hom. Il. B, iii. ver, 15c.
Were
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Were forc’d thofe fatal beauties to admire,
That all their youth confurm’d, and fet their town on fire,

At fam’d NewmarkeT oft I fpend the day, )
An unconcern’d fpe&ator of the play ;

There pitilefs obferve the ruin’d heir

With anger fir'd, or melting with defpair:

For how fhould I his-trivial lefs bemoan,

Who feel one, fo much greater, of my own ?
There while the golden heaps, a glorious pnze,
Wait the decifion of two rival dice,

While long difputes ’twixt feven and five remain,
- And each, like parties, have their friends for gain,
‘Without one with I fee the guineas fhine,

Fate, keep your gold, I cry, make CHLGE mine.
Now fee, prepar’d their utmoft fpeed to try,

©’er the fmooth turf the bounding racers fiy !
Now more and more their flender limbs they ftrain,
‘And fdaming ftretch along the velvet plain !

,Ah flay ! fwift fteeds, your rapid flight delay,

No more the jockey’s fmarting lath obey !

But rather let my hand dire& the rein,

And guide your fteps a nobler prize to gain ;
Then {wift as eagles cut the yielding air,

Bear me, oh bear me to the abfent fair.

Now when the winds are hufh’d, the air ferene,
And chearful fun-beams gild the beauteous fcene,
Penfive o'er all the neighb’ring fields I ftray,
Where-e’er or choice, or chance direéts the way
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- Or view the op’ning lawas, or private woods, .
Or diftant bluifh hills, or filver floods :
Now harmlefs birds in filken nets infnare,
Now with fwift dogs purfue the flying hare ;
Dull fports! for oh my CHLOE is not there !

Fatigued at length 1 willingly retire
To a fmall ftudy, and a chearful fire,
There o’er fome folio pore ; I pore, ’tis trye,
But ph my thoughts are fled, and fled to.you ;
. I hear you, fee you, feaft upon your eyes,
And clafp with eager arms the lovely prize.
Here for a while I could forget my pain,
Whilft I by dear réfletion live again ;
But ev’n thefe joys are too {ublime to laft,
And quickly fade, like all the real ones paft :
For juft when now beneath fome filent grove *
I hear you talk—and talk perhaps.of love,
Or charm with thrilling notes the li’ning ear,
Sweeter than angels fing, or angels hear,
My treach’rous hand its weighty charge lets go,
The book falls thund’ring on the floor below,
The pleafing vifion in a moment’s gone,
And I once more am wretched and alone.

So when glad OrPHEUS from th’ infernal fhade
Had juft recall’d his long-lamented maid,
Soon as her charms had reach’d his eager eyes,
Loft in eternal night—again the dies.
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To the Right Hon., the Lady MARGARET
Cavenpisy HarRLeY?, prefented with
a Colle@ion of Porms.

By the Same.

HE tuneful throng was ever beauty’s care,

" And verfe a tribute facred to the fair.
Hence in each age the lavelieft nymph has been,
By undifputed right, the Mufes’ queen ;

Her {miles have all poetic bofoms fir’d,

And patroniz’d the verfe themfelves infpir'd :
Lzsz1a prefided thus in Roman times,

Thus Saccuarissa reign’d o'er Britith rhymes,

" And prefent bards to MARGARETTA bow,

For, what they were of old, is HarRLEY now.

- From Oxrorp’s houfe, in thefe dull bufy days,
Alone we hope for patronage, or praife ;

He to our flighted labours ftill is kind,

Beneath his roof w* are ever fure to find

(Reward fufficient for the world’s neglect)
Charms to infpire, and goodnefs to protectt; .

" 3 Only daughter and heir of Edward Earl of Oxford and Mortimer,

by Lady Henrictta Cavendifh, only daughter and heir of John Holles
Buke of Newcaftle. This lady is now Dutchefs Dowager of Portland.

9 : Your
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Your eyes with rapture animate our lays,

Your fire’s kind hand uprears our drooping bays,
'Form’d for ogr glory and fupport, ye feem,

Our conftant patron he, and you our theme.
Where fhould poetic homage then be pay’d 2
Where every verfe, but at your feet be ‘lay’d?

A double right you to this empire bear,

As firtt in beauty, and as Oxrorp’s heir,

Illuftrious maid ! in whofe fole perfon join’d

Every perfeftion of the fair we find,

Charms that might warrant all her fex’s pride,
Without one foible of her fex to hide : )
Good-nature, artlefs as the bloom that dies

Her cheeks, and wit as piercing as her eyes.

Oh HarrEY ! could you but thefe lines approve,
Thefe children {prung from idlenefs, and love,
Could they (but ah how vain is the defign!)
Hope to amufe your hours, as once they’ve mine,
Tk’ illsjudging world’s applaufe, and critic’s blante
Alike I’d fcorn ; your approbation’s fame.

Vor. IIL K CHLOE



[ 146 ]
OO RO OO OO

CHLOE to STREPHON.
A SONG.

By the Same.

T OO plain, dear youth, thefe tell-tale eyes
My heart your own declare,
But for heav’n’s fake let it fuffice
You reign triumphant there:

Forbear your utmoft pow’r to try,
Nor farther urge your fway ;

Prefs not for what I muft deny,
For fear I fhould obey.

Could all your art fucceféful prove,
Would you a maid undo,

Whofe greateft failing is her love,
And that her love for you ?

Say, would you ufe that very pow’r
You from her fondnefs claim, -
To ruin in one fatal hour
A life of fpotlefs fame ?
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Ah! ceafe, my dear, to do an ill,
Becaufe perhaps you may ! -
But rather try your utmoft kill -
To fave me than betray :

Be you yourfe!lf my virtue’s guard,
Defend, and not pusfue ;

Since ’tis a tak for me too hard,
To fight with love and you.

R 30 36K 38K 30 338333 553830 e 000 0 3¢

To the Right honourable the EarL of CHES:
TERFIELD, on his being inftalled Knight
of the GarTzr 2

By the Same,

HE SE trophies, STaNHOPE, of the lovely dams,
Once the bright objeft of a monarch’s flame,

Who with fuch juft propriety can wear,

As thou, the darling of the gay and fair ?

See every friend to wit, politenefs, love,

With one confent thy fovereign’s choice approve !

And liv’d PLANTAGENET her voice to join, .

‘Herfelf, and GarTer, both were furely thine,

2 He was inftalled at Wind'er, on the 18th of June 1730, at the fame

time with the Duke of Cumberland and the Earl of Burlington,
K-z - To
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Toa LADY, fent with a Prefent of Shells
and Stones defigned for a GrRoT To.

By the Same.

WITH gifts like thefe, the fpoils of neighb’ring fhores,
The Indian {wain his fable love adores,

OfPrings well {ujted to the 'duﬂ:y thrine

Of his rude goddé(s, but unworthy mine :

And yet they feem not fuch a worthlefs prize,

If nicely view’d by philofophic eyes :

And fuch are yours, that nature’s works admire

With warmth like that, which they them{elves infpire.

© To {uch how fair appears each grain of fand,

Or humbleft weed, as wrought by nature’s hand !

How far fuperior to all human pow’r

Springs the green blade, or buds the painted flow’r!

In all her births, though of the meancf kinds,

A juft obferver entertainment finds,

With fond delight her low produétions fees,

And how fhe gently rifes by degrees ; .

A fhell, or flone he can with pleafure view,

Hence trace her nobleft works, the heav’ns—and you.
10 Behold
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Behold how bright thefe gaudy trifles fhine,
The lovely fportings of a hand divine !
See with what art each curious fhell is made,
Here carv’d in fret-work, there with pearl inlaid !
What vivid ftreaks th’ enamel’g ftones adorn,
Fair as the paintings of the purple morn !
Yet ftill not half their charms can reach our eyes,
While thus confus’d the {parkling Chaos lies ;
Doubly they’ll pleafe, when in your Grotto plac’d,
They plainly fpeak the fair difpofer’s tafte ;
Then glories yet anfeen fhall o’er them rife,
New order from your hand, new luftre from your eyes.

How {weet, how charming, will appear this Grot,
When by your art to full perfeition brought !
Here verdant plants, and blooming flow’rs will grow,
There bubbling currents through the fhell-work flow ;
Here coral mix’d with fhells of various dies,
There polifh’d ftone will charm our wond’ring eyes ;
Delightful bow’r of blifs ! fecure retreat }

_ Fit for the Mufes, and STATIRA's feat.

Bat ftill how good muft be that fair-one’s mind,
Who thus in folitude can pleafure find !
The Mufe her company, good-fenfe her guide,
Refitlefs charms her pow’r, but not her pride ;
Who thus forfakes the town, the park, and play,
In filent fhades to pafs her hours away ;
Who better likes to breathe freth country air,
Than ride imprifon’q in a velvet chair,

K3 And
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And makes the warbling nightingale her chmce,

Before the thrills of FARINELLI’S voice;

Prefers her books, and confcience void of ill, -

To concerts, balls, affemblies, and quadrille 2

Sweet bow’rs more pleas’d, than gilded chariots fees,

For groves the play-houfe quits, and beaus for trees.
Bleft is the man, whom heav’n fhall grant one hour

With fuch a lovely nymph, in fuch a-lovely bow’r.

ROROR RIS ORI SRIRIRIE DR

- ToaLADY, in anfwerto a LETTER wrote
" in a very fine Hand. -

By the Same.

Hilft well-wrote lires our wond’ting eyes command,
The beauteous work of Crno#’s artful hand,
Throughout the finith’d piece we fee difplay’d
Th’ exa®ft image of the lovely maid ;' °
Such is her wit, and fuch her form divine, -
This pure, as flows the ftyle through évery line, - }
That, like each letter, exquifitely fine.’

See with what art the fable currents flain
In wand’ing mazes all the milk-white plain !
Thus o’er the meadows wrap’d in filver Thow
Unfrozen brooks in dark meanders fow ;

' . Thus
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Thus jetty curls.in fhining ripglgts deck

'The ivory plain of lovely Curae’s neck :
See, like fome virgin, whofe unmeaning charms
Receive new luftre from a lover’s arms,
The yielding paper’s pure, but _vaéant breaft,
By her fair hand and flowing pen imprefs’d,
At every touch more animated grows,
And with new life and new ideas glows ;
Frefh beauties, from the kind defiler gains,
And fhines each moment brighter from its ftains.

Let mighty Love no longer boaft his darts,
That firike unerring,-aim*d-at mortal hearts ;
CHLoE, your quill can equal wonders do,
Wound fall as fure, and at adifiance too:
Arm’d with your feather’d weapens in your hands,
From pole to pole you fend your great commands ;
To diftant climes in vain the lover flies,
Your pen o’ertakes him, if he *fcapes your eyes ;
So thofe, who from the {fword in battle run,
But perifh viGtims to the diftant gun, .
Beauty’s a fhort-liv’d blaze, a fading flow’r,
But thefe are charms no ages can devour ;
Thefe, far fuperior to the brighteft face,
Triumph alike o’er time, as well .as fpace,
When that fair form, which thoufands new adore,
By years decay’d, fhall tyrannize no more,
Thefe lovely lines fhall future ages view,
And eyes upborn, like outs, be charm’d by you.
K¢

How
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How oft do I admire with fond delight
The curious piece, and with like you to write!
Alas, vain hope! that might as well afpire
To copy Pauro’s firoke, or TiT1an’s fire s
Ev’n now your fplendid lines before me lie,
And I in vain td_imitate them try ;
Believe me, fair, ’m pra&ifing this art,
To fteal your hand, in hopes to fteal your heart.

s
The ART of DANCING. APozewm.

- Infcribed to the Right Hon. the Lady Fanny FieLping*
‘Written in the Year 1730, By the Same,

Inceffu patuit Dea. Vira.
CANTO L

N the fmooth dance to move with graceful mien,

Eafy with care, and fprightly though ferene,
‘To mark th’ infirutions echoing ftrains convey,
And with juft fteps each tuneful note obey,
I teach ; be prefent, all ye facred Choir,
Blow the foft flute, and ftrike the founding lyre 5
When FieLpine bids, your kind affiftance bring,
And at her feet the lowly tribute fling ;

3 Daughter of Bafil, fourth Earl ef Denbigh. She married Daniel
Eatl of Winchelfea, and died September 27, 1734+

Oh
-\' .



[ 153 1

On may her eyes (to her this verfe is due)
What firft themdelves infpir'd, vouchfafe to view !

Hail loftieft art ! thou canft all hearts infnare,
And make the faireft ftill appear more fair.
Beauty can little execution do,
Unlefs fhe borrows half her arms from you !
Few, like Pycmarion, doat on lifelefs charms,
Or care to clafp a ftatue in their.arms ;.
But breafts of flint muft melt with fierce defire,
When art and motion wake the fleeping fire :
A Venus, drawn by great Apelles’ hand,
May for a while our wond’ring eyes command,
But fill, though form’d with all the pow’rs of art,
The lifelefs piece can never warm the bearc ;
So fair a nymph, perhaps, may pleafe the eye,.
Whilft all her beauteous limbs unactive lie,
But when her charms are in the dance difplay’d,
Then every heart adores the lovely maid :
This fets hor beauty in the faireft light,
And fhews each grace in full perfe¢tion bright 3
"Then, as the turns around from every part,
Like porcupines fhe fends a piercing dart ;
In vain, alas ! the tond fpettator tries
To thun the pleafing dangers of her eyes,
For, Parthian-like, fhe wounds as fure behind,
With flowing curls, and ivory neck re:lin’d :
Whether her fteps the Minuet’s mazes trace,
Or the flow Louyre’s more majeftic pace,

Whethep
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Whether the Rigadoen employs her care,
Or {prightly Jigg difplays the nimble fair,
At every ftep new heaunties we explore,
And worfhip now, what we admir’d before :
" So when Zneas, in the Tyrian grove,
Fair Venus met, the charming queen of Love,
The beauteous goddefs, whilft unmov’d fhe fteod,
Seem’d fome fair nymph, the gnardian of the wood ;
But when fhe mov’d, at once her heav’nly mien
And graceful flep confefs’d bright Beanty’s queen,
New glories o’er her form each moment rife,
And all the Goddefs opens to his eyes.

Now. hafte, my Mufe, purfue thy deftin’d way,
What dreffes beft became the dancer, fay;
‘The rules of drefs forget not to impart,
A leflon previous to the dancing art.

The foldier’s fcarlet glawing from afar,
Shews that his bloody occupation’s war ;
Whilft the lawn band, beneath a double chin,
As plainly fpeaks divinity within ;
The milk-maid {afe through driving’rains and fnows,
Wrapt in her cloak, and prop’d on pattens goes ;
Whilft the foft Belle, immur’d in velvet chair,
Needs but the filken thoe, and trufts her bofom bare:
The woolly drab, and Englith broad-cloth warm,
Guard well the horfeman from the beating ftorm,
But load the dancer with too great a weight,
And call from every pore the dewy fweat ; ,
Rather
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* Rather let him his altive limbs difplay

In camblet thin, or glofly paduafoy.

Let no unwieldy pride his fhoulders prefs 3

But airy, light, and eafy be his drefs ;

Thin be his yielding foal, and low his heel,

So fhall he nimbly bound, and fafely wheel.
But let not precepts known my verfe prolong,

Precepts which ufe will better teach, than fong ;

For why fhould I the gallant fpark command,

With clean white gloves to fit his ready hand ?

Or in his fob enlivening fpirits wear, _

And pungent falts to raife the fainting fair ?

Or hint, the fword that dangles at his fide,

Should from its filken'bandage be unty’d ?

Why fhould my lays the youthful tribe advife,

Left fnowy clouds from out their wigs arife ;

So fhall their partners mourn their laces fpoil’d,

And fhining filks with greafy powder foil’d ?

Nor need I, fure, bid prudent youths beware,

Left with ereted tongues their buckles ftare,

The pointed fteel fhall oft’ their flocking rend,

And oft’ th’ approaching petticoat offend.

. And now, ye youthful fair, I fing to you,
With pleafing fmiles my ufeful labours view :
For you the filkworms fine-wrought webs difplay,
And lab’¥ing fpin their little lives away ;

For you bright gems with radiant colours glow,
Fair as the dies that paint the heav’nly bow
7

For
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For you the fea refigns its pearly ftore,
And earth unlocks her mines of treafur’d ore 3
"In vain yet Nature thus her gifts beftows,
Unlefs yourfelves with art thofe gifts difpofe.

Yet think not, Nyinphs‘.that in the glitt’ring ball,
One form of drefs prefcrib’d can fuit with all ;
One brighteft thines when wealth and art combine
To make the finith’d piece compleatly fine ;
When leaft adorn’d, another fteals our hearts,
Ard rich in pative beauties, wants not arts ;

In fome are fuch refiftlefs graces found,
That in all dreffes they are fure to wound ;
Their perfe@ forms all foreign aids defpife,
And gems but borrow luftre from their eyes. -

Let the fair Nymph, in whofe plump cheeks is feen

A conftant blufh, be clad in chearful green ;

In fuch a drefs the fportive fea-nymphs go ;

So in their grafly bed freh rofes blow :

The lafs whofe fkin is like the hazel brown,

With bpightef yellow fhou!d o’ercome her own :
While maids grown pale with ficknefs or defpair,
The fable’s mournful dye fhould choofe to wca‘u-; :
So the pale moon till fhiues with pureft light,
Cloath’d in the dufky mantle of the night.

But far from you be all thofe treach’rous arts,

That wound with; painted charms unwary heartsu,'._.
Dancing’s a touch(lone that.true beauty tries, ‘
Nor fuffers charms that Nature’s hand denies;

' . Though
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Though for a while we may with wonder vi:

The rofy blufh, and fkin of lovely hue,

Yet foon the dance will caufe the cheeks to g.ow,

And melt the waxen lips, and neck of fnow,

So fhine the fields in icy fetters bound,

Whil#t frozen gems befpangle all the ground;

Through the clear cryftal of the glitt’ring fnow,

With fcarlet dye the bluthing hawthorns glow ;

O’er all the plains unnumber’d glories rife,

And a new bright creation charms our eyes :

*Till Zephyr breathes, then all at once decay

The fplendid fcenes, their glories fade away,

The fields refign the beauties not their own,

And all their fnowy charms run trickling down.
Dare I in fuch momentous points advife,

T thould condemn the hoop’s enormous fize,

Of ills I fpeak by long experience found,

Oft” have I trod th’ immeafurable round,

And mourn’d my fhins bruis’d black with many a wound.

Nor fhould the tighten’d ftays, too ftraitly lac’d,
In whale-bone bondage gall the flender waift ;
Nor waving lappets fhould the dancing fair,
Nor ruffles edg’d with dangling fringes wear ;
Oft’ will the cobweb ornaments catch hold

On the approaching button rough with gold,
Nor force, nor art can then the bonds divide,
When once th’ intangled Gordian knot is ty’d :

}

Se
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So the unhappy pair, by Hymen’s pow’r
‘Together join’d in fome ill-fated hour,
‘The more they firive their freedom to regain,
The fafter binds th’ indifloluble chain,
Let each fair maid, who fears to be difgrac’d,
Ever be fure to tye her garter faft, _
Lett the loos’d ftring, amidft the public ball,
A wifh’d-for prize to fome proud fop fhould fall,
‘Who the rich treafure fhall triumphant fhew,
And with warm blufhes caufe her cheeks to glow.
But yet, (as Fortune by the felf-fame ways
She humbles many, fome delights to raife)
It happen’d once, a fair illaftrious dame
By fuch negle& acquir’d immortal fame,
And hence the radiant Star and Garter blue
BriTaNK1A’s nobles grace, if Fame fays true:
Hence flill, PLanTAcEKET, thy beauties bloom,
‘Though long fince moulder’d in the dufky tomb,
Still thy loft Garter is thy fov’reign’s care,
And what each royal breaft is proud to wear.
But let me now my lovely charge remind,
Left they forgetful leave their fans behind 3
Lay not, ye fair; the pretty toy afide,
A toy at once d¥play’d, for ufe and pride,
A wond’rous engine, that By magic charms,
Cools your 6wn breaft, and every other’s warths.
. What daring bard fhall ¢’er attempt to tell
The pow’ss, that in this little weapon dwell

What
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What verfe can e’er explain its various parts,
Its numerous ufes, motions, charms and arts ?
Its painted folds, that oft extended wide,
- Th’ afli®ed fair one’s blubber’d beauties hide,
When fecret forrows her fad bofom fill,
If StrepHoON is unkind, or Smock isill;
Its fticks, on which her eyes deje&ed pare,
And pointing fingers number o’er and o’er,
When the kind virgin burns with fecret thame,,
Dies to confent, yet fears to-own her flame ;
Its fhake triumphant, its victorious clap, .
Its angry flutter, and its wanton tap ?
Forbear, my Mufe, th’ extenfive theme to fing,
Nor truft in fuch a flight thy tender wing ;
Rather do you in humble lines proclaim
From whence this engine took its form and name,
Say from what caufe it firft deriv’d its birth,
How form’d in heav’n, how thence deduc’d to earth.
" Once in Arcadia, that fam’d feat of love,
There liv’d a nymph, the pride of all the grove,
A lovely nymph, adorn’d with every grace,
An eafy fhape, and fweetly-bloominé face ;
Fanny the damfel’s name, as chafte as fair,
Each virgin’s envy, and each {wain’s defpair :
To charm her ear the rival thepherds fing,
Blow the foft flute, and wake the trembling ftring ;
For her they leave their wand’ring flocks to rove,
Whilft Fanny’s name refounds through every grove,
And fpreads on every tree, inclos’d in knots of love ;

A" .
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As F1eLp1nG’s now, her eyes all hearts inflame,
Like her in beauty, as alike in name.

*Twas when the fummer fun, now mounted high,
With fiercer beams had fcorch’d the glowirng tky,
Beneath the covert of a cooling fhade,

To fhun the heat, this lovely nymph was lay’d ;
The fultry weather o’er her cheeks had fpread
A blufh, that added to their native red,

And her fair breafts, as polifh’d marble white,
‘Were half conceal’d, and half expos’d-to fight ;
ZoLus the mighty God, whom winds obey, -
Obferv’d the beauteous maid, as thus fhe lay,
QPer all her charms he gaz’d with fond delight,
And fuck’d in poifon at the dangerous fight ;
He fighs, he burns ; at laft declares his pain,
But ftill he fighs, and ftill he wooes in vain 3
‘The cruel nymph, regardlefs of his moan,
Minds not his flame, uneafy with her own ;

But ftill complains, that he who rul’d the air
‘Would not command one Zephyr to repair
Around her face, nor gentle breeze to play
Through the dark glade, to cool the fultry day ;
By lové incited, and the hopes of joy,

Th’ ingenions God contriv'd this pretty toy,
With gales inceflant to relieve her flame ;

And call’d it Fan, from lovely FAnxY's name.

CANTO
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C ANT. O IL
YO W fee prepar’d to lead the fprightly dance,
The lovely nymphs,and well- drefs’d youths advance;
"The fpacious room receives each jovial guett,
And the floor thakes with pleafing weight oppre.fs’d
'Thick rang’d on every fide, with various dyes
The fair in glofly filks our fight furprize :
So, in a garden bath’d with genial thow’rs,
A thoufand forts of variegated flow’rs,
Jonquils, carnations, pinks, apd tulips rife,
And in a gay confufion charm our eyes.
High o’er their heads, with num’rous candles bright,
Large fconces fhed their fparkling beams of light,
Their fparkling beams, that fill more brightly glow,
Refle@ted back from gems, and eyes below :
Unnumber’d fans to cool the crowded fair
With breathing Zephyrs move the circling air :
The fprightly fiddle, and the founding lyre,
Each youthful breaft with gen’rous warmth infpire ;
Fraught with all joys the blifsful momeats fly,
While mufic melts the ear, and beauty charms the eye.
Now let the youth, to whofe fuperior place
It firft belongs the fplendid ball to grace,
With-humble bow, and ready hand prepare,
Forth from the crowd to lead his chofen fair; .
The fair fhall not his kind requett deny,
But to the pleafing toil with equal ardoyr fly,
Vou, IIL L " But
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Bat ftay, rath pair, nor yet-untaught advance,
Firft hear the Mufe, ere you attempt to dance :
¢ By art direfted o’er the foaming tide
Sekiiré from rocks the painted veflels glide's:

By art the chariot fcours the dufty plain,

Springs at the whip, and + hears the firait'ning reii'.
To art our bodics muft obedient prove,

If e’er we hope with grac:fu’! eafe to move:

Long was the dincing ait unfix'd, and free,

Hence, loft in error and uncertainty,

No precepts did'it mind, or rules obey,

But every mafler taught a difi'rent way ;
Hence'ere each new-bo'l;n o'all'z'ce was fully try'd,
The lovely produ‘l év'nin blooming dy’d,
Through various hands ia wild confufion tofs’d,
Its fleps were altér’d, and its beauties loft ;-

Till § Furrrer, the pride of GALLIA; fofe,
And did thé dance in charalters compofe,

Each lovely grdce By certain marks lie taught,
And evéry ftep in Iafting volumes %rote:
Hence o’er thie world this pleafing art thall fpread,
And every dance in every climie be read §

* Arte citz velogué rates remoque moventur,
Arte leves currus. ) Ovis.
+ ———— Nec audit currus habenas. Viza.
{ Fuillet wrote the Art of Dancing by chara@ters in French, fince
wanflated by Weaver.



[ 163 ]

By diftant mafters fhall each ftep be feen,

Though mountains rife, and oceans roar between 3

Hence, with her fifter arts, fhall Dancmg claxm -

An equal right to univerfal fame, '

And Isaac’s ngadoon fhall live as long,

As RaPHAEL’S pamtxng, or as Vmcu. s fong.
Wife Nature ever; with a prudent_ hand,

Difpenfes various gifts to every land,

'To every nation frugally imparts

A genius fit for fome pecuhar arts 3

To trade the DurcH incline, the Swiss to arms,

Mufic and verfe are foft ITaLIA’S charms ;

Brirannia jultly glories to have found

Lands unexplor’d, and fail’d the globe around :

But none will fure prefume to rival France,

Whether fhe forms, or executes the dance;

To her exalted genius ’tis we owe

The {prightly Rigadoon and Louvre flow,

The Borée, and Courant unpra&xs’d long,

Th’ immortal Mmuet, and the fmooth Bretagne,

With a]l thofe dances of 1lluﬁnous fame,

* That from thelr native country take their name;

With thefe let every ball be firft begun,

Nor Country-dance mqude ’nll thefe are done.
Each cautious bard, ere'he attempts to fing,

Firft gently flutt’ring tries his tender wing,

*F rench dances.

‘L2 And
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And if he finds that with uncommon fire
The Mufes all his raptur’d foul infpire,
At once to heav’n he foars in lofty odes,
And fings alone of heroes and of gods ;
But if he trembling fears a flight fo high,
He then defcends to fofter elegy ;
And if in elegy he can’t fucceed,
In paft’ral he may tune the oaten reed :

" So fhould the dancer, ere he tries to move,

With care his ftrength, his weight, and genius prove;

Then, if he finds kind Nature’s gifts impart

Endowments proper for the dancing art,

If in himfelf he feels together join’d,

An altive ‘body and ambitious mind,

In nimble Rigadoons he may advance,

Or in the Louvre’s flow majeftic dance ;

If thefe he fears to reach, with eafy pace

Let him the Minuet’s circling mazes trace :

Is this too hard ? this too let him forbear,.

And to the Country-dance confine his care.
Would you in dancing every fault avoid,

To keep true time be your firft thoughts employ’d ;

All other errors they in vain fhall mend,

Who in this one important point offend ;

For this, when now united band in hand

Eager to ftart the youthful couple ftand ;

Let him awhile their nimble feet reftrain,

And with foft taps beat time to every ftrain :

Se
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So for the race prepar’d two coutfers ftand,
And with impatient pawings fpurn the fand.
In vain a mafter fhall employ his care,
Where Nature once has fix'd a clumfy air:
Rather let fuch, to country fports confin’d,
Purfue the flying hare, or tim’rous hind :
Nor yet, while I the rural *fquire defpife,
A mien effeminate would I advife ;
With equal féorn I would the fop deride,
Nor let him dance—but on the woman’s fide.
And you, fair nymphs, avoid with equal care,
A ftupid dulnefs, and a coquet air ; '
Neither with eyes, that ever love the ground,
Afleep, like fpinning-tops, run round and round ;
Nor yet with giddy looks, and wanton pride,
Stare all around, and tkip from fide to fide.
True dancing, like true wit, is beft exprefs’d
By nature only to advantage drefs'd ;
*Tis not a nimble bound, or caper high,
That can pretend to pleafe a curious eye ;
Good judges no fuch tumblers tricks regard,
Or think them beautiful, becaufe they’re hard.
" ’Tis not enough, that every ftander-by
No glaring errors in your fteps can fpy,
The dance and mufic muft {o nicely meet,
Each note thould feem an echo to your feet ;
A namelefs grace muft in each movemert dwell,
Which words can ne’er exprefs, or precepts tell,
L

_Not
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Not to be taught, but ever to be feen

In FLavia’s air, and CHLOE’s eafy mien ¢

*T'is fuch an air that makes her thoufands fall,

When FreLpinc dances at a birth-night ball

Smooth as Camicra fhe kims o’er the plam,

And flies like her through crowds of heroes flain,
Now when the Minuet oft repeated o’er,

(Like all terreftrial joys) can pleafe no more,

- And every nymph, refufing to expand

Her charms, declines the circulating hand ;

Then let the jovial country-dance begin,

And the loud fiddles call each firaggler in :

- But ere they come, permit me to difclofe,

How firft, as legends tell, this paftime rofe.

