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THE

POETICAL CALENDAR.

SEPTEMBER. AN ODE.

Arewell the pomp of Flora! vivid fcene!
Welcome fage Autumn, to invert the year —
Farewell to fummer’s eye-delighting green !
Her verdure fades—-autumnal blafts are near.
‘The filky wardrobe now is laid afide,
With all the rich regalia of her pride.

And muft we bid fweet Philomel adieu ?

She that was wont to charm us in the grove ?
Muft Nature’s livery wear a fadder hue,

And a dark canopy be ftretch’d above ?
Yes —for September mounts his ebon-throne,
And the fmooth foliage of the plain is gone.

Libra, to weigh the harveft’s pearly ftore,
The golden ballance poizes now on high,

The calm ferenity of Zephyr o’er,

- 8ol’s glittering legions to th’ equator fly,

Yor. IX, - B At



(2]

At the fame hour he thows his orient head,
And, warn’d by Thetis, finks in Ocean’s bed.

Adieu! ye damatk rofes, which remind
The maiden fair-one, how her charms decay ;
Ye rifing blafts, oh ! leave fome mark behind,
Some fmall memorial of the fweets of May :
Ah! no—the ruthlefs feafon will not hear,
Nor fpare one glory of the ruddy year.

No more the wafte of mufic fung fo late
From every bufh, green orcheftre of love,
For now their winds the birds of paffage wait,
And bid a laft farewell to every grove ;
Whilethofe, whom thepherd-fwainsthe {leepers call,
Chufe their recefs in fome fequefter’d wall.

Yet ftill fhall fage September boaft his pride,
Some birds- fhall chant, fome gayer flowers fhall
Nor is the feafon wholly.unallied [blow,
To-purple bloom ; the-haler fruits fhall grow,
The ftronger plants,. fuch as enjoy the cold,
_And wear a livelier grace by beihg old.

AN
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AN AUTUMNAL ODE
TO MR. HAYMAN.

ET once more, glorious God of day,
‘While beams thine orb ferene,
O let me warbling court thy ftay
To gild the fading {cene!
Thy rays invigorate the Spring,
Bright Summer to perfection bring,
"The cold inclemency of Winter cheer, [year.
And make th’ Autumnal months the mildeft of the

Ere yet the ruflet foliage fall
I’ll climb the mountain’s brow,
My friend, my Hayman, at thy call,
To view the fcene below:
How fweetly pleafing to behold
Forefts of vegetable gold !
‘How mix’d the many chequer’d fhades between
Thetawny, mellowing hue, and the gay vivid green!

How fplendid all the tky! bew ftill !
How mild the dying gale!

How foft the whifpers of the rill,
That winds along the vale!

B2 Se
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So tranquil Nature’s works appear,

It feems the fabbath of the year:
As if, the Summer’s labour paft, fhe chofe
This feafon’s fober calm for blandifhing repofe.

Such is of well-fpent life the time,
When bufy days are paft ;
Man, verging gradual from his prime,
Meets facred peace at laft:
His flowery Spring of pleafures o’er,
And Summer’s full-blown pride no more, s
He gains pacific Autumn, mild and bland, [hand.
And dauntlefs braves the ftroke of Winter’s palfied

For yet a while, a little while,
Involv’d in wintry gloom,
And lo! another Spring fhall fmile,
A Spring eternal bloom :
Then fhall he thine, a glorious gueft,
In the bright manfions of the bleft,
Where due rewards on virtue are beftow’d, [fow’d.
And reap’d the golden fruits of what his Autumn

" AU-
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AUTUMN. AN ODE.

ALas ! with fwift and filent pace,

Impatient Time rolls on théyear ;

The feafons change, and Nature’s face
Now fweetly fmiles, now frowns fevere.

*Twas fpring, *twas fummer, all was gay,
Now autumn bends a cloudy brow,

The flowers of fpring are fwept away,
And fummer’s fruits defert the bough.

The verdant leaves that play’d on high,
And wanton’d in the weftern breeze,
Now trod in duft negleéted lie,
As Boreas firips the bending trees.

The fields that wav’d with golden grain,
As ruffet heaths are wild and bare,

Not moift with dew, but drench’d in rain,
Nor health, nor pleafure, wanders there,

No more, while thro’ the midnight thade,
Beneath the moon’s pale orb I ftray,
Soft pleafing woes my heart invade,
As Progne pours the melting lay.

From
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From this capricious clime fhe foars,
O! would fome God but wings fupply!
To where each morn the fpring reftores,
Companion of her flight, I’d fly. -

Vain with! me fate compells to bear
The downward feafon’s iron reign,

Compells to breathe polluted air,
And thiver on a blafted plain.

What blifs to life can autumn yield, .

If glooms, and fhowers, and ftorms prevail,
And Ceres flies the naked field,

And flowers, and fruits, and Pheebus fail ?

Oh! what remains, what lingers yet,
To cheer me in the darkening hour ?

The grape remains! the friend of wit,
In love and mirth of mighty power.

Hafte, prefs the clufters, fill the bowle— -
Apollo! fhoot thy parting ray ;

‘This gives the funfhine of the foul,
This God of health, and verfe, and day.

Still, ill the jocund ftrain fhall flow,
The pulfe with vigorous rapture beat ;

My Stella with new charms fhall glow,
And every blifs in wine fhall meet.
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A U T U M N
BY MR¢ BREREWOOD.

Ho’ the feafons muft alter, ah! yet let me find
What all muft corfefs to be rare,
A female fill cheerful, and faithful and kind,
The bleflings of autumn to fhare.

Let one fide of our cottage, a flourithing vine
Overfpread with its branches, and fhade;

‘Whofe clufters appear more tran{parent and fine,
As its leaves are beginning to fade.

‘When the fruit makes the branches bend down with
In our orchard furrounded with pales; [its load,

In a bed of clean ftraw let our apples be ftow’d,
For a tart that in winter regales.

‘When the vapours thatrife from theearthin themorn
Seem to hang oa its furface like fmoke,

»Till difpers’d by the fun that gilds over the corn, .
Within doors let us prattle and joke.

Byt when we fee clear all the hues of the leaves,

And at work in the fields are all hands,
Someinreaping the wheat,othersbinding thefheaves,
_ Let us carelefly firole o’er the lands.
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How pleafing the fight of the toiling they make,
To colle& what kind Nature has fent !

Heaven grant we may not of their labour partake ;
But, oh! give us their happy content.

And fometimes on a bank, under fhade, by a-brook,
Let us filently fit at our eafe,

And there gaze on the ftream, till the fith on the hook
Struggles hard to procure its releafe.

And now when the hufbandman fings harveft home,.
And the corn’s all got into the houfe; -

When the long wifh’d for time of their meeting is
To frolic, and feaft, and caroufe ; [come,

‘When the leaves from the trees are begun to be thed,
« And are leaving the branches all bare,

Either ftrew’d at the roots, fhrivell’d, wither’d, and

Or elfe blown to and fro in the air; [dead,

When the ways are fo miry, that bogs they might
And the axle-tree’s ready to break, [feem,

While the waggoner whiftles in ftopping his team,
And then claps the poor jades on the neck ;

In the morning let’s follow the cry of the hounds,
Or the fearful young covey befet ;

Which, tho’ fkdlking in ftubble and weeds on the
Are becoming a prey to the net. {grounds,



[ 91
Let's enjoy all the pleafure retirement affords,
Still amus’d-with thefe innocent fports,
Nar ance envy the pamp of fine ladies and lords,
With their grand entertainments in courts.

In the evening when lovers are leaning on ftiles,
Deep engag’d in fonie athorous thdt, . -

And ’tis very well known by his grin, and herﬁniles,
What they both ha.vc a mxnd to beat,

Toour dwellmg, tho homcly, wcll-pleha d to rcpur,?
Let our mutual endearments.revive,. .ol

And let no fingle aion, or look, but declare, :
How contented and happy we live... .

Should ideas arife that may ruffle the foul,
Let foft mufic the phantoms remove, .
For ’tis harmony only has force to.controul,

And unite all the paffions in love.

With her eyes but half open, her cap all awry,
When the lafs is preparing for bed ; ;

And the fleepy dull clown, who fits noddmg juft by,
Sometimes rouzes and fcratches his head.

In the night when ’tis cloudy, and rainy, and dark,
And the labourers fnore as they lie,

Not a noife to difturb us, unlefs a dog bark
In the farm, or the village hard by.
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At the time of fweet reft, and of. quiet like this,
Ere our eyes are clos’d up in their lids,

Let us welcome the feafon, and tafte of that blifs,
Which the funthine and daylight forbids..

UPON MY HAIRS FALLING.

EW and eafy in your ftay,

Never curl’d, and hardly grey 5
Hairs, adieu! tho’ falling all,
Blamelefs, harmlefs, may you fall.
Light and trifling tho’ you be,

More deferving poetry

‘Than the dream of guilty power,
Than the mifer’s gather’d ore,

Than the world’s moft ferious things,.
Murdering vitors, haughty kings,
If your moral fall prefage

Death, the certain end of age,

If a fingle hint you give,

Well to die, and foon to live.

AN



[ n]

AN EVENING ODE TO DELIA,

Vening now, from purple wings,
Sheds the grateful gifts fhe brings;

Brilliant drops bedeck the mead,
Cooling breezes fhake the reed,
Shake the reed, and curl the fiream,
Silver’d o’er with Cynthia’s beam : .
Near the chequer’d, lonely grove,
Hears and keeps thy fecrets, love.

Thither, Delia, let us ftray
Lightly o’er the dewy way ;
Pheebus drives his burning car,
Hence, my lovely Delia, far:
In his ftead, the queen of night
Sheds around a lambent light ;
Light that ferves but juft to fhow
Breafts that beat; and cheeks that glow,
Let us there, in whifper’d joy,
All the filent hours employ ;
Silence beit, and dufky fhades,
_ Pleafe the heart that love invades.
Other paffions then at reft,
Love pofiefles all the breaft.

RE-
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REFLECTIONS ON A WATCH.

ET vain Philofophy hence learn to bind

The lawlefs operations of the mind,
And teach us to ohey that Power unfeen,
That fram’d, and firft inform’d, our wife:machine ;
Then fhall we know what fchools: have idly taught,
To guide each a&, and regulate each thought: -
Like this mechanic wonder fhall we move, -~ .
Unvaried by ambition, anger; love;
Conftant in each viciflitude of care,
Not urg’d by hope, nor yet reprefs’d by fear;
Alike in health, difeafe, in age or youth,
Our equal judgment ftill will point at truth;
No longer fhall we live whole years in vain,
Nor one fad hour be mark’d with .grief or pain 3
Freedom and joy our meafur’d time will fill,
Guiltlefs, unerring, and affur’d.our will, }
*Till the laft pulfe thall beat, and life ftand fill.

AU-
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A U -T--U M "N,

Y At my window fit, and fec
Autumn his ruffet fingers lay
On every leaf of every tree,
I call, but Summer will not ftay.

She flies, the boafting Goddefs flies,

And, pointing where th’ efpaliers fhoot,
¢¢ Deferve my parting gift, fhe cries,

¢¢ I take the leaves, but not the fruit.”

Let me the parting gift improve,
And emulate the juft reply,

.As life’s fhort feafons {wift remove,
Ere fix’d in winter’s froft I lie.

Health, beauty, vigour, now decline,
The pride of fummer’s {plendid day,
‘Leaves, which the ftem muft now refign,

The mournful prelude of decay. '

But let fair virtue’s fruit remain, )
Tho’ fummer with my leaves be fled; -

.Then, not defpis’d, I’ll not complain, ~
But cherith autumn in ber ftead.’

THE



[ 4 1}

THE FIRE-SIDE:
A PARODY ON THE SECOND EPODE OF HORACE.
BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE, ESQ.

(L Hrice happy, who free from ambition and
Inaruralretreat, hasaquietfire-fide; [pride,
I love my fire-fide, thither let me repair,
And drink a delightful oblivion of care:
Oh! whet fhall I *fcape to be truly my own,
From the noife, and the fmoke, and the buftle of
Then Ilive, then I triumph, whene’er I retire [town.
From the pomp and parade that the many admire :
Hailyewoods,and yelawns, fhady vales, funny hills,
~ And the warble of birds, and thé murmur of rills,
Ye flowers of all hues that embroider the ground,
Flocks feeding, or frifking in gambols around ;
Scene of joy to behold! joy that who would forego,
Forthewealthand the power that a court can beftow :
I have faid it at home, I have faid it abroad, [God;
That the town is man’s world, but that this is of
Here my trees canpat ﬂattet plants, nurs’d by my
care,
Pay with fryit, orwith ﬁ-agrance, andincenfethe air;
Here contempla'uve folitude raifes the mind,
(Leaﬁ alone when alone) to ideas refin’d.
Lo Me:hinks
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Methinks hid in groves, which no found can invade,
Save when Philomel ftrikes up her fweet ferenade,
I revolve on the changes and chances of things,
And pity the wretch, that attends upon kings.".
Now I pafs with old authors an indolent bour,
And, reclining at eafe, turn Demofthenes o’er;.
Now facetious and vacant, I urge the gay flatk
Withadett of old friends—who have nothing to afk ;
Thus happy, I reck not.of France nor of Spain,.
Nor the balance of power what hand fhall fuftain,
The balance of pawer! ha! till that is reftor'd,
What folid delight.can retirement afford 2-
Some muft be content to be drudges of ftate, .
That the Sage may fecurely enjoy his retreat.
In weather ferene, when the ocean is calm,
It matters not much who prefides at the helm;
But foon as clouds gather, and tempefts arife,
"Then a pilot there needs; 2 man dauntlefs and wife.
If fuch can be found, fure he ought to.come forth,
And lend to the public his talents and worth.
‘Whate’er inclination or eafe may fuggeft,
If the ftate wants his aid, he has no claim to reft.
But who is the man, a bad game to redeem ?
He whom Savoy admires, who has Pruffia’s efteem 3
‘Wham the Spaniards have felt ; and whofe iron, with
. dread,

‘I;Iaughty Lewis faw forging to fall on his head.

Holland
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Holland loves him; nor lefs, in the North, all the
. powers .
Court, honour, revere; and the Emprefs adores.
Hark! what was that found? for it feem’d more
fublime V
‘Than befits the low genius of paftoral rhime?
Was it Wifdom I heard? or can fumes of the brain
Cheatmyearswithadream ?ha! repeatme that ftrain; '
Yes, Wifdom, I hear thee ; thou deign’ft to declare
Me, me, the fole Atlas, to prop this whole fphere;
Thy voice fays, or feems in {weet accents to fay,
Hafte, and fave finking Britain— Refign’d I obey ;
And, O! witnefs, ye powers, that Ambition and
. Pride ,
Have no fhare in this change-—-for I love my Fxrc—
Side !”
Thus the Shepherd; then, throwmg his crook
"~ away, fteals .
Direét to St. Jamess, and takes up the feals.

-THE
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THE DRYADS; OR WOOD-NYMPHS.
A PHILOSOPHICAL POEM.
BY MR. DIAPER.

Bacchum in remotis carmina rupibus
Vidi docentem (credite pofteri)
Nymphafque difcentes, et aures
Capripedum Satyrorum acutas.
Eva! recenti mens trepidat metu. Hoz,

Orgive, ye Nereids, if I fing no more
The uncertain fea, but choofe the fafer fhore,
And leave the reftlefs waves for fteady hills,
To fit on grafly plots, or dream by rills.
* The wanton mufe the meaner thorn prefers
To coral twigs, and amber’s coftly tears;
Again I may, when tir'd of leavy woods,
Hatfte to the fea, and court the rolling floods.
No lov’d amufement’s here, but foon will cloy,
The deareft blifs becomes a worthlefs toy, }
And we mutt fhift our pleafures to enjoy.
Sick of the town, I left the bufy place,
Where deep concern broods on the thoughtful face;
Where fattious cits, with nods, and roguith leer,
Are whifpering nothing in attentive ear; .
Vour. IX, C Where
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Where knaves ftrange lies invent, and fools retait,
And home-made treafon find in every mail :-
Falfhoods their credit gain, tho’ ill-contriv’d,
And fcandals, oft difprov’d, are ftill reviv'd ;
Imagin’d ills in frightful fhapes appear,

While prefent evils we with patience bear ;
Phantoms, and empty forms, are fear’d the moft,
As thofe who fcorn’d the man, yet dread the ghoft.

No longer plagued with faction, fpleen and

noife,

"How was 1 blefs’d, when firft my ravifh’d eyes
Suck’d in the purer day, and faw unclouded fkies?
How happy, when I view’d the calm retreat,

And groveso’erlook’d by Winchcomb’s antient feat ?

Here the fmooth * Kennet takes his doubtful way,

In wanton rounds the lingering waters play,

And by their circling ftreams prolong the grate-
ful ftay.

Here good old Chaucer whilom cheer’d the vale,

And footely fung, and told the jocund tale.

Bright was the moon, and her refletted beams
Spangled the dewy leaves with trembling gleams;
While ftars, by confcious twinklings, feem’d to
What waking lovers a&ed here below. [know
Carelefs I walk’d, where prowling beafts had made
A path, that led thro’ a lone filent glade.

# A rivef in Barkshire,

The
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The moon, with doubtful rays, deceiv’d the fight,
And waving boughs gave an uncertain light,
When my chill’d fpirits funk with fudden fear,
And trembling horror bid the fearch forbear ;
My heedlefs fteps had touch’d the hallow’d ground,
Where airy demons dance the wanton round 3
Where fairy elves, and midnight Dryads meet,
And to the moon the fylvan fong repeat.
Talt rifted oaks, and circling elms had made
A central void amidft furrounding fhade,
With hollow vaulted cells, and rifing heaps,
In which by day the wearied badger fleeps.
Thickthorny brakes grew round the lonefome place,
And twining boughs enclos’d the middle fpace.
Here Dryads in no&urnal revels join,
While ftars thro’ fhaking leaves obfcurely fhine :
And here [ faw (blefs’d with a kinder fate)
Where in a heauteous ring the nymphs were fate =
Well-pleas’d the Elfins fmil’d, but fhe, who guards
Pomaceous fruits, and orchard-cares rewards,
Down penfive lean’d her head ; mo ruddy ftreaks
Mixt with the languid palenefs of her cheeks:
Catft on the ground her wither’d garland lay,
Whofe fhrivell’d leaves feem’d confcious of deeay.
Thyrfis,that much-lov’d youth, the goddefs mourn’d,’
Thyrfis, who once Silurian plains adorn’d ;-
The rural powers confefs’d their meaner lays,
When Thyrfis fung, 'and own’d his jufter praife;

‘ C 2 He
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He Ariconian fwains induftrious taught

To ftrain rich muft, and prefs the racy draught;

Since he is gone, the trees are all decay’d,

With mofs bedight, and bloffoms ill-array’d.

‘The penfive owner mourns the tedious weeks,

And wants the generous bowl, that paints the
flufhing cheeks.

Men led by fenfe, and partial to themfelves,
Nor roving demons own, nor wandering elves :
But who can know th’ intelligible race,

Or guefs the powers that fill th’ aerial fpace!
Oft the tir’d horfe is forc’d to fcour the plain,
‘When Fairies ride, fix’d in his twifted mane :
And I, ye Gods! have wondrous circles feen,
Where wanton {prites in midnight dance have
been,
~And prefs’d their rolmdmg fieps on cvery new-
mow’d green.

Ye demons, who in lonely forefts rove,
And friendly powers, that human arts improve,
Ye careful Genii, that o’er men prefide,
Direét their counfels, and their altions guide;
The grateful Mufe fhall your affiftance own,
And tell'of heavenly forms, as yet unknown;
(Blefs’d beings, whom no earthy fetters bind,.
Nor to the prefling weight of clay confin’d !
of unmixt ether form’d, their beauty fears -
No pale difeafe, nor change of coming years.)

. Be
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Be kind, y€ powers, and tune my artlefs tongue,’
While I repeat the Dryads pleafing fong.

Napé began ; a nymph with carelefs mien,
Clad like autumnal leaves in yellowifh green:
Her round plump cheeks a deeper purple dy’d,
Such as ripe fruits boaft on their funny fide :

A wreath of platted mofs curl’d round her head,
Cheerful fhe fmil’d, and thus the Elfin faid :

¢¢ Tall fycamores, the noify infeéts love,

And buzzing round the leaves inceffant move;

While the day lafts, the worthlefs creatures play,

And mourn the evening dufk, and wing their filent
way.

But foreft nymphs prefer the peaceful night,

When folemn gloom, and dewy feats invite.

While drowzy man in fleep una&tive refts,

Not half fo happy as the watchful beafts,

Who filent leave their dens, and fecret home,

And, on the prey intent, thro” all the foreft roam.

The raging fun, with his too fcorching beams, .