" In ancient times (fuch times are now no more)

‘When Albion’s crown illuftrious ARTHUR wore,

In fome fair op’ning glade, each fummer’s night,

Where the pale moon diffus’d her filver light,

- On the foft carpet of a grafly field,

The fporting fairies ‘their affemblies held :

Some lightly tripping with their pigmy queen,

In circling ringlets mark’d the level green ;

Some with foft notes bade mellow pipes refound,

And mufic warble ‘through the groves around ;

Oft’ lonely thepherds by ‘the foreit fide,

Belated peafants oft their revels fpy’d,

Airid home returning, o’er the nut-brown ale,

Their guefts diverted with the wond’rous tale,
Inftru&ted
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Infira@ed henge,, throughaut the Britifh e,
And fond to imitate the pleafing toil,
Round where the grcznblmg may-pqle s fix’d on hlgh
And bears its 1ﬂow ry hangurs, to the Gy, ‘
The ruddy maids,. and fun ournt fwams rcfort,
And pra&ife gvery mght the | lovcly fport i
On every fide &olian artiffs ﬁand
Whofe aétive elbows f«vcllmg wmds c9mmand
The fwelling winds harmonious ,pipes mfp;re,
And blow in eyery breaft a L generous ﬁre. . ;
Thus taught at-firft the Country,,dggce b;gan, Y
And hence to cities 3nd to courts it ran ;.
Succeedipg, 3g63,did.in time impart
Various improvgments to the lovely art ;
From ﬁeldq and groves to palaces ,remov’d "
Great ones the pleafing exercife apprqv’d
Hence the loud fiddle, and. fhrill ;rumpet s founds,
Are made companions of the dancer $ bounds ;
Hence gems, and. fpks, brocades, and ribands j Jom,
To make;the ball With. perfe&t. luﬂre thine.
So rude at firft the tragic Mufe appear’d
Her voice alape by ruftic rabble heard ;
Where th(hng trees a coolmg arbour made,
The pleas’d fpe&ators fat beneath the fhade ;
The homely fta.gc with ru(hcs green was ﬂrew’d
And in a cart the ﬂrolhng a&ors rode :
*Till time at lcngxh improv’d the great defign,
And bade the fcepes with pamted landfcapes fhine ;
’ L 4» A ’ Then

—p
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Then art did all the bright machines difpofe, -
And theatres of Parian marble rofe, ’
Then mimic thunder fhook the canvas fky,
And gods defcended from their tow’ss on high.
With ciution now let every youth prepare
To chufe a partner trom the mingled fair;
Vain would be here th’ inftru&ing Mufe’s voice,
If fhe pretended to direc his choice ;
Beauty alone by fancy is expreft,
And charms in different forms each differeént breaft 3
A frowy fkin this am’rous youth admires,
While nut-brown cheeks another’s bofom fires.
- Small waifts and flender limbs fome hearts enfnare,
‘While others love the more fubftantial fair.
But let not outward charms your judgments fway,
Your reafon rather than your eyes obey,
And in the dance, as in the mzrriage-noofe,
Rather for merit, than for beauty, choofe :
Be hér your choice, who knows with perfe&t &kill
When fhe fhould move, and when fhe thould be fill,
Who uninftra&ted can perform her fhare,
And kindly half the pleafing burthen bear,
"Unhappy is that hopelefs wretch’s fate,
Who fetter’d in the matrimonial ftate
With a poor, fimple, unexperienc’d wife,’
Is forc’d to lead the tedious dance of life ;
And fuch is his, with fuch a partner join’d,
A moving puppet, but without a mind ; '
. - Bdall
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Still maft his hand be pointing out the way,

Yet ne’er can teach fo faft, as fhe can ftray ;
Beneath her follies he muft ever groan,

And ever blafh for errors not. his own.
. But'now behold united hand in hand,

Rang’d on each fide, the well-pair’d couples ftand ¢
Each youthful bofom beating with delight,
Waits the brifk fignal for the pleafing fight :
_ While lovely eyes, that flath unufual rays,

And fnowy bubbies pull’d above the fays,
Quitk bufy hands, and bridling heads declare
The fond impatience of the flarting fair.

And fee, the fprightly dance is now begun !

Now here, now there the giddy maze they run,
Now with flow fteps they pace the circling ring,
Now all confus’d, too fwift for fight they {pring :
So, in 3 wheel with rapid fury toft,

The undiftinguifh'd fpokes are in the motion loft.

The dancer here no more requires a guide, )

To no ftrig. #éps his uunble feet are ty’d,

The Mufe’s precepts here would nfelefs be,
Where all is fancy’d, unconfin’d, and free;
Let him but to the mufic’s voice attend,

By this inftru&ed, he can ne’er offend ;

If to his. fhare it falls the dance to lead,

In well-known paths he may be fure to tread ;
If others lead, let him their motions view,

~ And in their fieps the winding maze purfue.
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In every Cauntryidance. aiferiogsuthind, ¢
Turn'd for rafle&ion, can.a:mesak find; - )
In Hunt-the-Squirrek thus thenymph wei view,’
Secks when we fly, but fliesimhencwe purfue ;
‘Thus in Round-dances,. where oun partners change,
And uncosfin'd from fair toi fair.we range, . .
As foon as one fromr his.owry confortcfides,
Anather feizes on:the Jovkly.prize.:
Awhile the faw'rite youth:enjoys her charms,
Till the next comer fteals. her from pis.arms,
New ones focceed, the laft isiftill her care; . .. v 4
How true an emblem of th’ incorflanu.faie ! .

- Where can philpfophers,. andJagts 'wife,
‘Who read the carions volumes of thedkies,
A model more exz& than danginginame, -
Of the creation’s aniverfzal frame ? C
‘Where worlds unnumber/d o’er:cth’, wthaehbway.
In a brightiregular confufion dtray 3 .
Now here, mow there itheywhirh along:ﬁadky.
Now near approach, and now fan.difdngfy, . .
Now meet in.the fame oider they. begun, - -
And then the great celéftial. damce I done.

Where can theamotllift fiad 4_jufter plan
Of the vain labours; and ‘the lifeofman ?
Awhile through jefiling coowds.we £oil, and fweat,
And eagerly parfacwe kaow.not what,
Then when our wifling.thort:liw’d race-is run,
Qyite tir'd fcdown, jult where we firlt begun. .

Though
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Though to your arms kind fite’s indulgent ¢are
Has giv’n a partner éxquifitely fair,
Let not her clarms fo' muchengage your keart,
That you néglet the kilful datiter’s part ;
Be hot, when you the taneful hotes Thotild hear,
Still whifp’rinig idle prattle in her ear ;
When you fhould be émploy’d, be not at play,
Nor for your joys all others’ fteps delay :
But whier the finith’d dance you once have done,
And with applaifé through every couple ran,
‘There reft‘awhile :* there ‘fhatch the fleéting blifs,
The tender whifper,- and the baltiy kifs ;
Each fecret with, éach fofter-hope’ confefs,
And her moift palm with eager fingers prefs ;
With fmiles the fii¥ thall hear your warm defires,
‘When mufic melts her foul, aiid dancing fires.

Thus mix’¢ with love, the pleafing toil purfue,
*Till the unwelcome 'morn appears'in view ;
‘Then when' approaching-day its beams'difplays,
And the dull candles fhiiae with fainter rays,
‘Then when the fun juft rifes o’er the deep,
And eacli bright eye is almoft fet'in fleep,
‘With ready hands, obfequious yoliths prepare
Safe to her coach to lead eich chéfen’ fair, ‘.}
And guard her from the ‘morh’s inclement air
Let a warm hood enwrap her lovely head,
And o'er het neck a handkerchief bé Ypread,

9 " Around
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Aronnd her fhoulders let this arm be caft,
Whilft that from cold defends her flender waxﬁ ;
With kiffes warm her balmy lips fhall glow,
Unchill’d by nightly damps, or wintry fnow ;
‘While gen’rous white-wine, mull’d with ginger warm;
Safely prote&ts her inward frame from harm.
But ever Jet my lovely pupils fear o,
"To chill their mantling blood with cold fmall- beer;
Ah! thoughtlefs fair! the tempting draught refufe,
When thus forewarn’d by my experienc’d Mufe ;
Let the fad confequencc your thoughts employ,
Nor hazard future pains, for prefent j joys
. Deftruétion lurks within the pois’nous dofe,
A fatal fever, or a pimpled nofe. .
Thus through each precept of the dancmg art
The Mufe has play’d the kind inftractor’s part,
Through every maze her pupils fhe has led,
And pointed out the fureft paths to tread :
No more remains ; no more the goddefs fings,
_But drops her pinions, and unfurls her wings ;
On downy beds the weary dancers lie,
And fleep’s filk cords tie down each drowfy eye ;
Delightful dreams their pleafing {ports reftore,
And ev'n in fleep they feem to dance once more.
And now the work completely finifh’d lies,
Which the devouring teeth of time defies ;
Whilft birds in air, or fith in ftreams we find,
Or damfels fret with aged partners join’d ;
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As long as nymphs fhall with attentive ear
- A fiddle rather than a fermon hear;
'So long the brighteft eyes fhall oft perufe
The ufeful lines of my inflructive Mufe ;
Each belle fhall wear them wrote upon her fan,
And each bright beau thall read them—if he can.

HRERLHRLRHABRORBREEHAD
THE MODERN

FINE GENTLEMAN.

Written in the Year 1746. By the Same.

Quale portentum neque militaris

Daunia in latis alit efcaletis,

Nec Fube tellus generat, Ieoxq::
Arida nutrix. v

U ST broke from fchool, pert, impudent, and raw;
Expert in Latin, more expert in taw,
His Honour pofts o’er ITaLy and France,
Meafures St. PETer’s dome, and learns to dance.
Thence having quick through various countries flown,
Glean’d all their follies, and expos’d his own, '
" He back returns, a thing fo ftrange all o’er,
As never ages paft produc’d before :

A monfter



{174 1

A monfter of fuch. complicated worth,,

As no one fingle clime could ¢’er, b:ing forth §

Half Atheift, Papift, gamefter, bubble, rook,

Half fiddler, coachman, dancer, grapm, and copks
Next, becanfe bus’nefs now is, all the VOogue,

And who'd be quite polite. muft be a,mgue,'

In parliament he purchafes a feat,

To make th’ accomplifh’d Gentleman compleat,

There fafe in felf-fufficient impudence,

Without experience, honefty, or fenfe,

Unknowing in her int're, tsade, or lawsy,

He vainly undertakes his country’s caufe :

Forth, from his lips, prepar’d at all to rail,

Torrents of nonfenfe burft; like bottled ale,

3 Though fhallow, muddy ; brifk, though mighty dull §

Fierce without ftrength ; o'erflowing, though not full,
Now quite a Frenchman in his garb and air,

His neck yok’d down with bag and folitaire,

The liberty of BriTaIn he fupports,

And ftorms at placemen, minifters, and courts 3

Now in crop’d greafy hair, and leather breeches,

He loudly bellows out his patript fpeeches ;

King, lords, and commans ventures to abufe,

Yet dares to thew thofe ears he ought to lofe.

& Tho’ deep, yet clear, tho’ geatle, yet not dull 5
Strong without sage, without o’es-flowing fulls Drxnau.

From
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From hence to WHiTE’s our virtuoss CaTo flies,
“There fits with countenance ere&; and wife,

And talks of games of whift, and pig-tail pies;
Plays all the night, nor doubts each law to break,.
Himfelf unknowingly has help'd to make ;
Trembling and anxious, ftakes his utmott groat,
Peeps o’er his cards, and looks as if he thoughes . -
Next morn difowns the lofles of the night,

Brecaufe the fool would fain ber thoughe a bite,
" Devoted thus to politics; and cards,
Nor mirth, nor wine, nor women he regardi ; -
So far is every virtue fronn his heart,
‘That not a gen’rous vice can claim a part
Nay, left one human paflion ¢’er fhould move
His foul to friéndﬂlip, tendernefs, or love, '
To Ficc and BrouGrron he commits his breatt,
To fteel it to the fathionable teft.

Thus poor in wealth, he labours to no end,
Wretched alone, in crowds without a friend ;
Infenfible to all that’s good, or kind,

Deaf to all merit, to all beauty blind ;

"For love too bufy, and for wit too grave,

A harden’d, fober, proud, luxurious kaave,
By little aftions ftriving to be great,

And proud to be, and to be thought a cheat.

And yet in this fo bad is his fuccefs,

That as his fame improves, his rents grow lefs ;

f
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On parchment wings his acres take their flight,
And his unpeopled groves admit the light ;
‘With his eftate his intereft too is done,
His honeft boroygh feeks a warmer fun.
For him, now cath and liquor flows no more,
His independent voters ceafe to roar:
And BriTAin foon muft want the great defence
Of all his honefty, and eloquence,
But that the gen’rous youth, more anxious grown
For public liberty, than for his own, }
Marries fome jointur’d antiquated crone ;
And boldly, when his country is at ftake,
Braves the deep yawning gulf, like CurT1vs, for its fake,
Quickly again diftrefs’d for want of coin,
He digs no longer in th’ exhaufted mine,
But feeks preferment, as the laft refort, - -
Cringes each morn at levées, bows at court, }
And, from the hand he hates, implores fupport 3
The miniflter, well pleas’d at fmall expence
To filence fo much rude impertinence,
With fqueeze and whifper yields to his demands,
And on the venal lift enroll’d he ftands ;
A riband and a penfion buy the flave,
‘This bribes the fool about him, that the knave.
And now arriV’d_ at his-meridian glory,
He finks apace, defpis’d by Whig and Tory
" Of independence now he talks no more,
Nor fhakes the fenate with bis patriot roar g
But
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Bat filent votes,.and with court-trappings Bung,
Eyes his own glitt’ring flar, and holds his tongue.
In craft political a bankrapt made,

He fticks.to gaming, as the furer trade ;

Turns downright fharper, lives by fucking blood;
And grows, in fhort, the very thing he wou’d :
Hunts out young heirs, who have their fortunes fpént,
And lends them ready cafh at cent per cent ;
Lays wagers on his own and others lives,

Figh’ts uncles, fathers, grandmothers, and wives §
_, °Till Death at length, indignant to be made

The daily fubje of his fport and trade,

Veils with his fable hand the wretch’s eyes,

And, graaning for the bets he lofes by’t, he dies."

, %**%*ﬁ&%**é’*****%%%%**%"'i"l"i"%’l"t"!“!‘*";‘!‘i‘!‘"
THE MODERN
FINE L AD Y

Written in the Year 1750.

Miferi quibus
Intentata nites. Hor.

KILL’D in each art that can adorn the fair,
The {prightly dance, the foft Italian air, .
The tofs of quality, and high-bred fleer,
Now Lady Harriot reach’d her fifteenth year.
“Vou. III. M Wing’d
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Wing’d with diverfions all her motnents flew,
Each, as it pafs’d, prefenting fomething new ;
Breakfafts and autions wear the morn away,
Each evening gives an opera, or a phay ;
Then Brag’s eternal joys all night remain, -
And kindly uther in the morn again.

For love no time has fhe, or inclination,

" Yet muft coquet it for the fake of fafhion ;
For this fhe liftens to each fop that’s near,
Th? embroider’d col’nel flatters with a fneer,
And the cropt enfign nuzzles in her ear.

But with moft warmth her drefs and airs infpire -
Th’ ambitious bofom of the landed *fquire,
Who fain would quit plump Dolly’s fofter charms,
For wither’d, lean Right Honourable arms ;
He bows with reverence at her {acred fhrine,
And treats her as if fprung from race divine,
Which fhe returns with infolence and fcorn,
Nor deigns to {mile on' a plebeian born.

Ere long, by friends, by cards, and lovers croft,
Her fortune, health, and reputation loft ;
Her money gone, yet not a tradefman paid,
Her fame, yet fhe ftill damn’d to be a maid 3
Her fpirits fink, her nerves are fo unftrung,
2 She weeps, if but a handfome thief is hung :

.

2 Some of the brighteft eyes were at this time in tears fo
Maclean, condemned for a robbery on the highway.
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ﬁy mercers, lacemen, mantua-makers prefs'd, )
But mott for ready cath for play diftrefs’d,
Where can fhe turn ?—the ’{quire muft all :cpair,‘ £y
She condefcends to liften to his pray’r, }
And marries him at length in mere defpair.

But foon th’ endearments of a hufband cloy,
Her foul, her frame incapable of joy : ‘
She feels no tranfports in the bridal bed, -
Of which fo oft fh’ has heard, fo much has read ;
Then vex’d, that fhe thould be condemn’d alone
To feek in vain this philofophic ftone,,
To abler tutors fhe refolves t’apply,
A proftitute from curiofity : -
Hence men of every fort, and every fize,
® Impatient for heav’n’s cordial drop, fhe tries ;
The fribbling beau, the rough unwieldy clown,
The ruddy templar newly on the town,
TH’ Hibernian captain of gigantic make,
The brimful parfon, and th’ exhaufted rake,

But fill maliznant Fate her with denies,
Cards yield fuperior joys, to cards fhe flies ;
All night from rest to rout her chairmen run,
Again fhe plays, and is again undone.

Behold her now in Ruin’s frightful jaws !
Bonds, judgmamts, executions, ope their paws ;

® The cordial drop heav’n in our cup has thrown,
To make the naufeous draught of life go down,  Rocn.

M2 , Seize
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Seize jewels, furniture, and plate, nor fpare

The gilded chariot, or the taflel’d chair ;

For lonely feat the's forc'd to quit the town,
And Tubés © conveys the wretched exile down. .

Now rumbling o’er the ftones of Tyburn-road,
Ne'er prefs’d with a more griev’d or guilty load,
She bids adieu to all the well- known ftreets,

And envies every cinder-wench fhe meets :
And now the dreaded country firft appears,
With fighs unfeign'd the dying noife the hears
Of diftant coaches fainter by degrees,

Then ftarts and trembles at the fight of trees.
Silent and fullen, like fome captive queen,
She’s drawn along, unwilling to be feen,
Until at length appears the ruin’d ball
Within the grafs-green moat, and ivy’d wall,
The doleful prifen where for ever fhe,

But not, alas! her griefs, muft bury’d be.

Her coach the curate and the tradefmen meet,
Great-coated tenants licr arrival greet, }
And boys with ftubble bonfires light the ftreet,
While bells her ears with tongues difcordant grate,
Types of the nuptial tyes they celebrate ;

But no rejoicings can unbend her brow,
Nor deigns fhe to return one awkward bow,

¢ A perfon well known for fupplying people of quality with hird
equipages. ‘

But‘
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But bounces in, difdaining once to fpeak,
And wipes the trickling tear from off her cheek.
Now dee her in the fad decline of life, ‘
A peevith miftrefs, and a fulky wife ;
Her nerves unbrac’d, her faded cheek grown pale
With many a real, many a fancy’d ail ;
Of cards, admirers, equipage bereft; .
Her infolence, and title, only left;
Severely humbled to her one-horfe chair,
And the low paftimes of a country-fair :
Too wretched to endure one lonely day,
Too proud one friendly vifit to repay, }
Too indolent to read, too criminal to pray.
At length half dead half mad, and quite confin’d,
Shunning, and thunn’d by all of human kind,
Ev'n robb’d of the laft comfort of her life,
Infulting the poor curate’s callous wife,
Pride, difappointed pride, now ftops her breath,
And with true fcorpion rage fhe Rings herfelf to death.



[ 8z ]

Ty,

AN
ESSAY o VIRTUE.

To the Honourable Puirrr Yorks, Efq; now Earl

of Hardwicke.
By the Same.’
Asgiie ipfa utilitas jufti prope mater et #qui. ~ Hor.

-HOU, whom nor honours, wealth, nor youth can fpopil
" With the leaft vice of each luxuriant foil,
Say, Yorke, (for fure, if any, you can tell,)
Whar Virtue is, who pradtife it fo well ;
Say, where inhabits this Sultana queen ; -
Prais’d and ador’d by all, but rarely feen ?
By what fure marks her effence can we trace,
When each religion, faftion, age, and place
Sets up fome fancy’d idol of its-own,
A vain pretender to her facred throne ?
In man, too oft a well-diffembled part,
A felf-denying pride in woman’s heart,
In Tynods faith, and in the fields of fame
Yalour ufurps her honours, and her name,
' ' Whog'er
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¥hoe’er their fernde of Virtue would exprefs,
Tis ftill by fomething they themfelves poffefs.
Hence youth good-humour, frugal craft old-age,
Warm politicians term it party-rage ;
True churchmen zeal right orthodox ; and hence
Fools think it gravity, and wits pretence: '
To conftancy alone fond lovers join it, ’
And maids unafk’d to chaftity confine it.

But have we then no law befides our will 2
No jaft criterion fix’d to good and ill ?
As well at noon we may obftru& our fight,
Then doubt if fuch a thing exifts as light;
For no lefs plain would nature’s law appear,
As the meridian fun unchang’d, and clear.
Would we but fearch for what we were defign’d,
And for what end th® Almighty form’d mankind,
A rule of life we then fhould plainly fee,
For to purfue that end muft Virtue be.

Then what is that ?# not want of power, or fame,
Or worlds unnumber’d to applaud his name,
But a defire his bleflings to diffufe,
And fear left millions fhould exiftence lofe ;
His goodnefs only could his pow’r employ,
And an eternal warmth to propagate his joy.

Hence foul, -apd fenfe diffus’d through every placc,
Make happinefs as infinite as fpace; -
Thoufands of funs beyond each gther blaze,
Orbs roll o'er orbs, and glow with mutual rays ;

My LEach
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Each is a world, where form’d with wond’rous art,
Unnumber'd fpec1es live through every part :

In every tra& of ocean, earth, and tkies

Myriads of creatures ftill fucceffive rife 3 ‘
Scarce buds a leaf, or fprings the vileit weed,
But little flocks upon its verdure feed 5

No fruit our palate courts, or flow’s our fméll
But on its fragrant bofom nations dwell,

All form’d with proper faculties to fhare

The daily bounties of their Maker’s care :

The great Creator from his heav'nly throne,
Pleas’d, on the wide-expanded joy looks down,
And his eternal law is only this,

That all contribute to the general blifs.

Nature fo plain this primal law difplays,

Each living creature fees it, and obeys ;

Each, form’d for all, promotes through private carg
The public good, and juftly taftes its fhare.

- All underftand their great Creator’s will,

Strive to be happy, and in that fulﬁll'-

-Mankind excepted ; lord of all befide,

But only flave to folly, vice, and pride ;

*Tis he that's deaf to this command alone,
Delights in others’ woe, and courts his own ;
Racks and deftroys with tort’ring fteel and flame,
For lux’ry brutes, and man him{¢if fcr fame :

_Sets Superftition high on Virtue’s throne,

Then thinks his Maker’s temper like his own :
o Hence
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Hence are his altars ftain’d with reeking gore,
As if he could atone for crimes by more :
Hence whilft offended heav’n he ftrives in vain -
"I’ appeafe by fafts, and voluntary pain, } '
Ev’n in repenting he provokes again.
How eafy is our yoke ! how light our load |

Did we not ftrive to mend the laws of God :

For his own fake no duty he can afk,

The common welfare is our only tatk ;

For this fole end his precepts, kind as juft,

Forbid intemp’rance, murder, theft, and iuﬁ,

With every a& injurious to our own

Or others’ good, for fuch are crimes alone:

For this are peace, love, charity, enjoin’d,

With all that can fecure and blefs mankind.

Thus is the public fafety Virtue’s caufe, .

And happinefs the end of all her laws ;

For fuch by nature is the human frame,

Our duty and our int’reft are the fame.

But hold, cries out fome Puritan divine,

Whofe well-ftufi’d cheeks with eafe and plenty fhine,
Is this to faft, to mortify, refrain,
" And work falvation out with fear and pain ?

We own, the rigid leflons of their fchools

Are widely diff'rent from thefe eafy rules:

Virtue, with them, is only to abftain

From all that nature atks, and covet pain ;

Pleafure
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Pleafure and vice are ever near akin,
And, if we thirft, cold water is a fin -
Heav’n’s path is rough and intricate, they fay,
Yet all are damn’d that trip, or mifs their way ;
God is a being cruel and fevere,
And man a wretch, by his command plac’d here,
In fun-fhine for awhile to take a turn,
Only to dry and make him fit to burn.

Miftaken men, too pioufly fevere !
Through craft mifleading, or mifled by fear ;
How little they God’s counfels compiehend,
Our aniverfal parent, guardian, friend !
Who, forming by degrees to blifs mankind,
This globe our fportive nurfery affign’d,
Where for awhile his fond paternal care
Feafts us with every joy our ftate can bear:
Each fenfe, touch, tafte, and {mell difpenfe delight,
Mufic our hearing, beauty charms our fight ;
‘Trees, herbs, and flow’rs to us their fpoils refign,
Tts pearl the rock prefents, its gold the mine ;
Beafts, fowl, and fith their daily tribute give
Of food and cloaths, and die that we may live ;
Seafons but change, new pleafurcs to produce,
And elements cont&nd to ferve our ufe:
f.ove’s gentle fhafts, ambition’s tow’ring wings,
"The pomps of fenates, churches, courts, and kings,
All that our rev'rence, joy, or hope create,
Are the gay play-things of this infant ftate,
Scarcely
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Scarcely an ill to human life belongs,
But what our follies caufe, or mutual wro'ngs;
Or if fome ftripes from Providence we feel,
He ftrikes with pity, and but wounds to heal 3
Kindly perhaps fometimes afflits us here,
To guide our views to a fublimer fphere,
In more exalted joys to fix our tafte,
And wean us from delights that cannot laft.
Our prefent good the eafy tatk is made,
To earn fuperior blifs, when this fhall fade 3
For, foon as ¢’er thefe mortal pleafures cloy,
His hand fhall lead us to fublimer joy ;
Snatch us frem all our little forrows here,
Calm every grief, and dry each childifh tear ;
-Waft us to regions of eternal peace,
Where blifs and virtue grow with like increafe ;.
From ftrength to firength our fouls for ever guide,.
Through wond’rous fcenes of being yet untry’d,
Where in each ftage we fhall more perfe& grow,
And new perfettions, new: delights beftow. ‘

Oh ! would mankind but make thefe truths their guide,
And force the helm from prejudice and pride,
Were once thefe maxims fix’d, that God’s our friend,
Virtue our good, and happinefs our end,
How foon muft reafon o’er the world prevail,
And error, fraud, and fuperftition fail !

None would hereafter then with groundlefs fear
Defcribe th’ Almighty cruel and fevere,

' Predeftinating
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Predeflinating fome without. pretence
To heav’n, and fome to hell for no offence ;
Inflifting endlefs pains for tranfient crimes,
And fav’ring fects or nations, men or times.
To pleafe him, none would foolithly forbear,
Or food, or reft, or itch in fhirts of hair,
Or deem it merit to believe, or teach,
‘What reafon contradiéts, or cannot reach * ; .
None would fierce zeal for piety miftake,
Or malice for whatever tenet’s fake, -
Or think falvation to.one fe& confin’d,
And heav’n too narrow to contain mankind, :
No more then nymphs, by long negle& grown nice,:
Would in one female frailty fum up vice,
And cenfure thofe, who nearer to the right,
Think Virtue is bat to difpenfe delight ®.
No fervile tenets would admittance find,
Deftrutive of the rights of human-kind
Of pow’r divine, hereditary right,
And non-refiftance to a tyrant’s might : -
For fure that all fhould thus for one be curs’d, -
Is but great nature’s edict juft revers’d.
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No moralifls then, rig};teous to excefs,
Would fhow fair Virtue in fo black a drefs,

That they, like boys, who fome feign’d fpright array,

Firflt from the {pe@re fly themfelves away :

No preachers in the terrible delight,

But chufe to win by reafon, not affright ;

Not conj’rers like, in fire and brimftone dwell,

And draw each moving argument from hell,-
No more our fage interpreters of laws

Would fatten on obfcurities, and flaws,

But rather, nobly careful of their truft,

Strive to wipe off the long-contracted duft,

. And be, like Harpwicke, guardians of the juft. l

No more applaufe would on ambition wait,
And laying,wafte the world be counted great ;
But one good-natur’d a& more praifes gain,
Than armies overthrown, and thoufands flain :
No more would brutal rage difturb our peace,
But envy, hatred, war, and difcord ceafe ;
Our own and others’ good each hour employ,
And all things fmile with univerfal joy ;
Virtue with Hzppinefs her confort join'd,
Would regulate and blefs each human mind,
And man be what his Maker firft defign’d.

.

Tl



[ 190 ]
RO SO MR RO HORRGROG

The FEMALE DRUM:
Or, ThevOrigin of CArps. A Tale.

‘Addrefs’d to the Horourable Mifs CArPEXTER 2,
By the Honourable and Rev. Mr. Harvey.

T HOU, whom to counfel is to praife,
With candor view thefe friendly lays,

Nor, from the vice of gaming free,

Believe the fatire points at thee :-

Who truth and worth betimes canft prize, .

"Nor yet too {prightly to be wife ; )

But hear this tale of ancient time, v

Nor think it vain, though told in rhyme.
Elate with wide-extended pow’r,

Sworn rivals from the natal hour,

Av’rice and SroTh, with hoftile art

Contended long for woman’s heart ;

She fond of wealth, afraid of toil,

Still thifted the capricious fmilc ;

By turns, to each the heart was fold,

Now bought with eafe, and now with gold ;

Scarce cither grafp the fov’reign fway,

'When chance revers'd the profp’rous day,

® See p. g8,
The
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The doubtful firife was fill renew’d,
Each baffled oft, but ne’er fubdu’d ; )
When Av’rice fhew’d the glitt’ring prize,
~ And hopes and fears began to rife,
StotrH fhed on every bufy fenfe
The gentle balm of indolence. -
When SroTH had fcreen’d, with artfal night,
The foft pavilion of delight ;
Stern Av’rice, with reproachful frown,
Would fcatter thorns amongft her down.
Thus each by turas the realm controul’d,
Which each in turn defpair'd to hold ;
At length unable to contend,
They join to chufe a common friend,
To clofe in love the long debate,
Such love, as mutual fears create ;
A friend they chofe, a friend to both,
Of Av’rice born, and nurs’d by Srors ;
An artful nymph, whofe reign began
‘When Wifdom ceas’d to dwell with man ;
In Wifdom’s awful robes array’d,
She rules o’er politics and trade ; -
And by the name of Cunning known,
Makes wealth, and fame, and pow’r her own.
In queft of Cunning then they rove
O?er all the windings of the grove,
Where twining boughs their thade unite,
For Cuxning eyer flies the light ;
10



[ 152 1

At length through maze perplex'd with thaze,
Through traéts confus’d, and private ways,
With finking hearts and weary feet,
They gain their fav’rite’s dark retreat ;

" There, watchful at the gate, they find
Susricion, with-her eyes behind ; -

And wild Ararwm, awaking, blows
The trump that fhakes the world’s repofe.

The guefts well known, falute the guard;
The hundred gates are foon unbarr’d ;
Through half the gloomy cave they prefs,

And reach the wily queen’s recefs ;
The wily queen difturb’d, they view,
With fchemes to fly, though none purfue §
And, in perpetual care to hide,
What none will ever feek, employ’d. .
‘¢ Great queen, (they pray’d), our feuds compofé;
- ¢ And let us never more be foes.”.
¢ This hour (fhe cries) your difcord ends,
¢ Henceforth, be SLotn and Av’rice friends;
¢ Henceforth, with equal pride, prepare
¢¢ 'To rule at once the captive fair.”
Th’ attentive pow’rs in filence heard,
Nor utter’d what they hop’d or fear’d, Co
But fearch in vain the dark decree; .
For Cunninc loves obfcurity 3
‘Nor would the foon her laws explain,
For Cuaning ever joys to pain, .
She




igs . 1
§he then before thieir wond’ring €yes,
Bid piles of painted paper rife ; :
«¢ Search now thefe heaps; (fhe cries) here find
. ¢¢ Fit emblem of your pow’r combin’d.”
‘The heap to Av’rice firft the gave,
Who foon defcry’d her datling Knave :
And SroTn, ere Envy long could fting;
- With joyful eyes beheld a King.
¢¢ Thefe gifts (faid Cun~ING) bear away;
¢« Sure engines of defpotic fway ;
¢¢ Thefe charis difpenfe o’er all the ball,
¢ Secure to rule where-¢’er they fall.
¢¢ The love of cards let SLoTH infufe,
¢ The love of money foon enfues ;
¢¢ The ftrong deéfire fhall ne’er decay,
¢« Who plays to win, fhall win to play ;
¢¢ The breaft, where love has plann’d his reign,
¢¢ Shall burn, unquench’d, with luft of gain 3
¢¢ And all the charms that wit can boaft,
¢¢ In dreams of better luck be loft.”
Thus, neither inndcent nor gay,
‘The ufelefs hours fhall fleet away,
While Timz o’erlooks the trivial ftrife,
And, fcoffing, thakes the fands of life ;
Till the wan maid, whofe early bloom
The vigils of quadrille confume ;
Exhaufted, by the pangs of play,
To SroTw and Av’ RICE falls a prey
Vou. III. N . Te
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BOHHEHODEHHERLLBLLHORD

To Mr. FO X *, written at FLORENCE.

In Imitation of Horace, Ode 1V. Book z.
By Lord HervEey D,

Septimi, Gades aditure mecum.

T H O U deareft youth, who taught me firft to know
What pleafures from a real friendthip flow,
Where neither intereft nor defign have part,

But all the warmth is.native of the heart ;

a Afterwards earl of Ilchefter. He died Sept. 29, 1776,

® John lord Hervey was the fecond fon of the firft earl of Briftol, and,
on the death of his elder brother, heir to the title. He was born O&. 13,
1696, and on the 7th Nov. 1714, became gentleman of the bed-chamber
to the Prince of Wales, afterwards King George the Second. In the
year 1725, he was chofen member for Saint Edmund’s Bary, which place
he continued to reprefent until he was called up to the Houfe of Lords.
On the 6th May, 1730, he was appointed vice-chamberlain of his Ma-
jefty’s houfehold ; and, during the remainder of Sir Robert Walpole’s ad-
miniftration, thewed himfelf a firm and fteady friend and adhereat to him
and his meafures. On the y2th June 1733 he was called up to the Houfe
of Lords ; and on 1 May 1740 had the cuftody of the privy feal delivered
to him. He continued in office until the difmiffion of his friend the
minifter, to whofe fortune he had attached himfelf, and with whom he
refigned his poft. He died in the life-time of his father, Aug. §, 1743,
Mr, Pope’s charaéter of him, under the name of Sporus, is exceedingly
fevere, and roo well known to need repeating in this place,

7 Thou



T
hou know'R to comfort, footh, or entertain,
Joy of my health, and cordial of my pain.
When life feem’d failing on her lateft ftage, -
And fell difeafe anticipated age ;
When watting ficknefs and afli@ive pain,
By Efculapius’ fons oppos’d in vain,
Forc’d me relu&ant, defperate, to explore
A warmer fun, and feek a milder fhore ;
Thy fteady I6ve with unexampled truth,
Forfook each gay companion of thy youth,
Whate’er the profp’rous or the great employs,
Bus’nefs and int’reft, and love’s fofter joys,
The weary fteps of mis’ry to attend,
To fhare diftrefs, and make a wretch thy friend.
If o’er the mountain’s fnowy height we ftray,
Where Carthage firft explor’d the vent’rous way ;
Or through the tainted air of Rome’s parch’d plains,
Where Want refides, and Superftition reigns ;
Chearful and unrepining, ftill you bear
Each dangerous rigour of the various year ;
And kindly anxious for thy friend alone,
Lament his fuff’rings, and forget thy own.
Oh ! would kind Heav’n, thefe tedious fufPrings paft,
Permit me Ickworth <, reft, and health at laft,
In that lov’d fhade, my youth’s delightful feat,
My garly pleafure, and my late retreat,

¢ In the county of Suffolk, the feat of the Briftol family,
N, Where
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Where lavith Nature’s favourite bleflings flow,
And all the feafons all their fweets beftow ;
There might I trifle carelefly away

The milder evening of life’s clouded day,

From bus’nefs and the world’s intrufion free,

- With books, with love, with beauty, and with thee ;
No farther want, no wifh yet unpoffeft

Could ¢’er diffurb this unambitious breatt.

Let thofe who Fortune’s fhining gifts implore,
Who fue for glary, fplendor, wealth, or pow’r,
View this unalive ftate with fcornful eyes,

And pleafures they can never tafte, defpife ;

Let them ftill court that gedde(s’ falfer joys,
Who, while fhe grants their pray’r their peace deftroys.
I envy not the foremoft of the great,

Not Walpole’s felf, dire&ting Europe’s fate ;
Still let him load Ambition’s thorny fhrine,
Fame be his portion, and contentment mine.
But if the gods, finifter fill, deny

To live in Ickworth, let'me there but die ;

'Thy hand to clofe my eyes in death’s long night,
‘Thy image to attra& their lateft fight :

Then to the grave attend thy poet’s herfe,

And love his mem’ry as you lov’d his verfe.

To



To the Samc; From Hampton-Court, 1731,

By the Same.

]

Bono locores bumane funt, quad nemo, nifi vitio fuo, mifer ¢ft.
SenEeca in ErisT,

W HILST in the fortunes of the gay and great,
The glare of courts, and luxury of flate ;
Al] that the meaner covet and deplore,
The pomp of wealth, and infolence of pow’r !
. 'Whilft in thefe various fcenes of gilded life,
©Of fraud, ambition, palicy, and firife ;
Where every word is diated by art,
And every face the mafk of every heart ;
Whilft with fuch difPrent objes entertain’d,
In all that’s really felt, and all that’s feign’d,
{ fpeculate on human joys and woes
*Till from my pen the verfe fpontaneous flows ;
To whom thefe artlefs ofrings fhould I bring,
To whem thefe undigefted numbers fing,
But to a friend ?—and to what friend but you,
 Safe, juft, fincere, indulgent, kind, and true ?
Difdain not then thefe trifies to attend,
Nor fear to blame, nor ftudy to commend.
N 3 Say,
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$ay, where falfe notions erring I purfue, oS
And with the plaufible confound the true :
Corre& with all the freedom that I write ;
And guide my darken’d reafpn with thy light.

‘Thee partial heaven has blefs'd, profufely kmd,
With wit, with judgment, and a tafte refin’d.
Thy fancy rich, and thy obfervance true,
The laft ftill' wakeful, and the firft ftill new,
Rare bleflings ! and to few divided known,
But giv’n united to thyfelf alone.
Inftru&ion are thy words,-and lively truth,
The fchool of age, and the delight of youth.

When men their various difcontents relate,
And tell how wretched this our mortal ftate ;
That life is but diverfify’d diftrefs,
‘The lot of all, and hardly more or lefs ;
That kings and villagers have each their fhare,
Thefe pinch’d with mean, and thofe with fplendid care
That feecming pleafure is intrinfic woe, °
And all call’d happinefs, delufive thow ;
Food only for the fnakes in Envy’s breaft,
‘Who often grudges-what is ne’er pofleft ;
Say, for thou know’ft the follies of mankind, .
Canft tell how obftinate, perverfe, and blind ;
Say, are we thus opprefs’d by Nature’s laws,
Or of our miferies, ourfelves the caufe-?

Sure oft, unjuftly, we impute to Fate
A thoufand evils which ourfelves create ; -
- ' ‘ ’ Complais
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Complain that life affords but little joy,
And yet that little foolithly deftroy.
We check the pleafures that too foon fubfide,
And break the current of too weak a tide ;
Like Atalanta, golden trifles chafe,
And baulk that {fwiftnefs which might win the race ;
For life has joys adapted to each ftage,
Love far our youth, ambition for our age.
But wilful man inverting her decrees,
When young would govern, and when old would pleafe,
Covets the fruits his autumn thould beftow,
Nor taftes the fragrance whilft the bloffoms blow.
Then far-fled joys in vain he would reflore,
His appetite unanfwer’d by his pow’r :
Round beauty’s neck he twifts his wither’d arms :
Receiv’d with loathing to her venal charms :
He rakes the athes, when the fire is {pent,
Nor gains fruition, though he gains confent.
Bat can we fay %tis Providence’s fault,
If thus untimely all her gifts are foughe,
If fummer-crops which muft decay we keep,
And in the winter would the harveft reap ?
When hrates, with what they are allow’d content,
Liften to Nature, and purfue her bent,
And ftill their pow’r with their ambition weigh’d,
Gain what they can, but never force a trade ;
A thoufand joys her happy followers prove,
Health, plenty, reft, fociety, and love.

. . N4 To .
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Fo us alone, in fatal ign’rance proud, -
To deviate from her dictates ’tis allow’d ;
That boafted gift our reafon to beheve,
Or let caprice, in reafon’s garb, decew,c.
To us the noble pnvﬂege is giv’n
Of wife refining on the will of heav’n.
Our fkill we truft, but lab’ring fill to gain
More than we can, lofe what we might obtaig,
" Will the wife elephant defert the wood,
To imitate the whale and range the ﬂood ?
Or will the mole her native earth forfake,
In wanton madnefs to explore the lake ?
Yet man, whom ftill ideal profit fways, '
Than thofe lefs prudent, and more blind than thefe, }
Will quit his home, and vent’rous brave the feas,
And when his rathnefs its defert has found, ‘
The fool furviving, weeps the fool that’s drown’d.

Herds range the fields, the feather’d kind the grove,
Chufe, woo, carefs, and with promifcuous love,
As tafte and nature prompt, adhere, or rove ; ‘ ;
They meet with pleafure, and with eafe they part,
For beafts are only coupled by the heart, =
"The body ftill accompanies the mind,
And when this wanders, that is unconfin’d ;
The love that join’d the fated pair once fled,
'I’hey change their haunts, their pafture, and their bed.
No four-legg’d idiots drag, with mutual pain,
The nat’ral cement pafs’d an artful cha.m :

. Th’
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" A effel of paffion ceafes with the caufe,
Clogg’d with no after-weight of forms or laws :
To no dull rules of cuftom they fubmit,

Like us they cool, byt when they cool, they quit.
Nor find we in the wood, the fea, or plain,

One e’er elefted o’er the reft to reign.

If any rule, ’tis force that gives the law,

What brutes are bound in voluntary awe ?

~ Do they, like us, a pageant idol raife,

Swoln with falfe pride, and flatter’d by falfe praife ?

Do they their equal, fometimes lefs, revere ?
At once deteft and ferve, defpife and fear ?
To ftrength inferior do they bend the knee ?
With ears and eyes of others hear and fee ?
Or ever veft a mortal god with pow’r

To do thofe wrongs they afterwards deplore ?

‘Thefe inftitutions are of man alone,

Marriage and monarchy are both our own.

Public oppreflion, and domeftic #rife,

Are ills which we ourfelves annex’d to life,

Qod never made a hufband, king, or wife.

Boaft then, oh man ! thy profitable gain,

To folly polifh’d, civiliz’d to pain.

Here would I‘launch into the various field
Of all the cares our prejudices yield ;

‘What multiply’d examples might be told,

Of pains they give, and joys that they with-hold ?

' ) When
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When to credulity tradition preaches, o
And ign’rance pratifes what error teaches
‘Would any feather’d maiden of the wood,
Or fcaly female of the peopled flood,
When luft and hunger call’d, its force refift 2
In abftinence, or chaftity perfift ?
And cry, © If heaven’s intent was underftood,
¢ Thefe taftes were only given to be withftood i*
Or would they wifely both thefe gifts improve,
And eat when hungry, and when am’rous love ?
Yet fuperftition, in religion’s name,
With future punifhment and prefent thame,
Can fright weak woman from her lover’s arms,
Who weeps with mutual pain her ufelefs charms 3
Whilft fhe, poor wretch ! confum’d in fecret fires,
With pow’r to feize, foregoes what fhe defires,
*Till beauty fades, and inclination dies,
And the fair treg, the fruit ungather’d, dies.
., But are thefe ills, the ills which heav’n defign’d 2
Are we unfortunate, or are we blind ? '
1f in pofieflion of our withes curft,
Bath’d in untafted {prings we die with thirft ;
If we make miferies, what were bleflings meant,
And benefits convert to punifhment ? B
When in the fpring the wife induftrious bees
Collet the various bloom from fragrant trees,
Extra& the liquid fweet of every flow’r, '
And cull the garden to enrich their ftore :
Should.
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Should any pedant bee of all the hive,
From this or that perfume the plund’rers drive,
And fay, that he by infpiration knows .
The facred, tempting, interdi&ting rofe, 2"
By heav’n’s command, though fweeteft, ufelefs grows :
Think you the fool would ever be obey’d,
And that the lie would grow into a trade ?
Ev’n Turks would anfwer, no—and yet we fe¢
The vine, that rofe, and Mahomet, that bee,
To thefe, how many proofs I yet could add,
That man’s fuperior fenfe is being mad ?
That none, refining, their true int’reft view,
But for the fubftance, fill the fhade purfue.
That oft perverfe, and prodigal of life,
(Our pow’r and will at everlafting flrife,)
We watte the prefent for the future hour,
And, mifer-like, by hoarding, ftill are poor P
Or foolithly regretful of the pat,
The good which yet remains negle& to talte.

Nor need I any foreign proof to bring,
Myfelf an inftance of the truths I fing.
Whil#t in a court, repugnant to my tafte,
From my lov'd friend thefe precious hours I watte,
Why do I vainly here thy abfence mourn,
And not anticipate thy wifh’d return?
Why ftay my paflage to thofe happy fields, .
Where fatc in thee my every pleafure yields ¢

Fortune
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Fortune allows the bleﬁhigs T refuda,

And ev’n this momeat, were my heart to chafe,
Far thee I fhould forfake this joylefs crowd,
And not on paper think, but think aloud :
‘With thy lov’d converfe fill the fhorten’d day,
And glad my foul,—Yet here unpleas’d 1 fay,
And by mean, fanguine views of int’reft fway’d,
By airy hopes, to real cares betray’d ;

Lament a grievance which I might redrefs,

And with that bappinefs I might poffes. -

RO HOOR R SR ROR X HOROR N

The POETs PRAYER.

'F e%rin thy ﬁght I found favour, Apollo,

Defend me from all the difafters which follow ;
From the knaves, and the fools, and the fops of the time,
From the drudges in profe, and the triflers in rhynie :
From the patch-work and toils of the royal fack-bibber,
Thofe dead birth-day odes, and the farces of C1BBER :
From fervile attendance on men.in high places,
"Their worthips, and honours, and lordfhips, and graces :
From long dedications to patrons unworthy,
“Wiho hear and receive, but will do nothing for thee :
From being carefs’d to be left in the lurch,
.;'Iv‘he tool of a party, in ftate or in church :

3 From
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From dull thinking blockheads, as fober as Turks,
And petulant bards who repeat their own works :
From all the gay things of a drawing-room thow,
The fight of a Belle, and the fmell of a Beau:
From bufy back-biters, and tatlers, and carpers,
And fcurvy acquaintance of fiddlers and fharpers:
From old politicians, and coffee-houfe letures,
The dreams of a chymift, and fchemes of proje@ors :
From the fears of a jail, and the hopes of a peafion,
The tricks of a gamefter, and oaths of an enfign :
From fhallow free-thinkers in taverns difputing,
Nor ever confuted, nor ever confuting : _
From the conftant good fare of another man’s board,
My lady’s broad hints, and the jefts of my lord ;
From hearing old chymifts prele@ing de oles,
And reading of Dutch commentators in folio :
From waiting, like Gay, whole years at Whitehall ;
From the pride of gay wits, and the envy of fmall :
From very fine ladies with very fine incomes,
Which they finely lay out on fine toys and fine trincums :
From the pranks of ridottoes and court-mafquerades,
The fnares of young jilts, and the fpite of old maids :
From a faucy dull flage, and fubmitting to fhare
In an empty third night with a beggarly play’r:
From Curt and fuch Printers as would ha’ me curft
To write fecond parts, let who will write the firft :
From all pious patriots, who would to their beft
Put on a new tax, and take off an old teft :

From
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From the faith of informers, the fangs of the law,

And the great regues, who keep alt the lefler in awe ;
From a poor country-cure, that living interment,

With a wife, and no profpe& of any preferment :

From fcribbling for hire, when 'my credit is funk,

‘To buy a new coat, and to line an old trunk :

From ’fquires, who divert us with jokes at their tables,
Of hounds in their kennels, and nags in their ftables :
From the nobles and commons, who boundin firi¢tleagueare
" To fubfcribe for no book, yet fubfcribe to Heidegger® 2
From the cant of fanatics, the jargon of fchools,

The cenfyres of wife men, and piaifes of fools =

From critics who never read Latin or Greek,

And pedants, who boaft they read both all the week :
From borrowing wit, to repay it like BupceL,

Or lending, like Porx, to be paid by a cudgel :

If ever thou didft, or wilt ever befriend me ;

From thefe, and fuch evils, AroLro, defend me;
And let me be rather but honeft with no-wit,

‘Than a noify, nonfenfical, half-witted poet,

8 John James Heidcgger, 2 native of Switzerland, the introducer of
mafquerades, and many years manager of the Italian opera. This 4r-
biter Elegantiarum died the 4th of September 1749, at the ad vanced age
of 9o years,

<

An



. An EPISTLE to a Labpy.

WHEN the heart akes with anguith, pines with grief,
And heav’n and you alike deny relief;;

When ev’n the flatt’rer Hope is no where found,

*Tis hard to feel the fmart, and not lament the wound.

Permit me then to figh one laft adieu,

Nor fcorn a forrow friendfhip owes to you =

A friendthip, modefty might well return ;

‘A forrow, cruelty itfelf might mourn.

Think how the mifer, pierc’d with inward pain,

Looks down with horror on the troubled main,

Or wildly roams along the rocky coatt,

T’ explore his treafures in the tempeft loft 5

Hates his own fafety, chides the waves that roll’d

Himfelf afhore, but funk his dearer gold.

Like him afflited, penfive, and forlorn,

I 'look on life and all its pomp with fcorn.

You was the fweet’ner of each bufy fcene ;

You gave the joy without, the pain within.

Pleafure and you were both fo near ally’d,

That when I loft the one, the other dy’d ;

Pain too has lavifh’d all her killing ftore ;

Nor can the add, nor can I fuffer more.

Ia
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In vain I view’d you with as chafte a fire,
As angels mingle, or as faints admire ;
By reafon prompted, paffion had no part,
A virtuous ardour, that refin’d the heart.
In vain I fought a friendfhip free from fault,
Where fex and beauty were alike forgot :
A friendfhip by the nobleft union join’d,
The female foftnefs, ahd the manly mind.
Courage to conquer evils, or endure :
Sweetnefs to footh the pain, and fmiles to cure.
8candal, a bufy fiend, in Truth’s difguife,
Like Fame all cover’d o’er with ears and eyes,
Learns the fond tale, and fpreads it as fhe flieg ;
Nor fpreads alone, but alters, adds, defames, -
Affe@s to pity, though her duty blames ;
Feigns not to credit all fhe fees or hears,
But hopes the evil only in her fears ;
Pretends to weigh the fatt in even fcale,
And with, at leaft, that juftice may prevail ;
Infinuates, diffembles, lies, betrays,
Plays the whole hypocrite fuch various ways,
That Innocence itfelf muft fuffer wrong,
And Honour bleed, the prey of Slander’s tongue,

Such is my fate, fo grievous my diftrefs,
Condemn’d to fuffer, but deny’d redrefs :
Too fond of joy, too fenfible of pain,
"To part with all that’s dear, and not com plain ;

Too
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Moo delicate to injure what I love, ' .
To afk the pity fame will ne’er approve, -
What more remains, then, but to drop my clmm'
And by my condu& juttify my flame ?
Burft the dear bands that to my heart-firings join, - - -
And facrifice my peace to purchafe thine ?
As the fond mother, who delirious eyes
Her dying babe, will fcarce believe it dies
But ftrains' it fill with tranfport in her arms,
Dwells on its lips, and numbers o’er its charms :
Pleads that it flumbers, and expects, in vain,
To fee the little cherub live again :
So my torn' heart muft all the forrows prove
That torture conftancy, or fagden loye :
Yet fondly follow. your dear. image #ill,
Fancy I hear you fpeak, I .fee you fmile :
Dote on a phantom, idolize-the name,
And wifh the thade and fubRance were the fame, -
Alas! how fruitlefs is the idle pray’r!.
. The joy’s imagin’d, real the defpair. .
Like Adam forc’d his Eden to forego, . ,
I lofe my only paradife below, :
And dread the profpeft of fucceeding woe.

Yor. IIL ° . GENIUS,
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GENIUS, VIRTUE, nd REPUTATION.
\ A FABLE |
From h;fonf. Dz LA MOT?!,'Bmg'v. Filble' 6.
BN Hrxanr, By, |

S Gewivs, Vuurvn, Rautnxon. :

Three worthy friends, o’er all the nation
Agreed to roam ; then pafh :he*fcu, S
And vifit Italy and Grecce;
By travel to improve their parts,-
And learn the languages and arts ;
Not like our modern fops and beaus, .
T’ improve the pattern of their cloaths :

Thus Genivs faid ;—~¢¢ Companions dear,
<¢ To what I fpeak, incline an ear. .
¢ Some chance, perhaps, may us divide 3
¢¢ Let us againft the worft provifie,
¢¢ And give fome fign by which to find
¢¢ A friend thus loft, or left behind.
£¢..For-me, if cruel fate fhould ever
¢ Me and my dear companions fever,
.10 . - & G,
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s Go, feek me *mid@ the walls of Rome; -
¢ At Angefo’s-or Raphael’s tomb ; .
*¢ Or elfe at Virgil’s facred fhrine,
¢’ Lamenting with the mournful Nine.” ~

Next Virtue, padfing 3— (fot the knew

The places were but vety few, - -

Where fhe could fairly hope to flay

>Till her companions came that way;)
¢ Pafs by (the cry’d) the court, the ball;!
¢¢ The mafquerade, and carnival,

*¢ Where all in falfe difguife appear,

¢¢ Bat Vice, whole face is ever bare;

¢¢ Tis ten to one, I am not there,

¢ CaLia, the lovelieft maid on earth!

¢¢ I’ve been her friend, e’er fince her birth ;

< Petfetion in her perfon charms,
¢ And virtae ali her bofom warms; .
¢ A matchlefs pattern for the fairt
«c. Her dwelling feek, you’ll ind me there.”

Cry’d ReruTaTION, *¢ I, like you,
¢¢ Had once a foft companion too :

. ¢ As fair her perfon, and her fame,
¢ And CoQuETIssa was her name.
¢ Ten thoufand lovers fwell’d her train 3
¢ Ten thoufand lovers figh’d in vain :
‘¢ Where-¢'er the went, the danglers came,
“¢ Yet fill I was her favourite flame,
. Oz

e Tl
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«¢ *Till once,~—(’twas at the public fhow}-
< The play being done, we rofe to.ga;
< A thing who long had ey'd the fair, . .
¢ Hisneck ftiff yok’d in folitaire,
«¢ With clean white gloves firft made approach,
¢ Then begg’d to lead her to her.coach :
¢¢ She fmil’d, and gave her lily hand ;
¢ Away they tript it to the Strand :
¢ A hackney-coach reccive the pair,
« ¢¢ They went to—— but I won’t tell where.
¢ Then loft the Reputation guite ; §

¢ Fnends, take example from that night,
¢ And never leave me from your fight.
'«¢_For oh ! if cruel fate intends -

¢¢ Ever to pnrt me from my fncnda

¢ Think that I'm dead ; ny death deplore, .
“¢ But never hope to fec me more !

¢ In vain you'll fearch the world around ;
¢¢.Loft Reputatien’s never to be found.”,

3

) - M AR.
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MARRIAGE A- LA MODE’.'

N A~

o R, TRHE: o~ 1o .,.,;’,;;.rr

TWO SPARROWS A Fasij.
From Monf D'z LA ‘Mm'n, Book IV l*ab!é i(‘:
. Lo PR A
./B)&‘the 'Same- S euiT
Grove there was, by ,naturc) made, M’,
Of trees that foim*d 3 pleaﬁng (had.c 5oe
Where warbled, hver frée £rom ca;e, o .,-,.v\-
.. 4 -

The wing’d muficians of th: air.' PeA
Here tun’d the nghtmgalc her throat 5 '_“, -
The Thrufh there thull’d “her pxcrcmg note By
The Finch, Lark, Lmnet, all agree '
To join the fylvan harmony. T
, Two amorous Spafrows qbofe thls placc, B
The fofteft of the feather'd Face s L
The Mars and Vaxus of the grove, -
Lefs fam’d for finging than for love. )
The fongfters warbled {weet, while they 7
As fweetly bill’d their time away.
So clofely feated were the two, .
Together you would think they | grcw :
The twig was flender where they fat,’
, And bent beneath their little weight ; -
’ 03 ' But

- . Al
.
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But fcarcely in their Jives was known
" T'o bear the one, when one was flown.
.When huynger cali’d, they left the. wood, - »
“Together fought the field for food ;
When thirfty, in the fiallow, rillg
*Together dip their little bills.
When Prorsus fetting in the welf, -
Aund thick’ning fhades i mvxq: to reft, -
They Momeward bent their mutual ﬂ:glzt :
Thus pafs’'d their day, thus Pafi’d their night,
The caftle, where thefe lovers lay, ;
Was in a hollow oak, they fay : :
There, fide by fide, all night they kept,
Together walk’d, together flept: "
And mixing amorous difport, .
They made the:r winter-evening ﬂxqrt.
Though free, ’twas left to either’s muxd
To chufe a mate from all theu kind ;
She only lov’d the loving he;” *
He only lovd the lovely fhe.

Pure Joy, poor mortals-feldom find; ;
Her feotman, Sorrow, waits behind ;
And Fate 1mpart1al deals toall
The honey’d potion mix'd with gall,,

- This pair, on an unhappy day,
Too far together chanc’d to ftray ; -
Benighted, and with fnares befet,
Our Mars and Vxnps, in a net,

P

(Vo8

n-

Alas)



a5 T
Alas! were canght.~O change of fate!

A littde cige is now cheir fate. ' '
No more they feek the {pacious grove ; S
No more they burn with mutual love; - - .0
Their paffion changes with their Life, ... A\
And foon they fatkfrom love to.firife. s

Their little fouls with growing rage
. High fiwell ; they flutter round the cage §
Forget the flender twig, where late
Clofe fids by fide ih love they fats
One perch is now too fmall to hold.
The fiery mate and chirping fcgld :
They peck each other o’er their food 3
" And thirft to drink each otlfer’s blood.
~ Two cages muft the pair divide, i
Or death the quarrel will decidez
A picture this of human tifet = -
The modern hufband, and the wife:
“Who e’er in courtfhip faw a pair -
So kind as he, as fhe fofair ¢ ‘
The kiffes that they gave each other, i
You'd think had feal’d their lips together ;'
Each vows to each a mutual flame ;
And dreams, "twill always laft the fame ;
But fix them onte-in Hymen’s chains,
And each alternately complains. * S
The honey-moon is fcarce dectin’d, B
But all the honey of their mind ‘ }
Is gone, and leaves the fling behind. ‘
04 The
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The fcene of love is vanith’d quite : .
They pout, grow peevifh, fcold, and fight,
Two tables feed each parted guet;
‘Two beds receive the pair to reft ;
And law alone can end the frife,- :
With feparate maintenance for life. <.

%@P&WWW
An INSCRIPTION

Queress. qusm:r. -

-0 YE!
W H O by retirement to thefe facred groves
Impregnate fancy, and on thought divine
Build harmony—If fudden glow your breaft
With infpiration, and the rapt’rous fong .
Burfts from a mind unconfcious whence it fprang : .
~— Know that the fifters of thefe hallow’d haunts,
Dryad or Hamadryad, though no more
From Jove to-man prophetic truths they fing,
Are ftill agtendant on the lonely bard,
‘Who ftep by ftep thefe filent woods among
‘Wanders contemplative, lifting the foul
From lower cares, by every whifp’ring breeze
‘Tun’d to poetic mood ; and fill the mind
With truths oracular, themfelves of old .
Deiga'd utter from the Dodonean fhrine,
! ODE
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SRR HOXHOK FORRCRORHO XOROK R
ODEvto‘W"IS’I‘)O'M. :
By Mifs En'z."cnn R.

‘ T HE folitary bird of mght
Through the thick fhades now wmgs his flight,

And quits his time-fhook tow’r ;

Where, fhelter’d from the blaze of day,

In philofophic gloom he lay, -
Beneath his ivy bow’r. o

With joy I hear the folemn found,

Which midnight-echoes waft around,
And fighing gales repeat.

Fav’rite of Parras ! I attend, S -

And, faithful to thy fummons, bend -
At Wispom’s awful feat. -

She loves the cool, the filent eve, '

Where no falfe fhews of life deceive,
Beneath the lunar ray.’