Burns up the herbs, and leffens all the ftreams;

But the kind moon refleéts a milder ray, :

And makes a night more lovely than the day ;

Nor darts fierce flame, but innocently bright

Leaves all the fire, and gives the purer light;

No noifome vapour, or dark cloud exhales,

But gentle drops, freth dews, and pleafing gales.

Cs Se
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So woman is but rougher man refin’d,
Has nought of him that’s fierce, but all that’s kind.’
Now falling drops like fhining pearls are feen,
And dewy fpangles hang on every green:
Refrething moifture cools the thirfly mead,
Extends the ftalk, and fwells th’ unfolded feed;
Reftores the verdure of the tarnifh’d leaves,
And every herb the ripening juice receives.
Day always is the fame, but wanton night
Boafts a more grateful change of harmlefs light. -
Below, the glow-worms, wondrous orbs, are feen,
“T’hat ftud with burnifh’d gold the thaded green :
Thefe little wandering comets never fhed
Or baneful ill, or dire contagion fpread ;
"Their fhining tails foretel no falling ftate,
Nor future dearth, nor fad difeafe create.
Bright lambent flames, and kindled vapours rife,

Sweep glaring thro’ the dufk, and ftrike the won-
. + . dering eyes.
In oblique tracks the meteors blaze around,
And fkim the furface of the marfhy ground,
Unfeen by day, when, tyrant-like, the fun,
Enviaus, admits no fplendor but his own.
The liquid drops, that coze from weeping trees,
And fparkling ftones with ftar-like luftre pleafe ;
Even faplefs wood, improv’d by age, grows bright,
And, what it wants in moifture, gains in light.

. o While
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While ripen’d fruits, and milder feafons laft,

And only empty clouds the fkies o’ercaft,

Nymphs in lone deferts chant the rural lay,

>Till the wing’d Hours bring on returning day.

But when fierce wintery ftorms the foreft rend,

And rattling hail, or fleecy fnows defcend ;

When confcious birds, who know fucceeding times,

Hafte from the cold, and feek for milder climes ;

The Elfin powers (who can at pleafure leave

Aerial bodies, and new forms receive)

Caft off their vehicles, and freed from fenfe,

Nor dread the ftorms, nor cold, when too intenfe.

The earthy Gnomes, and Fairy Elves are feen

Digging in loweft mines with bufy men;

There labour, on the fruitlefs work intent,

While deeper fnows the wonted dance prevent:

But foolith fwains the blooming Spring prefer,

The infant glory of the budding year;

Nature, as yet, is but imperfet feen,

And her weak produéts fhow a rawith green:

The flowers look gay, but lovely Autumn treats

With ripen’d beauties, and fubftantial fweets ;

Nor wants its flowets, while poppies grace the corn,-

And azure cups the waving fields adorn.

Fruits lov’d by ruftic taltes, of pleafing. fhow,

On the wild hedge, and fcented briar grow ;

And yellow leaves, the fairy Elfin’s bed,

Fly with the wind, and on the ground are fpread.
The
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'The frilking Satyrs {queeze the clufter’d grape,
And the chafte Dryad fears the coming rape :
Ripe mellow heaps from every tree are thook,
And bending cora expe&s the fharpen’d hook ;
Soon will the ngdding fheaves be borne away,
And the )nwﬂ‘net inclofe th’ unguarded prey.
‘The friendly powers, who labouring peafants aid,
Nymphs, and light fawns, frequent the woody thade ;
But oft curs’d fiends quit their infernal home,
And (hated guefts) in gloomy forefts roam,
With glaring eyes affright the howling beafts,
And little: birds fhrink clofer in their nefts.
Earth would be heaven, if we might here enjoy
Pleafure unmixt, and leave the bafe alloy.
~ The greateft good has its attending ill,
And doubtful blifs diftrafts th’ uncertain will.
So teeming Autumn boafts her lufeious fruits,
And plants of grateful tafte, and healing roots ;
But ripens with like care the growing feeds
Of baneful aconite, and noxious weeds.
‘The deadly nightfhade wanton youth deceives
With, thining berriés, and with fpreading leaves ;.
Th’ accurfed fruit invites with pleafing thow,
Fair as the damfen, or the fky-dy’d floe ;
But ah! not rathly truft thé tempting ills ;
Too well you know, that beauty often killss

Swift
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Swift thro’ the bones the fpreading venom flies, -

A deadly fleep hangs on his clofing eyes, }

And the loft wretch in raging frenzy dies.

Now round its pole the fpiral hop entwifts,

Like Thyrfi, borne by Bacchus’ antient priefts.

The hufband elm fupports th’ embracing vines,

And round its oak the ivy clofer twines.

To Bacchus facred all, and prone to love,

They fhow what fuel muft the flame improve ;

Love, blind himfelf, the mark would hardly know,

But Bacchus takes the aim, and fets the.bow.

Autumnal days a conftant medium boaft,

Nor chap the ground with heat,.nor dry with froft.

Nature on all her finifh’d labour fmiles,

And the glad peafant reaps the grateful fpoils ;

Winds fhake the ripen’d feeds on parent earth,

And thus impregnate for fucceeding birth.

The tufted cod with future harveft fwells,

While weighty feeds fall from their native cells, .°

And near their mother-ftem : but fmaller kinds,

Farfrom their homes, are borne by fweeping winds ;

The atoms fly, wafted on every breeze,

Hence moffy threads enwrap the talleft trees;

Herbs of firange forms on highett rocks are found,

And fpreading fern runs o’er the barren ground.

But, Goddefs, you neglect your wonted care,

(While blighted orchards mourn, the nymphs dex
fpair;) . . "

[ Nor
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Nor love (as once) to fee the handed bowls,
When tipling ruftics cheer their droughty fouls,
Awnd tread with faltring fteps th’ unequal ground,
While humble cots with wayward mirth refound.
Succeeding bards, in rural fecrets fkill’d,

Shall teach the fwain ¢’ enrich the barsen field ;
The prophet’s infpiration never ends,

But with a double portion ftill defcends.

Poets, like rightful kings, can never die,
Heaven’s facred ointment will the thzone fupply,
And Tityrus, when he draws his lateft breath,
Will tofome darling youth the valued pipe bequeath.
So tuneful infe@s, fed by morning dew, :
‘Who in warm meads the daily fong renew;

(True poets they) laugh at approaching want,
And carelefs fing, and mock the labouring ant 3
But foon bleak colds the wanton throng furprize,
And the whole race (ah! too unpitied) dies:

And yet returning heat, and fultry days,

Reftore the fpecies, and new fongfters raife.

The Goddefs will not long forget her care,

But lofs of fruit with future crops repair.

No more fhall blafting winds the harveft grieve,
Or blighted buds autumnal hopes deceive.

The youth, well-pleas’d, will daily thanks repeat,
‘While loaden branches groan beneath their weight.
As from falt waves are drawn the fweeter rains, . .
And cheerful ftreams, that fwell the fatten’d plains,
. So

.
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So from our griefs fucceeding pleafures flow;
Grafted on crabs the faireft apples grow.
Bitters and fweets in the fame cup are thrown,
And prickly thiftles have the fofteft down.”

Thus faid the nymph, and Pfecas thus replied,
Pfecas, who gives the herbs their various pride:
She Nature aids, and is the fylvan pawer, .
That fhapes the leaf, and paints the woody fower =
She blanches lillies to their lovelieft white,
Whofe fkin-like beauty pleafes human fight :
Hence the blue vervains grace the humble thade,
And drowzy poppies are in fcarlet clad :
Unerring forms the growing plant receives,

She rounds the ftem, and points th”indented leaves.
¢ Who (faid the nymph) would fing of bleating

flocks, ,

Or hanging goats that browze on craggy rocks?

When antient bards have rifled all the ftore,

And the drain’d fubje& can afford no more.

Nor Cuddy now, nor Colin would engage ;

Eclogue but ill becomes a warlike age.

In antient times the fhepherd’s fong would pleafe,

When pious kings enjoy’d the thepherd’s eafe, }

And monarchs fat beneath the thadowing trees.

When thofe firft happier ages were no more,

But curft ambition fill increas’d with power;

When crouded towns fill’d the defested plain,

And craving paflions a new life began, :

C The
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‘The peaceful woods were not fo foon forgot,

Th’ uneafy foul her wonted pleafure fought :
Reafon, when free and undifturb’d, approves

The pleafing penfivenefs of thoughtful groves:
Hence twifted bowers, and cooling grots were made
To imitate, at leaft, the rural thade.

But men, by furies urg’d, and curft by fate,

Al that is calm and inoffenfive hate ;

Guilt muft prevail, and bloodfhed never ceafe ;
Nations are faid to be undone by peace.

Too well you know, who oft, unfeen, repair

To whifpering courts, enwrapp’d in fineft air;

In clofets fit, and unfufpeéted hear

What the great vulgar feign, the little fear.

By night, while fwains dream of fuccefsful loves,
The Foreft-Genii wanton in their groves, }
Ando’erthe platted heath the Fairy-Demon roves:
But, when grey dawn awakes from pleafing reft
The yawning peafant, and difturbs the beatt,
Thro’ ftreets, and noify crowds, they range unknown,
And mark the condué& of the fa&ious town.
Britannia’s fons, like thofe of monftrous birth,
When ferpents teeth were fown in furrow’d earth ;
Enflam’d with rage, and prone to mutual hate,
With baneful firife diftrat th’ endanger’d ftate.
War is now thought the panaceal good ;

Quacks know no other cure but letting blood,

RN . Even



[ 29 1

Even when th’ expiring wretch already faints,
And not a lancet, but a cordial wants.
Thofe who could with all temples fhut befide,
Ne’er think the gates of Janus fet too wide;
For endlefs flaughter, as a blefling pray; [lay!™
Farewell the humble mufe, and fhepherd’s peacefut

She faid, and all the nymphs with forrow heard,
When, clad in white, an heavenly form appear’d ;
A leavy crown adorn’d her radiant head,
Majeftic were her looks, and thus fhe faid :

¢¢ Unbodied powers are not confin’d to ﬂoods,
To purling rivulets, or to fhady woods.
Kind demons on ungrateful man attend,
Obferve his fteps, and watch the hated fiend.
The fame good Genii guard the harmlefs fheep,
When wearied Damon lies in thoughtlefs fleep 3
The fame, whofe influence aids th* unfettled ftate,
And gladly haftens on the work of fate.
Rome’s fecond king enjoy’d a fairy dame,
To lonely woods the royal pupil came;
To Numa’s leflons, and the Elfin-Bride,
Rome all her grandeur ow’d, and future pride.
Blefs’d powers, and beings of the higheft rank,
Not love the flowing ftream, nor flowery bank.
Clad in etherial light, the purer mind
Scorns the bafe earth, and was for heaven defign’d.
Inferior orders have a meaner home,
And here in wilds, and woody mazes roam. -

To
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To learned Magi we ftrange fpells impart, '
Myfteries difclofe, and tell the fecret art.
With facred mifletoe the Druids crown’d, {round,
Sung with the nymphs, and danc’d the pleafing
But vulgar thoughts confound celeftial forms
With envious fiends; who raife deftru&ive florms ;
And harmlefs elves, that fcuttle o’er the plain,
Are rank’d with furies doom’d to endlefs pain.
Mortals, to earth and mean delights inclin’d, .
No pleafure in abftra&ted notions find :
Upus’d to higher truths will aot believe
Aught can exift, but what their eyes perceives .
‘Tho’ to good demons they their fafety owe, ’
Few are thofe happy, who their gnardians know.
But hear, ye nymphs; indulge no caufelefs fears,
1 know the lafting joys of coming years.
I, Britain’s kind Egeria, will prote&®
The loyal patriot, and his fchemes dire&.
All do naot hate the plain, nor fly the woods ;
Fields have their lovers, and the groves their gods.
If‘Bolingbroke and Oxford, with a fmile,
Reward the fong, nor fcorn the meaner ftyle ;
Each bleeding tree fhall tell the fhepherd’s flame,
And in its wounds preferve the growing name.
Swains to tranfmitted pipes fhall long fucceed,
And fort with artful hand th’ unequal reed.
'The birds on every bough will liftening throng,
And noify, ftrive to drown the envied fong.

t i Echo
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Echo to diftant rocks fhall waft the tale, ~

And reach with borrow’d founds the loweft vale s
While the glad lambs purfue the circling round,
Frifk wanton, and o’er grafly ridges bound.
Wounld * he again the better choice approve,
Who once of Henry fung, and Emma’s love ;
Would he (a grateful gueft) to woods repair,
And private eafe prefer to public care,

The nymphs would learn his fong, their own forget,
And little fawns the moving tale repeat.

Peace fiom neglected pipes will wipe the duft,
When ufelefs arms are doom’d to cankering ruft,
No dreaded founds fhall fcare the finny race,
Or fright the Triton from his lov’d embrace.
The bufy Naiads cleanfe pelluted floods,

And nymphs frequent the long-deferted woods.
‘The river-gods hug the declining urn ;

All to their ftreams, or to their fhades return.
When civil wars difturb’d the Roman ftate,
And Brutus haften’d on his jufter fate ;

While falfe-nam’d liberty, and doubtful claim,
Madded the world, and fann’d Ale&to’s flame ;
The fwain was injur'd, and his fong forgot,
And Tityrus only by his flocks was fought.

But when O&avius had the nations freed,

And eyery realm its rightful Jord obey'd ;

#* Prior,

The
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The God look’d down on the negletted groves,

Armd deign’d to hear of peace, and fofter loves; -

Fields and their owners were with leifure blefs’d,

And Mantua’s thepherd had his wrongs redrefs’d.

So firft the mountain tops are touch’d with light,

And from the gloomy vales the fwain invite ;

While mifts below, and intervening clouds,

Caft a deep dutk on all the frowning woods.

‘The thaded meadows view, with envy, round

‘The diftant fplendor of the rifing ground ;

But foon the fpreading rays, expanded, move,

And, ftreaming like a deluge from above,

Sweep o’er the gladfome field, and dart thro’
every grove. :

By foreign wars inteftine fations thrive,

The dam deftroy’d, the imps not long furvive ;

Tumultuous hurry an advantage gives

Both to the little, and the greater thieves.

A guilty a& is in confufion hid,

When bufy times a nicer fearch forbid ;

So crafty fith, of clearer ftreams afraid,

Lie hid in eddies, which themfelves have made, .

Touch’d with the rofe, the jetty beetle dies,

And from the fpicy hills the vultur flies ;

So bafer fouls abhor the {weets of peace,

Whofe private gains by public lofs increafe.

When noify ftorms deluge the dropping leaves,

The penfive lark retires, and filent grieves;

o Bug
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But clrattering birds joy at th’ expe&ed flood, - -

And with mixt clamours watch the teeming cloud

For then (a grateful prey) the horned fnail,

And:worms, o’er moiften’d clouds, 'their folding
bodies trail.

Defigning men the public welfare hate,

‘Who cannot rife but on a ruin’d ftate.

Bafe fouls will always keep their native ftain,

And rooted paflions will th’ afcendant gain.

The worm, when once become a fpotted fly,

And, borne on gaudy wings, it mounts on high, *

Unchang’d admires the ordure, whence it fprung,

And feeds with pleafure on its native dung.

But fteady patriots will juft fchemes purfue,

Nor fear the rage of the difcarded few,

‘Who, prone to caufelefs change, unwearied ftrive,

Old crimes repeat, and bailled plots revive.

Eternal infamy rewards their pains,

And, tho’ the flame is out, the ftench remains.

‘What fpecious-colour’d fraud, or fecret fnare,

Can St. John’s prudence ’fcape, or Oxford’s care ?..

Difeafes. oft prove fatal, when conceal’d,-

But ripen’d fores, if lanc’d, are fooneft heal’d.

Slow Lentulus, and rath Cethegus join,

And with ambitious Catiline coinbine ;

Wretches who, only in deftruttion fkill’d, _

Ty to pull down, what they could never build ;

. Vou IX, D But
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But, when intent to fpring the fudden mine,

One Cicero can blaft the bafe defign.

So when black ftorms caft up the boiling deep,

And envious winds difturb the Triton’s fleep ;

The fhepherd, who the watry confli& hears,

Shuddering at diftance, for his paftore fears ;

Thinks with himfelf, when will the tumalt ceafe,

Or what kind power ean warring floods appeafe ?

But th’ ocean-gods, rous’d from their oozy beds,

‘The trident grafp, and ndd their reedy heads 5

The waves rebuk’d, fear to approach the fhore,

And all is hufr’d, and winds are heard no more.

Peace guides her fteps, as St. John leads the way,

And all her little Loves around him play :

When he arriv’d, Prance (the firft time) confefs’d '

Her coarteclips’d by a politer guef; .

Unwilling own'd Britasmia has her charms, -

And is as ftrong in eloquence, as arms.

When 6t. John fpeaks, who would refufe to hear ?

Mars fmooths his brow, and Pallas drops her fpears

A thoufand gracss on his lips are hung,

And Suada fips her ne&ar from his tongue.

When wild fefpicions caufe diftralling hate,

And party-elamours fivay the warm debate ;

Such eloquence the tumult over-rules,

Like falling drops, it foftens, and it cools;

It calms th’ enrag’d, and draws the ftubborn minds,

And to th’ unwilling breaft a paffage finds;
Nervous
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Nervous; yet fmooth, the heart it gently fleals,
Like wine it fparkles, but like oil it heals.

He with his country fhares one common fate,
All St. John love, but who Britannia hate.
Kennet of late negles his broken urn,

And St. John’s abfeace all the Dryads mourn.
Not Gallys ance:in woods was fo belov’d,
Whofe lucklefs flapae the nymphs te pity mov'd.
Heaven has jts.choken-fayourites,.and on thofe,
With partial-hands its doubled gif beftows :
While commen. fouls, Likesoarfer finffs laid by,
* Are not prepar’d so take; the brighter, dye.

The kingly osks engrafs the hopey’d dews,
Whofe vifeons fweets the sseaner, fhrabs refufe ;
And every neighbausing sseenegle@ed gricves,
But willing fpreads 4n . vain. its taftelefs Jeaves.
St. John the:woods, and baeeny:forefl Loves,
Where Nature’s pride prefaming ast reproves.
New beauties fhow themfelves to gearer views,
And themes uptouch’d expeft the filfu} mufe ;
The vegetable warkds négledied lie, :
And flowers ungathes’d fall, -and nagwlefs die.
Thoufands efcape, hid-in the prefling throng,
Unknown te Macer’s, or to.Cowley’s fong.
You, Pfecas, know, in feedy labour kill’d,
What various herbage fatten’d paftures yield, }
Anrd what unaumber’d kinds adorn the ficld,

D: Whofe
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Whofe fading beauties pafs without regard,
While every drooping herb upbraids the bard.
What learned fong wiH Nature’s care impart,
By what kind inftin&, and unftudied art,
‘The numerous natives of the fheltering wood
Avoid their dangers, or procure their food ?
‘What verfe has told, how fmaller rivals wage
Unequal war, and with the toad engage?
They, Argus-like, are fet around with eyes,
And, hing on fitken threads, the foe furprize ;
Spit on the poifonous wretch more deadly bane,
Who, deeply-wounded, *feels the raging pain.
Swift up her pendent womb' Arachne climbs,
While he fcarce ttals along ‘his tertur’d limbs;
But careful will the healing plantain-find,
(Plantain to undeferving creatures kind)
Whofe fovereign hetb the veiom’d juice expels,
And now the bloated wretch with innate pmfon
fwells.
Or how the fpeckled Tnake‘s their prey farprize,
And with hot fennel rub their weaker eyes ;
"They,  when the bloom of warmer {pring begins,
Caft off, as worn-out cloaths, their floughy fkins ;
With early youth, returning vigour bleft, '
Brandifh the tongue, and raife the azure creft..
Arnits prudent bite the ends of hoarded wheat,
Left growing feeds their future hopes defeat;

And
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And when they confcious fcent the gathering rains,;

Draw down their windy eggs, and pilferd grains;.

With fummer’s toil, and ready viands fill

The deepeft caverns of their puny hill ;

There lie fecure, and hug their treafur’d goods,

Angd, fafe in labour’d cells, they mock the coming
floods.

A thoufand kinds unknown in forefts breed,

And bite the leaves, and notch the growing weed ;

Have each their feveral laws, and fettled &fates,

And conftant fyntpathies, and conftant hates;

Their changing forms no artful verfe defcribes,

Or how fierce war deftroys the wandering tribes.

How prudent Nawre feeds her various young,

Has been, if not untold, at leaft, unfung.

‘T'o th’ infe&-race the Mufe her aid denies, -

While prouder,men. the little ant deipife.

But tho’ the bulky kinds are eafy known,

Yet Nature’s (kill is motit in little fhown;

Befide that man, by fome kind demon taught,

Has fecrets found, that were of old unfought.