Here Folly drops each vain difguife, '

Nor fports her gaily-colour’d dyes, -
As in the beam of day, -
: O Parvras!
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O Partas! queen of every art, .
That glads the fenfe, and mends the hears,
Blefs’d fource of purer joys : ‘
~ In every form of beauty bright, - - -

" That captivates the mental fight
With Plcafure, and furprize z

At thy unfpotted fhrine I bow ; .
- Attend thy modeft {uppliant’s vow, _
That breathes no wild defires ;
But taught by thy unerring rules,
To fhun the fruitlefs with of fools, =
To nobler views afpires. :

Not ForTunz’s gem, Ausition’s plume,

Nor CyraerEea’s fading bloom,
Be objets of my pray’r: -
Let Av’ricg, VaniTY, and PripE,
Thofe envy’d glitt'ring toys, dividg
The dull rewards of care. .

To me thy better gifts impart,
Each moral beauty of the heart,

By ftudious thought refin’d 3
For Wealth, the fmiles of glad Content 3
* For Pow'r, its ampleft, beft extent, ,
An empire o’er the mind,

When
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“When Forvumz drops hor gay: parade,
When PrLeasuna’s tranfient vofes fade,

And wither in the temb ;-
Unchapg’d'is thy immertal- prize, !
Thy eves-vardant lawrels rife - - -

In undecaying bioom. -

By thes proteted, I defy =
The coxcomb’s faeer, the ftuprd lxe
Of ignorance and fpite : '
Alike contetnn the lesden fool,
And all the poinwed ridicale
Of u‘ndifcc'ming wit.

From envy, hurry, noile, and ﬂ:ﬁfe,
"The dull impertinence of life,
In thy retreat I reft:
Purfue thee to the peaceful groves, '
“Where PLaT0’s facred: {pmt roves,
In all thy beaunes dfeft; -

" He bade Iliffus’ tunefal fream
LConvey thy phi‘ofophic theme
Of Perfe&, Fair, and Good :
Attentive Athens caught the found,
And all her lit’'ning fons around
In aweful filence ftood :

Reclaim'd,
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. Wifdom’s thy gift, and all her force . _

[:230]°
Reclaim’d, her wild licentions youth | .-
Confefs’d the potent vaice of TruTH,
And felt its juft ‘controul :
The Paflions ceas’d their loud alarms,
And Virtue’s foft perfuafive charms - . - ..
O’er all their fenfes ftole,

Thy breath infpires the Pogr’s fong,
The PaTrIo7’s free, unbiafs'd tongue,
The Hero’s gen’rous ftrife; -
Thine are Retirement’s filent joys, -+ «- - ..
And all the fweet engaging ties

Of #ill domettic life, .

N6 more to fabled Names confin’d, -
To thee ! fupreme all-perfect Mind, .
My thoughts direct their flight .

From thee deriv’d, eternal fource
Of intelle@tual light,

O fend her fure, her fteady ray; - - « .-
To regulate my dogbtful way .
Through life’s perplexing road ; .
The mifts of error to cantroul, . -
And through its gloom dire® my fou}.
To happinefs and good,

R / Beneath
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Beneath lier clear difcerniag eys .
The vifionary thadows fly
Of Holly’s painted fthow : :
She fees through every fair difguife,
That all but VirTue’s folid joys
Are vanity and woe,

X0 RO RO RO RGO R0R e

To 2 GENTLEMAN?,

On his intending to cut down a G » ovi toenlarge his
Profpe&.

By the Same.

I N plaintive founds, that tun’d to woe,
The fadly-fighing breeze, :
A weeping HaMADRYAD mourn’d

Her fate-devoted trees. ‘ -

~ Ah! fop thy facrilegious hand,
Nor-violate the fhade,
Where Nature form’d a filent haunt
For Ccntcmplanon s aid. o

Canft thou, the fon of Science, bred
Where learned Ifis flows,

Forget that, nurs’d in fhelt’ring-groves,
The Grecian genius rofe ? -

, v Within

¢ The Reveread Dr, Walwyn, prebendary of Canterbury.
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Within the plantane’s fpreading fhade; -

Immortal PLaTo taught;
And fair Lycevw forn’d the depth. -
Of As1sToTLi’s thought. _

To Latian groves reflek thy views,
And blefs the Tufcan gloom ;
Where Eloquence deplor’d the fate

Of Liberty and Rome.

Retir’d beneath the beechsn fhade,
From each infpiring bough

The Mufes wove th’ unfading wreaths
That circled VirgiL’s brow.

Refle&t before the fatal axe

My threaten’d doom has wrought

Nor facrifice to fenfual tafte
The nobler growth of thought.

Not all the glowing fruits that blufh

On India’s funny coaft,
Can recompenfe thee for the worth
Of one idea loft,

My fhade a produce may fupply,
Unknown to folar fire ;

And what exclades AroLro’s rays,
Shall harmonize his lyre.

THE
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' THE
ESTIMATE of LIFE,
- IN THREE PARTS.
A. P OO E M:.
By JOHN GILBERT COOPER, Efg*.

PART L
MeLromeNE; or, The Melancholy.

| w——— Reafon thus nith Life ; ‘
If I do lofe thee, I do lofe a thing,
That none but fools awonld weep.
Suaksp, Meaf. for Meaf,

FFSPRING of folly and of noife,
Fantafic train of airy joys,
Ceafe, ceafe your vain delufive lore,
And tempt my ferious thoughts no more,

a Joha Gilbert Cooper, jun. of Thurgarton in Nottinghamthire, was
she fon of a gentleman of family and fortune. After paffing through
Weftminfter fchool, he became fellow commoner of Trinity college,
Cambridge, and refided there two or three years. ~Socn afterwards he
married, and fettled at his family feat, where he died in Aprid 1769, af-

ter a long and excruciating illnefs arifing from the ftone,
o Ye
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Ye borrid forms, ye gloomy throng,

Who hear the bird of midnight’s fong 3

Thou too, Desra1r, pale fpeétre, come,

. From the felf-murd’rer’s hannted tomb,

While fad MeLPoMENE relates,

How we’re afliGted by the fates.
What’s all this with’d-for empire, Life ?

A {cene of mis’ry, care, and ftrife ;

And make the moft, that’s all we have

- Betwixt the cradle and the grave.

The being is not worth the charge: . .

Behold the eftimate at large.

Our youth is filly, idle, vain;

Our age is full of care and pain;
From wealth accrues anxiety ;
Contempt and want from poverty 3
What trouble bufinefs has in ftore }
How idlenefs fatigues us more !
To reafon, th’ ignorant are blind 3
The learned’s eyes are too refin’d ;
Each wit deems every wit his foe,

* Each fool is naturally fo3 .
And every rank and every ftation
Meet juftly with difapprobation.
Say, man, is this the boafted fate,
Where all is pleafant, all is great ?
Alas! another face yau’ll fee,

Take off the vail of vanity.

.

Is
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- Is aught in pleafure, aught in pow’s, = .

Has wifdom any gift in ftore, I }
'To make thee ftay a fingle hour ?

Tell me, ye youthful, who approve.. : . :
Th’ intoxicating {weets of love, '

" What endlefs mamelefs throbs arife,
What heart-felt anguith and what fighs,
When jealqufy has gnaw’d the root,
Whence love’s anited branches.fhoot ?
Or grant that Hymen lights his torch; -
To lead you to the nuptial porch,
Behold ! the long’d-for tapture o'er !
Defire begins to lofe its pow’t,
. Then cold indifference takes place;

Fruition alters quite the cafe; -
And what before was ecftafy,’
1s fearcely now divility.
Your children bring a fécond care ; - t
If childlefs, then you want an heir ; 4
So that in both alike you find e
The fame perplexity of mind.

Do pow’r 6r wealth more comfort own ?
Behold yon pageant on a throne,
Where filken fwarms of flattery

bfequious wait his atking eye.
But viéw within his tortur’d breaft,
No more the downy feat of reft,

-

Vor. III, P ~ Sufpicion
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Sufpicion cafts her poifon’d dart,

And guile, that fcorpion, ftings his heart,

‘Will knowledge give us happinefs ?
In that, alas! we know. there’s lefs,
For every pang of mental woe
Springs from the faculty, to 4sow.

Hark ! at the death-betok’ning knell
Of yonder doleful pafling-bell,
Perhaps a friend, a father’s dead,

Or the lov’d partner of thy bed !
Perhaps thy only fon lies there,
Breathlefs upon the fable bier ¢

Say, what can eafe the prefent grief,
€an former joys afford relief ¢

‘Thofe former joys remember’d ftill,
‘The more augment the recent ill,

And where you feek for comfort, gain -
Additional increafe of pain.

What woes from merial ills agcrue ¢

And what from natural enfue!

Difeafe and cafualty attend

Qur footfteps to the journey’s end ;
The cold catarrh, the gout and flene,
The dropfy, jaundice, join’d in one,.
‘The raging fever’s inward heat,

The pale confumption’s fatal fweat,,
And thoufand more diftempers roam,
To drag us to th’ cternal home.

And
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And when folution fets us free .-~ -~ ¢
From prifon of mortality, R
The foul dilated joirs in air, - = . ¢
To go, alas! we know not whefe;
And the poor body will become: ~ _ .
A clod within a Jonelytomb: . -~
Refleition fad | fueh bodies muft | = . y
Return, and mingle with the duft! .. . -
But neither fenfe nor beauty have.
Defenfive charms againft the gravey. - -
Nor virtue’s fhield, nor wifdom’s lorey .
Nor true religion’s facred pow'r;. .- . = . °
For as that charnel’s earth you fee, .
E’en; my Evpocia, you will be.

PART II
CALLIOPE ; or, The Chearful,

Inter conia leges, ét percunflabere doos,
Rua ratione queas tradicere leniter, @vam. )
Hoz. Lib. L E% 18,
: )
RIM Supertition, hénce awiy '
To native night, and leave the day,
Nor let thy hellith brood appear; ~
Begot on Ignorance and Fear.
Come, gentle Mirth, and Gaiety;
Sweet daughter of Society ;

Pz ’Whil&
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Whilft fair CaLLioPE purfues
Flights worthy of the chearful mufe,

O life, thou great effential good, -
Where every blefing’s underftoed !
Where Plenty, Freedom, Pleafure meet,
- To make each flecting moment fweet ;
‘Where moral Love and Innocence,

'The balm of fweet Content difpenfe s
Where Peace expands her turtle wings,
And Hope a conftant requiem fingss..:
With eafy thought:my breatt infpire, -~
‘To thee I tune the fpriphtly Iyré.. ~ "
From Heay’n this emanation flows,

‘To Heav’n again the wand’rer goes :
And whilft employ’d beneath on earth,
Its boon attendants, Eafe and Mirch,
Joir’d with the Social Virtues three,
And their ¢alm parent Charity;
Conduét it to the facred plains

‘Where happmefs terreftrial reigns.
*Tis Difcontent alone deftroys  °
The harveft of our ripening joys ;
Refolve to be exempt from woe,

Your refolution keeps you fo.
Whate’er is needful man receives, °
Nay more fuperfiuous Nature gives,
Indulgent parent, fource of blifs, - -
Profufe of goodnefs to excefs | .
1 3 ' For
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For thee *tis, man, the zephyr blows,
For thee the purple vintage flows,
Each flow’r its various hue difplays,
The lark exalts her vernal lays, ..
To view yon azure vault is thine,
And my Evupocia’s form divine.

Hark ! how the renovating Spring
Invites the feather’d choir to fing,
Spontaneous mirth and rapture glow
On every fhrub, and every bough;
Their lictle airs a leflon give,

They teach us mortals how to live,

And well advife us, whilft we can,

To fpend in joy the vital {pan,

Ye gay and youthful, all advance
Together knit in feftive dance, '
See blooming Hese leads the wéy,

For youth is Nature’s holiday.

If dire Misfortane fhould employ

Her dart to wound the timely joy,

Solicit Bacchus with your pray’r,

No earthly goblin dares come near,

Care puts an eafier afpet on,

Pale Anger fmooths her threat’ning frown,
Mirth comes in Melangholy’s ftead,

And Difcontent conceals her head,

The thoughts on vagrant pinions fly,

And mount exulting to the fky ;

- Pj ’ Thence
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. Thence with enraptur’d views look down
On golden empires all their own.
Or let, when' Fancy fpreads her fails,
Love waft you on with eafier gales,
Where in the foul-bewitching groves,
EvrHRrOSYNE, fweet goddefs, roves ;
*Tis rapture all, ’tis ecftafy !
An earthly immortality |
This all the ancient Bards employ’d,
*T'was all the ancient gods enjoy’d,
Who often from the realms above
Came down on earth t’ indulge in love,
Still there’s one greater blifs in ftore,
*Tis virtuous Friendfhip’s focial hour,
When goodnefs from the heart fincere
Pours forth Compaflion’s balmy tear,
For from thofe tears {uch tranfports flow,
As none but friends and angels know.
Blefs'd ftate! where every thing confpires
To fill the breatt with heav’nly fires !
Where for a while the foul muft roam,
To preconceive the ftate ta come,
And when through life the journey’s paft,
Without repining or ditafte,
Again the {pirit will repair,
To breathe a more celeftial air,
And reap, where bleffed beings glow,
Completion of the joys below,
' 1 PART
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¢ Lo, in that gloomy place below,

¢ Where darknefs reigns and difcord now,
¢¢ There a new world fhall grace the Lkies,
" ¢¢ And a new créature form'd arife,
¢ Who fhall partake of our perfettions,
¢ And live and a& by our dire®ions,

¢« (For the chief blifs of any flation
“¢ Is nought without communication)
. % Let therefore every godhead give

# What this new being fhould receive ;

« But care important muft be had,

¢ To mingle well of good and bad,
¢ That, by th’ allaying mixture, he

“¢ May not approach to deity.”

The fovereign fpake, the gods agree,

And each began in his degree :

‘Behind the throne of Jove there flood

Two veflels of celeftial wood,

Containing juft two equal meafures ;

One fil’d with pain, and one with pleafures;
The gods drew out from both of thefe,
And mix’d ’em with their eflences, *
(Which effences are heav’ nly fill,

When undifturb’d by nat’ral ill,

And man to moral good is prone,

Let but the moral pow’rs alone,

And not pervert ’em by tuition,

'Or conjure ’em by fuperftition)

| - Hence
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Hence man partakes an equal fhare '
Of pleafing thoughts and gloomy care,
And Pain and Pleafure e’er fhall be,
As * PLaTo fays, in company.
_ Receive the one, and foon the other
Will follow to rejoin his brother.
Thofe who with pious pain purfue
Calm Virtue, by her facred clue,
Will furely find the mental treafure
Of Virtue, only real pleafure :
Follow the pleafurable road,
That fatal Siren reckons good,
'Twill lead thee to the gloomy cell,
Where Pain and Melancholy dwell.
Health is the child of Abftinence,
Difeafe, of a luxurious fenfe ;
Defpair, that hellith fiend, proceeds
From loofen’d thoughts, and impious deeds ;
And the fweet offspring of Content,
" Flows from the mind’s calm government.
Thus, man, thy ftate is free from woe,
If thou wouldft chufe to'make it fo.
Murmur not then at heaven’s decree,
The gods have given thee liberty,
And plac’d within thy confcious breaft,
Reafon, as an unerring teft,
And fhouldft thou fix on mifery,
The fault is not in them, but thee.

® fecthe Pravo of PraTo,

The



The PLEASURE of POETRY.

An O D E

By Mr. Vansirrarr,

L
APPY the babe whofe natal hour
The Mufe propitious deigns to grace,
No frowns on his {oft fore-head low’r,
No cries diftort his tender face ;
But o’er her child, forgetting all her pangs,
Infatiate of her fmiles, the raptur’d parent hangs,
IIL.
Let ftatefmen on the fleeplefs bed
The fate of realms and princes weigh,
While in the agonizing head
They form ideal fcenes of fway ;
Not long, alas ! the fancied charms delight,
But melt, like fpe&re-forms, in filent thades of night.

Il Ye
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‘ III.
¥e heavy pedants, dull of lore,
Nod o’er the taper’s livid flame 3
Ye mifers, ftill increafe your ftore ;
Still tremble at the robber’s name :
Or thudd’ring from the recent dream arife,
While vifionary fire glows dreadful to your eyes,

IV.
Far-other joys the Mufes thow’r

Benignant, on the aching breaft ;
’T:n theirs, in the lone, cheerlefs hour,
Po lull the lab’ring heart to reft :.
With bright’ning calms they glad the profpe& drear,
And bid each groan fubfide, and dry up every tear.
V.
From earthly mifts, ye gentle Nine !
Whene’er you purge the vifual ray,
Sudden the landfcapes fairer fhine,
And blander fmiles the face of day :
Ev’n Chloe’s lips with brighter vermil glow,
And on her youthful cheek the rofe-buds frether blow,
: VL'
When Boreas founds his fierce alarms,
And all the green-clad nymphs are fled,
Oh ! then I lie in Fancy’s arms
On fragrant May’s delicious bed ;
“And through the fhade, flow-creeping from the dale,
Feel on my drowfy face the lily-breathing gale.
: VIL Or
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. - VIL
Or on the mountain’s airy height
Hear Winter call his howling train,
Chas’d by the Spring and Dryads light,
That now réfame their blifsful reign :
While fmiling Flora binds her Zephyr’s brows,
With cvery various flow’r that Nature’s lap beftows,
- VIIL
More potent than the Sibyl’s gold
That led ZLneas’ bold emprize,
When you, Calliope, unfold
Your laurel branch, each phantom flies!
Slow cares with heavy wings beat the dull air,
And dread, and pale-ey’d grief, and pain and black defpair,
IX.
With you Elyfium’s happy bow’rs,
The manfions of the glorious dead,
I vifit oft, and cull the flow’rs
That rife {pontaneous to your tread ;
Such a&tive virtue warms that pregnant earth,
And heav’n with kindiier hand aflifts each genial birth.
- X ,
Here oft [ wander through the gloom,
While pendent fruit the leaves among
Gleams through the fhade with golden bloom,
Where lurk along the feather’d throng,
Whofe notes th’ eternal fpring unceafing chear,
Nor leave in mournful filence half the drooping year.
i XI. And
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. XV.
There firetch’d at eafe Anacreon gay
And on his melting Lefbia’s breaft,
With eye half-rais’d Catullus lay,
And gaz'd himfelf to balmy reft :
While Venus’ {elf through all the am’rous groves
With kiffes frefh diftill’d fupply’d their conftant loves,
XVI. ’ '
Now Horace’ hand the ftring infpir’d,
" My foul, impatient as he fung,
The Mufe unconquerable fir'd,

And heavenly accents feiz’d my tongue ;... - ..
‘Then lock’d in admiration fweet I bow’d, .
Confefs’d his potent art, nor could forbear aloud *,

XVIIL,
Hail, glorious bard ! whofe high command

A thoufand various ftrings obey,

While joins and mixes to thy hand
At once the bold and tender lay !
Not mighty Homer down Parnaflus fteep,
Rolls the full tide of verfe fo clear, and yet fo deep,
XVIII. .
O could I catch one ray divine
From thy intolerable blaze !
To poixr ftrong luftre on my line,

And my afpiring fong to raife ; .

Then fhould the Mufe her choiceft influence fhed, -
And with eternal wreaths entwine my lofty head.

* Mijlton, .
XIX. Thes



[5391

XIX.
Then would I fing the fons of Fame, K
Th’ immortal chiefs of ancient age, ‘ :
Or tell of love’s celeftial flame,
Or ope fair friendthip’s facred page,
And leave the fullen thought and ftruggling grom,
To take their watchful ftands around the gaudy throme.

PODPPB P2 Pldele dob P Sdeb b b I b D Pi DI 4b + 10100

The POWER of POETRY.

By Mr. Rorire.

I )
HE N tuneful Orpheus firove by moving ftrains
To footh the furious hate of rugged {wains,
The lif’ning multitude was pleas'd,
Ev’n Rapine dropt her ravifh’d prey,
*Till by the foft oppreflion feiz’d,
Each favage heard his rage away : -
And now o’ercome, in kind confent they move,
And all is harmony, and all is love !
II.
Not fo, when Greece’s chief by heav’n infpir’d,
With love of arms each glowing bofom fir'd ;
, But now the trembling foldier fled,
Regardlefs of the glorious prize ;
And his brave thirft of honour dead,
He durft not meet with hoftile eyes ;
Whilft glittering thields and fwords, war’s bright array,
Were cither worn in vain, or bafely thrown away. ’
III. Soon
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IIL.
Soon as the hero, by his martial ftrains,
Had kindled virtue in. their frozen veins 4
Afrefh the warlike fpirit grows,
Like flame, the brave contagion ran;
* " See in each fparkling eye it glows, °
And catches on from man to man {
*Till rage in every breaft to fear fucceed ;
And now they dare, and now they wifh to bleed !
: ' Iv. '
With different movements fraught were Maro’s lays,
Taught flowing grief, and kind concern to raife :
He fung Marcellus’ mournful name !
In beauty’s, and in glory’s bloom,
Torn from himfelf, from friends, from fame,
And rapt into an early tomb !
He fung, and forrow flole on all,
And fighs began to heave, and tears began to fall !
- V. - o
But Rome’s high er'nprev{'s felt the greateft {mart,
Touch’d both by nature, and the poet’s art :
For as he fung the mournful firain,
So well the hero’s portraiture he drew,
She faw him ficken, fade again, '
And in defcription bleed anew.
Then pierc’d, and yielding to the melting lay,
She fighed, fhe fainted, funk, and died away.

VI. Thus
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Thus numbers once did human breafts controul !
Ah ! where dwells now fuch empire o’er the foul ?
Tranfported by harmonious lays,
The mind is melted down, or burns :
With $by o’er Windfor foreft ftrays,
Or grieves when Eloifa mourns:
Still the fame ardour, kindles every line,
And our own Pore is now, what Vira1L was, divine,

memxmxxm

To a Young Lady, with FONTENELLE’S
Plurality of Worlds.

By the Same.

N this fmall work, all nature’s wonders fee,
The foften’d features of philofophy.
In truth by eafy fteps you here advance,
Truth as diverting, as the beft romance.
Long had thefe arts to fages been confin’d,
None faw their beaaty, ’till by poring blind ;
By ftudying fpent, like men that cram too full,
From Wifdom’s feaft they rofe not chear’d, but dull :
The gay and airy fmil’d to fee ’em grave,
And fled fuch wifdom like Trophonius’ cave.
Jutly they thought they might thofe arts defpife,
Which made men fullen, ere they could be wife.
Vor. IIL Q Brought
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Brought down to fight, with eafe you view ’em here 3
Though deep the bottom, yet the fiream is clear.
Your flutf’ring fex fill valu’d fcience lefs 3
Carelefs of any but the arts of drefs.
Their ufelefs time was idly thrown away
On empty novels, or fome new-born play 3 L]
The beft, perhaps, a few loofe hours might fpare
For fome unmeaning thing, mifcall’d a pray’r.
In vaia the glitt’ring orbs, each ftarry night,
With mingling blazes thed a flood of light :
Each nymph with cold indifPrence faw *em rife 5
And, taught by fops to them preferr’d her eyes.
None thought the ftars were funs fo widely fown,
None dreamt of other worlds, befides our own.
Well might they boaft their charms, when every fair -
Thought this world all ; and her’s the brighteft here.
Ah'! quit not the large thoughts this book infpires,
For thofe thia trifles which your fex admires
Affert your claim to fenfe, and thew mankind,
That reafon is not to themfelves confin’d.
The haughty belle, whofe beauty’s awful thrine
*Twere facrilege ¢’ imagine not divine,
Who thought fo greatly of her eyes before,
Bid her read this, and then be vain no more.
How poor ev’n you, who reign without controul,
If we except the beauties of your foul !
Should all beholders feel the fame furprife :
Should all who fee you, fee you with my eyes ;

: . Were
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.
Were no fick blafts to make that beauty lefs 3
Should you be what I think, what all confefs ¢

*Tis but a narrow fpace thofe charms engage ;
One ifland only, ard not half an age !

| BOORBOEE O HOE HORE LS HOE HTE IO
s O N G
To SYLVIA.

By D. Garuick, Efg 2,

F truth can fix thy wav'ring heart,
Let Damon urge his claim ; '
He feels the paflion void of art,
The pure, the conftant flame,

Though fighing fwains their torments tell,
Their fenfual love contemn :

They only prize the beauteous fhell,
But flight the inward gem.

Poffeflion cures the wounded heart,
Deftroys the tranfient fire ;

But when the mind receives the dart,
Enjoyment whets defire,

3 The ornament of the Englith flage. He died 20 January, 1779.

Qs By
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By age your beauty will decay,
Your mind improves with years ;
As when the bloffloms fade away,
The rip’ning fruit appears :

. ‘May Heav’n and Sylvia grant my fuit, -
h And blefs the future hour,
‘That Damon, who can tafte the fruit,
May gather every flow’r !

-$2$ 342334

To the Author of the Farmer’s Letters, which
were written in IRELAND in the Year of the
Rebellion, by Henry Brooke, Efq *; 1745.

By the Same.

H thou, whofe artlefs, free-born genius charms,
Whofe ruftic zeal each patriot bofom warms ;

Purfue the glorious tafk, the pleafing toil,

Forfake the fields, and 7/ & nobler foil ;

Extend the Farmer’s care to human kind,

Manure the heart, and cultivate the mind ¢

There plant religion, reafom, freedom, truth,

And fow the feeds of virtue in our youth :

3 Auther of Guftavus Vafa, The Earl of Efiex, and other Perg‘o:m-
ances, %
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Let no rank «weeds corrupt, or brambles choak,
And fhake the wermin from the Britifh oak ;
From morthern blafis proted the vernal bloom, =
And guard our paftures from the awolves of Rome.
On Britain’s liberty ingraft thy name,
And reap the harveft of immortal fame H

TOTOTOTOTOTOTITOTOGEST

V ER S E S written in a Book, called, Fables
for the Female Sex, by Epwarp MooRE.

By the Same.

W HILE here the poet paints the charms
Which blefs the perfe& dame,
How unaffe@ed beauty warms,

And wit preferves the flame ;

How prudence, virtue, fenfe agree,
To form the happy wife : ’

In Lucy, and her book, I fee,
The Picture, and the Life.

Qg VERSES
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VERSES written in Svuvia’s PRIOR,
By the Same.
- Ntouch’d by love, unmov'd by wit,
I found no charms in MarTHEW’S lyre,

But unconcern’d read all he writ,
Though love and Pheebus did infpire :

’Till SyLvia took her favourite’s part,
Refolv’d to prove my judgment wrong ;
Her proofs prevaiid, they reach’d my heart,

And foon [ felt the poet’s fong.

EPLEEPE R I AP MBI EITORG LB P LI LR SR P 10D 04 -
Upon 2 L AD Y’s EmMeroIpERY,

By the Same.

AR A CH NE once, as poets tell,
A goddefs at her art defy’d ;
Bat foon the daring mortal fell

~The hap'efs vitim of her pride.

O then beware Arachne’s fate,

_Be prudent, CHLoE, and fubmit ;
For you’ll more furely feel her hats,
- Who rival both her Art and Wit,

DEATH
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DEATH and th DOCTOR.

" Qccafioned by a Phyfician’s lmp&ning a Friend of the
AUTHOR. '

N

By the Same.

S Doftor * * mufing fat, .
Death {aw, and came without delay: .
Enters the room, begins the chat
With, ¢ Do&or, way fo thoughtful, pray ?”

The Do%or ftarted from his place,
But foon they more familiar grew : °

And then he told his piteous cafe,
How trade was low, and friends were few.

«¢* Away with fear,” the phantom faid, .
As foon as he had heard his tale :

«¢ Take my advice, and mend your trade ;
¢ We both are lofers if you fail.

«¢ Go write, your wit in fatire thow,
¢¢ No matter, whether {mart, or true;
¢¢ Call ® * names, the greateft foe
« To dullnefs, folly, pride, and you.
Q4 ¢ Then
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¢¢ Then copies fpread, there lies the trick,
-%¢ Among your friends be fure you fend ’em ; -
¢ For all who read will foon grow fick,
¢ And when-you're call’d upon, attend ’em,

- Thaus trade increafing by degrees,
¢¢ Do&or, we both fhall have our ends :
¢ For you are fure to have your fees,
¢ And I am fure to have your friends.”

ORCRO RORCRRECROOX RO TR
INSCRIPTIONS on a Monument to the
Memory of a Lady’s favourite Bullfinch.

By the Same.

On the Front of the Stone,

Memoriz
Blandientis Volucris
Hunc Lapidem .
~ pofuit
P G
et hac .
Nobilifime Lucie
Officii fui
Teftimonium -
quale quale eft
dicavit,

On
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On the Right Side.

HE goddefles of wit and love $
Have patroniz’d the owl and dove ;
From whofe prote&tion both lay claim . -

To immortality and fame ;

-

Could wit alone, or beauty, give

To birds the fame prerogative 5

My double claim had fate defy’d,
And * Lucy’s fav’rite ne’er had dy’d.

On the Left Side. .
HO UG H here my body lies interrd,

‘ I ftill can be a tell-tale bird :

If Davip ® fhould pollute-thefe fhades,

And wanton with my l\ady’s maids 3

Or Dick © fneak out to field or park,

To play with Mopsy in the dark ;

Or WiLL ¢, that noble, generous youth,

Should err from wifdom, tafte, and truth ;

And blefs’d with all that’s fair and good,

Should quit a feaft for groffer food :

Y’ll rife again a reftles {prite,

Will haunt my lonely cage by night ;

There fwell my throat and plume my w;ng, T e ®

And every tale to Lucy fing,

3 Countefs of Rochford, daughter of Edward Younge, efq; of Durn~

ford, in the county of Wilts.
» Theauthos, ¢ Lord Rochford's brather. ¢ Lord Rochfords
The
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. The Trravr of SELIM the PERSIAN?,

For divers High Crimes and Mifdemeanours,
By Epwarp Moore ®.

H E court was met ; the pris’ner brought ;
" The counfel with inftru&ion fraught;
And evidence prepar’d at large,
On oaath, to vindicate the charge.
But firft *tis meet, where form denies
Poetic helps of fancy’d lies,
Gay metaphors, and figures fine,
And fimiles to deck the line 3
*Tis meet (as we before have faid)
To call defcription to our aid.
 Begin we then (as firft "tis fitting)
With the three Cuiers in judgment fitting.

2 George Lyttel'on, efq; afterwards Lord Lyttelton. The Perfian
Letters of this nobleman aze written under the chara@er of Selim, which
occafioned Mr. Moore to give him the fame name in this poem.

b Edward Moore, author of three dramatic pieces, feveral poems, and
the chief manager of a periodica) paper called The World.~He was origi-
pally brought up to trade, and continued fome years to carry on the bu-
finefs of a linen-draper. He afterwards devoted himfelf wholly to lite
mture, and dicd a8 February, 1757.

Abéve
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CoxTexTION bold, With iron lungs,
And Staxper with her hundred tongues,
The walls in fculptur’d tale were rich,
And ftatues proud (in many a nich)
Of chiefs, who fought in FacT1on’s caufe,
And perifh’d for contempt of laws.
The roof in vary’d light and fhade,
The feat of ANarcuy dilplay’d.
Triumphant o’er a falling throne
(By emblematic figures known)
Coxrusion rag’d, and LusT obfcene,
And RioT with diffemper’d mien,
And OuTrace bold, and Miscuiker dire,
And Devastarion clad in fire,
Prone on the ground, a martial maid
Expiring lay, and groan’d for aid ;
Her fhield with many a ftab was pierc’d,
Her laurels torn, her fpear reversd ;
And ncar her crouch’d, amidf the fpoils,
A lion painted in the toils,

With look compos’d the pris’ner ftood,
And modett pride. By turns he view’d
_ 'The court, the counfel, and the crowd,

- And with fubmiffive rev’rence bow’d.

Proceed we now, in humbler ftrains,
And lighter rhymes, with what remains.
Th’ indi@ment grievoufly fet forth,
That Sex1m, loft to truth and worth,
10 (In
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({Ia company with one WirL Pirr ©,
And many more, not taken yet)
In ForTy-rIvE 4, the royal palace
Did enter, and to thame grown callous,
*Did then and there his faith forfake,

And did ‘aceept, receive and take,
With mifchievous intent and bafe,
Value unknown, a certain place.

He was a fecond time indited,
For that, by evil zeal excited,

With learning more than layman’s fhare,
* (Which parfons want, and he might fpare)

In letter to one GiLBERT WisT ¢,
He, the faid Serim, did atteft,
Maintain, fupport, and make affertion

Of certain points, from PavuL’s converfion :

By means whereof the faid apoftle
Did many an unbeliever joftle,
Starting unfafhionable fancies,

" And building traths on known romances.
A third charge run, that knowing well

Wits only eat, as pamphlets fell,
He, the faid SeL1M, notwithRanding

Did fall to anfw’ring, fhaming, branding

¢ Afterwards Earl of Chatham,

4 Mr. Lyttelton was appointed a Lord of the Treafury, 25 Dec, 1744~
¢ Entitled, ¢ Obfervations on the converfion and apoftlethip of St.

“ Paul. In a letter to Gilbest Weft, efe.” 8vo, 1747,

Three
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‘Three curious Letters to the Whigs 7 §
Making no'reader cure three figs

For any falts contain’d therein 3

By which uncharitable fin,

An author, modeft and deferving,

Was deftin’d to contempt, and ftarving 3
Againft the king, his crown and peace,

And all the ftatutes in that cafe.

The pleader rofe with brief full charg’d,

And on the pris’ner’s crimes enlarg’d ——a

Bat not to damp the Muie’s fire

With rhet’ric fuch as courts require,

We'll try to keep the reader warm,

And fift the matter from the form.

Virtue and focial love, he faid,

And honour from the land were fled ;

That PaTr1oTs now, like other folks,
“Were made the butt of vulgar jokes ;

While OprosiTion dropp’d her creft,

And courted power for wealth and reft.

Why fome folks laugh’d, and fome folks rail’d,
Why fome fubmitted, fome affail’d,

Angry or pleas’d—all folv'd the doabt .
‘With who were in, and who were out.

The fons of CLamour grew fo fickly,
They look’d for diffolution guickly ;

£ Entitled, ¢ Three Letters to the Whigs ; occafioned by the Letter tg
¢ the Tories.” 8vo. 17484
2 ' Theiz
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Their weekly Journals finely written,
Were fupk in privies all beth—n;

- Old-England & and the London-Evening,
Hardly a foul was found believing in,
And Caleb *, once fo bold and ftrong,
Was ftupid now, and always wrong.

Afk ye whence rofe this foul difgrace ?
Why $er1m has receiv’d a place,
And thereby brought the caufe to fhame;
Praving that people, void of blame,
Might ferve their country and their king,
By making both the felf-fame thing.’
By which the credulous believ’d,
And others (by ftrange arts deceiv’d)
-That Minifters were fometimes right,
And meant not to deftroy us quite.
That bart’ring thus in ftate-affairs,
He next muft deal in facred wares ;
The clergy’s rights divine invade,
And fmuggle in the gofpel-trade.
And all this zeal to re-inftate
Exploded notions, out of date;
Sending old rakes to church in fhoals,
Like children fniv’ling for their fouls,

§ An oppofition paper at that time publithed, in which Mr. Lyttelton ‘
was frequently abufed, )

b Caleb D’Anvers, the name affumed by the writers of the Crafif-
maa, '

’ . ) " And
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And ladies gay, from fmut and libels,
To learn beliefs, and read their Bibles 3 °
Ere&ing confcience for a tutor,

To damn the prefent by the future.

As if to evils known and real

*Twas needful to annex ideal ;

‘When all of human life we know

Is care, and bitternefs, and woe,

‘With fhort tranfitions of delight,

To fet the fhatter’d fpirits right.

Then why fych mighty pains and care,
'To make us humbler than we are ?
Forbidding fhort-liv’d mirth and laughter
By fears of what may come hereafter ?

. Better in ignorance to dwell ;

None fear, but who believe an hell =

And if there thould be one, no doubt
Men of themfelves would find it out.

But Ser1m’s crimes, he faid, went further,
And barely ftopp’d on this fide murther;
One yet remain’d, to clofe the charge,

To which (with leave) he’d fpeak at large,
And firft *twas ncedful to premife,

‘That though {6 long (for reafons wxfc)
The prefs inviolate had ftood,

Produive of the public good

Yet fill, too modeft to abufe,

It rail’d at vice, but told not whofe,
That
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That great improvements, of late days,
Were made, to many an author’s praife,
‘Who, not fo fcrupuloufly nice,
Proclaim’d the perfon with the vice,

Or gave, where vices might be wanted,
The name, and took the reft for granted.
Upon this plan, a Champion ! rofe,
Unrighteous greatnefs to oppofe,

Proving the man snventas non eff,

Who trades in pow’r, and ftill is honeft ;
And (God be prais’d) he did it roundly,
Flogging a certain junto foundly 3

But chief his anger was direted

Where people leaft of all fufpected 5

And Seriu, not fo firong as tall,
Beneath his grafp appear’d to fall,

But Innocencs (as people fay) -

Stood by, and fav’d him in the fray &

By her affifted, and one TruTH,

A bufy, prating, forward youth,

He rally’d all his firength anew,

And at the foe a letter threw k, -
His weakeft part the weapon found,

And brought him fenfelefs to the ground,

1 Author of the Letters to the Whigs.

% Probably ¢ A congratulatory Letter to Selim, on the Letters to the
., % Whigs.” 8vo, 1748,

Vou. IIL R ~ Hence
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Hence Orrosrrion fled the field,”
And Icw’rancE with her feven-fold ‘fhield 3

And well they might, for (things weigh’d fully)

The pris’ner, with his Whore and Bully,
Mautt prove for every foe too hard,
Who never fought with fuch a gward,

But TruTH and INNOCENCE, he faid,
Would ftand him here in little ftead,

For they had evidence on oath,
‘That would -appear too hard for both.

Of witneffes -a fearful train .
Came next th’ indi@ments to fultain 3
DetracTiON, -HaTRED, 2and DisTrUST,
And ParTy, of all faes the werit,
Mavrice, Revence; and UnNseLIET,
And DisarroinTMENT, worn with gribf,
Disuonour foul, unaw’d by fthame,

And every fiend ‘that vice can name,

All thefe in ampleform depos’d

Each fa& the triple'charge difclos’d,

‘With taunts and gibes of bitter fort,

And afking vengeance from the court, -
The pris’ner faid in his defence,

That he indeed had fmall pretence, .

To foften fa&ls fo deeply fworn,

But would for his offences moutn 3

Yet mor¢ he hop’d than bare repentance

Might fill be urg’d to ward the fentence ;.

-

A

Thas:
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"hat hé had held a place fome years;
He own’d with penitence and tears;
But took it not from motives bafe,
Th’ indi@ment there miftook the cafe
And though he had betray’d his truft,
In being to his country juft,
Negle&ting Facrion and heér friends,
He did it not for wicked ends,
But that complaints and fends might ceafe;
And jarring parties mix in peace.

That what he wrote to GiLBErT WEST
Bore hard againft him, he confeft ;
Yet there they wrong’d him ; for the fa& is;
He reafon’d for Belief, not Pratice ;
And people might believe, he thought,
Though Pratice might be deem’d a faults
He either dreamt it, or was told;
Religion was rever’d of old,
That it gave breeding no offerice; .
And was no foe to wit and fenfe
But whether this was truth or whim,
He would not fay ; the doubt with him
{And no great harm he hop’d) was how
Th’ enlighten’d world would take it now e
1f they admitced it, *twas well,
If not, he never talk’d of hell;
Nor even hop’d to change men’s meafures,
Or fnghten ladles from their pleafures,

R s One
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One accufation, he confefs’d,

Had touch’d him more than all the reft;
Three Patriot-Letters, high in fame,

By him o’erthrown, and brought to fhame.
And though it was a rule in vogue,

If one man call’d another rogue,

The party injur’d might reply,

And on his foe retort the lie ;

Yet what accru’d from all his labour,

Bat foul dithonour to his neighbour ?
And he’s a2 moft unchriftian elf,

Who others damns to fave himfelf.
Befides, as all men knew, he faid,

Thefe Letters only rail’d for bread ;

And hunger was 2 known excufe
For proftitution and abufe ;

A guinea, properly apply’d,

Had made the writer change his fide ;
He wifh’d he had not cut and carv’d him,

And own’d, he fhould have bought, not ftarv’d him.

The court, he faid, knew all the reft,
And muft proceed as they thought beft ;
Only he hop’d fuch refignation.

Would plead fome little mitigation ;
And if his chara&ter was clear

From other faults (and friends were near,
Who would, when call’d upon, atteft it)
He did in humbleft form requett it,
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To be from punitiment.exempt,
And only faffer their contempt.

The pris’ner’s friends sheir claim preferr’d
In turn demanding to be heard.
InTEGRITY and Honounr {wore,
BenevoLENCE and twenty more,

That he was always of their party,

And that they knew him firm and hearty,
RevLiGiow, fober dame, attended,

And, as fhe could, his caufe befriended ;
She faid, ’twas fince fhe came from college
She knew him introduc’d by KNowLEDGE 3
The man was modeft and fincere,

Nor farther could fhe interfere.

The Muses begg’d to interpofe,

But Envy with loud hiflings rofe,

And call’d them women of ill fame,

Liars, and proftitutes to fhame ;

And faid, to all the world *twas known,
Serim had had them every one.

The pris’ner bluf’d, the Muses frown’d,
When filence was proclaim’d around,

And FacTion, rifing with the reft,

In form the pris’ner thus addreft,

You, Serim, thrice have been indicted,

Firft, that by wicked pride excited,
And bent your country to difgrace,
You have receiv’d, and held a Prace,

R3

Next,
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Next, INFIDELITY to wound;’ '
You’ve dar’d, with argumerits profound, .
T'o drive FRERTHINKING ta a ftand,
And with ReLiG10N vex the ldhd.
And laftly, in contempt of right,
With horrid and unnat’ral fpite,
You have an AuTHGR’s fame o’¢pthrown,
Thereby to build and ferice your owns

Thefe crimes fucceflive, oh your trial,
Have met with proofs beyond denial ;
To whic¢h yourfelf, with fhame, conceded,
And but in mitigation pledded.
Yet that the juftice of the court
May fuffer not in men’s report,
Judgment a moment I {ufpend,
To reafon as from friend to friend.

And firft, that you, of all mankind,

'With Ki~cs and CourTs fhould ftain your mind ! |

You ! who were OprosiTion’s lord !

Her nerves, her finews, and her fword 1
That you at laft, for fervile ends,

Should wound the bowels of her friends !==
1s aggravation of offénce,

‘That leaves far mercy no pretence.

Yet ghore—for you to urge your hate,

And back the church to aid the ftate !

For you to publifh fuch a letter!

You! who have known Revicion better !

9

For
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: For you,. I fay, to introduce

The fraud again 1—There’s no excufe.
‘And laftof all, to crawn your. thame,

‘Was it for you to load with blame

The writings of 2 PatriOt-Yoﬁth,

And fummen INNocENCE and TruTH
To prop your caufe i—Was this for you !—=
But juftice does your crimes purfue ;

And fentence now alane remains,

Which thus, by me, the court ordains.

_-¢¢ That you return from whence you came,

< There to be fripp’d of all your fame

‘¢

[

o

€
€c
€c

£6

By vulgar hands, that once a week
Ol3-England pinch you till you fqueak 3
That ribald pamphletb do purfae you, '
And lies, and murmurs, to undo you,
With every foe that WorTH procures,
And only VIrRTUE’s friends be YouRrs.”

R4
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TheTROPHY
 BEING
SIX CANTATAS

To the Honour of his Roru HicuxEss
WILLIAM, Duke of CUMBERLAND 3

Exprefling the juft Senfe of a grateful Nation,
in the feveral CharaQers of

The VoLynTEER, The Musxcum,

The Poker, } gThe SHEPHERD,

The Parnter, The Rericious.
By Dr. Bexjamin Hoaprey a,

Set to Mufic by Dr. GREE NE. "1746.
CANTATA I. The VoLuNTEER.

Recrrarive.
EEP in a foreft’s thadowy feat,
A youth enjoy’d his calm retreat,
Deaf

# Dr. Benjamin Hoadley, eldeft fon of the bithop of Winchefier. Heg
was born Feb, 10, 1705-6, and educated at Hackney, from whence he -
weat to Benet College, Cambridge, Whea King George 11, vifited that

univerfity,



[ 265 }

Deaf to the din of civil rage,
And difcord of the impious age 3
When vifionary fleep depreft
His drowfy lids, and thus alarm’d his reft,
Two rival forms immenfely bright
Appear’d, and charm’d his mental fight;
Honour and Pleafure feem’d defcending,
On each her various train attending,
Of decent, fober, great, and plain,
Of gay, fantattic, loud, and vain.
With confident, yet charming grace,
Pleafure firft brake the filence of the place.

AIRr.
Enjoy with me this calm retreat,
Diffolv’d in eafe thine hours.fhall flow :
With love alone thy heart fhall beat,
And this be all th’ alarms you know :
Cares to footh, and life befriend,
Pleafures on your nod attepd.

univerfity, in the year 1728, his name was in the lift of gentlemen to be
created Doltars of Phyfic; but by an accident, he had not his degree
until a month after. In the year 1747, he, produced the celebrated
Comedy of The Sufpicious Hufband. He was very early appointed phyfi-
cian to his Majefty’s houfehold, and was the author of feveral picces in
his own profeffion. He died at his houfe ig Chelfea, in the lifg-time of
kis father, Augutt 10, 1757,

CHorvus,
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Cuorus,

Cares to footh, and life befriend,
Pleafures on your nod attend.

RECITATIVE,
Her decent front ftrait Honour fhew’d,
Where mingled fcorn and anger glow'd 5
Contempt of Pleafure’s flow’ty reign,
Enrag’d at all her abje& train ;
And thus in rapid ftrains expreft
The tumaults of her honeft breaft,

' Ailr,
Rxfe youth— thy country ealls thee from thy Ihadc 3
Behold her tears, .
And hear her cries ¢
Religion fears,
- And Freedom dies, .
Amiad the horrors of War’s dreadful trade. -
Thy country groans : forego thy fhade—
’Tis Honour calls thee to her aid.

CHoRrus.
Thy country groans : forego thy fhade—
*T'is' Honour calls thee to her aid,

ReciTaTivE.
"The youth awoke—and ftarting wide,
Sleep, with its vifion, left his fide,
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His foul th’ idea fil’d alon2; -
‘The heroic form, the piercing tone - ' T
Of Honbur on his menjoty play’ds '
And all his heart confefs’d the heav’nly maid.
) - Alr. o
Sweet obje& of my choice,
Adieu, thou calm recefs !
My bleeding country’s voice
Tears me from thy embrace.

From mufing water-falls, o .
From fhades and flow’ry meads,

»Ts.virtuous Honour calls, S
And princely WiLL1aM leads.

From 3ll a father’s love,
From all a nation’s care,

Behold whete Brirain’s Jove .
Sends forth his god of war : .

’Gainft mountains cap’d with fnows,
*Gaintt foul Rebellion’s rage
The willing Hero goes
Gigantic war to. wage — ot
“The gen’rous heart what flow’ry fcenes can pleafe,
Or tempt to wafte his youth in ufelefs eafe ! ’

CHORUS,
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CHoRrus.

The gen’rous heart what flow’ry fcenes can pleafe, -

Or tempt to wafte his youth in ufelefs eafe !

CANTATA Il ThePorr.

A1x.
Give me, indulgent Mufe, to rove
‘The mazes of thy laurel’d grove,
To chufe a wreath for WirLrL1am’s brow
Above Sybilla’s golden bough.

Recirarive.

I walk—F wander here and there—
How can I chufe, where all is fair ?
This I prefer, and that refufe——
Guide me, my ftill-infpiring Mufe,
I faid, and pluck’d the chofen wreath :
Large drops of blood difil’d beneath ;
A figh now fhook the weeping tree,

And thus a vocal found

Brake from the recent wound,

And fet the form of beauteous Daphne free.

Ailr,
Coy Daphne you behold in me ;
For Wirriam’s fake I willing bleed.
No wreath but this from Pheebus’ tree
Is worthy him, who Britain freed.

Lefs
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Lefs fair was Phabus’ chace for unfought fame,
Be his the wreath, who woo’d and won the dame.

CANTATA 1lII. ThePainteR,

Arr.
Sweet mimic thou of Nature’s face,
Thy pencil take, thy colour fpread ;
On thy canvas curious trace
Every virtue, every grace,
That hovers round our WiLLram’s head.

RecrTaTIVE.
Let Vi&ory before, him fly,
And Fortitude with ftedfaft eye ;
Let Prudence with her mirrour hafte,
Studious of future by the paft ;
With Induftry in vigour blooming,

And Science knowing much, yet lefs affuming.
To group the piece, and fwell the train,
With Hydra heads Rebellion draw,

Spouting at every vein
The blood of thoufands flain ;
Thoufands too few to glut her rav’nous maw :
Paint her panting, finking, dying,
Paint her fons at diftance flying :
Paint Britannia full of fmiles,
Scarce recover’d from her toils :

Paint
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Paint Juftice ready to avenge her pain,
Dragging the monfler in her mafly chain,
Near her paint Mercy crown’d : foft-fmiling let her ftand,
With arm out-ftretch’d to ftop her juft, determin’d hand.
Ailr. ,
Ceafe to declaim, the artift cries;
Of every virtue, every grace,—=
See, by degrees the features rife :
Behold them all in WirLri1am’s face, '

CANTATA IV. TheMusiciak.

.ReciraTivs.

O various power of magic firains,
To damp our joys and footh .our pains {
Every movement of the will
Obedient owns the artift's kill.

Thus in gay notes, and boaftful words,
‘The mafter of the tuneful chords ; .
But foon he found his boaft was air, ‘ |
His love ftill blafted with defpair, , |
And Chloe cold, or feeming cold |
To all the tuneful tales he told. |

A1r.

To love when he tan’d the foft Iyre,

Tt figh’d, and it trembled in vain ;
Tho’ warm’d by his amorous fire, - .
" The fair one ne’er anfwer'd his firain, *

Recita-
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. RECITATIVE. - .
Hear, cries the artift, pow’r divine, .
Great leader of the tuneful Nine ;
Teach thy votary to fwell
With love-infpiring ftrains the fhell,
Such as pleafe my Chloe beft,
And eafieft glide into her breaft.
) Air,
No more I woo in warbling frains,
No more I fing the lover’s pains
To cold and carelefs ears :
To warlike notes I tune the firing,
The fong to WirL1aM’s praife I fing —
The nymph with rapture hears.

CANTATA V. The SHEPHERD,

RECITATIVE,
Beneath an oak’s indulgent fhade
A fhepherd at his eafe was laid ;
He pluck’d the bough, the wreath he wover
Sacred to WiLL1aMm, and to love,
And taught the vocal woods around
His name and Delia’s to refound.

Arr.
Of peace reftor’d the fhepherd fung,
And plenty fmiling o’er the fields ;.
Of peace reftor’d the woodlands rung,
Aad all the fweets that quiet y_iélds 5
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Of love he fung and Delia’s charms,
And all reftor’d by WiLLram’s arms.

ReciTaTIVE,
Driv’n from his native foil belov’d,
By coft and care not unimprov’d,
A northern fwain himfelf betook
To reft, in that fequefter'd nook.
One fav’rite lamb efcap’d the fpoil,
The only meed of all his toil ;
Which now o’erfpent he drove before,
Now fondling in his bofom bore.
He heard, and ftrait the caufe requir’d,
With wonder more than envy fir'd.

Alr.
Say, fwain, by what good pow’r
Thou wing’ft the fleeting hour,
With firains that wonder move,
And tell of eafe and love ;
While I by war’s alarms
Am forc’d from fafety’s arms 3
From home and native air,
And all their focial care,
Say, fwain, &c.

RecitaTive.
Again, replied the fwain, repair
‘To northern fields and native air 3
Again thy kindly home review
And all its focial cares renew.

Within
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‘Within what cave, or foreft deep,
To grief indulgent, or to fleep,
Haft thou efcap’d the gen’ral joy,
Sweet gift of Br17arn’s fav'rite Boy !
b A1r.
*Twas WiLL1aM’s toil this leifure gave,
By him I tune my oaten reed,
By him yon golden harvefts wave,
By him thefe herds in fafety feed :
Him fhall opr grateful fongs declare -
Ever to Britith thepherds dear. .

Duzr.
Him fhall our grateful fongs declare
Ever to Britifh fhepherds dear, ,

CANTATA VI TheReLIGIOUS

. ReciTATIVE.
Here, tyrant Superftition, ugly fiend,
Harpy with an angel’s face,
Montfter in Religion’s drefs,
Thy impious pray’rs and blaody vifions end.

Hence, with thy fifter Perfecution, go—
" Hence with all her pleafing dreams
Of martyrs’ groans, and virgins’ fcreamp
The ftretching rack, and horrid wheel,.
Slow fires, and confecrated fteel,
And every prisftly implement of wee,
Vo, III, $

[l
1

And
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And every threaten’d tool of hoodwink’d zeal,
" Ingenious Rome can find, or tortur’d Nature feel. -
Ailr,
From Britain’s happier clime repair
To fouthern funs and flavifh aire—
To empty halls,
To midnight bells,
To cloifter’d walls,
To gloomy cells
Where moping Melancholy dwells—
WirL1am’s name fhall reach you there,
And fink your fouls with black defpair,
ReciTaTIVE.
The Hero comes, and with him brings
Fair Hope, that foars on Cherub’s wings ;
Firm Faith attends with ftedfatt eye,
Intent on things above the fky,
T'o mortal ken unknown; and She,
Mecek and feemly, kind and free,
Ever hoping, ftll believing,
Still forbearing, ftill forgiving,
Greateft of the havenly Three.
Arr.
Britons, join the godlike train,
Learn, that all but Truth is vain,
And to her lyre attune your joy :
No gifts fo pure as thofe the brings,
No notes fo fweet as thofe fhe fings,
To praife the heav’nly-favour'd Boy.
. The
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And fees (which pleas’d her to the quick)
The Lily hug a faplefs ftick.
¢ And muft Myrtilla fill be feen
¢¢ Pining in ficknefs ever-green?
¢ Shall he”"——
With that the arm’d her brow,

Which once had conquefts gain’d, but now e

Too old to chufe, too proud to fue,
Strikes flag to her good coufin Yew.

This Yew was fair, and large, and good,

Efteem’d a pretty ftick of wood :

Eat never in the garden plac’d,

Or to be borne by nymphs of tafte,

But in a wildernefs, or wafte :

And cut and clip, whate’er you do,

This pretty ftick was ftill but Yew.

The pois’nous drops, the balefu] fhade

Struck each genteeler flower dead ;

But Myrtle, being ever-green,

Thought Nature taught to wed her kin,

And carelefs of th’ event, withdrew .

From her old friends, and fought her Yew.
Behold the am’rous fhrub tranfplanted,

And her lat pray’r in vengeance granted.

"The bride and bridegroom cling together,

Enjoy the fair, and fcorn foul weather,

Vifits are pay’d : around are feen

The fcrnbbeq race of ever-green,

Th*
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Th’ ill-natur’d Holly, ragged Box,

-~ And Yew’s own family in flocks =

But not a flow’r of fcent or flavour

. Would do the bride fo great a favour,

"Byl in contempt drew in their leaves; .
And fhrunk away, as Senﬁtlves. -
‘The bluthing * Queen, with decent pnde,
Turn’d, as the pafs*d, her head afide ;
The Lily nice, was like to fpue s
To fee MYRTJL.LA Mrs. Yew:.
The Eglantine, a prude by nature, o

) "Would never go a-pear the Crea.cher H ‘,' .

And the gay Woodbing gave 2 ﬂaunt, o

Nor anfwer’d her bnt wgth a taupt,

Poor MYRTLE, ﬁra;ngsly mortify'd, .
Too late refumes her proper ,pnde 3

H

" Which, hexghtcn’d now by pique and. fpléen,

Paints her condition doubly mean.

She four’d her ,mwd, grew broken-hcarxe&
And foon this {piteful world departed
And now lies dcccntly mterr’d

Near the old Yew in ——— churqh-;cud.

¢ The Rofes

534

Lod.

Os.



On a BAY-LEAF, pluck’d from Viretw's
T omb near Naplcs. 1736, ./

By the Same.

OLD was the 1rre11gxous ‘hand,
That could all reverente wlthﬂ:and

And facrilegioufly prefunie 't " <’
To rob the poet’s faéred toitb .
Of fo much*honourable thade,
As this, fo fmall a trophy, nfade ;
Could dareé o pluck from VirciL’s brow
The honours Nature did beftow.

2 Sweetly the gentle goddefs fmil’d, ,
And liften’d to her favourite ¢hild ; o 1
Whether in fhepherd’s cleanly weed ‘
He deftly‘tun’d his oaten reed, -

And taught the vo:al woods around
His Amaryllis to refound ;

® Or taught he in a grave ftrain
To clothe the field with waving grain §

And in the marriage-folds to twine
Thc barren elm, and clufter’d vine 3

L '.Pafcll. b Rura,

To
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To yoke the lab’ring ox, to breed
To the known goal the foaming fteed 3
And fung the manners, rights, degrees,
And labours of the frugal bees ;
<. Or whether with Zneas’ name
He fwell’d th’ extended cheek of Fame,
And all his god-like labours fung,
Whence Rome’s extended glories {prung 3
The goddefs fmil’d, and own’d fhe knew
Th’ original from whence he drew,
And grateful fhe, fpontaneons gave
This living honour to his grave,

Hail, thou fweet fhade, whofe reverenc’d name

Still foremoft in the mouth of Fame,
Doth preference and value give,

And teach this little leaf to live.

, Methinks fecluded from that brow,
Where grateful Natare bade it grow,

- This beauteous green fhould fade away,
And yield to iron-tooth’d decay :

But VirciL’s name forbids that crime,
And blunts the threat’ning fithe of Time,

€ Duces,

§ 4

Te
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Wntten 4;;1 kmy Buth-day, 5754.

. By the Samte. o

H E minutes, the honrs, thc days, xand the ycm,
That fill up the current of Time,
Nexther flowing with hopes, neither ehbxqg thh &a.rs,
Unheeded roll’d on to my pnme. ;

In mfancy prattling, i ;n 'yputh fnll of play, .
Still pleas’d with whatever was new,

1 bade the old cripple fly fwifier away,
To o’ertake fome gay trifle in view.

But when Curaz, with fweetpefs and fenfe ,miw look,
Firft taught-me the lefion of love 5 - -

Then I counted each ftep the wing’d fugitive took,
And bade him more leifarely move.

Step, runaway, flop, nor thy journey purfue,
For Curoe has giv’n me hor heart :
‘To enjoy it thy years will prove many too few,

If you make fo much hafte to depart,
: Still,
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Still, fiill he flies on—ill, i1l let him fly,
»Till he’s tir'd; and panting for breath 3

My love both s teeth and his fithe fhall defy—
That can only be conquer’d by Death.

PRI AR IRIRTRIRATR
ASONG

. By the Sa.nh
Get to.Mnﬁc by DPr. GREENE,
Lo - :
T O filent groves, where weeping yew
With fadly-mouraful cyprefs join'd,
Poor Damox from the plain withdrew,
To eafe with plaints his love-fick mind 3
Pale willow into myftic wreaths he wove,
And thus lamented his forfaken love.
: 1I.
How oftcn, CgL1a, faithlefs maid,
With arms entwined did we walk
Beneath the clofe unpierced fhade,
Beguiling time with am’zous takk!
But that, alas! is pat, and I muft prove

The pangs atteuding on forfaken love.
III. But
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-HI.
But think not, Cer1a, I will bear ) =

With dull fubmiffion 3ll the {mart ; - Cos
No, I'll at once drive out defpair, .-~ "

And thy lov’d image from my heart :
All arts, all charms I’ll pra&ife to remove
~ The pangs attending on forfaken love,

Iv.
Bacchus, w1th greeneft ivy crown’d,

Hither repair with all thy train ;

And chafe the jovial goblet round,

For CevL1a triumphs in my pain :
With gen’rous wine affift me to remove’
The pangs attending on forfaken love.