Labouarious wights have wonderous optics madey .

‘Whofe borrow’d fighs the curious {fearcher aid,

"And fhow, what heaven top common view denies,

Strange puny fhapes, unknown to vulgar eyes.

"So thadowy forms, and fportive demons fly,

Wafted on winds, and not perceiv’d when nigh ;

D; ‘Unfeen
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Unfeen they fweep along the grafly plains,

And fcud unfeen before the whiftling fwains.

But to thofe feers, in northern ifles confin’d,

Inur'd to cold, and harden’d by the wind,

‘Th’ indulgent powers have given a fecond fight,

That kens the airy fylph, and wandering fprite.

No flitting elf the fubtle eye efcapes,

When wanton genii fport in antic fhapes.

Men Nature, in her fecret work, behold,

Untwift her fibres, and her coats unfold ;

With pleafure trace the threads of fringy roots,

‘The various textures of the ripening fruits ;

And animals, that carelefs live at eafe,

"T'o whom the leaves are worlds; the drops are feas.

If to the finith’d whole fo little goes,

How fmall the parts that muftthe whole compofe ¢

Matter is infinite, and fill defcends

Man cannot khow whete leéfferling Nature ends.

The azure dye, which plums in autumn boaft,

That handled fades; and at a touch is loft,

Of faireft thow, 1s all a living heap ;

Aund round their little world, the monfters ereep.

‘Who would on colour dote, or pleafing forms,

" If beauty, when"difcoveid, is bat worms ?

When the watm fpring puts forth the opening bud,

The waken’d infe@s find their ready food ; -

Bat when the fammer-days dilate the gem,

Stretch out the leaves, and fix the growing ftem,
They
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They die unknown, and numerous kinds fuceeed,
‘That bafk in flowers, or eat the ranker weed ;
‘Wanton in fultry heat, and keep their place,
*Till autumn-fruits produce a different racc.
But tho’ a thoufand themes invite the Mufe,
Yet greater fubjets will from mean excufe ;
They claim the grateful fong, whofe prudent care
Has quench’d the walting flames of endlefs war,
Late civil rage alarm’d the trembling woods,
And burfting fulphur fcar’d the (ylvan-gods.
Wor fe]l’d, the-trees, and {preading havock made,
The nymphs copld hardly find a fheltering thade.
Now, with Jefs frightful founds the fields are blett,
The {wains have leifure, and the land has reft.
Fadtion, that Hydsa, is-no longer fear’d,
Her heads are lopp’d,. and al} the wounds are fear’d 2
When innovating {chemes fyccefslefs prove,
They do bufaften, -what they would remove.
So reftlefs winds wonld fly without reftraint,
Sweep down the corn, and bend the growing plant 3
But taller trees withftand their giddy hafte,
And break the fury-of the coming blaft ;
They angry tear. the leaves, and blight the fruit,
But firengthen while they thake, and fix thefpreading
Be ttill, ye afpinrhaughs, ner reftlefs fcare,  [root.
With bufy trembling leaves, she liftening hare ;
And ceafe, ye infe@s, who, to plants unkind,
Or gnaw the root, or bite the fofter rind ;

D4 Sileat
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Silent attend, while I Britannia blefs,

And fing the future joys of lafting peace.
Vitoria long her fruitlefs labour mourn’d ;
Without effeét her annual work return’d.

One blow to Czfar gave the deftin’d throne;
Philippi made the Roman power his own.

Swift as a ray, fhot from the rifing fun,

Pella’s immortal youth his Perfia won.

But conqueft now is flopp’d by ‘every fort 3
Bloodthed is cheap, and war becomes a fport ;.
Ia vain the captains fall, the heroes -bleed ;
Frefh vittims to the facrifice fucceed.

So doubtful hills the wearied pilgrim fees,

And flattering profpefls give a fancied eafe;
Delufive hopes compel his fainting feet

To climb th’ afcent, and pafs the fteepy height:
That fummit gain’d, far diftant mountains rife,
‘Whofe towering ridges meet the forrowing eyes, }
And, pain renew’d, the wilh’d-for reft denies.

‘T'en years could Heétor coming fate retard,
And from th’ infulting Greek his Ilium guard.
Yet waving heaps, as antient ballads tell,
The doubtful ruins of old Troy conceal;
Now ten campaigts; and batdes yearly won,
Transfer no kingdom, and no king dethrone.
But pitying Anna ends the fruitle(s toil,

Blood thall no mare enrich Flanderian foil.

2
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Erom her the injur’d States expect redrefs ;

She, who maintain’d the war, muft make the peace.
She gives the power, whatever fide prevails,
Where-e’er the balance is, fhe holds the fcales.
‘To her they all commit their common caufe,

She fets their limits, and confirms their laws ;
Portions divides, and gives to each his fhare,
The right of birth, or the reward of war.

All muft the juft impartial hand acquit,

And thofe who caufelefs murmur—will fubmit.
§o when th’ Almighty, with an awful aod,
Made the rude Chaos own a greater God,

The blended elements, that long had ftrove,
Would not fo ready join in prutual love:

But, firft, the purer parts their places took,

And fubtle fire the meaner mafs forfook :

The war continued with the bafer kind,

‘While feas were loth to be by {hores confin’d, }
Or earth to -bave the Joweft place afign’d.

Anna has long emrich’d the powers allied,

Their want of treafure, and of troops fupplied ;
Yet they, as wrong’d, with awkward ftate complain,
Infatiate thirft! and would new empires gain.

So wanton children fportin carelefs play,

And flumbering lie, or toy the hours away ;
Heedlefs they live, nor fweat for daily bread,
Yet cry, and murmur, if they are not fed.

. ’ The
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The Belgic ftates forget their former moan,
But, fwoln with bloated pride, and mighty grown,
New conqueils feck, and deem’ the world their
own.

Nor ravifh’d feas, nor India’s fpicy plants,
Content their withes, or fuffice their wants.
So when fierce rains wath down the leffen’d hills,
And redden’d fioods iacrenfe the {welling rills ;
The fwift anited &reams hatte to the plain,
And fwampy mends the gathering waters drain.
Each neighbouring hill, and every rifing mound,
Barrens itfélft’ enrich the lower ground :
No maiftore can fuffice th’ infatiate weeds,
Crefles, and filmy mfh, and flaggy reeds.
Sunk in their flime, the:marfhy vales below
Scorn thofe, to whom their herbs foch rankaefs owe 3
Their fubje&. Rate they confident deny,
And loweft fens will eall themfelves the High ;
Ceafe, yeo-unthinking hills, and firive no more
To fwell th’ wagrateful bogs withia oo lavith ftore.
The foreign.nealms, whom Anna’s arms fufkain’d, .
Now hoaft of power, as they befure: complain’d,.
So he, who bafely tempts.the virtuous dame, -
In fofter words conoeals the guilty-flame:;
The trembliag fuppliant her refentment fears, -
And adds to moving words mere moving téarss
But if the fair refufe, with jufter pride, . . .
And prudent fcorn, what ought to be denied ;

' The
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The ravither confefs’d refumes the fword,

And rudely threatens, whom he once ador’ds

But none will long the offer’d peace refufe,

Left what was conquer’d, they as certain lofe.

In vain the hireling troops their courage boaft,

Vidtoria fees not there her favourite hoft.

The German chief retir'd, nor could purfue

The well-laid fchemes his warlike fancy drew.
Men cannox guefs.th’ events of future time,

Ambition is the growth of cvery dime;

None can the rife-or fall of empires know,

* Where power now ebbs, it may-as fadden flow.

Gallia has oft, and oft has himghty. Spain,

Indulg’d their hopes of univerfak reign, %

And in revolving years:may: ofgagain.

'The Gods awhile feem to deferve mo lefs,

And, fmiling, flatter princes:with fuccefs.

By wondrods turns the - hedvenly powsrs are known,

And baffted fchemes fuperior guidanoe own.

Heaven has fet bounds to every rifing ftace,

And kingdems have: theiv barriers:fx’d by fate.

An infant will the Gellic prince fucceed,

The fword is fieatl’d ; no more the.nations bleed.

That kingdom hardly can icfelf defend,

Where children reign, and faiows lords contend.

Once Gallia’s fhore to Albion’s oliffs was join’d,

"Till feas grew rough, and Nereus was unkind ;

The’



[ 4 ]

Tho’ lengthen’d wars may fome diftruft create, -
And fotv the fpreading feeds of vulgar hate;
Again they may a ftricter union prove, .

And join in mutual aid, and mutual love.

Nor fhall the Britith line enfurance need,

Or Belgic powers determine, who fucceed.

For monarchy is heaven’s peculiar care,

But forejgn aid is worfe than civil war..

The promis’d fuccour is,an handle made,

And a pretended reafon to invade ;

When crafty Hengift with his Saxons came

To aid the ifle, and fix the doubtful claim ;

The eafy Britains the falfe friend believ’d,

And with fond-joy. the boftile troops receiv’d ¢
But Druids, tanght by Nymphs, repining fate,
And faw the coming ills, aad knew Britanpia’s fate.
And now, the Britith fleets in fouthern feas, -
With fpreading fails the wondering Nereids pleafes
In havens, erit.unknown, -they. proudly ride,
While the glad Tritons:foxce-the lagy tide:
Tofs’d with frefh ga_lés the'waaton ftreamers flow,
Nor dread.the ftorms above, nor rocks below :
The powers protet, who rule the reftlefs fea,

And winds themfelves their fteerage will obey.
TheNymphs fhall hide nomore from humanfight -
But with their lovelieft forms the bard invite:. .
Swift Fawns in open view fhall fcour the plains, -
And be, as once, familiar with the fwains:
L The

P
d
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The harmlefs elves, 1 every meadow feen,
Will'dance at mid-day on the public green :
. Pan, and the fhepherd-youth fhall loving fit
Beneath one tree, and fport in ruftic wit ;
In the fame fhade alternate fongs repeat,  [teat.
* While Zgle helps the maid to prefs the ftreaming
But now the huntfman takes his ufual round,
While liftening foxes hear th’ unwelcome found ;
And early peafants, who prevent the day,
May hither chance unweening guide their way;
For fee—the grayith edge of dawn appears,
Night her departure mourns in dewy tears.
The goblins vanifh, and the EMin queen
Foregees the pleafures of the erampled green.
Natur¢’s unwilling to be rouz’d fo foon,
And earth looks pale on the declining ' moon ;
The nimble hours drefs out th’ impatient fun,
While rifing fogs, and whifpering gales fore-run.
The bats, a doubtfal kind, begin their fleep,
And to their cells the darken’d glow-worms creep,
The coming day, the conicious infeéts grieve,
And with flow hafte the grateful herbage leave,
Wreathe o’er the grafs, and the moift path purfue,
Streaking with vifcous flime the thining dew;
In fome clofe thade a friendly covert find,
'And parent earth receives the reptile kind.
Guilt, and the day diftarb the wily fnakes,
And urchins hide their theft in thorny brakes.
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All fly the fun, and feck a cool retreat, N
Nor envy fwarms, who joy in fcorching heat.”

" She faid, and fudden all the Elfin Fair
‘Vanifh’d unfeen, and mixt with tracklefs air.
. But thou, O Wyndham, who didft ne’er difdain
‘The fhepherd’s gift, nor fcorn the rural ftrain ;
(Tho’ to no pompous found the ear inclines,
While the mean fenfe is propt by ﬁronger lines)
Accept the fylvan fong—— : :
With pleafing look the feavfal: band recsive ;
You bad him firt the humble.cottage leave ;
Ready to praife, and willing ¢o.excufe,
You gave affurance ta the bathful Mufs.
How. would I new defcribe a generous mind,
Improv’d by ftudy, and by courtsrefin’d?
But you (ah! ton.refoiv’d) will not allow
‘The verfe to tell, what-men already knaw ;
Envy itfelf their candu& muk .approve,
Whom the prince honours, and the people love.
Tho’ you, in this; unkind deny the bard
‘The only fubjei-¢an his pains rewand,
You cannot make the tuneful Dryads ceafe,
For Goddefles will fing of whom they pleafe ;
Leng will the grateful woods your name repeat, .
And Wyndham be the theme, when next the Dryads

3713 . . : . .
SN THE
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THE OAK AND DUNGHILL,

A FABLE,

Et vincere inglorium, et atteri fordidum, asbitrabatur,
. TAcCITUSy

N a fair mead a dunghill lay,
That rotting fmoak’d, and fank away ;

To an exceflive bignefs grown,
By nightmen’s labonrs on hi:a throwa.
Ten thoufand mettles from him {prung;
Who ever came but near was fung.

Nor ever fail’d he to produce . -

The baneful hemlock’s deadly juice : :
Such as of old at. Athens grewy

When patriots thought it Phocien’s due ;
And for the man its poifon preft,

Whofe merit fhone abovethe reft.

Not far from hence, ftrong-rooted ftood

A fturdy oak; itfelf 2 wood ! :
With friendly height, o’ertopt the grove,
And lookd the favourite tree of Jove.
Beneath bis hofpitabde fhade,

The fhepherds all at leifure play’d 3

They fear’d no ftorms of hail, or rain ;
His boughs prote&ted all the plain; . .
! , Gave
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Gave verdure to the grafs around,
And'beautified the neighbouring ground.
The gracious landlord joy’d to fee

"The profperous vigour of his tree ;

And often fought, when in diftrefs,

"This oak’s oracular redrefs :

Sprung from the fam’d Dodonian grove,
Which told to men the will of Jove.

His boughs he oft with chaplets crown’d, -

Witk azure ribbons wreath’d them round ; -

And there, in golden letters wrought,
<< Il to the man, who evil thought.”
With envious rage, the dunghill view’d
Merit, with henour, thus purfued :
Th’ injuftice of the times he moan’d ;
With inward' jealoufy he groan’d.
A voice at length pierc’d thro’ the fmoke,
And thus, the patriot dunghill fpoke:
“ If a proud look forerun a fall,
And infolence for vengeance call ;
Doft thoi not fear, infulting oak !
The juft, th’ impending hatchet’s ftroke ?
When all the farmers of the town,
Shall come, with joy, to pull thee down ;
And wear thy leaves, all blithe, and gays
Some happy Reftoration Day :
For ’tis referv’d to thofe good times,
To punifh all thy matchlefs crimes.

Beyond
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Beyond the Alps, my mind now fees

The man, fhall fell fuch traytor trees.

To heaven, ’tis true, thy branches grow ;
But thy roots ftretch to hell below.

Oh! that my utterance could keep pace
1In curfing thee, and all thy race!

Thou plunderer! grown rich by crimes:
Thou Wolfey of thefe modern times !
Thou curft Sejanus of the plain! -

Thou flave, of a Tiberian reign !

Empfon and Dudley ! ——Star-and garter | —
A Knez!—a Menzicoff ! —a.Tartar!”’

Th’ aftonifh’d farmers all areund . -

Stood gaping, at th’ impetuous founds - ,°
The dunghill in high triumph lay,
" And fwore the oak had nought te fay.

His work was done ; — the farmers all
Might gather round, and fee him fall.
Not {o th’ event—the oak was feen -

To flourith more, in frefher green. -

By fcandal unprovok’d he ftood ;

And anfwer’d thus, the heap of mud:

¢¢ When Folly, Noife, and Slander rage,

And Calumny reforms the age ;

They, in the wife no paflions raife ;
Their clamours turn to real praife.

Vou. IX. , E Yet
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Yet fure, hard-fated is the tree
Reduc’d to fpatter dirt with thee.
Soon fhould a branch, from off my fide,
Chattife thine infolence and pride,
Did not the wife obtain their ends,

- As well from enemies as friends.
‘Thus, fome increafe thy heap receives,
Even from the falling of my leaves ;
Which, like falfe friends, when dropt from me,
Affimilate, and turn to thee.
But be they thine : —New feafons fpread
New honours o’er my rifing head.”

1728,

THE
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THE THEORY OF TEARS;
A FRAGMENT,
BY WILLIAM STEVENSON, ESQ.
Sunt'lachrymza rerum —

Ears, which the bar-rang’d orators command,
Are tears of pleafure for the fee in hand ;
The greater this, the more abundant thofe,
Rated by price, as wine by meafure flows.
But wines a due hilarity impart,
Their tears add gladnefs to the heavy heart.
Grief, when fincere, by no vain proof appears,
Too vaft for the parade of formal tears.
~So, in the fkies when deep-charg’d thunders brew,
No clouds defcend in rain, or melt in dew.
On Tully’s words when liftening fenates hung,
Charm’d by the living magic of his tongue,
Few tears fuffic’d ; for tears then learn’d to flow
Lefs at the call of lucre than of woe.
Once from the offer’d hand your fee withdraw,
That key which opes the cabinet of law ;
Tears then no more fhall their full fluices break,
Nor eyes amid the dew of rhetoric— fpeak :

E 2 Thus
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Thus, when the fky a gloom of vapours fhrouds,
Thunders would mutter words thro’ watery clouds.
Alike {o far, each here the verfe confines,
That both are empty marks, and paffive figns ;
"Thefe, from the touch of flames etherial roll’d,
Thofe, from the no lefs fubtile touch of gold.
This maxim then how much the truth beyond,
<¢ Hearts muft with eyes for ever cosrefpond :”
Reverfe the adage, and behold it true,
If you mankind thro’ no falfe.optics view.
The dotor’s tears, if.dotors weep at afl, .
‘That foqn. his patient will recover, fall.
Each falient vein, that vibrates ftill to health,
. Beats in repugnance. to the pulfe of wealth.
- Each.fign; that to a happy crifis tends,
A tear refiftlefs to its orbit fends.
But here the pointed fatire fain would ftop,
Joy too, like forrow, boafts her pearly drop.
From fleecy clouds, on which the fun-beamn plays,
Oft falls the dew-thower interfpers’d with rays:
Let Candor then, who fcorns the partial plan,
Sometimes miftake the do&or for a man.
¢ All hope is gone! fee how the dottor-cries,
<< His tears, ah! fpeak in filence from his eyes!
¢ Good, tender man !— But fay, dear do&or, fay,
¢¢ Is it too certain what your looks betray ?
¢¢ Has Phyfic now no laft refource. to try.?
-#¢ Apd muft the fweet, the lovely patient~—die ?
4 But
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¢« But fure the dire difeafe, in lucklefs hour,
¢¢ Q’er youth and ftrength can fcarcely boaft the
¢ Notyetattain’d thefever’swonted height, | power;
¢ To make our noon-day hopes all fet in night.”

¢ No!heaven be prais’d !’ with fervor-lifted eyes,
¢ My tears are tears of joy,” the doctor cries ;
¢¢ No more the fever’s heats internal burn,
¢ No more deliriums, big with fate, return.
¢¢ Mix thefe few cordials, and your fears abate,
¢ Our patient’s in a convalefcent ftate.”
Short triumph ! his lank purfe fo empty felt,
Each eye would fain from other motives melt.
Now certain hopes health’s kind prognoftics give;
So foon cur’d patients, how fhall dottors live ?
Men muft debauch, take fevers, faint and rave,
Few hopes attend them, and late periods fave ;
Their fatal fnares muft wine and: women fpread,
Or doftors go a begging for their bread.
But ufelefs is the hint, if meant as fuch,
Mankind are fure too complaifant by much,
To fuffer thofe, who kindly them preferve
From fell difeafe, and death itfelf, to ftarve.

Now to the pulpit turns the mufe’s eye,
There, haply, tears from proper fonts to {py ;
For fure, if fuch us any where o’ertake,
Altho’ with-held for friendfhip’s prefling fake,
- Tho’ rarely found in roftrums; it muft be
Where God defcends, and mortals bend the knee.

E j ‘Where
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Where tears fincere, in heaven’s pure eye, difclofe
A finer twinkle than the diamond fhows.
Where all confefs, a tale that fill begins,
How much Religion fuffers by their fins.
Religion! that fublime and gracious plan,
By which for angel we exchange the man.

But hold—all honour to the facred gown,
Tho’ lefs rever'd the gem-encircled crown.
A fcoff contemptuous here, or laugh .of fcorn,
Were Virtue to decry, celeftial-born ;
Were to defame the volume of the fkies,
Which, penn’d by hand divine, expanded lies:
Far more, for devils aét lefs monftrous parts,
Were to.eraze God’s image from our hearts :
Degrade the gown, religion, and the text,
You muft, dread thought! dethrone Jehovah next.
The perfon from the office we divide,
To fhun the ftigma, or of guilt or pride ;
Pride, that betrays a littlenefs of mind,
And guilt, indeed, of an enormous kind.

Tears, guthing forth, the parfon’s fight bedim,.
His eyes, like fiars in mifts, uncertain fwim ;
Nor wonder tears his cautious lids beguile,
For ohi! the melting pathos of his file!
‘Who can behold him, and refrain from tears,
None, but the marble-hearted wretch who —hears.
His head, his heart, his eyes, all correfpond,
Like mutual friends, of one another fond.
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But, had he been from felf-complacence freed,
His head, his heart, his eyes, had difagreed.
Not joy, but grief, in tears had then indulg’d,
Exprefs’d her feclings, and her doubts divalg’d.
‘This vain parade of partial tears is fhown,
Becaufe the preacher’s to himfelf unknown.
In big effufive confcioufnefs they run,
For what his pen, not wicked heart, has done,
His pen’s the finner ; nor lefs oddly true,
His pen’s the generous expiator too.
Yet, ftranger ftill ! dry eyes had thown his fenfe,
Had he furpriz’d his pen in one offence.
What could he, all awake to feeling, more,
Had he himfelf been faulty o’er and o’er ?
For atting ill (who can in all excel ?)
Sure heaven will pardon him for writing well.
His fins, indeed, are multiplied he owns,
As are his flock’s, which hourly he bemoans ;
But fay, ye adepts, how things fit to call,
Has not his quill all-potent cancell’d afl ?
But this, not nature’s, but the preacher’s law,
No tears can once but facerdotal draw:
Hence, tho’ the rapt felf-confcious parfon weeps,
No focial tear a well-bred cadence keeps ;
Or, if a courteous drop with his confents,
The cheek alone, but not the heart, relents :
They weep, becaufe they fee, but liften not,
Or, if they heard, the fubftance all forgot.

F g T
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Thus womens eyes abundant ufe to flow,

Afk them the reafon why ? —they do not know.
But fhall coarfe fatire quite engrofs the page,

And thro’ the numbers {pend its gloomy rage ?

No; let fome gentle fubjet clofe the fong,

To the foft paflions fofter ftrains belong.

The mufe increafing ardors too may feel,

And kindle onward like a chariot-wheel.

But not, as chariots raife the duft around,

Trath to obfcure, or reafon to confound.
Trars are the eye’s pellucid dews, that fall

At Pity’s fummons, or at Mercy’s call ;

Tho’ ruthlefs eyes oft-times affet them too,

As ftones themfelves diftil a breathing dew.

As fprings to earth, all-gently they impart

A kindly genial foftnefs to the heart. -

Tears, when the mind enjoys unruffled eafe,

For form-fake fhed, or from defire to pleafe,

Are like thofe rains thro’ funthine oft fent down

From partial clouds, when nature wears no frown.
Tears are the fpecial meflengers akin

To oracles; on errands from within ;

To tell mankind, beyond conjettures vain,

Thofe fecrets friendfhip only can explain ;

What aétive paflions rife in tender ftrife,

What foft affetions touch the fprings of life.

‘Tears are the filent language of the heart,

That more, far more, than empty founds impart :

By
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By which it loves, o’erburden’d, to complair,
When words would but offend, or prove in vain.
Tears eafe the foul in anguifh and defpair,
Leaving a fadly-pleafing languor there.
Thus clofe-pent clouds diffolve in hafty thowers,.
By which the thunder lofes all its powers 5
By which the tky, far as the view unfolds,
A temperature ferene and“foften’d holds.
Tears are the gentle ftreams that off convey
‘Thofe floods that would o’erwhelm us by delay ;
The heart’s big-fwell, much by misfortunes griev’d,
‘That heaving foon would burft if not reliev’d.
Tears are the tender proofs of love fincere,
In filence thed, whence no reports take air:.
Shed, as the tribute of congenial minds,
While each a more than vulgar tranfport finds.
Falfe eyes, indeed, may weep, if fame divulge,
But true affeion only can indulge.

Tears are the debt in pearly drops convey’d,
But more than pearls in price, to merit paid ;
In which naone aét the bafe infolvent’s part,
But thofe whom Nature form’d without a heart.
Tears wait on vice, and oft on virtue too,
As winter-clouds diffolve in fummer-dew.
Tears, tho’ the cheek a partial mark retain,
Wath out, if fhed aright, a fouler ftain;
Which, as it fainter and more faint appears,
Makes angels envy human-kind their tears.

Tears
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Tears are the filent arguments to tell
That man’s immortal, tho’ at firft he fell.
Immortal — for he weeps for joy oft-times,
Free from the fting of recolletted crimes.
And what can Nature’s law thus counteraét ?
‘What thus fenfation’s fprings revers’d affect ?
O! thought fublime! ftrong proofs inculcate hence,
How much inferior to the mind the fenfe;
Diffolv’d in tears, that feebly it reflects
Back to the foul what rapturous fhe expeéts.
As Cynthia, tho’ in full-orb’d glory bright,
But faintly reprefents her parent light :
Thus men infer, the foul fuperior muft
Exift apart, when duft returns to duft.

For if the body impotent withftands
Thofe tranfports fhe to infinite demands,
Reafon dare promife her defires immenfe,
As virtue’s long-expected recompence ;
But when, or where, ’tis not for man to know,
That full enjoyment fenfe can ne’er beftow ;
. When matter lives in various forms no more,
-And all the farce of human life is o’er.

ON~
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ON THE
ILLNESS OF DR. TURNER,
PRESIDENT OF C. C. C. OXFORD,
BY DR. BASIL KENNET.

OW venerable Turner’s filver hairs !

How comely vigour crowns him at his prayers !
With pleafing fanétity his wifdom fhines,
Mellows each gift, and every grace refines.
Learn’d and well-bred his virtues eafy fit,
Truth dwells with Love, and Candor tempers wit.
The prophets fons are honour’d with his choice,
Form’d by his hand, and guided by his voice:
With reverence we our father’s years explore,
Nor count them many, while we with them more.
Born on acceflion to the Martyr’s caufe,
He fees the world at peace by Anna’s laws :
For Peace and Anna fcarce his vows he paid,
His next important health our joys allay’d :
In the fweet calm a fudden ftorm appears,
And with our gratitude excites our fears.
Even I, by pining fevers melted down,
Struck with his danger, well forgot my own.

Lach
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Each private lofs is by/ his care fupplied ;

And Fate can only wound us thro’ his fide.
Yetthus, with ficknefs prov’d, new palms he gains,

His foul has raptures, while his body pains. :

Oft his learn’d charge is to his comfort brought,

And oft his college rifes to his thought.

_ More charms his condu¢t than his bounty yields,

He’s more a founder i the youth he builds.

So good Antonius plac’d his life’s extreme,

(For claffic fenfe may fuit a Chriftian theme}

Looks o’er the faithful volume of his age,

Studies himfelf, and dwells on every page.

There’s not one day that clouds his blifsful view,

One fcene, but what he withes to renew—

Fe moft extends his life, who moft employs,

And he lives twice, who his paft life enjoys

TO
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TOTHEREV. MR.'FITZGERALD,
nncfox OF WOTTON, SURRY, MDCCXXXV.

X X 7 Hileyouenjoy acalmand coolretreat, [heat,
Not vex’d by autumn’s wind, or fummer’s

Entrench’d within the bofom of the vale,

You catch the morning fun, or evening gale;
Then trip the-verdant lawn, and penfive mufe,
Or moralize within the gloom of yews :

*Till fomething ftarts to blame or to commend,
To pleafe, furprize, and to inftruét a friend.
The fands then lofe their barrennefs, for they
Produce a cheerful fong, or moral lay.

The villa, garden, mountain, meadow, rill,
Rife.all-fpontaneous to the fertile quill ;

Grow in your verfe, and grow to fair renown ;
While others property you make your own,

Forgive me, if the long-neglected lyre

1 touch, .to warble lays thy lines infpire :

If I the tender notes of friendfhip raife,

Yet greatly envy what I fondly praife.

As humble as thy heart I view thy vill,

Thy fong as lofty as yon chalky hill.

-I view thy mind, and, undeceiv’d, can tell
How tafte with true fimplicity can dwell :

How
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How the calm ditates of 'thy mind difpenfe
Mirth to referve, and folitude to fenfe,
See the great world, fee all its bufy ftrife
Is but to wander thro’ the maze of life :
Tird, from the down of Pleafure’s pamper’d bed,
They rife, they yawn, are drefs’d, fatigued, and fed:
And, in the chafe of one laborious day,
A thoufand errands make, or vifits pay.
Afk, for what all this buftle ? They muft own
‘They hate to think, and dread to be alone.
Afk old and young, the giddy girls and wives ?
Frolick’s th’ important bufinefs of their lives.
Soldiers, divines, the fprightly and the fad, °
All muft ruth headlong, fathionably mad.
Paint thy own heart, thence draw th’ inftrutive plan
To teach the Chriftian how to mend the man.
You, plac’d in happier climes, can truly tell,
To live with pleafure is with Truth to dwell :
Where gayContent with healthy Temperance meets,
And Learning intermixes all its fweets ;
Where friendfhip, elegance, and arts unite
To make the hours glide focial, eafy, bright:
"There tafte the converfe of the pureft mind,
Tho’ mild, yet manly; and, tho’ plain, refin’d ;
‘There, thro’ the moral world, expatiate wide ;
Truth is thy end, and Evelyn is thy guide.

POEM
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POEM ON A PIN.
BY MR. WOT Y.

OR once, ye critics, let the fportive Mufe
Her fool’s-cap wear, {pite of the fhaking head

Of ftern-eyed Gravity — for, tho’ the Mufe

To frolic be difpos’d, no fong the chants

Immoral ; nor one pi&ure will fhe hold,

But Virtue may approve it with a fmile.

Ye fylvan deities! awhile adieu! [flowers,

Ye curling ftreams! whofe banks are fring’d with

Violet and hare-bell, or the king-cup bright,

Farewell! for I muft leave your rich perfumes

To fing the Pin in ever-founding lays :

But not that Pin, at whofe circumference

Rotund, the ftrong-nerv’d ruftic hurls the bowl

Ponderous and vaft: nor that which window bars

From thief no&urnal : nor that other call’d

A fkittle ; chiefly found where alehoufe fnug

Invites mechanic to the flowing cup

Of Calvert’s mild, o’er-canopied with froth.

No—"tis the Pin fo much by ladies us’d ;

Without whofe aid, the nymph of niceft tafte,

Of neateft mould, a flattern would appear.

Hail then, thou little ufeful inftrument !

Tho’ fmall, yet confequential. For by thee
Beauty
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Beauty fets off her charms, as at the glafs
Lucy, or Phillis, beft adapts thy poiat.
Without thy fervice would the ribband flaunt
Loofe to the fanning gale, nor on the head
Of belle would ftand her whimfical attire.
The kerchief from her neck of fnow would fall
With freedom bold, and leave her bofom bare.
How would the fempftrefs trim thy want regret’
As the her apron forms! And how the man

of law, fagacious, with his fpectacles

On nofe reverted ! frequent does he want

Thy prompt affiftance, to conneét his fcraps
And notes obliterated o’er. Thee oft

In alley, path, wide {quare, and open ftreet,
The mifer picks, as confcious of thy ufe ;
With frugal hand, accompanied with brow

Of corrugated bent, he fticks thee fafe,
Interior on his coat ; then creeps along,

Well judging thy proportion to a groat.

Thro’ all thy different ftorehoufes to trace

Thy prefence, either in the fculptur'd dome,
Or tenement clay-built, would afk a pen

With points almoft as various as thy heads.
Where-€e’er thou art, or in whatever form,
Magnificent in filver, or in brafs,

Or wire more humble, nightly may’f thou lie
Safe on thy cufhion’d bed, or kifs the locks
Of Chloe, fleeping on the pillow’s down.
. . THE
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THE NEEDLE. APOETICAL ESSAY.
BY J. BE. W,
INSCRIBED TO MR. WILLIAM WOTY.
CANTO I.
Rem acii tetigifti, PrAavyvs.

WHilc others fing of high imperial flates,

Their jarring interefts, or impending fates,

Terpfichoré, do thou infpire my fong,

To thee, gay Mufe, delightful ftrains belong.
Accept, dear Woty, madrigals of glee,

I fing the needle—and I fing to thee;

Nor thou refufe the incenfe which I bring,

Singing to thee, I fhall the fweeter fing :

For thou delighteft too in jocund themes,

Tho’ every Mufe has vifited thy dreams ;

But chief thou batheft in that filver wave

Where blithe Anacreon’s Mufe was wont to lave,

Where all-facetious Flaccus wont to fport,

Where Humour reigns, and Comus keeps his court.

But what fhall I, a poor pretender, win ?

Since all my fonnets are not worth thy * Pin.

® The Pin, 2 poem written by mr. Woty, See p. 63.
Vor. IX. F The
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The pole-enamour’d Needle pafs we here,

By which the mariners are taught to fteer:

Nor mean we now that death-denouncing * ftreight,
Where oft the merchant trembles for his freight ;
The Spanith Needle, a new theme, we fing,

And to our friend the fhining tribute bring.

Need we the procefs of its birth admire,

Or trace it from the temper’d bars to wire?

How firft the Rounder gives the graceful form,
Beneath the hammer while he keeps it warm;

Or how the Polifher, with fmoothing file,

Bids the rich toy in filver luftre fmile :

Need we to fing the Pointer’s curious art,

Which makes it keen as Cupid’s fatal dart:

How next the Piercer’s punching tools fupply -
The little Cyclops with a fingle eye, . 1
*Midft of the forehead, where it takes in.light,
And forms a pleafing vifto to the fight: .
Thro’ thisfmall ky-light (may we ofe that name ?)
With fpeQacles oft pores the antient dame ;

And when the cafement plain appears to view,
Labouring to introduce the flaxen clue, . ... -
Raptur’d fhe fmiles, if fhe the pafs attain,

And reaps the pleafure, which fhe bought with pain.
So have I feen 2 Philomath explore . -
T he wmdmgs‘ of 2 problem o'er, a.nd o’ cr ;s

_* The Needles,
Turn
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Turn it, and twift it round, a thoufand ways,
Loft and bewilder’d in the endlefs maze,
*Till inftantaneous, on a fudden thought,
Happy at laft the great folution’s caught ;
With extacy, too high to be expreft,
The Eureka infpires his glowing breaft ;
Fill’d with the raptures of approaching fame,
To the New Almanack he fends his name,
Enjoys the bright difcovery in his mind,
And ranks himfelf the foremoft of ‘mankind.
But leave we’ terms mechanic, fince the mufe
Now foars ambitious to fublimer views,
To lead the Needle to its worthieft plan,
Its ultimate défign-<—the ufe of mah.
Its ufe imply we from its early want,

"Ere Wifdom’s voice conld charm, or Art incharit;
Ere petticoats were made, or breeches worn,
Todew his fig-leaves Adam us’d a thorn; o
Sharp poignant emblem of each future bride;
To prove a thorn in every hufband’s fide! -

*Twas in the days of yore, whien'Time was young,
If we may eredit bards, and antient fong, -
Ere Solomon was feated on his throne, -
©r ere the birth of Needlework was known,
That young Needilla, fair and chafte as fnow,
Liv’d with her grandfire on the* banks of Po,

# Needles were firlt made there, and difcoyered from the
* Needle-fith,



[ 68 )

Beyond the river’s mcuth, where Ocean roars,

Whofe briny wave falutes the fedgy fhores,

Guiltlefs of love, unconfcious of his fire,

She gather’d fhell-fith for her helplefs fire ;

His fole fupport, and pillar of his age,

For him fhe frequent rifk’d the billow’s rage ;

Spurr’d by parental duty —Ilo ! the tide,

Once furious, hemm’d her in on every fide,

This, Algai-et, a fitherman, in view

Anxious beheld, and row’d his fwift canoe,

‘Timely he fnatch’d her from the dathing wave,

And clafp’d the prize, which he was doom’d to fave ;

The lovely damfel from the deep he bore,

And after wedded on the friendly fhore.  [wane,
Three moons had fcarce elaps’d, to clofe their

It chanc’d fhe fpied her hufband on the main;

’Twas on an evening mild, the fky ferene,

Heaven fhed its fofteft fplendors on the fcene,

Hufh’d every breeze, and every wave afleep,

Needilla rifk’d her beauty on the deep,

With Algaret, to feek the fcaly prey, -

Perfidious winds! and more perfidious fea !

The fail was torn, their little veffel toft

On barren rocks, far-diftant from the coait,

When, in a moment, every wave fubfides,

And leaves the: profpeét of the filver tides,

Long was the fpace to gain the diftant fhore,

Their cordage broke, and fhatter’d every oar—

What
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What can they helplefs ?—1o ! Needilla fpies .
A pointed fhell-fith, pierc’d with argent eyes,

A heap of fea-weed on the rocks was caft,
Which thro’ the eyes with eager hafte fhe paft,
With thefe her ready fingers tack’d the fail,
Which Algaret unfurl’d to catch the gale;

Safe they arriv’d —hence, from Needilla’s name,
The Needle-fith has fill’d the trump of fame:
Hence the * Venetians took the hint to form
Needles of fteel—difcover’d from a ftorm !
Such is the wirk of chance, which oft prevents
Our deepeft projefts, and our beft intents ;
Thus, fince thoie days, has gravity been found
By a bare apple’s dropping on the ground.

Art thus grop’d on, bewilder’d in the dark,
*Till from the fiint of genius, like a fpark,
Iffued the Needle, with a new-born light,

And firuck jmprovement’s beam upon the fight.

* The Venetians improv'd necdles, and after them.the.
Tyrians and Sidonians,

F3 CANTO
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C ANT O II.

LD Nature {fmil’d to fee this child of art [ftart:
From her own womb, like fome bright meteor,
Well-pleas’d fhe gave the feeds of flax to fpread,
And hence the Needle’s {foft companion — Thread :
A correfponding amity began,
And both were wedded by the care of man,
When long they liv’d in amorous friendthip join’d,
The Thread grew rotten, and the Needle blind !
For who can rule th’ uncertain chance of life?
So fares it in the end with man and wife !
Our froward dames are often out of joint,
And hufbands, like the Needle, lofe their point.
The Silk-worm next her curious weft difplay’d,
And wrought her lines along the mulberry fhade;
‘The Needle foon another miftre{s found,
A fofter bride, more elegant and round,
Of firmer texture, and of gloffier hue,
Needles, like men, are fond of all that’s new
For now the blade a libertine is grown,
Like man, his maker, quickly tir’d of one;
Yes! bigamy fill tempts the lawlefs crowd,
But thank the laws, ye wives—"tis not allow’d.
What! a third wife—ay! tremble at the word
Ye former wives~the Needle weds a third !
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He weds the daughter of old Farmcr Fleece,

Even fuch a dame as Jafon brought from Greece ;
A bride full coarfe, and recreant to his love,

But once united —fupple as a glove—

Hairy, and rough, of Efau’s ruftic breed,

‘Who mock’d her rivals of the worm, and weed ;
For her the Needle muft his fize cnlai'ge,

And the third wife flill brings a heavy charge;
Her name was Lady Worfted, and fhe came

From Lady Wool—a matron of high fame;

She boafted blood, and blood of tintture deep,
Defcended from the lineage of a—theep.

And thus, while dear polygamy prevail’d,

The Needle ftill with wind and current {ail’d ;
Yet, like Sultanas, tho’ they wooed their Turk,
Each wife was fkill’d, and conftant to her work,
For joint, or feparate, they maintain’d their vows,
And never left the drudgery to poer fpoufe ;

Each had her own department— Lady Silk
Deck’d the white glove, for hands as white as milky
She claim’d the mantua-making, as her trade, .
Her’s was the jantee trolloppee and fhade, }
From the {fmirk lady to—my lady’s maid;
*Twas fhe fet off the milliner fo gay,

From humble fattin to proud padefuay—

She trimm’d the bonnet, and the flaming hat,
Proportion’d to the face, or lean or fat.

F 4 Fair
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Fair Lady Thread profefs’d the fempftrefs’ art;

In the fine fhirt, or fhift, fhe warm’d the heart :
Sometimes fhe wanton’d in the linen gown,

From Lady Bab to Dolly of the town,

While Gammar Worlted wrought the humbler ftuff .
Of various colours, for her work was rough.

Like thefe, did women lead induftrious lives;
What halcyon-days were in the gift of wives?
Vain rovers then would envy what they hate,

And only fools reje& the married ftate.

But here, my Mufe, the home-fpun theme muft
O’er the fad field of elegy to range; [change, .
‘To fing the dire misfortune of the dame,

Who died a viGtim to the Needle’s fame ;

So home the pun&ure, that fhe bled to death,

And thro’ fome artery refign’d her breath ;

Th’ induftrious finger fudden felt the fmart,

And quick convey’d it to her throbbing heart,
The crimfon ftreams precipitately move

To guard their fort—the citadel of love;

In vain— for Death too clofe a fiege had laid,
And took by ftorm the miferable maid —

Here draw the veil — let fancy paint the reft,

And fhare that grief which cannot be expreft.