' V.
Could reafon be fo drown’d in wine,

As never to revive again,

How happy were this heart of mine

Reliev’d at once from all its pain !
But redfon flill with love returns, to prove
The torments lafting of forfaken love,

VI.
Bring me the nymph, whofe gen’rous foul
Kindles at the circling bowl ;
Whofe fparkling eye with wanton fire
Shoots through my blood a fierce defire ;
For ev'ry art I'll pra&ife to remove
The pangs attending on forfaken love,
* VII. And

v

.-
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_ VIIL
" And what is all this tranfient flame ?
*Tis but a blaze, and feen no more ;
A blaze that lights us to our thame,
And robs us of a gay four-fcore ;
Reafon again with love returns, to prove o
The torments lafting of forfaken love,

VIII.
Hark ! how the jolly huntfman’s cries,

In concert with the op’ning hounds,
Rend the wide concave of the fkies,

And tire dull Echo with their founds :
Thou Pheebe, goddefs of the chace, remove
'The pangs attending on forfaken love,

IX.
Ah me! the fprightly-bounding dee,

The chace, and every thing I view,

Still to my mind recall my woe ;
So CkeL1a flies, fo I purfue:
So rooted here, no arts can e’er remove
The pangs attending on forfaken love.
X.
Then back, poor Damon, to thy grove :
Since nought avails to eafe thy pain,
Let conftancy thy flame improve,
And patience anfwer her difdain :
So gratitude may CeL14’s bofom move,
To pity and reward thy conftant love.
5 FASHION:



FASHION: A Sarixe.

By Dr. Joszrs WarrToN.

Honeflius putamus, quod frtjuutiu: s re&di apud nos locum tend |
error, ubi publicus falus. - . - . SENgCA.

Y ES, yes, my friend, difguife it as you will,
To right or wrong ’tis Fathion guides us &ﬂ;
A few perhaps rife fingularly good,

Defy and ftem the fool-o’erwhelming flood ; '

The reft to wander from their bréthren fear,

As focial herrings in large fhoals appear.

»T'was not a tafte, but pow’rful mode, that bade
Yon’ purblind, poking peer run picture mad ; '
‘With the fame wonder-gaping face he ftares
On flat Durcu dawbing, as on Guipo’s airs
‘What might his oak-crown’d manors mortgag’d gain
Alas! five faded landfcapes of * LorAINE.

Not fo GarciLius—1ileek; voluptuous lord,

A hundred dainties fmoke upon his board ;

Earth, air, and ocean’s ranfack’d for the feaft,

In mafquerade of foreign Or10’s drefs’d ;

Who praifes, in this fauce-enamour’d age,

Calm, healthful temp’rance, like an INDIAN fage :

a Claude Loraine,

9 But
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But could he walk ia public, were it faid, .

¢ GarciLius din’d on beef, and eat brown bread ¥

Happy the grotto’d hermit with his pulfe, '

Who wants no truffles, rich ragouts —nor ® Huwse.
How ftri&t on Sundays gay LET1T1A’Ss face !

How curl’d her hair, how clean her Bruffels lace !

She lifts her eyes, her fparkling eyes to heav’n,

. Moft nun-like mourns, and hepes to be forgiv’n.
Think net the prays, or is grown penitent
She went to chureh——becaufe the parith went.

Clofe CareMEs, deaf to the pale widow’s grief,
Parts with an unfunn’d guinea for relief ; '
No meltings o’er his ruthlefs bofom fteal,
Mbg-e than fierce Arabs, or proud tyrants feel 3
Yet, fince his neighbours give, the churl unlocks,
Damning the poor, his triple-bolted box.

Why loves not Hipp1a rank obfcenity #
Why would fhe not with twenty porters lie ?
Why not in crowded Malls quite naked walk ?
Not aw’d by virtue——but ‘¢ The world would talk.”—
Yet how demurely looks the withing maid,
For ever, but in bed, of man afraid !
Fhus < Hamuon’s fpring by day feels icy-cool,
At night is hot as hell’s fulphureous pool. ‘

Each panting warble of VEsconT1’s throat,

To Dick, is heav’nlier than a feraph’s note ;

« ¥ Sir Edward Hulfe the phyfician, ¢ Lucretius, lib. #1. 848,
- The
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The trills, he fwears, foft-ftealing to his breaft,
Are lullabies, to footh his cares to reft ; '
Are fweeter far, than Laur a’s lufcious Kifs,
Charm the whole man, and lap his fou!l in blifs :
‘Who can fuch counterfeited raptures bear,
Of a deaf fool who fcarce can thunders hear?
CrowpEero might with him for Festin pafs,
And touching Hanpew yield to trifling Hasse.

But curd-fac’d Curio comes! all prate, and fmile,
Supreme of beaux, great bulwark of our ifle !
Mark well his feather’d hat, his gilt cockade,
Rich rings, white hand, and coat of fiff brocade ;
Such weak-wing’d May-flies BR1TAIN’s troops difgrace,
That FLanpr1A, wond’ring, mourns our alter’d race :
With him the fair, enraptur’d with a rattle,
Of VauxnaLt, GaRRICK, or PAMELA prattle :
This felf-pleas’d king of emptinefs permit
At the dear toilette harmlefsly to fit ;
As mirthlefs infants, idling out the day,
With wooden {words, or toothlefs puppies play :
*T'is meaner (cries the manling) to command
A conquering hoft, or fave a finking land,
Than furl fair FLavia’s fan, or lead a dance,
Or broach new-minted Fasuions freth from France.

O France, whofe edicts govern drefs and meat,
Thy vitor Brrraix bends beneath thy feet !
Strange ! that pert grathoppers fhould lions lead,
And teach to hop, and chirp acrofs the mead :

’ ' of
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Of fleets and laurell’d chiefs let others boaft,

Thy honours ‘are to bow, dance, boil, and roaft,

Let ITaLy give mimic canvas fire,

Carve rock to life, or tune the lulling lyre ;

For gold let rich PoTos1 be renown’d,

Be balmy-breathing gums in Inp1a found :

~"*T'is thine for fleeves to teach the fhantieft cuts,

~ Give empty coxcombs more important ftruts,
Prefribe new rales for knots, hoops, manteaus, wig
Shoes, foups, complexions, coaches, farces, jigs.

Muscaria dreams of laft night’s ball ’till ten,

Drinks chocolate, ftroaks For, and fleeps agen ;
Perhaps at twelve dares ope her drowfy eyes,
Afks Lucy if ’tis late enough to rife ;
By three each curl and feature juftly fet,
She dines, talks fcandal, vifits, plays piquette s
Meanwhile her babes with fome foul nurfe remain,
For -modern dames a mother’s cares difdain ;
Each fortnight once fhe bears to fee the brats,
¢¢ For oh they ftun one’s ears, like fqualling cats 1
Tigers and pards prote&, and nurfe their young,
The parent-fnake will roll her forked tongue,
The vulture hovers vengeful o’er her neft,
If the rude hand her helplefs brood infeft 5
Shall lovely woman, fofteft frame of heav’n,
To whom were tears, and feeling pity giv’n,
Moft fathionably cruel, lefs regard
Her offspring, than the vulture, fnake, and pard ?

Ss

What
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What art, O Fasuion, pow’r fupreme below !
You make us virtue, nature, fenfe, forego ;
You fanéify knave, atheift, whore, and fool,
And fhield from juftice, fhame, and ridicule.
Our grandames modes, long abfent from our eyes,
At your all-powerful bidding duteous rife;
As AreTHUsa funk beneath the plain
For many a league, emerging flows again ;
Now ¢ Mary’s mobs, and flounces you approve,
Now fhape-difguifing facks, and flippers love :
Scarce have you chofe (like Fortune fond to joke)
Some reigning drefs, but you the choice revoke : '
So when the deep-tongu’d organ’s notes fwell high,
And loud Hosannass reach the diftant tky,
Hark, how at once the dying ftrains decay,
And foften unexpetedly away.
The peer, prince, peafant, foldier, fquire, divine,
Goddefs of Change, bend low before your fhrine,

" Swearing to follow, wherefoe’er you lead,

Though you eat toads, or walk upon your head.

*Tis hence belles game, intrigue, fip citron-drams,
And hide their lovely locks with ¢ heads of rams;
Hence gitls, once modeft, without bluth appear,
With legs difplay’d, and fwan-foft bofoms bare 3

& Mary Queen of Scots mobs, much worn by the ladies.
€ Téte de Mouton, literally tranflated,

Hence
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Hence ftale, autumnal dames, fill deck’d with laces,

Look like vile canker’d coins in vélvet cafes.

Afk you, why whores live more belov’d than wives,

Why weeping virtue exil'd, flattery thrives,

Why mad for penfions, Br1ToNs young and old

Adore bafe minifters, thofe calves of gold,

Why witling templars on religion joke,

Fat, rofy juftices, drink, doze, and fmoke,

Dull critics on beft bards pour harmlefs fpite,

As babes that mumble coral, cannot bite,

Why knaves malicious, brother-knaves embrace,

With hearts of gail, but courtly fmiling face,

Why fcornful FoLuy from her gaudy coach,

At ftarving houfelefs VirTuR points reproach,

Why Av’rice is the great all-worthipp’d God ?

Methinks fome D&uon anfwers—¢¢ *Tis the mode !” * -
At this CorrurTioN {miles with ghattly grin,

Prefaging triumphs to her mother, Six ;

Who, as with baneful wings aloft fhe flies,

¢¢ This falling land be mine |”’—exulting cries ;

Grim TYrANNY attends her on her way, .

_ And frowns, and whets his fword that thirfts to flay.

Look from the frigid to the torrid zone,

By cuftom all are led, by nature none,

f The hungry TarTAR rides upon his meat,

To cook the dainty fleth with buttocks’ heat :

f The following faéts are taken from the accounts of different countries.
Vor. III, T The



[ 40 T

The CsanEese complaifantly takes his bed
With his big wife, and is with caudle fed.
How would our tender Britith beauties fhriek,
To fee flim beaux on bulls their lances .break |
Yet no Lucinpa, in heroic Sparw,
Admits a youth, but who his beaft has flain. -
See, wond’rous lands, where the fell viGor brings
To his glad wives, the heads of flaughter’d kings,
‘Fhe mangled heads !~—o’er which they fing and laugh;
And in dire banguets the warm life-blood quaff ;.
Where youths their grandfires, ags-bent, trembling, grey,
Pitying their weary weaknefs, kindly flay :
Where fainted Bracxuans, fick of life, retire,
To die fpontaneous on the fpicy pyre ;
Where (ftranger ftill!) with thei¥ wild dates content,
The fimple fwains no fighs for gold torment.
How fondly partisl are our jadgments grown,
‘We deem all manners odious but our own !

O'teach me, friend, to know wife Narurzs’s rules,
And laugh, like you, at Fasuron’s hoodwink’d fools ;-
You, who to woods remov’d from medifh fin,.

Defpife the diftant world’s hoasfe, bufy din =

As fhepherds from bigh rocks hear far below,

Hear unconcern’d loud  torrents fiercely flow ;

You, though mad millions the mean tafte upbraid,

Who fill love Vizrrug, fair, forfaken maid ;-

As Baccnus charming Ar1anne bore,:

By all abandon'd, from the lonefome fhore.
‘ NATURE
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NATURE and FORTUNE.
To the Earl of Cu ESTERFIELD,
ﬁy the Rcﬁefe'i,nd P;'u't.n Fusrcasr, Dean of Kildare ,
NATURE and Fortunz blyth and gay,
To pafs an hour or two,

In frolic.moed agréed to play
At ¢« What fliall this man do ?**

Come, I'll be judge then, ForTuni cries, -
And therefore muft be blind ;

Then whipt & napkin roand her éyes,
And ty'd it fat behind,

NaTurs had now prepar'd her lift
Of names on fcraps of leather,

Which roll’d, fhe gave them each a twift,
And hufled them together.

4 Son of Thomas Fletther, fecond mafter of Winchefter fchool. Me
was fellow of New College, Oxford, where he took the degree of M. A,
8 July, 1732, He afterwards became minifter of Rumford in Effex,
where he i:ept a private fchool, until he was promoted by his brotheria
Treland to the treafurerfhip of Dromore, to whichin a fhort time was
added the deanty of Kildare, He died in the year 1765.

T 2 Thus
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Thus mixt, whichever came to hand,
She very furely drew ;

" 'Then bade her fifter give command,
* For what that man fhould do.

>Twould almoft burft one’s fides to hear
What ftrange commands fhe gave ;

That C R fhould the laurel wear,
And C———t an army have.

At length when STANHOPE’s name was come,
Dame NaTure fmil’d, and cry’d,

Now tell me, fifter, this man’s doom,
And what fhall him betide #

That man, faid ForTunE, fhall be one
Blefs’d both by you and me :

Nay, then, quoth NaTurE, let’s have done ;
Sifter, I’m fure you fee. :

-

The
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..'The EXCEPTION

TANHOPE has gain’d one branch of fame,
To which, P’ll prove, he has no claim.
Say they—¢¢ His favours he extends,
« Without regard to wealth, or friends ;
¥¢ Of fuch difinterefted fpirit,
¢ Nothing prevails, with him, but merit ;
¢¢ Nay, he’ll difpenfe with merit too ;
¢ When modeft want can reach his view.”
Mere prejudice | ’tis plain to me, ’
No man takes fweeter bribes than he.
To clear this point from any doubt,
A parallel fhall help me out. '
The noble Furvia fpurns at gain ;
Freely fhe heals her lover’s pain :
But, furely, you’ll allow me this,
That when the grants, fhe fhares the blifs.
. So STannoPE, in each gen’rous adion, '
Reaps more than half the fatisfaction,
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To the Earl of CHESTERFIELD

AN cafe be copfiftent thh fate?
Can freedom and pomp thus agree?

O Stannorg, who would not be great,
If eafy in greatnefs like thee ?
Lec ftatefmen pretend to defpife
Thofe talents that furnith delight,
"Tis STaNRORE’s alone to be wife,
th pleafure with wifdom um,tc. '

State burthens with form the gay foul,
Unbended alone we tafte joy.

Too foon our grey hairs muft control

"That blifs which our prime fhould employ.
Then, S'unaors, be blefs’d in your choxce,,
Be happy your life in each ftage ;

While {pirits attend you reloxcc

You’ve wifdom enough for old age.

HONOUR,
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HONOUR. APoewm.

By the Rev. Dr. BRO W N2,
fInfcribed to the Right Hon. the Lord Vifc. LonspaLs,

Hic Manus ob Patriam pugnando vulnera paff ;

Quique Sacerdotes cafti dum wita manebat ;

Quique pii Vates, & Phabo digna Jocuti,

Inventas aut qui Vitam excoluere por Artes,

Quique fui memores alios fecere merendo 3 :
Omnibus his nivea cinguntar Tempora vitta. Virc. Zn. 6.

——— Who fpall go about
T coxen Fortune, and be honourable
Without the Stamp of Merit ? SHAKSPEARE.

Y ES: all, my Lord, ufurp fair HonouRr’s fame, '
Though falfe as various be the boafted claim :
7Th’ ambitious mifer fwells his boundlefs ftore,
And dreads that highet fcandal, to be poor ;
‘ His

Werfe 1, &c. The various and ridiculous pretenfions of mankind te
#onour and Fame enumerated.
- IMITATIONS.

¥etfe 1, &c. Oui, I'honneur, Valincour, eft chéci dans le monde—
L’ Ambitieux le met fouvent i tout bruler,
L’Avare 2 voir chez lui l¢ Pa&ole rouler,
Un faux brave a vanter fa proiiefle frivole.

2 Dr. John Brown was defcended from a family wh:cl;.had been fettied
2rColftown, near Haddington, in Scotland. His father was a native of

T 4 Pans,
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His wifer heir derides the dotard’s aim, - [1
And bids profufion bribe him into fame.

Duns, and at the time of his fon’s birth curate to the re&or of Rothbury
in Ncrthumberland ; ==at this place Dr. Brown was born, sth of Novem-
ber 1715, He received his education at Wigton in Cumberland, from
whence he was removed to the univerfity of Cambridge, where he was
matriculated on the 18th of December 1732, and entered of St. John’s
college, under the tuition of Dr. Tunftall, After taking the degree of
Batchelor of Arts, he returned to Wigton, and was ordained by Dr.
Fleming, Bithop of Carlifle. His firft preferment was to a minor ca-
nonry and le@urerfhip of the cathedral church of Carlifle. He remained
in obfcurity in that city feveral years; but in the rebellion 1745, gave a
proof both of his fpirit and attachment to the royal caufe, by a&ing as a
volunteer at the fiege of Carlifle caftle. In 1739 he took the degree of
M. A. and foon after was prefented to the living of Morland in the
county of Weftmorland. He refigned his preferments at Carlifle in dif-
guft, and removed to the metropolis; where, by means of his writings,
he became known to Dr. Warburton, who introduced him to Lord
Hardwicke ; from that nobleman he obtained the living of Great Horkef-
ley-in Effex, which he held feveral years, and then refigned it, on
being promoted to the vicarage of Newcaftle : this was his laft and
greateft preferment.  In the latter part of his life he had an invitation
§rom the emprefs of Rufiia, to {uperintend a grand defign which fhe had
formed, of extending the advantages of civilization over that great em~
pire. Heaccepted the offer, and aftually prepared fer his journey ; but
finding his health in too precarious a ftate, he was obliged to relinquith
his intention. This and other difappointments were followed by a de-
je&ion of fpirits, to which he had been often fubject, and which greatly
affefted his reafon. In an interval of lunacy he was prompted to do vio-
Jence to himfelf; and on the 23d of September 1766 cut his throat, in the
fifty-firft year of his age, )

ofY
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Oft’ Honour, perching on the ribbon’d breaf,
Sneers at weak juftice, and defies th® arreft :
She dwells exulting on the tongues of kings ;
She wakes the Mufg to flight, and plumes her wings ; 16
The foldier views her in the fhining blade 3 ‘
The pedant midft the lumber in his head.
She to fell T'reafon the difguife ean lend,
And theath her fword remorfelefs in a friend :
Her throne’s fantaftic pride, we often fee 15
Rear’d on the tombs of Truth and Honefty ;
Fops, templars,—courtiers, flaves,—cheats, patriots,~all
Pretend to hear, and to obey her call.
Where fix we then? - Each boafting thus his own,
Say, does #rae Honour dwell with all, or none ? z0
The truth, my Lord, is clear :—though impious pride .
Is ever felf-ador’d, felf-deify’d ; 4
Though fools by paffion or felf-love betray’d,
Fall down and worfhip what themfelves have made ;

Ver, 21. Though they are thus inconftant and contraditory, yet trug
Honour is a thing fix’d and determinate.

IMITATIONS.

Un vrai fourbe i jamais ne garder fa parole,

Ce Poéte i noircir d’ infipides Papiers,

Ce Marquis a favoir frauder fes créanciers, ———m——

Interrogeons marchands, financiers, gens de guerre,

Courtifans, magiftrats, chez eux, fi je les croi,

L’ intérét ne peut rien, 1" honneur feul fuit la loi.
Boirxau, Sat. 51.

ssll
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8¢itt does the Goddefs, in her form divine, 1
O’cr cach grim idol'eminently fhine ;

Array'd in lafting majefty, is known

‘Through every clime and age, unchang’d, and one.

But how explor’d i—Take reafon for your guide,
Difcard felf-love ; fet paflion’s glafs afide ; 39}
Nor view her with the jaundic’d eye of pride.

Yet judge not rathly from a partial view

Of what is wrong or right, or falfe or true ;

{Objefts too near deceive th’ obferver’s eye ;

Examine thofe which at a diftance lie. 35
Scarce is the ftru@ure’s harmony defcry’d

*Midf the tall column’s, and gay order’s pride ;

But tow'rds the deftin’d point your fight remove,

And this fhall leffen ftill, and that improve,

New beanties gain upon your wond’ring eyes, 49
And the fair Whele in juft proportion rife.

Thas Homour’s true proportions beft are feen,

Where the duc length of ages lies between :

This feparates pride from greatnefs, fhow from worth,
Detells falfe beauty, real grace calls forth ; 45

Verfe 29. If we would form an impartial judgment of what is truly
honourable, we muft abftrat all confiderations which regard ourfelves.
Verfe 32. Not only fo, but we muft remove ourfelves to a proper
diftance ffom the obje@® we examine, left fome part fhould predominate
in our eye, and occafion a falfs judgment of the whele,
"6 ‘ Pointe

v
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Peints out what merits pralfe, what merits blame,
Sinks in difgrace, or rifes into fame.
Come then, from paft examples let us prove
What raifes hate, contempt, efteem, or Jove.
Can greatnefs give true Honour ? can expence ? g0
Can luxury ? or can magnificence ?
Wild is the purpofe, and the fruitlefs aim,
Like a vile proftitate to bribe fair Fame ;
Perfuafive {plendor vainly tempts her ear,
And e’en all-potent gold is baffled here. 53
Ye pyramids, that once could threat the fkies,
Afpiring tow’rs, and cloud-wrapt wonders, rife !
To lateft age your founder’s pride proclaim ;
Record the tyrant’s greatnefs ; tell his name ;
No more :—The treacherous brick and mould’ring fone 6o
Are funk in duft: the boafting title gone:
Pride’s trophies fwept by Time’s devouring flood 3
, Th’ infeription want, to tell where once they ftood.
‘But could they rival Nature, Time defy,
Yet what recard but Vice or Vanity ? 65
His the true glory, though his name unknown,
Who taught the arch to {well ; to rife, the flone ;

 Verfe 48. Therefore the fureft method is, to prove by paft qmplu
what commands our love and efteem. :

Verfe g0, &c. Expeace and grandeur cannot give true Honour: Their
moft fplendid monuments vanifh ; and even thould they 1a for ever, cuuld
pot betow real glory, if only the records of Pride, Tyranny, and Vice.

Not
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Not his, whofe wild command fair art obey’d, -

Whiltt folly di&tated, or paffion fway’d.
No : fpite of greatnefs, pride and vice are feen,

70
Shameful in pomp, confpicuouily mean.

. In vain, O Studley ®, thy proud forefts {pread ; R
In vain each gilded turret rears its head ;
In vain thy lord commands the ftreams to fall,
Extends the view, and fpreads the fm.oth canal, 75"

While guilt’s black train each confcious walk invade,
And cries of orphans haunt him in the fhade,
Miftaken man ! by crimes to hope for fame !
Thy imag'd glory leads to real fhame : :
Is villany felf-hated ? thus to raife 8o
Upbraiding monuments of foul difgrace ?
Succeeding times, and ages yet unborn,
Shall view the guilty fcenes with honeft fcorn 3
Difdain each beauty thy proud folly plann’d,
And curfe the labours of oppreflion’s hand. L]+
Next, view the Hero in th’ embattled field ;
True Honour’s fruit can conqueft’s laurel yield ? -
Him only honour’d, only lov’d we find,
Who fights not to deftroy, but fave mankind :

Verfe 72, &c. Much lefs if purchas’d by Oppreflion anc Guilt.

Vesfe 86, &c. True Honour is not to be reaped from unjuft Conqueft :
It 1s not Victory, but a juft Caufe that can engage our efteem. ™

b In Yerkthire ; the feat of the Aiflabies, one of whom was deeply
soncerned in the dark tranfa@ions of the year 1720.. -

. PeLipes’
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Prripes’ fury may our wonder move, L g
But god-hkc HzcToris the man we love.
See WiLriam’s fword a tyrant’s pride difarm ;
See Lewis tremblmg under MarLB’RO’s arm :
: ‘Say, which to human kind are friends or foes 3
And who detefts not Thefe, and loves not Thole? - g5
Conqueft unjuft can ne’er command applaufe ;
*T'is not the vi&’ry charms you, but the caufe :
Not Cazfar’s felf can feign the patriot’s part,
Nor his falfe virtues hide his poifon’d heart :
But round thy brows the willing laurels twine, 1ce
Whofe voice © wak’d freedom in the favage mine !
Yes : traly glorious, only great is he,
Who conquers, or who bleeds for liberty.
¢ Heroes are much the fame, the point’s agreed,
¢« From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede.” 105
Like baleful comets flaming in the fkies,
At deftin’d times th’ appointed fcourges rife ;
~ Awhile in ftreaming luftre fweep along,
And fix in wonder’s gaze th’ admiring throng ;
But reafon’s eye dete@s the {purious ray, 110
And the falfe blaze of glory dies away.

IMITATIONS.
Verfe 98. Du premier des Cfars on vante les exploits ;
Mais dans quel tribunal, jugé {uivant les loix,
Eut i} pG difculper fon injufte manie ?

Borreav, Szt 11:d

€ GusTAVUS VASA,
| Now
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“Now all th? agrial cells of wit explore §
"The mazy rounds of fcience travel o’er § °
Search all the deep récefles of the mind,
And fee, if there true Honour fits enfhrin’d,

Alas, nor wit nor fcience this can boatt,

Oft’ dafh’d with error, oft’ itt taprice loft{ - -
‘Tranfient as bright the thort-liv’d bubblés ﬂy !

And modes of wit, and modes of fcience die! - * -

See Rab’lais once the idol of the age ;

Yet now negle@ed lies the fmutted page !

Of once renown’d Des Cartes how low the f'all,—
His glofy with his whirlpools vanifh all !

See folly, wit—and weaknefs, wifdom ftain,—
And Villars witty—Bacon wife in vain !

Oft’ vice corrupts what fenfe and parts refine,
And clouds the fplendor of the brighteft line,
Sullies what Congreve, and what Dryden writ,~~
Thls, fathion’s flave : as that, the ﬂave of wit.

115

jﬁzo

125

Verfe1x6. Neither is true glory to be obtain’d by wit oy fcunee They
are chimerical : Sometimes attended with folly, and weaknefs ; often
flained with vice; and fo render their poﬂ'eﬂ‘on ifchievous and infamous,

!MITATIONS.'
Verfe 146. Je ne puiseftimer ces dangereux auteurs,
Qui de I'honneur en vers infames deferteurs,
Trahiffant la verta fur un papier coupable,

Avx yeux de leut le@éuss rendent le vice aimable,—e

En vain Defprit eft plein d’un noble vigueur ;
Le vere fe fent toujours des baffefies du ceur.

BoiLsav, PArt Poet, Ch. 4.

In
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Tn vain fair Geniis bids the laurel fhoot, ' 130
The deadly wors thus eating at the root:
Corroded thus, the greeneft wreaths decay,
And all the poet’s honours fall away ;
RQuick as autumnal leaves, the lanrels fade,
And drop on Rochefter’s and Otway’s head. 13§
Where then is found Truz Hanour, heavenly fair !
Afk, LonspaLg, atk your heart—fhe dictites there.
Yes: ’tis ir VirT s :=———That alone can give .
The lafting honour, and bid glory hive: .
©n Virtoe’s bafis only fame can rife, 140
To ftand the ftorms of age, and reach the kies 3
Arts, conqueft, greatnefs, feel the ftroke of fate,
Shrink fudden, and betray th’ incumbent weight 3
Time with contempt the faithlefs props furveys,
¢¢ And buries madmen in the heaps they raife.” 145
*Tis Virtue only can the bard infpire,
And £ill his raptur'd breaft with lafting fire :
‘Touch’d by th’ ethereal ray each kindled line
Beams ftrong : fiill Virtue feeds the flame divine ;
Where-e’er fhe treads the leaves her footfteps bright, 150
In radiant tratls of never-dying light ;
Thefe fhed the luftre o’er each facred name,
Give SPENSER’s clear, and SHAKsPEARE’s noble flame
Blaze to the fkies in MiLToN’s ardent fong, .
And kindle the brifk-fallying fire of Youne ; 15¢

Verfe 138. The foundation of true Honour js' Virtue only.
Verfe 153, Itis Virtue only that glm the ‘poet lafting glory : ‘his
proved by infancosy ’

Thefe
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Thefe gild each humble verfe in modeft Gay §
Thefe give to SwirT the keen, foul-piercing ray 3
Mildly through App1son’s chafte page they fhine,
And glow and warm in Pore’s immortal line.

Nor lefs the fage muft live by Virtue’s aid ; 160
Truth muft fupport him, or his glories fade ;
And truth and virtue differ but in name:
Like light and heat——diftinguith’d, yet the fame,

‘To truth and virtue the afcent is fure ;
The wholefome ftream implies the fountain pure ; 16¢
To tafte the {pring we oft’ eflay in vain :
Deep lies the fource, too thort is reafon’s chain ; -
But thofe the iflues of pure truth we know,
Which in clear ftrength through virtue’s channel flow :
Error in vain attempts the foul difguife, : 170
Still cafted in the bitter wave of vice ;
Drawn from the fprings of Falfehood all confefs
Each baneful drop that poifons happinefs ;
Gordon’s thin fhallows, Tindal’s muddy page,
And Morgan’s gall, and Woolfton’s furious rage; 17§

Th’ en-

Verfe 164. The philofopher can only hope for true glory from the
fame fource ; becaufe Truth is his objet, and nothing can be Truth that
tends to deftroy Virtue and Happinefs. e

Verfe 194. Hence appears the matnefs, infamy, and falfehood of thofe
dellru&ive fchemes fet on foot by the fe&t called Free-thinkers,

_ R EMARKS.
Gordon's thin fhallows,] The Work here charaterized is intitled,
¢ The Independent Whig, or a Defence of our ecclefiaftical Eftablith-
' ment 3
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Th’ envenom’d ftream that flows from Toland’s quill,

And the rank dregs of Hobbes and Mandeville. -

Detefted names ! yet fentenc’d ne’er to die :

Snatch’d from oblivion’s grave by infimy !
Infe&-opinions, hatch’d by folly’s ray, 180

Batk in the beam that wing’d them, for a day ¢

~

.

R EMARKS

ment:” Vet it may be truly affirmed, that there is not one inftitution
of the Church of England, but what is there mifreprefented, and ridi~
_culed with the loweft and moft defpicable fcumllty.

Tindal’s muddy page.] Alluding to the confufion of 1deas, which that
dull writer labours under.

Morgan.] His chara&er is thus drawn by an excellent writer<¢ Who
¢¢. by the peculiar felicity of a good choice, having learned his Morality
¢¢ of our Tindal, and his Philofophy of your [the Jews] Spinoza, calls
¢¢ himfelf, by the courtefy of England, a Moral Philofopher,” Wars.
Div. Leg. of Mofes dem. Vol. II. Ded. p. 20,

Toland.] A noted advocate for that fpecies of Atheifm commonly called
Pantheifm, o

Hobbes.] It is confeffed he was a man of Genius and Learning: Yet,
through a ridiculous affe&ation of being regarded as the founder of new
Syftems, he has advanced many things even below confutation. -

Mandeville.] The Author of that monftrous heap of contradiction and
abfurdity, ¢ The Fable of the Bees, or private Vices public Benefits.'
The reader who is acquainted with the writings of thofe Gentlemen, will
probably obferve a kind of climaxin this place ; afcending from thofe
who have attempted to deftroy the feveral fences of virtue, to. the wild
boars of the wood that root it up.