CANTO
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CANTO I

O man the fway of nations was aflign’d ;
The Needle’s empire fell to woman-kind, -
Bright as her form, and taper as her waift,
Like her refin’d, and polifh’d as her tafte,
With eye of light, with poignant fancy crown’d,
Keen as the Needle to impart the wound,
Like the fharp weapon, fhe, with pointed wit,
Can fting the heart of noble, or of cit,
With mazy clue, and Dzdalean fkill, = -
Can lead thro’ winding labyrinths at will,
Arachne-like, withir her nets can lie,
Quick to furprize the proud entangled fly.
Ye taylors, glovers, ftaymakers, beware!
Nor ftill ufurp the province of the fair ;
Ye fadlers too, ye male-embroiderers, yield
The Needle to the woman—as her field ;
*Tis her’s to bear this fpear of fofter war,
And her’s to drive the Amazonian car.
When did a woman labour in the forge
To form the bolt for Jupiter—or George?
Or when did Mars, or Vulcan intervene
To walk the paths of Beauty’s Sovereign Queen? -
Defpife we not great Hercules, who bere
The female diftaff on the Lydian fhore.

And
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And look we not with proud faftidious eyes
On Peleus’ fon, who wore the female guife.
With pain we read of Sampfon, when he gave
His giant-ftrength to be 2 woman’s flave :
Thefe paid the forfeit for their want of pride,
And the three heroes for a2 woman died.
Emafculated man, be wife in time,
Or meet their fortunes, as you fhar’d their crime.

Come, Woty, wilt thou deign to climb with me
Old Rindus’ top ? —or fhall I follow thee ?
Thou take the lead, and, like Elitha, I
Will catch thy mantle to the Mufe’s fky :
Wilt thow, with me, the Needle’s toil purfue,
And laugh at Mother Griffith’s poor Review ;
Come, leave law-quirks and precedents awhile,
For thy own native tongue—the Maufe’s ftyle :
Clofe by thy own Parnaflus’ thrubs we’ll firay,
And from dull bufinefs fteal one happy day :
But mark the Mufe — for fhe proceeds to fing
The Needle’s labours on fublimer wing.

The facred veil fequefter’d females chofe,
And left the world for folitude’s repofe;
Here Eloifa mourn’d her Abelard, -
While Love infpir’d the nun to be a bard ;
*Twixt grace and nature ftruggling, foft defire
Prompted her tongue, and tun’d her filver lyre ;
Not Lefbian Sappho fung a fweeter ftrain,
Nor half fo fweet does Philomel complain,

For
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For Abclard had tutor’d her, when young,

In Wifdom’s lore, and in the Mafe’s fong ;
So Ovid his Corinna did infpire

With love, with learning, and Apollo’s lyre;
To fill the vacant intervals of time o
Fair Eloife beguil’d the hours with rhime ;
But rhime not always, tho’ its numbers charm,
Can footh a lovefick breaft with paffion warm ;
Her glowing fancy to the Needle flies,

And firft, behold! the works of Nature rife ;
Deep-read in fage philofophy, her hand.

Bids a creation dawn'at her command,. -
Here the bright fun emerges from a cloud,
There thickening mifts his golden luftre fhroud,
At diftance Cynthia fhines amid her train,

In fulleorb’d glory, thro’ the heavenly plain;
His glowing car there Sol in Ocean laves,
And the horizon ftoops to drink the waves ;
And now the Needle to our earth defcends,
Where the tall foreft to the tempeft bends, .
Here valleys fink, and hoary mountains rife,
The lark, obfequious, in light ether flies,

In liquid lapfe a river winds below,

Here bleat the fheep, and there the oxen low ;
Vifion has ears, can fee the torrent roar,

Ang ears can fee the billows lath the fhore :

Who
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Who has not heard the forked lightning fly,

Or feen the thunder crack along the fky ?

In pi&ure, fancy every organ fways,

We hear the painted fhepherd tune his lays;

Such is the force of mimic art which draws,
Amphion-like, even quarries to her laws!
Painting and Poetry, twin-fifters, vie

Thro’ fancy’s ear, to charm the ravith’d eye.
Beneath the plaftic hand of Eloife

The timorous afpin trembles at the breeze,

Clear flows the brook beneath the fhining toy,
Which feems to work for Eloife with joy ;

Here fkuds the trout thro’ fhades of fineft lawn,
There; o’er the velvet parks, the bounding fawn.
Here blogms a garden —there a fountain flows,
Here the pale lilly weds the crimfon rofe;

Now twifted woodbines form a proud alcove, -
Beneath whofe arch fhe rais’d a-flirine to Love,
Amid the graceful forms, which deck’d the fhrine,
Large as the life, young Abelard, was thine; '
And in the train of beauteous nymphs, which fhone
Refplendent, Eloife had wrought her own; - '
She firft in tap’firy, ere the curious loom -
Taughttreesto wave theirtops, and flowers to bloom,
Gave the bold figares to the ravifh’d fight,

Where thepherds {port, or warlike heroes fight ;

Hence,
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Hence, emulous, the fair fequefter’d maid

Still guides the Needle thro’. the rich brocade ;
Or, when warm love is prevalent o’er grace,
Breathes her fond paflion on a piece of lace ;
For, ere the intermingling bobbins toil’d, *
The brighter needle all their glories foil’d ;
No fupplemental patterns then were known,
For Love or Fancy was the guide alone ;

In rich embroidery Cupid tipt his dart,

While fage Minerva dignified the art.
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CANTO 1v.

HUS, from the eflays of a lovefick heart,

Mechlin and Bruffels ftole their mimic art;
Hence lace, with all its gay creation, rofe,
Effential ornament of belles and beaux,
Ally of beauty —fupplement of fenfe,
And, next to fauff, the orator’s defence ;
Grac’d with this armour, if he wave his hand,
Say, what plain' fhirt his prowefs can withftand ?
Not half fo frong the brilliant’s thining aid,
When en the finger in full light difplay’d.
So when the flag of Britain waves on high,
And gives its fireaming glories to the ky,
All other flags fubmit, and ftrike their pride
‘To the known emprefs of old ocean’s tide.
Nor pafs we here the knitting-needle’s aid,
Once the delight of each induftrious maid:

In days of yore, near Nottingham’s fair town,
Ere the wove ftocking to the leg was known, -
Young Leius, a Cantab, of learned fame,

Sigh’d for Kinnetta with a virtuous flame,

‘With unavailing paffion, long he ftrove -~ -

To win the icy virginto his love; .-~ - = -
In vain he fung, in vain he touch’d the lyre,

Or boafted fage Apollo as his fire, '

Apollo’s
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Apollo’s felf, in vain, to Daphne prov’d

‘The high deferts, thro’ which he fruitlefs lov’d,

Like her, Kinetta fled the amorous fwain,

And he, like fage Apolla, wooed in vain 3

Tho’ oft the laws of mation he explain’d,

And why velocity its end attain’d, - .

How the quick needles form’d the oblong fquares,

Or what proportion. time to motion bears,

Why the diameter of calf, and fmall, .

By due gradations, caufe the threads to fail,

Or, why the feam behind was like the Line,

Parting each fegment of the fair defign. - -
Oft on his knee, imploring, would he. beg

To tell, why Italy was call’d the leg ;

Or, why fome fages held a fond difpute, .

Affirming it w3s rather like——a boot..

Deaf to his learning, on her work intent,

She fought the fafe.retreat of winding-Trent,

Or oft to Sherwaqod’s foreft bent her:way,

And to her knitting fung the fprightly lay.
Enrag d, his pb;lofophxc heart, was turn’d

To proud difdain, and whom he lov’d, he fcom’d;

Within a wooden frame, by art djvine,

Aflifted by Apollo, and the Nine, .

In order rang’d a thoufand needles fhone,

A fhuttle thro’ the waof was taught to sun

With expedition, thus divinely taught,

With difappointed love and paflion fraught,
o He
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He firft, the flocking wove within a loom,
Glorious difcovery ! in his peaceful room,
His peaceful room the future fcene of war,
Whofe arts ten thoufand female hands debar
From haneft bread—{o Thracian women tore
Harmonious Orpheus, in the days of yore.
With hafty ftep, full to Kinetta’s eyes,
Juft-finifb’d, he difplay’d the new-born prize :

¢¢ Now, {cornful maid, he cries, to wifdom’s lore
¢¢ Dare to prefer thy Knitting Needles more ;
¢¢ Thine and thy fifter females arts, proud fair,
<¢ For love defpis’d, fhall vanifh into air ;
¢¢ From an unhappy, but an injur’d maid,
¢¢ Ilearn’d the fecret to deftroy thy trade ;
«¢ I fpied Arachne’s web thro’ optic glafs,
¢¢ And faw where lines o’er lines tranfverfely paf,
¢¢ Enrag’d like her, fhe taught me firft to know
¢¢ The happy item of thine overthrow.”

Stung to the heart, fuperior merit aw’d
Kinetta’s mind, and Leius feem’d a god,
The work ftupendous in the frame appear’d
Like magic, or as if divinely rear’d ;
Now to Love’s altar fhe fubmiflive bow’d,
Nor blufh’d to own the new-born flame aloud,
With foften’d look the blooming youth fhe eyed, -
Her brow unarm’d with fupercilious pride,

Confcious
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Confcious he felt the fympathetic heat
Glow in his breaft, and at his bofom beat.
¢¢ I know thee by myfelf, Oh nymph divine,
«¢ 1 feel thy heart’s warm paffion kindle mine,”
Young Leius cried—and clafp’d her to his arms,
Then from the tbwn he bore her vanquifh’d charms,
To Cambridge fafe convey’d his happy prize,
Ere the dread females fhould tamultuoas rife,
Too well he prophefied the dire event,
Lo! to his chamber, with a fell intent,
Forth rafh’d in hafte the Amazonian bands,
Rage in their looks, and broomfticks in their hands3
Firft fell the vi&tim of thei# ire, the loom,
And next the chamber met its fated doom,
Him tco they fought for, author of their woe,
Fatidic Pheebus fav’d him from the blow,
He, with a beam of his all-feeing light,
Had warn’d young Leius to a fudden flight,
Elfe had they torn him piecemeal in their rage,
As Thracian dames once ferv’d the * vocal Sage.
Maugre their fury, Leius perfeveres,
His labours flourith’d with his growing years;
Ten thoufand looms the happy texture wove,
One reach’d the ftars—a monument of love !

% Orpheus.

Vou. IX, G A
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A thoufand fhining needles, light array’d,

Near * Granby’s hat, effulgent, are difplay’d ;
Hence mariners the well-known term aflume,
Who cry —how large the diftant veflels loom !
Here, ’mid the heavens, the Loom fhall ever fhine,
A conftellation facred to the Nine!

And, when we fee a ftar glide crofs the fkies,

Sage bards well know it is the fhuttle flies ;

And when pale fireamers gild the midnight air,
‘Thefe are the threads —like Ariadne’s hair.

-

® Sce Poct. Cal, Vol, 3. p. 303,

i . CANTO
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C ANTO V.

Efame we now the theme, hiftoric Maid,

Wherewe digreflive broke the home{pun thread,
Tho’ every Mufe in epifode delight,
Subjeét and epifode are thade and light.

Ere the gay thimble claim’d its later birth,

Ere gold and luxury had ftain’d the earth,
Long had the taper finger felt the fmart,
Sharp as the wound which thrills from Cupid’s dart,
Whefe arrows dipt in honey, and in gall,
With fofter punéture Chloe’s heart enthrall :
Varipus expedients were applied in vain,
To guard the fair-one from the ftinging pain,
Thick leaves fubfidiary were often bound
Qn folded paper, to prevent the wound,
Until the blue-eyed Maid’s indulgent care, '
Full oftinvok’d, took pity on the fair,
She, from the regions of eternal day,
To Paphos on a vifit wing’d her way.

The queen of beauty faw, with wondering eyv,
Wi{dom, bright regent, and her chariot, nigh,
When thus afide— ¢¢ What caufe can Pallas move,
¢¢ That Prude divine, to grace the court of Love?’
¢ Why this high honour from th’ imperial dame, -
¢ Whofe cold virginity defies our flame

Gz She

N
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She rung the bell—a thoufand Cupids hear,

A thoufand Cupids at the porch appeat,

Vying they feem to wage a {portive war,

Who firft fhall help the Goddefs from her car.

¢ What favour can Minerva atk from Love ?”’

Said Venus to the head-fprung child of Jove,

<¢ Since Wifdom folemnly difowns his fivay,

¢¢ And rarcly deigns to trifle time away.”

¢ Oh! Goddefs, you miftake, Minerva cried,

¢¢ Apollo’s felf the pleafing fmart has tried,

<¢ Fair Daphne’s name in capitals he wears,

¢« The pofy of the ring which binds his hairs ;

<¢ A fprig of laurel in his bofom too,

«¢ For Love the power of Wifdom can fubdue ;

<¢ But not for man Minerva fues your grace,

«¢ I beg a favour for the female race ;

¢ A boon, which Cupid and his Loves may grant,

¢¢ Your fon ne’er frown’d upon a woman’s want.
¢« The maids of induftry, whom I protet,

¢¢ And next to wifdom’s fons efteem my feét,

¢ Have long implor’d me to remove a pain

< From fingers wounded with a guiltlefs ftain,

¢ Not reputation’s wound, which few can bear,

¢ Is half fo painful to my darling fair:

< An implement there is, a female toy,

<¢ Sharp as the arrow of your one-cyed boy,

¢¢ With this the fifters of my art have led

¢ Long-t'me, with pleafing tcil, the dutile thread,

CEN ¢
-
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¢ But pleafing toils are mingled ftill with pain,
¢¢ Such is the chequer’d lot of human gain——
¢« The ufeful toy, fallacious to its truft,
¢« Oft at the bead has thro’ the finger burft,
¢ Whence trickling ichor iffues from the wound,
¢ Tho’ guarded well with leaves, or paper round —e
¢ This is the implement—— behold the head !
¢ From which the pureft virgin blood is fhed ;
¢ I had, myfelf, to Mulciber applied,
¢¢ But toys, like thefe, are mare to Love allied
¢¢ Vulcan, on fight, would take it for a dart,
¢ And, feen, refer me to young Cupid’s art:
¢« Therefore to Love I fupplicate alone,
¢ And at his footftool beg the gracious boon,
¢¢ That, correfponding to the needle’s head,
¢ A guard be form’d, which thould the finger wed,
¢¢ To fhield th’ induftrious fair from future harm.”
To whom Love’s Queen, with glowing friendfhip
¢ Be thine to think how Venus to oblige, [warm,
¢ Who highly honours Wifdom’s fevereign liege,
<¢ Be her’s to fpeak, and Venus fhall attend
¢ To every mandate cf her lovely friend.”

Scarce had fhe fpoke, when empty-quiver’d came
The potent God of every fofter flame,
¢ Mama, he cried—I've emptied all my ftore,
¢¢ And now am come to forge ten thoufand more.
¢« In Mecklenburg I’ve lodg’d a golden dart,
¢ And left its fellow in Augufta’s heart ;

G 3 “ And
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¢ And, laughing, ran away —the laft I thog, *
¢ Net eafily the fting will be forgot, ‘
¢¢ Hymen fhall celebrate their nuptials foon,
< Or elfe my bow and arrow’s out of tune.”
Here interrupted Love’s imperial queen,
¢For fhy Minerva ran behind the tkreen) [power?
¢ Who do you think, you wanton, claims your
¢¢ No lefs than wifdom’s Goddefs, and this hour—
¢« This precious hour bright Wifdom claims your
¢¢ Appear, Minerva, from behind yon thade;” [aid,
At fight of Wifdom Cupid fcrap’d a bow,
Half fmile, half frown, contending on his brow,
< My dear, Minerva cried, my dimpled boy,
¢« For-what you told Mama, I give you joy,
¢ And honour you for thofe well-chofen darts
<¢ Infix’d fo wifely in two royal hearts,
¢¢ There may I fafely with thy conquetts join,
¢ Their heads belong to me— their hearts be
¢¢ thine —
¢ I’m come to beg a boon——yow’ll not deny ?
«¢ *Tis for your favourite women I apply ;”—
She then produc’d the needle to his view,
Alas ! the well-known inftrument he knew.
“¢¢ And what am I to do with this #*’ fays Love,
«¢ Is it a doughty thunderbolt of Jove,
¢ With which, when you firft ftarted from his brain,
‘¢ You fagely thought man’s vices to reftrain ?”’
He jefting {poke~— Minerva underftood,
And, fpite of wifdom, anger flufh’d her blood.
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¢t Nay, be not angry, bright, fagacious dame,”
Sly Cupid cried —<¢ my Pfyche has the fame,
¢ Ten thoufand of fuch toys my art has form’d
¢« Long fince—when inmy forge the fteel Iwarm’d;*
¢ No,” — fmiling anfwer’d the all-fapient queen,
¢« I want a guard, or fhield, to intervene, ;
¢ To fave the finger from the poignant fmart,
¢ No fhield but mine, I know, can turn thy dart.” .
To whom young Cupid— ftifling here a laugh,
« You over-rate my wifdom, now, by half:
¢« Myriads of fhields, adapted to the ufe, '
¢¢ Long fince for women did my fkill produce;
« Thimbles you mean, well kaown to every maid,
«¢ Long fince my forges form’d the bright parade,
¢« Wifdom not always knows what Love has done,
« Tho’ bright Minerva mocks at Beauty’s {on,
<« Secreted ftill be all her wiles from me,
« And Love’s arcanas be conceal’d from thee,
¢« Juft vengeance for Arachne’s wretched doom !
#¢ For Love now guides the needle and the loom ;”
He laugh’d—a thoufand Loves the banter join,
Which half abath the Goddefs, tho’ divine,
Her car precipitate fhe mounts, and flies -
To feek her own dominion in the fkies ;
Foil’d by the God, to him fhe left the care
Of every toy, which decorates the fair;
And Love fhall reign in fpite of Wifdom’s rules,
And Love fhall prove her wifeft fages—fools. -
G 4 , FIRE,
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FIRE, WATER, AND REPUTATION.
BY THE SAME.

ICE to the touch, as ermine chafte,
Sweet reputation foon is loft,
Before detra&ion’s beam ’twill wafte,
And prave us bankrupts to our coft.

How ftrictly then fhould prudence guard
This rich, invaluable gem ?

Whence honaur fprouts, the bright reward,
Full-blowing from fo frail a ftem.

‘To prove my moral ftaurch and true,
Three travellers once took the road,
Each had a feparate point in view,
And each, no doubt, his own abode,

One was the element of Fire,
A right, choice fpirit of the age,
The boon companion of defire,
And well adapted to engage.

Water, a fmooth deceitful fpark,

Walk’d with him—and you’ll fay that’s ftrange,
Bat, ftranger, met in Noah’s ark —

And any novelty for change.
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The third was Reputation, fweet
As violet, or damafk rofe,

They talk’d of Britain’s conquering fleet,
And who were friends, and who were foes.

At length three roads appear’d in view,
Alas! the deareft friends muft part;
A future commerce to renew,
They afk’d each other’s trade, or art;

By what fure tokens each may find,
Upon enquiry, one another,

If, haply, each were fo inclin’d,
On meeting, to falute his brother.

Warmeft in converfe, Fire began,

¢¢ My friends, I part with you in pain,.
¢ By country, I’'m an African,

< And, fometimes, traffic to New Spain.

¢ In Nature’s works I range at large,
¢ A tyrant-mafter, unconfin'd ;
¢¢ The fervant’s duty I difcharge,
¢« When due reftraints, compulfive, bind.

¢ I’'m oft produc’d from flint and fteel ;
¢¢ For {miths I heat the temper’d bar,

¢t For coaks I drefs the fplendid meal,
¢¢ And roar, like thunder, in the war.
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« In faftion’s voice I'm loud and high,
«¢ In love, [ kindle chafte defire,

¢« When {moke appears, fufpeé me nigh,
¢« Tho’ frequently I prove falfe fire.

¢¢ From heaven Prometheus ftole my ray,
¢ To man imparted as a gift,
¢t I'm gently lambent when I'm Gay,
¢¢ But keen, and brighteft when I’m Swift.

¢ You cannot mifs me by thefe marks;
¢¢ Such are the chara&ers I bear,
¢ Like Beauty, I have many fparks,
¢ Moft apt to catch, if tinder’s near.”

¢¢ My varied fhape, a thoufand ways,
¢¢ Says Water, may be foon miftook,

¢ When winter’s freezing fetters glaze,
¢ >T'is hard to know me in the brook.

¢ Chang’d in my nature, now in fnows
< I fall=—now murmur in the rill,
¢¢ In hail or fleet, as Boreas blows,
¢¢ I drop—and yet I’'m Water fill.

¢ | ftand unmov’d in ftagnant pool,
¢¢ In cryftal lakes have little motion,

¢¢ In baths I’m warm — in fountains cool,
¢¢ Seldom at quiet in the Ocean.



Uo7
¢* Whene’er you {py the willow green,
¢« Beliéve my banks are very near;

¢¢ Or where the waving flag is feen,
¢¢ Sufpet my Naiads to be there. T

¢ m:known to all by different names,
¢« Of high diftin&ions vainly fond,

¢ I’'m call’d a river; in the Thames,

- % In pleafare-gardens, I’'m a pond.

<¢ I’m falt, or fweet, in fea, or fiream,
‘¢ I'm often muddy, often clear,

¢ And vary, like the poet’s theme,

¢ ¢ As Dulnefs, or the Mufe is near.

“ You’ll know me firs—by Adam’s wines,"
¢ My ftages too are worth recounting,
¢ You’ll find me at two conftant figns,
« Well known — the rainbow, and the fountain.”

¢ Alas! fweet Reputation cries,
With folded hands, and candid air,
¢ Unlike you both in fhape, or fize,
¢ I’m fought with pain, and found with care.

¢ Ah me! if I but go aftray,

“¢ Or mifs my path, on fairy-ground —
¢ If Reputation lofe her way,

“ *Tis ten to one fhe’s never found.”
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A DIALOGUE
IN THE SENATE HOUSE AT CAMBRIDGE. |
BY THE LATE NICH. HARDINGE, ESQ.

STRANGER.
Hofe is this image? Brapre. Academic
Glory.

S. Is fhe a maid or matron, Whig or Tory ?
What quarry could produce fo huge a block ?
What engines heave her from her native rock ?
What vehicle the ponderous marble bear ? [there ?
Who bought her, who transform’d, who plac’d her

B. Who plac’d her there! A mafon. S. Whofe

defign

Contriv’d her flatue’s architeGure ? B. Mine.

" S§. Who thus her pedeftal with Latin grac’d ?
Who taught her thus to fpeak in words unchafte ?

«¢ Come all, come all, partake my ample treafure,
¢ Whobeft deferve the palm!”’* Is thather pleafure ?
Her youths invites fhe thus? B. The line, they fay,’
Is borrow’d, word for word, from Virgil’s lay.
Poems I ftudy not; I feek, I own,

Vitruvian art, Vitruvian ftyle alone;

# Cundi adfint, meriteque expeltent premia palma,
But
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But tomy Johnian friends I give due credit,

And they in Virgil or in Maro read it:

Virgil unchafte! Is your’s a true tranflation ?

You differ furely from the congregation ! .

S. The congregation, Sir! Did Alma Mater
A deity by folemn grace create her?

And place her oppofite to George’s view,
Fix'd in the place to George the fecond due?

B. Some myfteries, from curious eyes conceal’d,
To clerks alone and charchmen are reveal’d.
‘Tho’ Whigs and Wits her origin {ufpe&ted,

And fill enquire by whom fhe ftands erefted,
Fadtion to thake her bafe confpires in vain;

A Deity the is, and fhall remain.

What tho’ her brawny limbs, and flately fize,
Tafté, and virtd, and elegance defpife,

'To us her thape unzon’d, unclafp’d by boddice,
And more than virgin ftride, declare the Goddefs.

S. To Dian’s image thus, with pomp array’d,
Their ardent vows Ephefian zealots paid ;

Tho’ confcious whence the fufile ore was brought,

What craftfman’s tkill the dutile figure wrought,
The work divine, with tranfport they commended,
Which, astheyfeign’d, from]ovehlmfelf defcended.

B. What Glory was, why feek her fons to know *
See what alluring gifts fhe proffers now !

Caps to the learn’d, a mitre to the fleck
And white-glov’d chaplain, who forgets his Greek s

ld
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To heads, repofe ; to bards, Parnaflian bays;
To all, or worthy or unworthy, praife.

S. What mean thofe types that lurk beneath her
Emblems ill-hid by ignorant deceit ? [feet,
‘What means that civic crown ? Are thefe rewards
For fage divines, philofophers, and bards?

B. Nor {miles on thefe alone the Goddefs ; the,
Propitious queen! fome boen referves for me..

If Annefley’s friend, * who learning’s giant flew,
A convert deem’d, preferr’d to honours new, ’
Laughs in his fleeves of lawn, and fhakes his fides,
Eats, drinks, and marries, age and care derides,
‘Why may not I, by her carefs infpird,

By jovial port, and juft ambition fir'd,

Claim from her patronefs an equal grace,

And for a Headfhip change the Beadle’s mace ?

S. Her gifts I envy not; but wonder more
So partially fhe deals her bounty’s ftore ;
Hardinge, whofe merit friends and foes confefs’d,
By her repulfe defeated, finks opprefs’d. +

B. So perith all, who infolently dare,

Snatch’d from our champior’s creft, a plume to wear!

* Bithep Gooch, mafter of Caius college, was vice chan~
cellor when Dr. Bentley was degraded. -

1+ Mr. Hardinge, of King’s college, (author of this poem)
had a difpute with the univerfity about the non-performance
of fome divinity exercife.

Our
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Our frantic foes, who, late with towering pride, A
The Church, the Prince, and Rutherforth defied,
Now in luxurious eafe {upinely fleep,

+ Nor difcipline retain, nor vigils keep :

We, in firm phalanx join’d, a chofen few,

With. fcatter’d troops fuccefsful war renew ;

Rife by defeat, and, from the victor’s brow,

Steal the frefh garland of his Delphic bough,
Triumphal wreaths around our temples twine,
And confecrate our fpoils at Glory’s fhrine.

S. But what if Granta, rous’d by honeft fhame,
Should haply wake, and vindicate her fame ;
Precipitate this Demon from her throne,

And vengefully ejet this load of ftone !

B. Urg’d by unjuft reproof, I fhall unfold
A tale, perhaps not lawful to be told.

Her from the folid fubftance, vaft and rude,

Firft into Fame a painful fculptor hew’d ;

Her head a trumpet, wings her fhoulders bore,
This wrinkled robe thus channel’d then fhe wore 3
Deck’d with fit attributes in front and rear,
Expos’d to view, fhe charm’d a gazing * peer;
Who only difapprov’d her wings and trump, -
And made fome fmall objetions to her rump.
Thefe faults correted, ftrait at C s rear’d,
Mix’d in a grove of flatues fhe appear’d ;

# Duke of Comems,

There
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There Marlborough’s form fhe lovingly beheld,
And, wreath’d for him, a civic chaplet held :
But when, invok’d by Cock’s encbanting tone,
As at Amphion’s call, each fculptur’d ftone
Obfequious trembled at his hammer’s found,
And fled, fo fummon’d, that unhappy ground,
A youth, * to Pheebus and the Mufes dear,
To Granta’s voice, who lent a filial ear;
For her a deftin’d gift thisidol bought,
And, pleas’d, to her his votive image brought :
Doubtful at firR what Nymph’s, what Heroine’s
‘What Queen’s was beft adapted tothedame; [name,
At length, by vote unanimous, we made her
A fovereign Goddefs, and as fuch difplay’d her:
But fearing left the Senate thould difown,
As George’s friends, his adverfary’s ftone,
Inferib’d with bits of verfe, and fcraps of profe,
(The verfe at leaft is claffical) we chofe
‘T'o make and call her Academic Glory,
Still in difguife a queen, and ftill a Tory.

S. Approv’d the Senate this transfiguration,
Or licens’d by decree the confecration ?

B. Not by decree; but when malignant + W—,
Eager in hope, impatient of delay,

% Peter Burrel, efq. of St, John's 4+ A gentleman
of Queen’s college.

A
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A dapper, pert, loquacious, bufy elf,

More adive for the public than himfelf, »
Ran to and fra with anxious looks, and prated,
And mov’d that hence fhe might be foon tranflated,
Diffenting from their friends, a wife majority
Supported us, and her, by their authority : .
And who thall now remove her from the fcene,

Or dare to drive her from the Mufes? S. Keene. ®
$o when the father of his country fled, - -
By fear of tribunitial rage mifled,

On exil’d Cicero’s devoted foor o .
Clodies uprais’d his Tanagrean whore:

Th’ indignant Senate faw, with patriot eyes,

A harlot cloath’d in Liberty’s difguife :

But, when again to Latian fkies reftor’d,

Her joy and guardian grateful Rome ador’d,
Their antient feat, by her abode profan’d, N
His houthold gods with dignity regain’d.

. ® Vice-chancellor in 3751. and bifhop of Chefter,

You. IX, B : § WRIT.

B
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WR_ITTEN AT CLARE HALL IN
- CAMBRIDGE,
UPON.OCCASION OF THE DEATH OF THE REV.
DR. CHARLES MORGAN, MASTER OF THAT
COLLEGE, WiO BIED APRIL XX, MDCCXXXVI.
" .

Here free from fenfe, intreach’d ia earth ne
morey, ' '
‘The foul unbodied gains its native thore :
Where Truth’s uncloying banquet, ever new,
Opens the depths of {cience to its view ;
No longer 6n the verge it darkly ftrays,
But myftic Nature from within farveys ;
Nor wants the telefcopic glafs to trace
God’s power, and wifdos, thro’ the boundlefs fpace;
‘Where doubts no more, ror myfteries confine
Tts powers enlarg’d, its nature all divine, —
He’s gone— and there ereés his deathlefs head +—
How vain our forrows which lament him dead!
Where Clarke, Boyle, Newton,—each exalted
mind —
Each, while on earth, who dignified their kind—
Immortal now, with full fruition bleft,
See Truth in native beauty ftand confeft.
While fome contemplauve their charms admire,
The Good Supreme émr rational defire :
_()thers,
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Others, as erft, in fweeteft converfe join;

For pureft friendfhip dwells in breafts divines
Sudden, avenerable Shade is feen

Of mildeft dignity, and front ferene:

Th’ auguft affembly rife—See Clarke attend,
Joyful, to welcome firft his much-lov’d friend
Hail Thou! whofe prefence joys the fons of God,
‘Who, pious, have the paths of fcience trod.
Behold for Thee, on Newton’s own right hand,
For Thee prepar’d, that throne of glory ftand :
?Twas thine, exalted Genius! to difclaim,

With juft contempt, the breath of mortal fame 3
‘To nobler beings are thy praifes known,

Where Truth and Newton worlds unnumber’d own.

Hz THE

238622A
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THE MINISTER OF STATE.

A PANEGYRIC,
OCCASIONED BY READING A LATE POEM, EN-
FJITLED, THE MINISTER OF STATE, ASATIRE.

BY P, P=—=3§,

“ Ngrateful Rome !”’——the generous Scipie
faid, '

And in retirement’s thade conceal’d his head.
. Ungrateful Britain !— might the Patriot fay, -
Or, if he will not fpeak it, others may :
Say, will thy generous heart the Mufe permit
Merit and Thee to fing, exalted Pitt;
While, fir'd with honeft rage, fhe fighs to fee
Bafe Scandal dart her venom’d tongue at thee ?
She muft; fhe dares th’ attempt, however new,
'To give her warmeft praife, where praife is due ;
She burns—indeed unfathionably fir'd,
She burns to praife the minifter retir’d.

Here needs not fition gild the face of truth,
Thy woice infpirited our generous youth,
That bad at once their glittering falchions glow,
And caft a dreadful gleam upon the foe.

Ere
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Ere this Britannia hung her drooping head,
And inly mourn’d her antient fpirit fled,
Ere this how idly did her navies fweep,
In ufelefs pageantry, the filent deep ?
And, as they fail’d along, th’ infulting foe
Smil’d at the fcene, and mock’d the harmlefs thow §
But when on thee the fovereign fix’d his choice,
With joy reviving, Britons heard thy voice,
Wing’d at thy word the conquering navy flies,
And thouts of victory rend the echoing fkies,
Frefh fchemes of honour every bofom fill,
While Expeation holds Attention fill ;
‘The trembling French dread every deep-laid plan,
And, while they curfe the foe, admire the man.
‘Ere this, fee France, vain, infolent, and proud,
With hottile threats diftrefs the timid crowd ;
Fear feiz’d each trembling breaft, th’ alarm began;
Thro’ every heart the mean infetion ran; :
To fave that land they call’d a foreign friend,
‘Which Britons were unable to defend.
Days of difgrace! which call the fcalding tear
Down the pale cheek, and wound the tingling ear;
Oh be the deed forgot ! —with honeft rage
May hiftory from her annals rend the page,
When thus no bofom feem’d with ardor fir'd,
And Britain’s courage—only not expir’d !

Say, fhade of Wolfe, on that enfanguin’d plain,
Wluch ever fhall thy memqry retain,

Hj Where,
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Wheg's, while thy bofom pour’d the purple tide,
Fair Vi&ory ftood weeping by thy fide, -
Glow’d not thy heart with Pitt’s auguft defign,
(’Twas his to form, to execute was thine)
That gave proud Gaul Britannia’s ftrength to know,
Which fell with mighty ruin on the foe ?

Ifee, I fee the facred fhade advance,
Bright flath his lightning eyes, g\nck gleams his

quivering lance,

How ftern the Hero’s awful form appears,
While thefe indignant accents pierce my ears:
¢ Youth, how lamented on thefe plains I fell,
#¢ Let Britain’s voice, that wept in triumph, tell ;
s« Let the fame voice, which gratitude once fir'd,
s¢ Speak the ftrong joy which patriot-worth infpir'd !
¢¢ But oh the change ! —If gratitude be dead,
¢¢ In vain the Patriot plann’d, the Hero bled ; ~=
«¢ No, not in vain :——for benefits will laft,
¢« However faction rage, or malice blaft.
¢ Ungrateful land! if thus his godlike mind
¢¢ The mean return of tainted flander find,
¢¢ My generous ardor may have found the fame,
¢ And courage may be funk in folly’s name;
¢¢ I blefs, when fuch ingratitude I fee,
¢¢ Thedeath thatfnatch’d mefrom a land like thee.”
He faid ; and vanifh’d into empty air, -
The founds yet murmuring on th’ attentive ear:

o Oh
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Gh muth-lamented Shade! tho’ juft thy rape, -
‘While fcandal taints the venal poet’s page,
Yet grant a gracious fmile, if one remains
Who pours his honeft, tho’ his humble ftrains,
To pay th’ impartant debt, tho’ all unfit,
The debt of gratitude, to thee and Pitt.
Thy heart, greatGeorge, with virtue’s lore enlarg’d,
This.generous debt of gratitade difcharg’d ;
Then fure the fons of flander muft agree,
Who wound Pitt’s merits, glance the dart at thee,
Who but remembers, (ah, wha can forget {)
When fattion’s rage diftre{s’d the tottering ftate,
When difcontent thro’ every bofom fpread,
And, torn by parties, Britain’s vitals bled ?
A hateful fcene ! —the Patriot then arofe,
At onge the wounds of fell divifion clofe ;
On Britain’s fhore fair Union took her ftand,
And wide diffys’d her bleflings o’er the land,
Ere {candal lay difpirited and dead,
And murmuring fa&tion hid her horrid head :
Bleft days!—O much-lov’d Britain ftill ’tis mine
T'o with fuch halcyon days be ever thine!
Why need I paint the virtues of his heart,
‘Where rigid honour fills the largeft part?
The virtues of his heart are not unknown—=
'Thefe his difgufted enemies will own :~——
And let not Falthood’s voice my verfe defame,
And ftain fair Truth with Flattery’s odious name;
H 4 When
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‘When ‘place and power obey’d the Statefman’s will,’
‘The generous Mufe ne’er tried he: trembling quilk;
For tho® each a&ion heart-felt joy infpird,

Each action ftill in filence fhe admir’d.

And now no ftatefman’s chara&er I blaft,

Nor blame the prefent, the’ applaud the paft,
Exalted merit ftilt to praife be mine,

® &% *39%, to blaft bright charaflers be Thine.

"~ When rolling time has bid our paffions ceafe,
And hateful fa&tion fhall be huth’d to peace,
‘Then future ages fhall his virtues know,

And wonder fuch a Statfeman found a foe ;
In honour’s fane (a noble group!y fhall fit
Immortal Tully, Walfingham, and Pitt;
While Hiftory fhall raife her trump on high,
And fpread his praifes round the vaulted fky,
Shall on her faireft page infcribe his name,
And give the roll to everlafting fame.

P
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A JOURNEY TO DONCASTER,
oR

A CURIOUS JOURNAL OF FIVE DAYS, WROTE
WITH A PENCIL IN A CHAISE.

Dear AxxNeE,

N profe I’ve wrote you many a journal
Of travels, which I hope you’ll burn all,

And now for once I write in thyme
To tell you how I {fpend my time,
And what adventures may enfue
While I am hafting down to you.

On Sep. the fecond day I went
To London from my houfe in Kent;
And, as good luck would have it, found
A friend for fhire of Ebor bound:
It proving temperate, pleafant weather,
We foon agreed to go together,
And for our eafe, o’er turnpike-ways,
To travel down in my poft-chaife.
By learned men it is agreed,
Poets thould ride the winged fteed ;
And therefore, thus fays Betty Martin,
¢¢ Thou art no poet, that’s moft certain.”
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Thro’ Kentith-town, up Highgate-hill,
Qutt horfes mave—againft their will;. -
And, while they fnuff the wholefome wind,
We caft a parting look behind,

Pleas’d t’ have left yon fable cloud,

"Fhat buries millions ia its throud ;

Alas! they toil, the fons of care!.. = . .
And never breathe the purer air.

Thy common, Finchley, next we meafure,
Whofe woodland views would give ns pleafure, .
But that they many a wretch exhibit,

Too near 'the high road, on a gihbet ;
Hence men may guefs, without much fkill,
Here have been rogues —and may be ftill.
High-Barnet pafs)d, we reach the plain,
Where Warwick, hanghty earl, was flain
So perifh all, as Warwick fell, -

Who ’gainft their lawful liege rebel !

Ah! pafling firange, that one fweet flower
Should kindle all the rage of power!

Yet England oft has wail’d her woes,

And wept the colours of the rofe.

With hungry appetites we hie on,

Where Hatfigld fhows the Silver Lion ;
But, lo! nice fteaks from rump of beef
Will foon afford us kind relief;

Of good old Port we drink a quart,
Difcharge our reckoning, and depart.
Thro’ farfdy lanes, and deep defiles,
Where ray of Pheebus never fmiles,

-
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{Save on ghat beamtillumin’d dwelling,” -
Where Young delights the Mufe at Welling)
"We march as gently as we can,
And reach at Stevenage the Swan :
A well-fed pullet, roafted nice, .
And of highsfeafin’d ham a flice, .
Of fuppers could not prove the worft— :
Warm negus gratified our thirft: ,
At ten the welcome down we preft, :
And wooed the kindly Power of reft.—

With early dawn we mount the chaife, '
And Phcebus fmiles in friendly rays:
O’er fineft turnpike-road we bowl,
The wheels, the numbers gently roll,
Speed fwift to Baldock down the hill,
Where liv'd fweet Polly of the Mill,
But now the lovely Polly’s gone,
Rival of Venus!—fe drive on.
Thro’ villages, o’er plains we ride,
‘Where Ouze condus his filver tide
So flow his winding waters ftray,
He feems to linger on his way,
As loth to leave the pleafing fcene
Of woods, corn-fields, and paftures green s
Thusman, low-grovelling, like the river,
Would loiter in this life for ever
So beautiful thefe fcenes appear,
He thinks it better t6 be here, - e

Y ‘Than

A
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Than try that country, from whofe boura \
No pile-eyed travellers return. :

At Eaton next, by twelve a clock,

We bait our horfes at the Cock:-

‘Then leave awhile the public road,

'To take with friends a night’s abode s

'This vifit-comes in due fucceffion,

And therefore deem it no digreffion.

‘Thence crofs corn-fields our way explore,

‘Where chariots never went before ;

‘Thro’ rufhy fwamps, and bogs we paft,

And came to * Beggary at laft:

Even then we did not know our doom, S
For worfe misfortunes were to come:: ’
Fain would we thro’ the paftures ride ;

Our entrance.gates and locks denied :

Thro’ that deep lane, where many a flough
Would fpoil a horfe, or hide a cow,

Pafs on we muft, if we intend

To pay our vifit to a friend :

True friendfhip has a bias ftrong,”

It drove us thro’ the mire along,

O’cr banks and ridges, till, at laft,

It fairly fet the carriage faft—

What’s to be done ? —with might and main

We haul’d it on the land again :

® The name of a fmall hamlet,
At
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At length, with fear'and wild amaze,
We crawl’d thro’ fafely with the chaife; -
Now on the.precipice’s edge, -
‘Now bounc’d againtt a quickfet hedge, -
And, by a wogdrous kind of fate,
By four arriv’d at P~—’s gate;.
Whofe entertainment; neat and kind,
Soon put thiefe dangers out of mindz.- - .
With focial friends we paft the day, .. -
And gaily daugh’d our cares away—i .
At fix we march, but firlt provide, -
To fhun bad roads; a faithful guides
And fhortly, o’er the rifing fteep, :
We faw the {pire of Bugden peep: .
. At breakfaft near an hour we wafte,. .
*Twas coffee, grateful to the tafte,
With dulcet cream, and nut-brown toaft 3
‘Then bid a Valeas to our hoft.
O’er level roads we drive amain,
Roads as the well-rolP’d terrace plain,
And foon reach’d Stilton fafe and well—e
We chofe the inn that bears the Bell.
On mutton, charming food! we dine,
And cheer our hearts with generous wine 3
-But long, alas! we muft not ftay —
Life flies with rapid wing away ;
>Tis but a march that we muft make
>Tis but a journey we muft take:
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Here we can fix no firm abode;

Nor loiter: long upon the road 3

But muft, with vigilance, attend

8till to our jouiney, and its-end.