Verfe 180, Falfehood fhost-dived s Truth eternal,

Vou. IIl, ' U Truth,
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Truth, Pheenix-like immortal, though fhe dies,
With ftrength renew’d thall from her afhes rife.

See, how the luftre of th’ ATuenian ¢ fage
Shines through the leasgthen’d gloom of many an age ! 185
Virtue alone fo wide the beam could fpread,
And throw the lafting glory round his head.
See NewTon chafe conjecture’s twilight ray,
And light up nature into certain day ! -
He wide creation’s tracklefs mazes trod ; ige
And in each atom found the ruling God.
Unrival’d pair ! with truth and virtue fraught !
‘Whofe lives confirm’d whate’er their reafon taught !
Whofe far-firetch’d views, and bright examples join’d
At once t’ enlighten and perfuade mankind ! © 195
Hail names rever’d ! which time and truth proclaim
The firft and faireft in the lift of fame.

Kings, ftatefmen, patriots, thus to glory rife ;
On virtue grows their fame, or foon it dies ; .
But grafted on the vigorous ftock, *tis feen 200
Brighten’d by age, and fprings in endlefs green :

. Verfe 184, &c. Examples of the two moft illuftrious philofophers that
ever adorned the world ; the one excellent in moral, the other in natural
knowledge,

Verfe 198, &c. Kings, ftatefmen, and patriots, muf build their fame
on Vistue, '

me—
4 SacRATER .
. .. Prde,
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Pride, folly, yice, may bloffam for an hour,

Fed by court fan~fhine, and poetic fhow’r ;

But the pale tendrils, nurs’d by flattery’s hand,
Unwearied tendance, frefh fupplies demand ; 203
By heats unnatural pufh’d to fedden growth,

They ficken at th’ inclement blafts of truth ;

Shook by the weakeft breath that pafles by,

‘Their colours fade, they wither, droop, and die.

X - ‘ - ) ™ - . .
*Tis Virtue only that fhall grow with time, 210
Live through each age, and fpread through every clime.
See god-like patriots, gen’rous, wife, and good,

Stand in the breach, and ftem corruption’s flood !

See martyr-bifhops at the ftake expire,

Smile on the faggot, and defy its fire ! 21§
How great in exile Hypz ¢ and TurLy fhone !

How ALrrED’s virtues brighten’d all his throne !

From worth like this unbidden glories fiream 3

Nor borrow’d blaze it afks, nor fortune’s beam ;
Afllition’s gloom but makes it fill more bright, 429
As the clear lamp thines cleareft in the night.

Verfe 204. Flattery cannot raife folly or vice into true glory.
See martyr-bifhops, &c.] The catalogue of thefe heroes, through the
feveral ages of Chriftianity, is too large to be inferted in a work of this

nature: Thofe of our own Country were RipLzy, LATIMER, andthe .

good (though lefs fortunate) CRANMER.

eonmm——
¢ Earl of Clarendon,

Uz Thus
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Thus various-honours various ftates adorn,
As different ftars with different glories bum ;
Their orbs,too wider; as their fphere is higher;
Vet all partake the fame celeftial fire.
See then heav’n’s endlefs bounty, and confefs,
Which gives in Virtue fame and happinefs ;
See mankind’s folly, who the boon defpife,
And grafp at pain and infamy in Vice } E
Not fo the man who mov’d by Virtue’s laws,

Reveres himfelf—and gains, not feeks applaufe ;5

Whofe views concenter’d all to Virtue tend ;
Who makes true glory but his fecond end :
Still fway’d by what is fit, and juft, and true,
Who gives to all whate’er to all is due ;
When parties mad fedition’s garb put on,
Snatches the higheft praife,—and is of none :

Whilft round and round the veering patriots roll,

Unfhaken points to Truth, as to his pole ;
Contemns alike what fa&tions praife or blame ;
©’er rumour’s narrow orbit foars to fame :
Unmov’d whilft malice ba"rks, or envy howls,
Walks firm to virtue through the fcoffs of fools 3

228

230

235

240

Verfe 222. Thus it appears that every one has the power of obtaining
true honour, by promoting the happinefs of mankind in his proper fta-

tion,

- Verfe 226. And thus'the love of fame, though often petverted to ba&

ends, is naturally conducive to virtue and happinefs,
Verfe 230, &c. True honour chara&eriz’d and exemplify'd.

No
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No miniqn flatters ; gains no felithend s
His own—-his king’s—his country’s—mankind’s friend ;-
Him Virtue crowns with wreaths that ne’er decay ; . 246
And glory circles him with endlefs day.
Such he who deep in VirTUE roots his fame ;
And fuch through ages thall be LoNspaLg’s name.

%WWM*W*%#*N*“W@%*M’***%4‘4"1‘%‘!"1"

ODEtoa WaTer-NyMmpu.
By Mr. Mason.

E green-hair’d nymphs ! whom Paw.allows
To tend this fweetly-folemn 2 Wood,
To fpeed the fhooting fcions into boughs,
And call the rofeate blofloms from the bud ;
But chief, thou Na1ap, wont fo long to lead
‘This fluid cryftal fparkling as it flows;
Whither, ah ! whither art thou fled ?
What fhade is confcious to thy woes ?
Ah! ’tis yon poplar’s awful gloom ;
Poetic eyes can pierce the fcene,
Can fee thy drooping head, thy with’ring bloom,
See grief diffus’d o’er all thy languid mien.

2 A feat near * *, finely fituated with a great command of water, but
dsfpofed in a very falfe tafte, which gave occafion to this Qde.

Uj Well
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Well mayft thow wear misfortune’s fainting” air,
Well rend thofe flow’ry honours from thy brow,
Devolve that length of carelefs hair,
And give yon azure veil to flow
Loofe to the wind. For ah ! thy pain
The pitying Mufe can well relate :
Ah! let her, plaintive, pour the tend’reft ftrain,
To teach the Echoes thy difaftrous fate,
>Twas where the alder’s clofe-knit fhade entwin’d
(What time the dog-ftar’s fires intenfely burn,)
In gentleft indolence reclin’d,
Befide your ever-trickling ura
You {lept ferene ; all free from fears,
No friendly dream foretold your harm,
When fudden, fee! the tyrant Art appears
To fnatch the liquid treafures from thy arm.-
Art, Gothick Art, has feiz’d thy darling vafe, '
That vafe which filver-flipper’d Thetis gave,
For fome foft ftory told with grace,
Amid th’ affociates of the wave 3
When in fequefler’d coral vales,
While worlds of waters roll’d above,
The circling fea-nymphs told alternate tales
Of fabled changes, and of flighted love.
Ah! lofs too jutly mourn’d ! for now the fiend
Has on yon fhell-wrought terras pois’d it high,
And thence he bids its fireams defcend,
With tortaring regularity ;
: From
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Prom ftep to fiep with fullen found
The forc’d cafcades indignant leap,
*Till pent they fill the bafon’s meafur’d round,
There in a dull flagnation doom’d to fleep.
Loft is the vocal pebble’s gurgling fong,
The rill foft.dripping from its rocky fpring,
No free meander winds along,
Or curls, when Zephyr waves his wing,
Thefe charms, alas! are now no more—
Fortune, oh! give me to redeem
The ravifh’d vafe ; oh! give me to reltore
Its priftine honours to this haplefs ftream !
Then, Nymph, again, with all their native eafe,
Thy wanton waters, velatile and free,
Shall wildly warble, as they pleafe, .
Their foft loquacions harmony.
Where-e’er they vagrant chufe to rove,
There will I lead, not force their way,
‘Whether to gloom beneath the thady grove,
Or in the mead refle& the fparkling ray.
Not HagLey’s various fiream fhall thine furpafs,
Though Nature, and her Ly TTELTON ordain
That there the Narap band fhould grace
With every watry charm the plain ;
That there the frequent rills thould roll,
And health to every flower difpenfe,
Free as their mafter pours from all his foul
The gen’rous tide of warm benevolence ;
‘ U4

Should
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Should now glide fweetly plaintive through the vale
In melting murmurs queruloufly flow ;
Soft as that mafter’s love-lorn tale,
When Lucy calls forth all his woe :
Should now from fleepy heights defcend,
Deep thund’ring the rough rocks among,
Loud as the praife applauding fenates lend,
When England’s caufe infpires his glowing tongue,

-
gﬁﬁ
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Yet ah ! celeftial maids, ye are not dead
Jmmortal as ye are, ye may not die:
And well I ween, ye cannot quite be fled,
Ere ye entune his mournful elegy. -
Stay-then awhile, O ftay, ye fleeting fau' 3
Revifit yet, nor hallow’d Hippocrene,
Nor Thefpia’s thade ; ’till yéur harmonious teen
Be grateful pour’d on fome flow-ditted air. - .
“Such tribute paid, again ye may repair )
To what lov’d haant you whilom did eleét ;
‘Whether Lyczus, or that mountain fair
Trim Mznelaus, with piny verdure deck’d.
But now it boots you not in thefe to ftray,
Or yet Cyllene’s hoary fhade to chufe, -
Or where mild Ladon’s fwelling waters play.
Forego each vain excufe,
And hafte to Thames’s fhores ; for Thamcs fhall JOIII
Our fad fociety, and paffing mourn,
Lcttmg cold tears bedew his filver urn.
And, when the poet’s wither’d grot he laves,
His reed-crown’d locks fhall thake, his head fhall bow,
His tide no more in eddies blithe fhall rove,
But creep foft by with long-drawn murmurs flow.
For oft the poet rous’d his charmed waves
With martial notes, or lull’d with ftrains of love.
He muft not now in britk meanders flow
Gamefome, and kifs the fadly-filent fhore,

Without the loan of fome poetic woe. .
' Can
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Can I forget how erft his ofiers made
8ad fulfen mufic, as bleak Eurus fann’d ?

Can I forget, how gloom’d yon laureat fhade,
Ere death remorfelefs wav’d his ebon wand ?
How, ’midf yon grot, each filver-trickling fpring
Wander’d the fhelly channels all among ;

While as the coral roof did foftly ring
Refponfive to their fweetly-doleful fong ?
Meaniwhile all pale th’ expiring poet laid, !
And funk his awful head,

While vocal thadows pleafing dreams prolong =
For fo, his fick’ning fpirits to releafe, '

They pour’d the balm of vifionary peace.

Firft, fent from Cam’s fair banks, like Palmer old,
Came % TiTyrus flow, with head all filver’d o’er,
Al
A
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¢¢ Gnattrid my lines, that they all cancrid ben,

¢« *Till at the laft thou fmoothen *hem haft again ;
¢¢ Sithence full femely gliden my rhymes rude,

¢ As, (if fitteth thilk fimilitude)

¢¢ Whanne fhallow brooke yrenneth hobling on,
¢¢ Ovir rough ftones it maken full rough fong s -
¢< But, them ftones removen, this lite rivere

¢¢ Stealen forth by, making pleafant murmere :

¢¢ So my fely rhymes, whofo may them note,

¢ Thou maken everichone to ren right fote ;

¢¢ And in my verfe entuneth fo fetifely,

¢ That men fayen I make trewe melody,

¢ And fpeaken every dele to myne honoure.

¢« Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy parting houre "

He ceas’d his homely rhyme.
When ® Corin CrouT, Eliza’s fhepherd fwain,
The blitheft lad that ever pip’d on plain,
Came with his reed foft-warblipg on the way.
And thrice he bow’d his head with motion mild,
And thus his gliding numbers *gan effay :

L

¢ ¢ Ah! lucklefs fwain, alas! how art thou lorn,
¢ Who once like me couldft frame thy pipe to play
¢¢ Shepherds devife, and chear the ling’ring morn :
¢¢ Ne bufh, ne breere, but learnt thy roundelay.

-«

« Ah

b Colm Clout.] ise. SPENsER, w}uch name he gives himfelf through-
out his works,

¢ The two firlt flanzas of this fpecch, as they relate to Paftoral,

are
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Ah-plight too fore fuch worth to equal right ¥
Ah worth too high to meet fuch piteous plight I’

II.

. ¢ But I nonght ftrive, poer Colin, to compare

€€

(11

€

-

¢« My Hobbin’s, or my Thenot’s ruftic fkill

¢ To thy deft Swains, whofe dapper ditties rare
«¢ Surpafs ought elfe of quainteft fhepherd’s quill.
Ev’n Roman Tityrus, that peerlefs wight,

Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight.

I,
¢ Eke when in Fable’s flow’ry path you firay’d,
¢¢ Matking in cunning feints Truth’s fplendent face 3
¢ Ne Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid,
¢ To fhield Belinda’s lock from felon bafe,
¢¢ But all mote nought avail fuch harm to chafe,
¢¢ Than Una fair *gan droop her princely mein,
¢< Eke Florimel, and all my Faery race : ‘
Belinda far furpaft by beauties theen,
Belinda, fubje& meet for fuch foft lay I ween.

: 1v.
¢¢ Like as in villag’d troop of birdlings trim,
¢¢ Where Chanticleer his red creft high doth hold,
¢¢ And quaking Ducks, that wont in lake to fwins,
¢¢ And Turkeys proud, and Pigeons nothing bold 3

are witten in the meafure which Spenfer ufes in the firft eclogue of the.
Shepherd's Calendar ; the reft, where he fpeaks of Fable, arc in the flanza
of the Faery Quecen,

10 “If
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¢¢ If chance the Peacock doth his plumes unfold,
¢¢ Bftfoons their meaner beauties all decaying,
¢ He glift’neth purple, and he glift’neth gold,

To clear Euphrates, and the fecret mount,
To Araby, and Eden, fragrant climes ;
All which the facred bard would oft recount 3
d Hight Thyrfis.] i. e. M1rTON. Lycidas, and the Epitaphium Da-
monis, are the only Paftorals we have of Milton’s ; in the latter of whith,

where he laments Car, Deodatus under the name of Damon, he calls
Kimfelf Thyzfis,
R A Aud

v
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And thus in ftrai, unus’d in grove or fhade, -
To fad Mus&us rightful homage paid.

cc
- 66
€
€
.3
1
€
cs
€
€«

€c

€
[
(14
<

€t

€
¢

s
cc
.
cc

5



[ 322 ]

¢ Fetter’'d her fearce-fledg’d pinion. I fuch bonds
¢« Aim’d to deftroy, miftaking : bonds like thefe
¢ 'Twere greater art t’ ennoble, and refine.
¢ For this fuperior part Muszus came :
¢ Thou cam’ft, and at thy magic touch the chains
« Off dropt, and (paffing ftrange !) {oft-wreathed bawds
¢ Of flow’rs their place fupply’d ! which well the Mufe
¢¢ Might wear for choice, not force ; obftru&tion noae,
<« But lovelieft ornament. Wondrous this, yet heré
¢¢ The wonder refts not ; various argumeént
¢ Remains for me, all doubting, where to cull
¢ The primal grace, where countlefs graces chart,
¢¢ Various this peaceful fcene, this mineral roof ;
¢¢ This ’femblance meet of coral, ore, and fhell ;
¢¢ Thefe pointed cryftals fair, >mid each obfcure
& Bright glif’ring ; all thefe flowly dripping rills,
¢ That tinkling ftray amid the cooly cave.
¢ Yet not this various peaceful feene ; with this
¢ Its mineral roof ; nor this affemblage meet
¢ Of coral, ore, and fhell ; ror mid th’ obfcure
" " Thefe pointed cryflals, glift’ring fair; nor rills,
¢ That ftraying tinkle through the cooly cave ;
¢¢ Deal charms more various to each raptur’d fenfe,
¢ Than thy melliftuous lay, —*’
«¢ Ceafe, friendly fivata ;*
(Muszus cry’d, and rais’d his aching head)
¢« All praife is foreign, but of true defert g
¢ Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart.
s Ah!
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¢« Ah! why recall the toys of thoughtlefs youth ?

¢« When flow’ry fikion held the place of truth :

¢¢ When fancy rul’d ; when trill’d each trivial firain,
- ¢¢ But idly fweet, and elegantly vain. ,

¢ Oh! in that ftrain, if all of wit had flow'd,

¢ All mufic warbled, and all beauty glow’d ;

¢¢ Had livelieft nature, happieft art combin’d,

«¢ That lent each grace, and this each grace refin'd ;
¢ Alas! how lictle were my proudeft boaft !
¢¢ The fweeteft trifler of my tribe at moft.

¢¢ To fway the judgment, while he charms the ear ;
¢¢ To curb mad paffion ia its wild career :
¢¢ To blend with fkill, as loftieft themes infpire,
¢¢ All reafon’s rigour, and all fancy’s fire ;
¢ Be this the poet’s praife ; with this uncrown’d,
¢¢ Wit dies a jeft, and poetry a found,

¢¢ Come then that honeft fame ; whofe fober ray

¢ Or gilds the fatire, or the moral lay,

¢¢ Which dawns, tho’ thou, rough Bon ~E ! hew out theline,
¢¢ But beams, fage Horack, from each ftrain of thine.

¢ O if, like thefe, one poet more could brave

¢ The venal ftatefman, or the titled flave ;

«¢ Brand frontlefs Vice, ftrip all her ftars and ftrings,

¢¢ Nor fpare her batking in the fmile of kings :

¢¢ Yet floop to Virtue, though the proftrate maid
-¢¢ Lay fadly pale in bleak misfortune’s fhade :

¢¢ If grave, yet lively ; rational, yet warm ;

¢¢ Clear to convince, and eloquent to charm ;

: X2 . ¢ HMe
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¢¢ He pour’d, for her lov'd caufe, ferene along
¢« The pureft precept, in the fweeteft fong : -
¢ For her lov’d caufe, he trac’d his moral plan,
¢« Yon various region of bewild’ring man :
¢« Explor’d alike each fcene, that frown’d or fmil’d,
¢ The flow’ry garden, or the weedy wild ;
¢¢ Unmov’d by fophiftry, unaw’d by name,
¢ No dupe to do&trines, and no fool to fame 3
¢ Led by no fyftem’s devious glare aftray,
¢ As earth-born meteors glitter to betray :
¢ But all his foul to reafon’s rule refign’d,
<¢ And heav’n’s own views fair op’ning on his mind,
¢ Catch’d from bright nature’s flame the living ray,
¢ Through paffion’s cloud pour’d in refitlefs day ;
¢ And this great truth in all its luftre fhew’d,
¢¢ That Gop 15 wisE, and ALL CREATION GOOD}
¢« If this his boaft, pour here the welcome lays:
<¢ Praife lefs than this, is impotence of praife.”

"

\

¢¢ To pour that praife be mine,” fair VirTUE cry’d,
And fhot all radiant, through an op’ning cloud.
But ah ! my Mufe, how will thy voice exprefs
Th’ immortal ftrain, harmonious, as it ﬂlow’d?
11l fuits immortal ftrain a Doric drefs :
And far too high already haft thou foar’d.
Enough for thee, that, when the lay was o’er,
The goddefs clafp’d him to her throbbing breatt,
But what might that avail ? Blind Fate before

o Had
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Had op’d her: fhears, to flit his vital thread ;

And who may hope gainfay her ftern beheft ?

Then thrice he wav’d the hand, thrice bow’d the head,
And figh’d his foul to reft. '

Then wept the Nymphs ; witnefs, ye waving thades!
Witnefs, ye winding fireams! the Nymphs did weep ;
‘The heav’nly Goddefs too with tears did fteep
Her plaintive voice, that echo’d through the glades ;
And, °¢ cruel gods,’”” and “¢ cruel ftars,”” fhe cry’d :
Nor did the fhepherds, through the woodlands wide,
On that fad day, or to the penfive brook,

Or ﬁagnant river, drive their thirfty flocks ; P
Nor did the wild-goat brouze the fteepy rocks;

And Philomel her cuftom’d oak forfook ;

And rofes wan were wav’d by zephyrs weak,

As nature’s felf was fick ; )

And every lily droop’d its velvet head ;

And groan’d each faded lawn, and leaflefs grove ;
Sad fympathy ! yet fure his rightful meed,

Who charm’d all nature ; well might Nature mourn
Through all her fweets ; and flow’r, and lawn, and fhade,
All vocal grown, all weep Muszus dead.

Here end we, Goddefs : this your fhepherd fang,
All as his hands an ivy chaplet wove.
O! make it worthy of the facred bard,
And make it equal to the fhepherd’s love.
Nor thou, Mus&us, from thine ear difcard,
X3 For
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For well I ween thou hear'# my doleful fong 5
‘Whether ’mid angel troops, the ftars among,
From golden harps thou call’ft feraphic lays s

Or, anxious for thy deareft Virtue’s fare,

Thou ftill art hov’ring o’er her tunelefs fphere,
And mov'ft fome hidden fpring her weal to raife.

Thus the fond fwain on Doric oat eflay’d,
Manhood’s prime honours downing on his cheek':
Trembling he ftrove to court the tuneful maid
With fripling arts, and dallianee all too weak ;
Unfeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn fhade.

But now dun clouds the welkin ’gan to ftreak ;
And now down-dropt the larks, and ceas’d their ftrain ¢
They ceas’d, and with them ceas’d the fhepherd fwain,

. Fits

AN
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® He died 30 May, 1744+
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- C ONTE N T S

PART L

F the end and efficacy of Satire. Te lowe of glory and

JSear of foame univerfal, ver. 29. This paffion, implanted
inman as a fpur tovirtue, is generally perverted, v.-41. And
thus becomes the accafion of the greateft follies, wices, and mife-
ries, v.61. It is the work of Satire to reftify this paffion,
%0 reduce it to its proper channel, and to convert it into an in-
centive to wifdom and virtue, v. 89. Hence it appears that
Satire may influence thofe who defy all laws buman and di-
wine, V. 99. An abjeiiion anfwered, v. 131.

PART IL

Rules for the condu& of Satire. Fufice and truth its
chief and efential property, v. 169. Prudence in the application
of wit and ridicule, whofe province is, not to explore unknown,

ut to enforce known truths, v. 191. Proper fubjeds of Satire
are the manners of prefent times, v. 239. Decency of expreffion
recommended, v. 255. The different methods in whick folly and
wiceought to be chaflifed, v. 269. The variety of flyle and manner
avbich thefe trvo fubjects require, v. 277. The praife of virtue
may be admitted with propriety, v. 315. Caution awith regard
to panegyric, v. 319. The dignity of true Satire, v. 331,

PART IIL

The hiftory of Satire. Roman Satiriffs, Lucilius, Ho-
race, Perfius, Juvenal, v. 347, &e. Canfes of the decay of
literature, particularly of Satire, v. 379. Revival of Satire,
v. 391. Eralmus one of its principal refiorers, v. 395. Donne,
v. 401. Tke abufe of Satire in England, during the licentious
reign of Charles I1. v. 405. Dryden, v. 419. Thetrue ends
of Satire purfued by Boileau in France, v, 429 ; and by Mr.
Pope in England, v. 435, :

AN
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, ESSAY on SATIRE,
PART L

A T E gave the word ; the cruel arrow fped ;
And Pqre lies number’d with the mignty dead !
Refign’d he fell ; fuperior to the dart,
That quench’d its rage in YouRrs and BRITAIN’s heart:
You
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You mourn: But Brrtaiw, lull'd in reft profound, g
{Unconfcious Britain !) {lumbers o’er her wound.
Exulting Dulnefs ey’d the fetting light,

And flapp’d her wing, impatient for the night :

Rous’d at the fignal, Guilt colle&s her train,

And counts the triumphs of her growing reign : 10
With inextinguithable rage they burn,

And fnake-hung Envy hiffes o’er his urn :

'Th’ envenom’d monfters fpit their deadly foam,

To blaﬁ the laurcl that furrounds h:s tomb.,

But Yoa, o] WARBUR!‘ON’ whofe eyerefin’d = 1§
Can fee the grea.tnefs of an honeﬁ mind ; ' '
Cin fee each virtue and each. grace unite,

And tafte the raptures, of a puredelight ;

You vifit oft’ his awful page with care, "

Angd view that bright aflemblage treafur’d there ; 30
You trace the chain that links his deep defign;-

And pour new luftre on the glowing line.

Yet deign to hear the efforts of a Mufe,

Whofe eye, not wing, his ardent flight purfues ;

Intent from this great archetype to draw 25
Satire’s bright form, and fix her equal law ;

Pleas’d if from hence th’ unlearn’d may comprehend,
And rev’rence His and SaTirE’s generous end.

In exery breaf there burns an aQive fame,
‘The love of glory, qr the deead of thame : 3e
‘The pafion Que, though various it appear, .

A5 brighten’d into hope, or dimm’d by fear.
The
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The lifping infant, and the hoary fire,
And youth and manhood feel the heart-bora fire 3
The charms of praife the coy, the modeft woo,
And_only fly, that glory may purfue :
She, power refiftlefs, rules the wife and great ;
Bends ev’n reluftant hermits at her feet :
Haunts the proud city, and the lowly fhade,
And fways alike the fcepter and the fpade.

Thus heav’n in pity wakes the friendly flame,
To urge mankind on deeds that merit fame :
But man, vain man, in folly only wife,
Reje&ts the manna fent hin from the fkies :
With rapture hears corrupted paffion’s call,
Still proudly prone to mingle with the ftall,
As each deceitful fhadow tempts his view,
He for the imag’d {ubftance quits the true :
Eager to catch the vifionary prize,

In quett of glory plunges deep in vice ;
>Till madly zealous, impotently vain,
He forfeits every praife he pants to gain.

Thus ftill imperious Nature plies her part ;
And fill her diétates work in every heart,
Each pow’r that fov’reign Nature bids enjoy,
Man may corrupt, but man can ne'er deftroy.
~ Like mighty rivers, with refiftlefs force
The paffions rage, obftruéted in their courfe ;
Swell to new heights, forbidden paths explore,
And drown thofe virtues which they fed before.

10 : h
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And fure, the deadlieft foe to virtue’s flame,

Our worlt of evils, is perverted fpame.

Beneath this load what abje& numbers groan,

'Th’ entangled flaves to folly not their own !

Meanly by fathionable fear oppreft, Y 11
. We feck our virtues in each other’s breaft ;
Blind to ourfelves, adopt each foreign vice,

Another’s weaknefs, intereft, or caprice.

Each fool to low ambition, poorly great, :

That pines in fplendid wretchednefs of flate, 70

Tir’d in the treach’rous chace, would nobly yield,

And but for thame, like SyLra, quit the field :

'The dzmon Shame paints firong the ridicule,

And whifpers clofe, ¢ the world will call you _fool.”?
Behold, yon wretch, by impious fathion driv’n, 73

Believes and trembles while he fcoffs at heav’n,

By weaknefs ftrong, and bold through fear alone,

He dreads the fneer by fhallow coxcombs thrown ;

Dauntlefs purfues the path Spinoza 2 trod ;

To man a coward, and a brave to God ®. 8o

' ’ Faith,

2 Benedi¢t de Spinoza, the fon of a Portuguefe Jew fettled at Am-

fterdam. He was born in 1633, and commenced philofopher very early

in life. His great atheiftical principle was, That there is nothing properly

and abfolutely exifting, but matter and the modifications of matter ;

amdng which are evenxomprehended thoughts, abftraét and general ideas,
comparifons, relations, combinations of relations, &c. He died in 1677.
b Vois tu ce libertin en public intrepide,
Qui preche contre un Dieu que dans fon Ame il croit ?

It iroit embrafler 1z verité qu'il voit ;
Mais
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; Faith, juftice, heav’n itfelf now quit their hold,

When to falfe fame the captiv’d heart is fold :
Hence blind to truth, relentlefs Caro dy’d :
Nought could fubdue his virtue, but his pride.
Hence chafte Lucretia’s innocence betray’d - 8
Eell by that honour which was meant its aid.
Thus Virtue finks beneath unnumber’d woes,
When paflions born her friends, revolt, her foes.

Hence SaTire’s pow’r : ’us her corretive part
To calm the wild diforders of the heart. 90
She points the arduous height where glory lies,
And teaches mad ambition to be wife :
" In the dark bofom wakes the fair defire,
Draws good from ill, a brighter flame from fire ;
Strips black Oppreflion of her gay difguife, 95
And bids the hag in native horror rife ;
Strikes tow’ring pride and lawlefs raping dead,
And plants the wreath on Virtue’s awful head.

Nor boafts the Mufe a vain imagin’d pow’r,
Though oft fhe mourns thofe ills fhe cannot cure. 10®
The worthy court her, and the worthlefs fear ;
Who thun her piercing eye, that eye revere,
Her awful voice the vain and vile obey,
And every foe to wifdom feels her fway.

Mais de fes faux amis il craint la raillerie,
Et nc brave ainf Dicu que par poltronnerie.
Borrzav, Ep. 3.

Smarts,
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Smarts, pedunts, as fhe {miles, no more are vain §
Defponding fops.refign the clouded cane :
Huth’d at her veice, pert folly’s felf is ftill,
And dulnefs wonders while fhe drops her quill. '
¢ Like thie arm’d Bex, with art moft fubtly true
From pois’nous vice fhe draws 2 healing dew :
Weak are the ttes that civil arts can find,
To quell the ferment of the tainted mind :
Cunning evades, fecurely wrapt in wiles ;
And Force firong-finew’d rends th’ unequal tois :
The fiream of vice impetuons drives along,
Too deep for policy, for pow’r too ftrong.
Ev’n fair Religion, native of the fkies,
Scorn’d by the crowd, feeks refuge with the wife ;
‘The crowd with laughter fpurns her awful tram,
And Mercy courts, and Juftice frowns in vain.
But Satiry’s fhaft can pierce the harden’d breaft ;
She plays a raling paflion on the reft :
Undaunted mounts the battery of his pride,
And awes the Brawe, that earth and heav’n defy’d.
When fell Corruption, by her vaffals crown’d,
Derides fall’n Juftice profirate on the ground;
Swift to redrefs an injur’d people’s groan,
Bold Satirk fhakes the tyrant en her throne ;

¢ Alluding to thefe lines of Mr, Pope ; *
In the nice bee what art fo fubtly true,
From peis’nous herbs extralts a healing dew,

195
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Pow’rful
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Pow’rful as death, defles the fordid traim,

And flaves and fycophants {urround in vain. 150
But with the friends of Vice, the foes of Sarrnx,

All trush is fpleen ; all jult repraof, ill-nature.
Well may they dread the Mufe’s fatal fill ;

Well may they tremble when fhe draws her quill =

Her magic quill, that like ITnurizr’s fpex  1gp

Reéveals the claven heof, or lengthen’d ear : :

Bids Vice and Folly take their natural fhapes,

Turns ducheffes to firumpets, beaux to apes ;

Drags the vile whifperer from his dark abode,

’Till all the dzmon farts up from the toad, 49
O fordid maxim, form’d to fcreen the vile,

That true good-nature fill muft wear a fmile !