At Stamford next, with fpirits light,

The Bull receives us for the-night ;

Smelts and a rabbet was our food ;

‘The bill was cheap, the winewas good, .
Our wheels next moming early found 7
O’er rough, thro’ truly Roman ground’; N
‘Th’ immenfe Veftigia, #ill compleat, -

Prove that the Romans once were great

By ten, at Grantham we admire 3
The noble church, the lofty fpire; }
Sarum’s alone is two feet higher.

Here, what before I ne’er had feen,

I faw faix Venus, Beauty’s Queen;

Sweetly fhe fmil’d with graceful look,

In fhape of Lady Mary C—.

Our breakfaft done, in hafte we went

T'o Newark on the banks of Trent;

There ftaid a little to regale

On cold roaft-beef and humming ale.

Thence thro’ a tedious, fandy way

‘We labour’d, and at Carlton lay :

With friends we drain’d the cheerful bowl,

And fupt on mutton and beoil’d fowl,

And
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And eels that gave us much content,
Delicious'eels —the eels of Trent. © =
Next morn thro’ wretched roads we feer,

Yet pay at turnpikes devilith dear: . -

‘The purple heath we travers’d o’er,

And fopt at Baraby oh the Moor ;- o
Thence into honeft Yorkfhire venturd,

Which firft we at fair Bawtry enter’d :

By three to Doncafter we came, :

A town polite, of antient fame; .
There will the Mufe awhile unberd,

And there this tedious journal end,

Wirote, dearet Anne, at your commands;

And now it flies to kifs your hands.

Sep.'6, 1759

SONNET,
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S O N N E T
x
BY THE LATE MR. EDWARDS.

TO THE REV. MR« LAWRY, PREBENDARY OF
ROCHESTER.

Awry, whofe blifsful lot has plac’d thee near-
) To Wifdom’s houfe; where thou may’ft rightly
Of the beft fneans in virtue to excel, -[pell
Science, which. hever can be priz’d too dear; .
Where thy *: great Patron, tho’ in life fevere,
Is candid and humane, in doing well
Conftant and zealous, eager to repel ,
Evil by good, in word and deed-fincere; .
In this fair mirror fee thy duty clear,
Pradtice enforcing what his precepts teach,
This great example ftudy night and day;
If faithful thus thy Chriftian courfe thou fteer, .
Tho’ {fuch perfe&tion thou thould’ft fail to reach,
The generous effort {ure rewards will pay.

* D¢, Herring, archbithop of Canterbury,
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THE SENTIMENTS OF TRUTH;
AN EPISTLE.

ADDRESSED TO THE SONS OF BRITAIN.

BY MR. p

Yo

£ generous Britons, fons of fair renown,
With mute attention deign to lend an ear:

As late reclin’d beneath a fpreading oak, )
Mufing intent on Albion’s happy ifle ;
A fudden flumber gently feal’d my eyes,
And wrapt my wearied limbs in foft repofe ;
Excurfive Fancy wing’d her agile flight
‘Thro’ the aerial manfions of the world ;
Inftant appear’d, portray’d upon my mind,
The fair Urania, clad in candid robe ;-
And bright around, in beauteous order rang’d,
A crowd of Britons rifing to my view ;
A gentle murmur, firft, diftin® was heard—
The Goddefs wav’d her wand—a paufe enfued —
Silent in expettation now they fat,
‘When thus her featiments the mildly fpoke :

¢« Fam’d Albion’s fons, whofe rock-encircling
«¢ Emblem of virtues in your noble race, [coatt,
¢« Repels each boifterous billow of the deep,
¢ And ftands triumphant o’er the bounding main:

Voui. IX. I ¢ You
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<t You who, to vindicate your regal right,

¢« That right divine by every kingdom claim’d, -

¢¢ In dreadful thunder fhook the diftant poles,

«¢ While trembling regions heard the horrid found ;

«¢ Let not Contention, hell’s deftruétive fiend,

<« Excite commotion, and your peace deftroy ;

¢«¢ Let not Ambition’s vile, ignoble train,

<t The groveling arts of dark diffimulation,

«¢ Pride, pique, or intereft, e’er delude your fteps;

¢ Bat let benevolence your fouls command,

¢ Your darling paffion by your foes confefs’d."

¢¢‘Can you, who brave repell’d th’ infidious foe,.

<«¢ And nobly humbled their imperious creft ;

«¢ Can.you, fo high-renown’d for martial deeds

«¢ And fair emprife, to difcord fall a prey ?

«¢ Inftant renounce each ftupor of the foul,

«¢ And virtuous dare the fam’d Britannia’s weal, -

¢ Remember Rome, auguft, imperial Rome —

<< She long in virtue’s caufe refplendent fhone:

¢ Fragrant fhe bloom’d, and flourifh’d wondrous

« *Till pomp, vile luxury, corruption fell, [fair,

¢ And Hydra Faftion, with malignant breath,

¢ Tumbled, with cumbrous fall, her eagle-head!-

¢ This world’s dread emprefs,renown’d for learning4

«¢ For arms, arts, virtuous deeds, without compeer.

¢<. Now how .inglorious! how fupinely funk !

¢¢ Fallen from her high eftate, and grovelling in the

“ Smc; r;afon’s lamp dlmmnates the mind, [duft.
. n And
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¢ And cogent proves eternity to man ;
¢¢ Since-juftice too, eternal, will require
«¢'Stri& retribution for offences paft ;.
¢¢ Serious reflect on God’s fupreme decrees,
¢ And learn obedience to his great commands:
¢¢ For what avail earth’s pageant pomp and joys
¢« In that dread hour when death terrific comes. ——:.
¢ The gaudy title, filken dalliance,
¢ And life too gaily fpent, will but torment,
<« Not calm the mind, in that tremendous moment!
¢¢ Let then your civil broils and difcord ceafe ;
¢¢ Enjoy the fruits of your well-earn’d renown ;
¢« Caft off each vice, each poifonous dreg of life;"
¢¢ Fly fell corruption, taint of generous minds,
¢¢ Left her corroding hand your frame diflolve,
¢< And bury in the duft your antient toil :
<< But if, unheeded, exhortation pafs,
«¢ Britannia, now fo fam’d, will fure imbibe-
¢¢ A deeper ftain than Afric’s tawny fons !”’

She faid ; then inftant vanifh’d into air,
When Morpheus foon his guardian poft refign’d,
And memory; faithful, famp’d upon my mind
The fage inftructions of the meek-cyed fair. -

Ti  oN
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ON THE NUPTIALS OF LORD GREY, AND
" LADY HARRIOT BENTINCK.

_BY MRs. P

¥ -

Ymen (negle@ted God) this day appears
In blaze of glory, as in carlier years;

‘When innate worth alone.th’ affeions fway’d,
Nor wealth the youth, nor pomp allur’d the maid ;
Titles and grandeur, ¢ trifies light as air,”
Were not effentials to the well-match’d pair;
But when indulgent heaven benignly joins .
To ntle, virtues that e’en wealth refines ;
When noble birth adorns a nobler heart,
Which joys th’ intrufted bleflings to impart,

. Copies the great Commander. of the fky,

And wipes AffliGtion’s tear from Virtue’s eye ?
How fair’s the lot ? —we fee, and wondering trace
Thefe glowing virtues ftamp’d on Stamford’s race:
A bright compeer in worth and noble fame,
Hark ! radiant Truth re-echoes Bentinck’s name.

Aufpicious morn ! for ever gay appear,
Clad in the brighteft livery of the year;
Joyful may circling hours thy ides relate,
Which faw united Grey and Bentinck’s fate ;
Long be their years, to grief and pain unknown,
And may each parent virtue be their own.

A
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'A NUPTIAL-CARD,

SENT TO A YOUNG COUPLE ON THEIR WEB~
DING-DAY, JULY XXIIl, MDCCLXLIL.

BY THE SAME.

GLadly the caH of fnendihxp I obey,

And gratulating hail your nuptial day.
May life’s fmall circle ever bright appear,

Fair as the morn that gives you all that’s dear;
May tender friendthip (guardian power of Love)
Attendant wait you, and each at approve ;

Scan both your merits with a partial eye,

And, if a fault fhould rife, each pafs it by:

Would you with joy ftill view your wedding—day,
Not only both muﬁ love, but both obey.

‘MORACE,
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HORACE; ODE XiV. BOOK IL
- IMITATED BY JOHN, EARL OF CORKE.

OW fwift, alas! the rolling years
¢' Hafte to devour their deftin’d prey!
A moth each winged moment bears,
Which ftill in vaia' the ftationets - .
From the dead authors fiveep away;
And troops of canker-worms, with fecret pride, °
- Thro’ gay vermilion leaves, and gilded covers glide.

Great Bavius, fhould thy critic vein
Each day {upply the teeming prefs,
Should’ft thou of ink whole rivers drain; -
ot ene oltavo fhall remain,
* To fhow thy learning and addrefs :
©blivion drags them to her filent cell,
Where brave king Arthur and his nobles dwell.

Authors of every fize and name;

Knights, *fquires, and do&ors of all colours,-
From the purfuit of lafting fame, '
Re-living, there a manfion claim :

.* Behold the fate of modern fcholars !

Why will you then, with hope delufive led,

For various readings toil, which never will be read ?
With
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With filver clafp, and corner-plate,

You fortify the favourite book :
Fear not from worms or time your fate !
More cruel foes your works await:

The butler, with th’ impatient cook, .
And paftry-nymphs, .with trankmakers, combine
Toeafe the groaning fhelves, and {poil the fair defign.

HORACE, ODE XXX. BOOK I,

IMITATED IN THE.PERSON OF GENERAL
C H=—=——L L.

BY DR. BROXHOL M.

Venus! Joy of men and gods,
Forfake, for once, thy bleft abodes,
And deign to vifit my land ;
"Quit Paphos and the Cyprian ifle,
On thy fond votary kindly fmile,
And come to my Duck Ifland.

Thee, Goddefs, thee, my prayers invoke,
To thee alone my altars fmoke ;

O treat me not with rigour :
Thy wanton fon bring with thee too,
My dying embers to renew,

And give me back my vigour, -
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Bring, too, the Graces to my arms,
Girls that are prodigal of charms,
Of every favour lavifh:
Yielding and melting let them be;
Confider, I am fixty-three,
And that’s no age to ravifh.

Let jocund Health attend thy train,

Much wanted by thy crazy fwain;
And, gentle Venus, pr’ythee,

To crown thy gifts, and eafe my pain,

{Since Ward has labour’d long in vain)
Let Mercury come with thee.
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A SUBURBIAN PREACHMENT.

A Reverend do&or, preaching in the fuburbs,.
Aboutwhofe debts arofe fome plaguy hubbubs,
Thus, for his text, thefe pleafing words let fall,

¢¢ Have patience with me, and I'll pay you alk”
With joy-pricktears the rough Burroughnians ftand,
And deem’d the day of ballancing at hand:

On his firft Head his reafons were fo ftrong, .
They fat with patience, tho’ he preach’d fo long: .
«¢ And now, fays he, I come to ¢ pay you all”—
« Great is your patience, and my merit fmall —

<« T abufe that noble virtue were a crime~—

4¢ So I’ll defer it 1o —another time.”

Vor. IX. X TO
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TO THE MEMORY

QF THELATEDUKE OF BRIDGEWATER,
MDCCXLVIII.

BY N. COTTON, M. D. OF ST. ALBAN’s.

Atient to hear, and bounteous to beftow,
A mind that melted at another’s woe ;

Studious to aét the felf-approving part,
‘That midnight mufic of the honeft heart;
‘Thefe filent joys th’ illuftrious youth poffeft,
‘This cloudlefs funthine of th’ unfullied breaf}:
From pride of peerage, and from folly free;
Life’s early morn fair Virtue gave to thee.
‘The tear no longer ftole from Sorrow’s eye,
And Poverty rejoic’d, when he was nigh ;
Like Titus, knew the value of a day,
And Want went fmiling from his gates away.
Titles and rank are borrow’d from the throne:
Thefe honours, Egerton, were all thy own.

EPI-



[ 123 ]
EP KTAP}; -ON
KING THEODORE BARON NEUHOFF, .
IN ST. AN'K'SY CHURCH-YARD, WESTMINSTER;

Near this place is interr’d
Theodore, king of Corfica,
Who died in this parith, Dec. 11, 1756.
Immediately after
Leaving the King’s Bench prifon,
By the benefit of the a&t of infolvency s
In confequence of which
He refigned his kingdom of Corfica
For the ufe of his creditors.

HE grave, great teacher, to a level brings
Heroes and beggars, galley-flaves and kings ;
But Theodore this moral learn’d, ere dead;
Fate pour’d its leflons on his living head, }
Beftow’d a kingdom, but denied him bread.
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OCTOBER. AN ODE.

HE naked grove now fhivers at the blatt,

While his green mantle on the ground is caft.
Bleak are the profpeéts of the widow’d trees,
Mourning their faded glories in the breeze ;
Hark! where the barns conceal their yellow flores,
Echo repeats the labour of the floors!

Like a young threfher, on the neighbouring hiil,
Her mimic ftrokes the diftant woodlands fill ;
Now in the Scorpion, Pheebus rules the day,
And Summer’s painted foliage fades away,
Shorn is the verdure of the hazel-fhade,

While the gale bruthes o’er the auburn glade;

Now, ye autumnal beauties, mourn the time

Mifpent in prudery, while you pafs’d your prime !

And, ere the the plum is of its blue bereft,

Be frogal of the golden hour that’s left ;

Yon ftately pine late triumph’d in its fhade,

But mark, in Autumn, how its honours fade!
Vou. X. B The
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‘Fhe fkies, prophetic of fiern Winter, wear-

A fadder robe—and nipping is the air;

Now to the thirfty root the fap defcends,

Tho’ fill the bough, with golden fruitage, bends.
Still the hale jafmine-boafls its white and green,,
And annuals triumph o’er the withering fcene;.

Now teem the cyder-vats with apple-wine,.
And emulate the ne&ar of the vine;

‘While ripe Pomona labours to produce

A cooling beverage for the Summer’s ufe,,

The fervor. of the heated {fwain to cool,

While the proud dog-ftar holds his tyrant-rule 5

Will Myra from her plighted promife range ?

Shall Love’s affetions with the weather change ?
No ; tho’ around difmantled forefts pine,.

And the gay fields their velvet glofs refign,.
Reverfe of Autumn, fhe fhall never fade,

But ardent Truth embower us with.its fhade.

THE
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THE FALL OF THE LEAF.
We all do fade as a leaf.. * IsA1an,.

EE the leaves around us falling,
Dry and wither’d, to the ground,
Thus to thoughtlefs mortals calling,
In afad and folemn found ;.

¢¢ Sons of Adam, once ia Eden,
¢ *Till like us he blighted fell,.

«¢ Hear the le&ture we are reading,
«¢>Tis alas! the truth we tell.

¢« Virgins, much, too much prefuming-
¢¢ On your boafted white and red,

« View us late in beauty blooming,
¢ Number’d now among the dead..

¢ Griping mifers, nightly waking,.
¢¢ See the end of all your care,

¢ Fled on wings of our own making,.
¢ We have left our owners bare.

 Sons of honour, fed.on praifes,.

«¢ Fluttering high in fancied worth,.
% Lo! the fickle air that raifes,

« Brings us down to parent earth..
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¢ Learned fophs, in fyftems jaded,
¢ Who for new ones daily call,

¢ Ceafe at length, by us perfuaded =
¢ Every leaf muft have its fall.

¢ Youths, tho’ yet no loffes grieve you,
¢ Gay in health and manly grace,

¢¢ Let not cloudlefs fkies deceive you,
¢¢ Summer gives to Autumn place.

¢ Venerable fires, grown hoary,
¢« Hither turn th’ unwilling eye,
«¢ Think, amidft your falling glory,
¢¢ Autumn tells a Winter nigh.

«¢ Yearly in our courfe returning,
¢ Meffengers of fhorteft ftay,

¢¢ Thus we preach this truth concerning,
¢ Heaven and earth fhall pafs away.”

¢¢ On the tree of life eternal,

¢¢ Man, let all thy hopes be ftay’d,
¢ Which alone, for ever vernal,

¢¢ Bears a leaf that fhall not fade.”

THE
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THE DECLINE OF AUTUMN.
V BY W. W.

T \HE bofom of earth is all matted with leaves,
The honours of Autumn decay ;

Brown Ceres no longer exhibits her fheaves,

To the golden-eyed monarch of day.
With diffonant guns hills and vallies refound,
. The fwains thro’ the coppices rove ;

The partridges bleed on the arable ground,
The pheafants lie dead in the grove.

The coats of the hedges look languidly green,
‘The fwallows relinquifh the meads ;

Rude winter approaches with horrible mien,
The flowrets give place to the weeds.

The fun too is lazy, and {lumbers abed,
As loathing {o early to rife:

When rifen, how dim lopks his vapoury head !
How faint he illumines the fkies !

No more on the poles hang the cluftering hops,
Or form a magnificent fhade ;

No more on their fkirts fhine the fhowery drops,
For Autumn, their nurfe, is decay’d.

B3 The
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"The gale that was wont to approach me fo kind,
Grows fharp, and flies haftily by,

To give me fweet kiffes no longer inclin’d,
It bids the tear ftart from my eye.

0! fee, while I fpeak, from the gun’s levell’d aim -
Death pierces the birds of the air! -
Ye rovers, will nothing your condué reclaim,
And move your hard bofoms to {pare ?
No, nothing—ye cry with unanimous voice,
- While ridicule falls from your tongue :
Ye think not, ye cruel ones, as ye rejoice,
How once the poor innocents fung.

To others fuch barbarous fports I refign,
. And fly to my Florimel’s arms;
Her fanRified love fhall be totally mine,
For virtue adds force to her charms.
On the bafe of religian, my fair, let it rifed.
To crown us with bleflings *twas given,
‘To bid our fouls mount from the earth to the fkies,
And give us a foretafte of heaven. - -
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A FAREWELL TO SUMMER.
AN ELEGY.

A Dieu fairfpring ! adorn’d with chaplets gay,
y Ye fields and vernal landfcapes all adieu,
Bright fummer and the long tranfparent day,
No more I bail the {cented groves and you.

. Farewell the walk where cryftal rivulets glide,
Where flender ofiers waft the healthful gale,
“Where infe&ts float along the filver tide, v .1
And filent rapture haunts the fruitful vale.

“Where purplelawns falubrious odours fpread, [dye,
Where heath-fhrubs blofflom wild with languid .

Whereround thehedge unbought perfumes arefhed,
And native beauty courts the roving cje.

Where hawthorns bud, and velvet cowflips grow,
Where verdant banks put forth the painted weed,

Whofe vivid hues eclipfe th’ embroider’d beau,
And the proud flaunters of the Park exceed.

Where Solitude unfolds her matchlefs charms,
And meek Content aflumes her happy reign,

Where jocund Plenty crowns the rifing farms,
And fills the ftorchoufe of the village-fwain.
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How frefh paft pleafures dance before the mind,
Renew’d in thought by winter’s coming train,
That now, like vapours on the broad-wing’d wind,
Hafte to deface the beauty of the plain.

I fee, with memory’s retrofpedtive eye,
Each rivulet’s polifh’d current fmoothly flow,
See blithfome May hang pearly blofloms high,
And richly drefs the flowery meads below.

See nodding orchards wave their plumy pride,
See gardens grac’d with all the tints of {pring,

Fnamell’d beds their tender foliage hide,
*Till genial funs a warmer feafon bring.

What fcenes can equal fummer’s bright difplay, .
When fwift Aurora drives her early car,

‘When glowing Pheebus gives the bluthing day,
And fends his boundlefs influence wide and far.

How fiweet to fee the flocks that crop their food,
And fkip in wanton {pert around the field,
Glad to prefent their bleating gratitude,
For the green pafture that the meadows yield.