In frowns array’d her beauties ftronger rife,

When love of virtee wakes her fcorn of vice:

‘Where juftice calls, ’tis cruelty to fave ; 145

And ’tis the law’s good-nature hangs the knave.

‘Who combats Virtue’s foe is Virtue’s friend 3

Then judge of SaTiRE’s merit by her end :

To guilt alone her veageance ftands confin’d, .

The obje& of her love is all mankind. 150

Scarce more the friend of maa, the wife muft own,

Ev’n ALren’s ¢ bounteous hand, than SaTirk’s frowa :

d Ralph Allen, Efquire, of Prior Park, near Bath, He dicd sgth of
June, 1764, aged 72, ’

This
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This to chaftife, as that to blefs, was giv'n 3
Alike the faithful minifters of heav’n,

"Oft’ on unfeeling hearts the fhaft is fpent: . . . 153
PART II
ARE nobly then : but confcious of your truft,
As ever warm and bold, be ever juft: 170

Nor ¢ourt applaufe in thefe degenerate days :
The villain’s cenfure is extorted praife,

But chief, be fteady in a noble end,
And thew mankind that truth has yet a friend.

¢ Celley Cibber.

f The infamous Colencl Chartres. N
*Tis
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*Tis mean for empty praife of wit to write, 17§
As foplings grin to fhow their teeth are white : ’
To brand a doubtful folly with a fmile,

Or madly blaze unknown defeéts, is vile :

*Tis doubly vile, when but to prove your art,

You fix an arrow in a blamelefs heart. 180
O loft to honour’s voice, O doom’d to thame,

Thou fiend accurs’d, thou murderer of fame !

Fell ravither, from innocence to tear

That name, than liberty, than life more dear!

‘Where fhall thy bafenefs meet its juft return, - 185
Or what repay thy guilt, but endlefs fcorn !

And know, immortal truth fhall mock thy toil ;

Immortal truth fhall bid the fhaft recoil =
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Big-{woln with folly, as her fmiles provoke,
Profanenefs fpawns, pert dunces nurfe the joke !
Come, let us join awhile this tittering crew,
And own the idiot guide for once is true;
Deride our weak forefathers’ mufty rule, 205
Who therefore {mil’d, becaufe they faw a fool 3
: Sublimer

greater precifion on this fubjeét : however, thus much may be affirmed
with truth.

1ft, By the general tenor of his effays on Entbufafm, and the
freedom of wit and bumour, it appears that his principal defign was
to recommend the way of ridicule, (as he calls it) for the invefligation
of trath, and dere&ion of falfehood, not only in moral but religious fube
jets.

2dly, It appears no lefs evident, that, in the courfe of his reafonings
en this queftion, he confounds two things which are in their nature and
confequences entirely different. Thefe are ridicule and good-bumour : the
latter acknewledged by all to be the beft mediator in every debate ; the
former no lefs regarded by moft, as an embroiler and incendiary. Though
he fets out with a formal profeffion of proving the efficacy of wit, hu~
mour, and ridicule, in the inveftigation of truth, yet, by fhifting and
mixing his terms, he generally flides infenfibly into mere encomiums
on good-breeding, chearfulnefs, urbanity, and free enquiry. This in-
deed keeps fomething like an argument on foot, and amufes the fuper-
ficial reader ; but to a more obfervant eye difcovers a very contemptible
defe&, cither of fincerity or penetration.

The queftion concerning ridicule may be thus not improperly ftated,
Whetker doubtful propofitions of any kind can be determined by the appli-
cation of ridicule ? Much might be faid on this queftion; but a few
worgs will make the matter clear to an unprejudiced mind,

The
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Sublimer logic now adorns our ifle,

We therefore fee a fool, becaufe we fmile.

Truth in her gloomy cave why fondly feek ?

Lo, gay the fits in Laughter’s dimpled cheek : 210

Contemns each furly academic foe,

And courts the fpruce free-thinker and the beau,
Dezdalian

The difapprobation or contempt which certain objets raife in the
mind of man, is a particular mode of paffion. The obje&ts of this
paffion are apparest falfehood, incongruity, or impropriety of fome
particular kinds, Thus, the obje& of fear is apparent danger: the
obje&t of amger is apparemt injury. But who hath ever dreamt of
exalting the paffions of fear and anger into a fandard or tefi of real
danger and injury ? The defign muft have been rejected as abfurd, bee
caufe it is the work of reafon only, to corre@ and fix the paffions on
their proper obje&ts. The cafe is parallel: apparent or feeming falfe-
hoods, &c. are the objefts of contempt; but it is the work of rea=
fon only, to determine whether the fuppofed falfchood be real or fiti-
tious. Butit is faid,  The fenfe of ridicule can never be miftaken.'
Why, no more can the fenfe of danger, or the fenfe of injurye
¢ What, do men never fear or refent without reafon ?*ewem
»Yes, very commonly : but they as often defpife and /augh without rea<
fon. Thus before any thing can be determined in cither cafe, reafon,
and reafon only, muft examine circumftances, feparate ideas, decide
upon, reftrain, and correét the paffion.

Hence it follows, that the way of ridicule, of late fo much cele-
brated, is in fa&t no more than a fpecies of eloquence ; and that toe
the Joweft of all others: fo Tully juftly calls it, tenwifimus ingenii fruce
tus, It applies to a paffion, and therefore can go no farther in the ine
veftization of truth, than any of thofe arts which tend to raife love,

Ya pity,
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D.zdalian arguments but few can trace,

But all can read the language of grimace.

Hence mighty Ridicule’s all-conqu’ring hand 215
8hall work Herculean wonders through the land :

Bound in the magic of her cobweb chain,

You, mighty WareurTON, fhall rage in vain,

In vain the tracklefs maze of Truth You fcan, i
And lend th’ informing clue to erring man - 220

pity, terror, rage, or hatred in the heart of man. Confequently, his
Lordfhip might have tranfplanted the whole fyfem of rbetoric into his
mew fcheme, with the fame propriety as he hath introduced the way of
ridicule itfelf, A hopeful proje& this, for the propagation of truth !

As this fecems to be the real nature of ridicule, it hath been generally
difcouraged by pbifofopbers and divines, together with every other mode of
eloquence, when applied to controverted opinions.  This difcouragement,
from what is faid above, appears to have been rational and juft: there-
fore the charge laid againtt divines with regard to this affair by a zealous
admirer of Lord $bafifbury (fee a note on the Pleafures of Imagination,
Book 111, ) feems entirely groundlefss The diftinétion which the fame
author hath attempted with refpect to the influence of ridicule, between:
fpeculative and moral truths, feems no better founded. It is certain that
epinions are no lefs liable to ridicule than a&ions, And it is no lefs cer-
tain, that the way of ridicule cannot determine the propriety or impro-
priety of the one, more than the truth or faifechood of the orher ; becaufe
the fame paffion of eontempt is equally engaged in both cafes, and there~
fore, as above, reafon only can examine the circumftances of the a&ion or
opinion, and thus fix the paffion on its proper objeéls.

Upon the whole, this new defign of difcovering trath by the vagse and
wafleady light of ridicule, puts one in mind of the honeft Irifpman, who
apply’d his candle to the fun-dial in order 1o fee boww the night went.

: No
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No more fhall Reafon boaft her power divine;

Her bafe eternal fhook by Folly’s mine !

Truth’s facred fort th’ exploded laugh fhall win ;

And coxcombs vanquith Berxrey ® by a grin.
But you, mote fage, reje&t th’ inverted rule,

That Trauth is e’er explor’d by ridicule :

On truth, on falfehood let her colours fall,

She throws a dazzling glare alike on all ;

Ag the gay prifm but mocks the flatter’d eye,

And gives to every objeét every dye. _

Beware the mad advent’rer : beld and blind

She hoifts her fail, and drives with every wind ;

Deaf as the ftorm to finking Virtue’s groan,

-Nor heeds a friend’s deftru&ion, or her own.

Let clear-ey’d Reafon at the helm prefide,

Bear to the wind, or fiem the furious tide ;

Then mirth may urge, when reafon can explore,

This point the way, thae waft us glad to fhore.

Though diftant times may rife in SaTIRE’s page,

Yet chief ’tis her’s to draw the prefent age :
With Wifdom’s luftre, Folly’s fhade contraft,
And judge the reigning manners by the paft :
Bid Britain’s heroes (awful thades !) arife,
And ancient honour beam on modern vice :
Point back to minds ingenuous, a&ions fair,
>Till the fons blufh at what their fathers were :

b Bifhop Berkley,
Y3
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Ere yet ’twas beggary the great to truft 3
Ere yet ’twas quite a folly to be juft ;

When Jow-bgrn fharpers only dar’d a lie,
Or falfify’d the card, or cogg’d the dye:

Ere lewdnefs the ftain’d garb of honour wore,
Or chaftity was carted for the whore 3
Vice flutter’d, in the plumes of freedom dreft ;
Or public {pirit was the public jeft.

Be cver in a juft expreflion bold,
Yet ne’er degrade fair SATIRE to a fcold ¢

Let no unworthy mien her form debafe,

“But let her {mile, and let her frown with grace:
In mirth be temp’rate, temp’rate in her fpleen ;
Nor while fhe preaches modefty, obfcene,

Deep let her wound, not rankle to a fore,
Nor call his Lordthip » her Grace 2 ———:

‘The Mufe’s charms refitlefs then affail,

‘When wrapt in irony’s tranfparent veil :
Her beauties half-conceal’d the more furprize,
And keener luftre {parkles in her eyes.
Then be your line with fharp encomiums grac’d s
Style Clodius honourable, Bufa chafte.

Dart not on Folly an indignant eye :
Who e’er difcharg’d artillery on a fly ?

Deride not Vice : abfurd the thought and vain,
To bind the tyger in fo weak a chain.

Nay more : when flagrant crimes your laughter move,

The knave exults ; to fmile is to approve,
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The Mufe’s labour then fuccefs fhall crown,
When Folly feels her fmile, and Vice her frown.

* Know next what meafures to each theme belong,
And fuit your thoughts and numbers to your fong :
On wing proportion’d to your quarry rife,

And ftoop to earth, or foar among the fkies,

‘Thus when a modith folly you rehearfe,

Free the expreflion, fimple be the verfe.

In artlefs numbers paint th’ ambitious peer

That mounts the bos, and fhines a charioteer :

In ftrains familiar fing the midnight toil

Of camps and fenates difciplin’d by Hoyle.

Patriots and chiefs whofe deep defign invades,
And carries off the captive king of — fpades !

Let Satire here in milder vigour fhine,

And gayly graceful fport along the line ;

Bid courtly Fathion quit her thin pretence,

And fmile each affe®ation into fenfe.

Not fo when Virtue by her guards betray’d,
Spurn’d from her throne, implores the Mufe’s aid ;
When crimes, which erft in kindred darknefs lay,
Rife frontlefs, and infult the eye of day ;
Indignant Hymen veils his hallow’d fires,

And white-rob’d Chaftity with tears retires ;
‘When rank Adultery on the genial bed
Hot from Cocytus rears her baleful head :
When private faith and public truft are fold,
~ And traitors barter liberty for gold ;
Yq
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‘When fell Corruption dark and deep, like Fate,
Saps the foundation of a finking ftate ;
‘When giant-vice and irreligon rife, - 305
On mountain’d falfehoods to invade the fkies :
Then warmer numbers glow through SATiRE’s page,
And all her {miles are darken’d into rage :
On eagle-wing fhe gains Parnafas’ height,
Not lofty Er1c foars a nobler flight : 310
Then keener indignation fires her eye 3
‘Then flath her lightnings, and her thunders fly ;
Wide and more wide her laming bolts are hurl’d,
Till all her wrath involves the gnilty world.
Yet SaTirE oft’ aflumes a gentler mien, 31§
And beams on Virtue’s friends a look ferene :
She wounds relu@ant, pours her balm with joy,
Glad to commend where merit ftrikes her eye.
But tread with cautious ftep this dangerous ground,
Befet with faithlefs precipices round : 520
Truth be your guide; difdain Ambition’s call 3
And if you fall with truth, you greatly fall,
°Tis Virtue’s native lufire that moft fpine :
The poet can but /e iz in his line :
And who unmov’d with laughter can behold 325
A fordid pebble meanly grac’d with gold 2
Let real merit then adorn your lays,
For fhame attends on proftituted praife :
And all your wit, your moft diftinguifh’d art
But makes us gricve, you want an honeft heart, 330
Nor
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Nor think the Mufe by Satire’s law confin’d 3
She yields defcription of the nobleft kind,
Inferior art the landfcape may defign,
And paint the purple evening in the line ;
Her daring thought eflays a higher plan ; 438
Her hand delineates paflion, pictures man. !
And great the toil, the latent foul to trace,
To paint the heart, and catch internal grace 3
By turns bid vice or virtue ftrike our eyes,
Now bid a #olfey or a Cromavell rife 5 340
Now with a touch more facred and refin’'d, '
Call forth a CuesTERFIELD’s of LoNspALE’s mind.
Here fweet or ftrong may every colour flow :
Here let the pencil warm, the canvas glow :
Of light and fhade provoke the noble ftrife, 345
And wake each ftriking feature into life.

PART IIL

THROUGH ages thus hath SaTire keenly fhin’d,
The friend to truth, to virtue, and mankind :

Yet the bright flame from virtue ne’er had fprung,

And man was guilty ere the poet fung. 350

This Mufe in filence joy’d each better age,

Till glowing crimes had wak’d her into rage.

Truth faw her honeft fpleen with new delight,

And bade her wing her fhafts, and urge their flight,

Firlt
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Firft on the fons of Greece the prov'd her art,
And Sparta felt the fierce Iambic dart 1.
To LaTium next avenging SaTirE flew:
The flaming faulchion rough Lucitius * drew ;
‘With dauntlefs warmth in Virtue’s caufe engag’d,
And confcious villains trembled as he rag’d.
Then fportive HoracE ! caught the generous fire,
For SaT1ze’s bow refign’d the founding lyre :
Each arrow polith’d in his hand was feen,
And as it grew more polith’d, grew more keen.
His art, conceal’d in ftudy’d negligence,
Politely fly, cajol'd the foes of fenfe :
He feem’d to fport and trifle with the dart,
But while he fported, drove it to the heart.
In graver ftrains majeftic Pers1us wrote,
Big with a ripe exuberance of thought :
Greatly fedate, contemn’d a tyrant’s reign,
And lafh’d corruption with a calm difdain.
More ardent eloquence, and boundlefs rage
Inflame bold JuvenaL’s exalted page.

1 Archilochum proprio rabies armavit Jambo. Hoz.

k ‘Enfe velut ftri®to quoties Lucilius ardens
Infremuit, rubet auditor cui frigida mens eft
Criminibus, tacita fudant pracordia culpa. Juv.S. 10

1 Omné vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico
Tangit, & admiffus circum prazcordia ludit,
Callidus excuffo populum fufpendere nafo. Pers. S. 5

10 ,
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His mighty numbers aw’d corrupted Rome, . 375
And fivept audacioys greatnefs to its doom 3
The headlong torrent thundering from on high,
Rent the proud rock that lately brav’d the fky.
But lo ! the fatal vi&or of mankind,
Swoln Luxury !—Pale Ruin falks behind ! 380
As countlefs infe&s from the north-eaft pour, -
‘To blaft the {pring, and ravage every flow’r:
So barbarous millions fpread contagious death :
"The fick’ning laurel wither’d at their breath. ,
Deep fuperftition’s night the fkies o’erhung, 385
Beneath whofe baleful dews the poppy fprung.
No longer Genius woo’d the Nine to love, '
But Dulnefs nodded in the Mufes’ grove :
Wit, fpirit, freedom, were the fole offence,
Nor aught was held fo dangerous as fenfe. 390
At length, again fair Science fhot her ray,
Dawn’d in the ikies, and fpoke returning’ day.
Now, SATIRE, triumph o’er thy flying foe,
Now load thy quiver, ftring thy flacken’d bow !
*Tis done—See, great ErasMus breaks the fpell, 395
And wounds triumphant Folly in her cell !
(1n vain the folemn cow! furrounds her face,
Vain all her bigot cant, her four grimace)
With thame compell’d her leaden throne to éuit,
And own the force of reafon urg’d by wit. 400
>Twas then plain DonNE in honeft vengeance rofe,
"His wit refulgent, though his thyme was profe ;
He
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He ’midft an age of puns and pedants wrote
With genuine fenfe, and Roman firength of thought.

Yet fcarce had SaTirE well relum’d her flame,. 405
(With grief the Mufe records her country’s fhame)
Ere Britain faw the foul revolt commence,
-:And treach’rous Wit began her war with Senfe,
‘Then ’rofe a thamelefs, mereenary train,
Whom lateft time. fhall view with juft difdain : 410
A race fantaftic, in whofe gaudy line
Untator’d thought, and tinfel beauty fhine ;
Wit’s fhatter’d mirror lies in fragments bright,
Reflects not nature, but confounds the fighe.
Dry morals the court-poet blufh’d to fing : 435
>Twas all his praife to fay ¢ the oddef thixg.”
Proud for a jeft obfcene, a patron’s nod,
To martyr Virtue, or blafpheme his God.

Ill-fated DrypeN ! who unmov’d can fee
'Th’ extremes of wit and meannefs join’din thee ! 420
Flames that could mount, and gain their kindred ﬂues,
Low creeping in the putrid fink of vice : .
‘A Mufe whom Wif{dom woo’d, but woo’d in vain,
The pimp of pow’r, the proftitute to gain:
Wreaths, that fhouald deck fair Virtue’s form alone, 425
To ftrumpets, traitors, tyrants, vilely thrown : ;
Unrivil’d parts, the {corn of honeft fame ;
And genius rife, a monument of fhame !

More happy France : immortal BorLgav there
Supported genius with a fage’s care : 430

5 Him
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With watchful fondnefs o’er thy cradle hung,
Attun’d thy voice, and form’d thy infant tongue.
Next, to her bard majeftic Wifdom came ;

The bard enraptur’d caught the heav’nly flame:
With tafte fuperior fcorn’d the venal tribe ; .
‘Whom fear can fway, or guilty greatnefs bribe ;
At fancy’s call who rear the wanton {ail,

Sport with the ftream, and trifle in the gale:
Sublimer views ¢4y daring fpirit bound ;

Thy mighty voyage was creation’s round ;
Intent new worlds of wifdom to explore,

And blefs mankind with Virtue’s facred flore ;
A nobler joy than wit can give, impart;

And pour a moral tranfport o’er the heart.
Fantaftic wit fhoots momentary fires,

And like a meteor, while we gaze, expires :
Wit kindled by the fulph’rous breath of Vice,

Like the blue lightning, while it fhines, deftroys:

But genius, fir'd by Truth’s eternal ray,

Burns clear and conftant, like the fource of day :
Like this, its beam prolific and refin’d

Feeds, warms, infpirits, and exalts the mind ;
Mildly difpels each wint’ry paflion’s gloom,

And opens all the virtues into bloom.

This praife, immortal Pork, to thee be given :
Thy genius was indeed a gif? from heav’n.
Hail, bard unequall’d, in whofe deathlefs line
Reafon and wit with ftrength colle&ed fhine :

460
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Where matchlefs wit but wins the fecond praife,
Lott, nobly loft, in Truth’s fuperior blaze,
Did Frienpsuip e’er miflead thy wand’ring Mufe ?
That friendfhip fure may plead the greas excufe, 490
"That facred friendfhip which infpir’d thy fong,
Fair in defe&, and amiably wrong.
Error like this ev’n truth can fcarce reprove ;
*T'is almoft virtue when it flows from love.
Ye deathlefs names, ye fons of endlefs praife, 495
By virtue crown’d with never-fading bays!
Say, fhall an artlefs Mufe, if you infpire,
Light her pale lamp at your immortal fire ?
Or-if, O WarBURTON, infpird by You,
The daring Mufe a nobler path purfue, 500
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Urge, urge thy pow’r, the black attempt confound,

And dafh the {moking cenfer to the ground. .
Thus aw’d to fear, inftructed bards may fee, 515
‘That guilt is doom’d to fink in infamy.

R0 B R R R RO R R

A Chara&er of Mr. POPE’s WriTINGS.

BEING
An Epifode from the Poem called Sick nEss, Book IL. ')
By the Rev. Mr. THoMPsoON?2,

In meafur’d time

(So heav’n has will’d) fogether with their fnows,
The everlafting hills thall melt away;

"This folid globe diffolve, as duétile wax

Before the breath of Vulcan ; like a fcroll
Shrivel th’ unfolded curtains of the tky ;

a William Thompfon was the fecond fon of the Rev. Mr. Francis
Thompfon, thirty-two years vicar of Brough, in Weftmorland. He re-
ceived his education at Queen’s College, Oxford, where he afterwards
became a fellow ; and took the degree of M. A. 26th February 1738.
He was reQtor of South Wefton and Hampton Pyle, in the county of
Oxford ; and in 1751 was an unfuccefsful candidate for the Poetry pro-

fefforMip in the univerfity of Oxford.
: Thy
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Thy planets, NEwToN, tumble from their fpheres §
‘The moon be perith’d from her bloody orb ;
Tke fun himfelf; in liquid ruin, rufh
And deluge with deftroying flames the globe——
Peace then, my foul, nor grieve that PorE is dead,

If e’¢r the tuneful fpirit, fweetly ftrong,
Spontaneous numbers, teeming in my breaft,
Enkindle ; O, at that exalting name;
Be favourable, be propitious now,
While, in the gratitude of praife, I fing
‘The works and wonders of this man divined

I tremble while I write——His lifping Mufe
Surmounts the loftieft efforts of my age.
‘What wonder ? when an infant, he apply’d .
‘The loud ® Papinian trumpet to his lips, "
Fir'd by a facred fury, and infpir’d '
‘With all the god, in founding numbers fung
¢¢ Fraternal rage, and guilty Thebes’ alarms.” r

Sure at his birth (things not unknown of old)
*T'he Graces round his cradle wove the dance,
And led the maze of harmony : the Nine,
Prophetic of his future honours, pour’d
Plenteous, upon his lips, Caftalian dews 3
. And Attic bees their golden ftore diftill’d,
‘The foul of Homer, fliding from its ftar,

b Tranflation of the Firft Book of Statius’s Thobais,
Vou. IIL Z Where;
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Where, radiant, over the poetic wortd
It rules and fheds its infloence, for joy
Shouted, and blefs’d the birth : the facred choir
Of poets, born in elder, better times,
Enraptur’d, catch’d the elevating found,
And roll’d the gladd’ning aews from {phere to {phere.
¢ Imperial Windfor ! raife thy brow auguft, -
Superbly gay exalt thy tow’ry head ; :
And bid thy forefts danee, and nodding, wave
A verdant teftimqny.of thy joy: .
A native OrrHEUs warbling in thy.fhades. -
O liften to ' ALEx13’ tender plaint!
How gently rural ! without coarfenefs phm 3
How fimple in his elegance of grief !
A fhepherd, but.np clown. His every lay
Sweet as the early pipe along the dale,
When hawthorns bud, or on the thymy. brow
When all the mountains bleat, and valleys fing ;
Soft as the nightingale’s harmonions wee,
In dewy even-tide, when cowllips drop
Their fleepy heads, and languith in the breeze.
¢ Next in the critic-chair furvey him thron’d,
Imperial in his art, prefcribing laws
Clear from the knitted brow, and fquinted faeer ;
Learn’d without pedantry ; corretly. bold,

¢ Windfor Fase®t : Mr, Porx bera there, d Pafiorals.
¢ Effay on Critici(m, ’

And
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More * mournful fcenes invite. The milky veld
Of amorous grief devolves its placid wave '
Soft-fireaming o’er the foul, in weeping woe .
And tendernefs of anguith. While we read
TR’ infe&ious page, we ficken into love,

And languith with involuntary fires.

The Zephyr, panting on the filken buds
Of breathing violets 5 the virgin’s figh,
Rofy with youth, are turbulent and rude,
To SaprHo’s plaint, and ELoisA’s moan.

Heav’ns ! what a flood of empyréal day

My aking eyes involves: A ! temple foars,

Rifing like exhalations on 2 mount,

And wide its adamantine valves expands.

Three monumental columns, bright in air, :
Of figur'd gold, the centre of the quire , 4
‘With luftre fll. Pore on the midmott fhines’

Betwixt his Homer and his Horace plac’d,

Supetior, by the hand of juftice. Fame,

‘With all her mouths, th’ eternal trumpet fwells,:

Exulting at his name ; and, grateful, pours S
The lofty notes of never-dying praife, sl
‘Triumphant, floating on the wings of wind,

Sweet o’er the world : th’ ambrofial fpirit flies

B Ovip’s Sarrno to Pitaon ¢ And EroIsa to ABzLAZD,
1 Temple of FAME. S

Diffufive,
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Piffufive, in its progrefs wid’ning fill,

¢ Dear to the earth, and grateful to the fky.”

Fame owes him more than e’er the can repay :

She owes her very temple to his hands ;

Like Ilium built ; by hands no lefs divine !
Attention, rouze thyfelf! the mafter’s hand

{The matfter of our fouls!) has chang’d the key,

And bids the thunder of the battle roar

Tumultuous*, Homer, HoMer is our own !

And Grecian heroes flame in Britith lines.

What pomp of words ! what namelefs energy

Kindles the verfe ; invigours every line ;

Aftonifhes, and overwhelms the foul . .

In tranfports tofs’d ! when fierce ACHILLES raves,

And flathes, like a comet, o’er the field,

To wither armies with his martial frown.

I fee the battle rage; I hear the wheels

Careering with their brazen orbs! The fhout

Of nations rolls (the labour of the winds)

Full on my ear, and fhakes my inmoft foul.

Defcription never could fo well deceive :

?Tis real! Troy is here, or I at Troy

Enjoy the war. My fpirits, all on fire,

With unextinguifh’d violence are borne

Above the world, and mingle with the gods,

% Tranflation of HomeR,

Z 3 , b,lympus
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Olympus rings with arms ! the firmament,
Beneath the lightning of Minerva’s fhield,
Burns to the centre: rock the tow’rs of heav’n,
All nature trembles, fave the throne of Jove.

1 To root excefles from the human breaft ;
Behold a beauteeus pile of Ethics rife ;
Senfe, the foundation ; harmony, the walls ;
(The Dorique grave, and gay Corinthian join'd)
Where SocraTss and Horack jointly reign,
Beft of philofophers ! of poets too
The beft! he teaches thee thyfelf to know ¢
That virtue is the nobleft gift of heav’n :
¢¢ And vindicates the ways of Gop to man.*
O hearken to the moralift polite !
Enter his fchool of truth, where PLaTa’s felf
Might preach, and TurLLy deign to lend an ear.

m Laft fee him waging with the fools of rhyme
A wanton, harmlefs war. Dunce after dunce ;
Beaux, dottors, templars, courtiers; fophs and cits,
Condemn’d to fuffer life. The motley crew,
Emerging from oblivion’s muddy pool,
Give the round face to view ; and fhamelefs front
Proudly expofe ; ’till laughter have her fill.

Born to improve the age, and cheat mankind
Into the road of honour !~——Vice again
The gilded chariot drives : =——For he is dead !

1

1 Ethic Epiftles. = Dynciads
-9 1 fag
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I faw the fable barge, along his Thames,
In flow folemnity beating the tide,
Convey his facred duft ! ——1Its fwans expir'd 5
Wither'd, in Twit’nam bowers, the laurel-bough;
Silent, the Mufes broke their idle Iyres:
Th’ attendant Graces check’d the fprightly. dance,
Their arms unloek’d, and catch’d the farting tear:
And Virtue for her loft defender mourn'd !

SRR RO R ROEOROK 00

The Cave of Pore. A Prophecy.
By RoserT Dopsrevy.?

WHEN dark oblivion in her fable cloak
Shall wrap the names of heroes and of kings ;
And their high deeds, fubmitting to the ftroke
*  Of time, fhall fall amongft forgotten things:

2 The modeft and ingenious cole&or of thefe volumes. He was
born in 1703, acquired a handfome fortune as a bookfeller, ard died at
the honfe of his friend Mr. Spence, at Durham, 2§ September 1764.
He was the author of feveral dramatic and other pieces, which aie col-
le@ted in two volumes, under the title of TRIFLES.

Z 4 Then
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Then (for the Mufe that diftant day can fee)
On Thames’s bank the ftranger fhall arrive,

With curious wifh thy facred grott to fee,
Thy facred grott fhall with thy name furvive,

Grateful pofterity, from age to age,
With pious hand the ruin fhall repair :
Some good old man, to each enquiring fage
" Pointing the place, fhall cry, ¢ The Bard liv'd there,

¢¢ Whofe fong was mufic to the lift’ning ear,
¢¢ Yet taught audacious vice and folly, fhame ;
¢¢ Eafy his manners, but his life fevere; )
¢¢ His word alone gave infamy or fame.

¢¢ Sequefter’d from the fool and coxcomb-wit,
«¢ Beneath this filent roof the Mufe he found ;
¢¢ >Twas here he flept infpir’d, or fat and writ;
«¢ Here with his friends the focial glafs went round.”

With awful veneration fhall they trace

The fteps which thou fo long before haft trod ;
With reverend wonder view the folemn place,
- From whence thy genius foar’d to nature’s God,

Then,
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Then, fome fmall gem, or mofs, or fhining ore,
Departing, each fhall pilfer, in fond hope -

To pleafe their friends on every diftant fhore,
Poafting a relic from the cave of Pore,

INDEX
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