_ To hear the wakeful fhepherd’s homely ftrain,
Breathe welcome fonnets to the rofy beam,
While flumbering towns in leaden fleep remain,
And lofe fubftantial pleafures for a dream.
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To tread betimes the neighbouring lanes, and view
(Erefcorching heat rides on the noon-tide air)
The grafs, the trees, the vallies rob’d in dew,
And garden plants the liquid garment wear.

There oft at morn I tun’d the rural lay,

_And with my Sylvia gently ftray’d along,
The birds fat mute on every leafy fpray,

While liftening echo catch’d the flowing fong.

There filent mus’d on Shakefpear’s tragic page,
Of Milton learn’d to {cale the azure road,
Chanted Mzonides’ poetic rage,
And read, O Pope! thy equal thoughts of God.

Admir’d great Thomfon’s a&tive fkilful mufe,
That in fuch eafy numbers fcans the globe,

Such lively colours Albion’s fpring renews,
And paints the beauties of her vernal robe.

There, when the lark began her warbling fong,
And fhook her pinions for the morning flight,

Rais’d the loud chorus of the feather’d throng,
And tower’d beyond the fartheft reach of fight.

The tuneful black-bird whiftling to his mate,
Far o’er the lonely foreft thrill’d the note,

And cheerful linnets in the woods, elate,
Rejoin’d the melting mufic of his throat.

A
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Our praife reap’d fervor from the general glow,
The pious airs infpir'd the heavenly flame,
“The thrufh’s plaint, the cattle’s meaning law,
Wiih grateful joy our fwelling hearts o’ercame.

Nor lefs at eve the rural manfions pleafe,

Or rural virtues charm th’ exalted foul,
"Whofe powers not yet enervated by eafe,

Like Newton, gralp creation’s ample whole
In fearch of learning’s gifts unwearied roam,

Th’ illumin’d {fpaces of the milky way,
Traverfe th’ infinitade of nature’s dome,

‘The earth, its fnow-top’d mountains, and the fea;

In every part difcover wifdom’s hand,
Find Deity infcrib’d on all around,
Omnipotence and love from ftrand to &rand,
Far as th’ encircling ocean’s utmoft bound.

For fuch, O fpring ! thy fragrant breezes blow,
Thy new-born flowers expand the crimfon leaf;

Thy rays, O fummer?! golden profpe&s thow,
And tinge the grain of Ceres’ pointed fheaf.

For fuch, mild autumn rears the fhooting vines, -
Bids juicy clufters fwarm the thaded wall,

Enriching crops o’erhang her wheaten mines,
And ripen’d ftuits from bending branches fall.
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“To fuch, evem winter’s jarring winds convey,
The gladfome tidings of cternal peace:
And ftorms, and clouds, that others blifs allay
Their hope, their frength, their fortitudeincreafe.

A FAREWELL TO THE COUNTRY.
WRITTEN THE MIDDLE OF OCTOBER.

Dieu! the pleafing rural fcene,
Thick fhades and meadows fair and green,
‘The field .adorn’d with fheaves of corn,
“The walk at early hour of morn.-

Behold! with green no meads are clad,
Behold the thrufh fits mate and fad :
No lively fongiter’s warbling throat
Pours joy, pours mafic in his note.

How bare, how naked feems yon bed 1
The pink is gone, the tulip dead:

‘Where is the gay, the odorous flower,
That lately blufh’d in yonder bower?

So fade the glories of the year,
They bloflom fair, and difappear ;
And (melancholy truth!) fond man!
Thy life’s a flower, thy days a fpan!
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Almighty Sovereign, bounteous Power,
Whom every clime and tongue adore:
Whofe wifdom this vaft fyftem plann’d,
And form’d tne fea, and form’d the land ;

Proftrate before thy throne we bow,
Parent of circling feafons Thou!

" Haften far happier days—and bring
¢¢ One glorious and eternal {pring !”

ON
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©ON SEEING A ROSE IN OCTOBER.:

Hrice happy flower, what heavenly aid
. Supports thy ftrength, while others fade ?
What quickening fpirit makes thee blow,
‘While all thy fifters droop below ?
Sure there’s a fpark of heavenly flame,
That fhoots its warmth throughout thy frame ;
Some inborn effence moft refin’d,
Some genial virtue good and kind,
‘That makes thy bluthing beauties blow,
And thy mellifluous fweets to flow ;
‘That gives new life, and rears thy head,
‘When all thy beauteous race lie dead.
Thou, charming rofe! art now moft rare,
-And would’ft be quite beyond compare ;
But that my Delia, but that fhe,
Is lovely, fair, and fweet like thee:
Like thee, when other beauties pine,
She glows with virtue, and fhall fhine;
Deep in the heart the blefling lies,
The fpark divine that never dies :
Which (when the froft of age invades,
When on her cheek thy pi&ure fades)
Shdll give new grace, new life, new air,
And make her emineatly fair.

ON
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ON THE DEATH OF DR. PARNE,
FELLOW OF TREN. COL. CaM.

T length, poor fuffering wretch, thy pangs are:
oer, :

Death feals thy eyes, and thou fhalt grean no-more ;

No more thall mifery reach thy tortur’d breaft,.

Nor life’s low cares difturb thy fettled reft:

From pride, ambition, envy, malice free, ’

Thou feel’ft no more the gripes of penury,.- g

Nor all the thoufand pains of fad mortality.

Yet {ure fome decent honours to thy fhade,

From learning’s fons fome tribute might be paid.::

In the laft office might there not have been

Some added grace to folemnize the fcene? *

Some plaintive Mufe to deck thy empty bier;

Some pitying friend to drop the tender tear &

But foes purfued thee to thy lateft breath,

And malice left thee not a friend in death.

* The dodtor was buried in the college chapel: It is ufual;
en the death of any. Fellow, to carry an empty bier, with a
pall over it, round the Quadrangle, the Choir walking before
it, and all the members of the fociety behind : Verfes on the
deceafed are ufually fixed. to the pall, and throwa into the
grave : — But thefc ceremonies were omitted,

One
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One eye alone I faw with forrow flows.

In artlefs full fimplicity of woe;

The faithful * ruftic wept ; and only he-

" Reproach’d the croud for loft humanity.

Defpis’d, unfelt for, unlamented lay,

In the rude grave, th’ unanimated clay.

And yet this trampled corfe had once a name,.
Once was no ftranger to the voice of fame ;

This thing defpis’d was once with genius fir'd,.
Nay, by the adverfe Bentley was admir’d ;

*Midft Granta’s fons but lately fill’d the chair,
Graceful, as when her Whalley’s felf was there..
Foe to himfelf alone, his open mind [kind ;;
* Embrac’d, and lov’d, and would have ferv’d man-~
But niggard Fortane afts by partial rules,

And oft her. bounty fhowers on knaves and fools ;

~ Once fhe could fmile on him with glimmering ray,.
But clouded o’er the evening of his day ;

In life’s decline no healing comfort gave,.

But funk his foul with forrow to:the grave.

By hopes too fanguine led, he met the fate:

Qf all who feek the rich, and truft the great.

He went, he bow’d, he heard, and he believw’d ;.
Was courted, flatter’d, promis’d, —and deceiv’d ;

* A country bay that waited on the Do&or, who was ob-
ferved to cry all the time..

Find
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Find we then moft to pity or to blame ?
Shall we reward with praife, or brand with fhame ?
If livelier parts to venial faults betray,
Muft cenfure wipe his merits quite away ?
If meagre want, with deep afflition join’d,
Subdue the reafon, and unhinge the mind,
Shall we, officious, every blot reveal,

And judge him with uncharitable zeal?
Or kindly weep for Nature thus decay’d,
And o’er his failings caft a friendly fhade ;
To future ages bid his virtues bloom,

And bury all his follies in the tomb.

1751,

FABLES
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FABLES FOR GROWN GENTLEMEN.
BY J.H. 5 ESQ
WRITTEN IN MDCCLXI.
FABLE I.
THE RIVER WITH A PETITION.

Ccording to the Romith creed,
I fpeak of Rome two thoufand years ago,
‘The life that they fuppos’d the Gods to lead,
You would not chufe to undergo.
Jupiter’s bufinefs, day and night,
Was to attend with open ears and eyes,
And to write down, as faft as he could write,
All the impertinence that men devife.
Befides mens fopperies and ravings,
The women had fo great a fhare,
That their abfurdities and cravings
Omnipotence alone could bear.
And furthermore, “to try his patience,
He heard the prayers and fanciful diftrefles
Of all his children and relations,
And of his wife and his mif-trefles.

Vor. X. C Once



[ )

Once on a time, if you'll believe tradmon,

. A riyer in great tribuladon,
To Jupiter prefented a petition,
With an expoftulating exhortation ;
Whereby, if the petitioner’s refus’d,
He has a right to think himfelf ill-us’d ;
A form of prayer contriv’d for execution,
Exadtly like a double-barrell’d gun,

Which if you fire with refolution,
You have another chance when one is dane, -
So far from killing’two birds with one ftone,

An art that’y very little known ;

All the petitioner defir’d to do,

Was to kill one with two,..

Now this petition fhew’d how the, petitioner,
For his fidelity, zeal, and devotlon.

Had been appointed a.commifioner

Of the revenues of the Ocean,.

Which he colle@ted with great, pains,.

And fent in geod and current cath,

But, for his trouble and clear gains,.

.'The Sea returw’d adulterated trath:
Wherefore he pray’d,
Exhorted and {ubmitted, .,
‘That all the fums the Ocean paid,.
Shall for the future be remitted,
And iffued fair,.
Without debafement or impair.

AR
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Ungrateful Thames! the God replied,
Without that mixture and alloy,
Which the Sea pours into thee every tide,
Thy beauty and thy firength would wear away.
Without his aid thon wouldft remain ‘
Like Tiber, or the poor pretending Seine,
Led thro’ parterres, or rolled down a cafcade,
Confin’d to vanity, and loft to trade.
*Tis thus the Highlander complains,
*Tis thus the Union they zbufe
For binding their back-fides in chains,
And fhackling their feet in fhoes:
For giving them both food and fewel,
And comfortable cloaths,
Inftead of cruel oat-meal gruel;
Inftead of rags and heritable blows.
Luxury every day grows ftronger 5
The Highland fair
Beholds her lover now no longer
Trotting with his buttocks bare.
Thuas Do&or Brown was taken with the fpleen,
And fancied we were all undone,
Raviag about a carpet and a fcreen,
And out of temper with the fun:
Becaufe it'is a crime,
As he fuppofes,
For men to run in winter time
Into the fun to warm their nofes.
Cz2 ’Tis




[ 20 ]

*T'is an egregious want of fenfe,

A want of tafte, and want of fhame,

To fancy univerfal affluence

- And luxury the fame.

In {pite of Doétor Brown’s difcerning,
‘The term of univerfal will agree,
As well with his benevolence and learning,
As univerfal fuit with luxury.
He may perceive, if he be fo inclin’d,
Like his difcernment, luxury’s confin’d.
For as the gout torments the hands and feet,
To eafe the nobler ftomach and the head,
So luxury, to gratify the great,
Infults and robs the labourer of his bread.
Luxury in a ftate is a difeafe,
Becaufe ’tis partial, and obftrufted wealth,
But univerfal afluence and eafe
Is univerfzl happinefs and health. -

FABLE
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THE PHOENIX AND HER LOVERS.

Hat every female’s a coquette,
1 could as fafely fwear upon a book,
As [ could fafely bet, .

That every Frenchman is a cook.

A Pheenix, daughter of the Sun,
Chafte as a Veftal, modeft as a Nun,
Added fuch merit to her birth,

That not a bird, tho’ of the higheft fathion,
" No feather’d coxcomb of the earth
Ventur'd to declare his paffion.
They all agreed ‘
No earthly bird was worthy of her love s
None but a bird of the celeftial breed,
An angel from above.
The Pheenix liv’d fo long a maid,
*Till all her gaiety and bloom
Began to fade,
And favour of the tomb.

She mop’d, grew fplenetic, and tir'd

Of fo much awe and fo much ftate,

Se long’d like other birds to be admir’d,
Like other birds fhe long’d to find a mate.

C3 At
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At 1aft fhe iflued out a proclamation
To fummon the male birds of every nation;

Perhaps this fummons, and this longmg,

Was a political machine,

Juft like the Jovers that came thronging,

Summon’d by our virgin queen. -

Now, from: ald quarters, -

The birds appeard in their beft cloatlu;

Nobles in ftars: and: garters,
Curled and embroider'd beaux.

Some ftately, others light and gay,
One cooed, another fung and flatter’d; -
Some, like the Magpie and the jay,

For ever chatter'd.
About the inner ting, ;

Where all the birds of figure prefs;, -

A bat whirl’d round with leathern wing,

To fhow his fhape and his addrefs,
Offering his heart, his eyes and wings-to boot,
At which there rofe an univerfal hoot.

The Pheenix anfwer’d in the tone,’

And in the felf-fame manner languith’d,
As queen Blizabeth, when the was fhawn

A taylor by her beauty vanquifh’d ;

Take courage man, fays fhe, -
For if I needs muft have a taylor,
I promife, without failure,
To marry none but thee.
' : And
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And as the-queen coquetted at an age
When other queens are tame,
*T1ll the went off the ftage, -
The Pheenix did the fame.
She died a great coquette, and, what is more,
Rofe from the grave a greater than before.
The Pheenix and felf-love are the fame beatt,
Within the human breaf,
Wkhich poets feign the {picy eaft, -
She builds her folitary neft ;
From whence, with every gale of wind,
The traveller may finell the miad.
Her lovers are our paffions ; .thefe fhe meets,
Either by appointment or by chance,
Which if fhe can’t indulge; fhe treats
With fmiles and complaifance..
And as the Pheenix, from her athes-rais’d,
Returns as blooming.as a bride,

So when we think it dies, the Lord be prais’d,

Self-love {prings: up again with double pride.
*Tis a determin’d cafe,
None but ourfelves.can occupy our place.
For this fame vedfoe, phyfical and clear,
Each individual of wsall. . -
Is that fame Pheenix, without-any peer,
On this terreftrial ball.
A Lover is a mad-man, and.a mifer
Not one jot wifer. . -
: C 4

Let
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Let any try, except a lover,
Or one devoted to his pelf, ,
Whether in all the world they can difcover
Another felf.

'F A.B L E UL

R .
THE DUCKLINGS AND THB WESE BIRDS,

Hen, ong evening to.enjoy-the ecol,
Was walking with a brood of ducklings cal-
Juft like a miftrefs of a boarding-icheal, [low,
With miffes green and yellow. .
As fhe was twtaring.and fchooling
This bird fog.loitering, and that for fooling,
Behold a fith-pond fo alluring,
‘That, {pite of her remonftrances and cackle,
'They ventur’d their whole ftock without enfuring,
Trufting to their oars and tackle.
The hen kept fcolding like a dgab,
Curfing her rebellious race ;
We're not thy children, cried a pert young fquab,
If we were chickens, we fhould have more grace;
On Nature we deperd,
Our courfe fhe fteers, <o
Nature’s a fafer guide, and better friend
Than any dotard’s fears.
Clofe
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Clofe by the pond, an antient tower
Lifted its venerable head,

A college and fequefter'd bower,
Where owls for ages had been bred ;
An old profeflor, a great clerk,
Taught them their talents to difplay,

To keep their eyes wide open in the dark,
And fhut them in the face of day.

To think abftra&tedly, to reafon deep,

And to declaim, ’till all the world’s afleep.
Thefe ftudentsfromthe tower faw our young folks,
Our bold adventurers under fail,

They heard their clamorous mirth and jokes,
And heard their nurfe’s fruitlefs wail.
Obferve, fays one more learned than the reft,
Thefe birds by inftiné&t know the feafon
To fail, to eat, to go to reft,
Juft as we know by argument and reafon.
We know from reafon and experience both,
We fee it every hour;
That governors are loth
To part with power.
Yon hen which ypu all hear,
In fuch a fright,
Undoubtedly affeéts that fear,
To keep her pupils always in her fight.

From the fame principle, for the fame end,
Our tutor keeps us all thus pen’d:

' Preaching
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Preaching that we muft not pretend to fly,
We are too weak, it is too foon,

Which I’ll demonftrate to be a lye,

As clear as the fun at noon.
Feet, faid the fubtle Owl, -
Are.not the things, '
That conftitute the eflfence of a fowl,
So much as wings. -

Whatever is effential to our make

We fooneft learn, and feldomeft miftake.

Hence that pathetic prayer, ‘that tender call,
By which we get our wants difpatch’d,

Is fo effential above all,

That we all fpeak the moment we are hatch’d.
Natare, benevolent and wife,

Opens our mouths much fooner than our eyes.

" By parity of reafon meet,
Our wings and pinions fhould' be ready
Long time before our heads and feet
Are firm and fteady.
Therefore ’twill follow like a chain,
That as we walk, you maft confefs,
With little giddinefs and pain, "

If we attempt it, we muft fly with lefs,
This reafoning philofophic wight
Convinc’d his brethren one and all :
With one accord they took their flight,

And fatal and untimely was their fall.

- None
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None of them reafon’d any more,
The young logicians lay like wrecks,
Drown’d in the pond, or fcatter’d on the fhore,
With mangled limbs, and: broken aecks.
Bred in a court, or fome gay city, .. ..
The ducklings are thofe thoughtlefs {pritely fools,
O Cambridge is it not.a pity,
Strangers to thee and to thy fchools! .. .

F ABLE. IV.

LA NOBLESSE DE FRANGE-,
THE FIGHTING COCK AND THE,GRAVEN.
Cock, an officer of foot, ..., +. .
In France retir’d into a village,
Where he did nought but crow and ftrut,
And live by pillage.
Whene’er he had a mind )
To take his paftime with the fair, . .
He was not to one wife confin’d,
Nor to a pair,
But, like a lord,
Hal half a dozen both at bed and board.
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He fpied a barn-door fowl one day,
Cram’d from the rump up to the gullet,
In amorous dalliance and play

With a young pullet.

His robes and train, his fenatorial cap,

His fize almo# the fize of geefe, :

Show’d that he had been nurtur’d in the lap

Of peace.

Bred for the bench and preﬁdental chair,

He judg’d; he roofted, and digefted there.

The military cock toak as much pleafure

As an unlucky page,

To fee the magiftrate employ his leifure

So much below his dignity and age.

He that fhould fet a good example !
Be virtuous and difcreet!

To tread on:modefty, and trample
Chattity beneath his. feet !

Fine times, fays he, when judges run

Seducing maidens in the open fun!

This wanton fit

Comes of intemperance and over-eating ;

Which, as it foon will bring you to the fpit, - .
Shall fave your reverence from a beating.

To this reproof, -

With a fly fneer, the judge replied aloof :
’Tis true, that I and all my brood,
‘When we have run the race aflign’d,

Shall
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Shall have the honour to become the food
And comfort of mankind.
An unexpeéted death

Shall gently fteal, not farce away our breath.

Good colonel, you are mightily miftaken,

It is not owing to refped, in deed,.

"That you are neither boil’d, like us, with bacon,

Roafted nor fricaffeed. '

But tho’ your flefh be men’s averfion,

Yet it contributes much to their diverfion;
They give yow barley, bread, and vats,
Becaufe they take gteat pleafure and dchgh't

To fee you fight ; :

To fee you cutting one another’s throats.

if you efcape, and are not {lain in war, -
You are in a worfe plight by far.

Amongtt the hogs,

‘Wounded and lame, you’reon a- dung}ull caft,
By wanton boys and puppy dogs -

Worried or teaz’d to death at laft.

In France the land:tax is not as ’tis here,

A tax where you appeal and fquabble ;

There the nobility: go free and clear,

Like the rafcality and rabble.

The fame exemption pards and tygers own;
And the bafe polecat caught in gins:
Their flefh and bone we let alone,

And afk them nothing but their fkins.
FABLE
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F ABLE V.

THE DOG AND THE CAT.

Ntereft fafcinates both age and youth,

. And, with a glance of her bewitching eye,

Can make a minifter fpeak. truth,

Or make a mighty monarch telt.a lye.

She can fet brothers by. the ecars, -

And, what you’ll fearce believe perhaps,
Make fifters as harmonious as:the {pheres,
And live together without pulling caps.

’Tis fhe gives every one her place,

Oft, like a blundering marfhal at a feaft,

Joining a fcoundrel to his grace,

An atheift to a prieft.
_ Intereft well underfiood, :
Made Solomon, makes Melcomb now declare
That life is only good:
To eat and drink, and laugh, and banith care.
Clofe by a kitehen fire, a-dog-and cat,
Each a famous politician,

Were meditating, as they fat,

Plans and projeéts of ambition.

By the fame fire were fet to warm

Fragments of their mafter’s dinner;.

Temptations to alarm
The frailty of a finner.
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Clear prurient water fiream’d from Pompey’s jaws,.
And Tabby look’d demure, and lick’d her paws ;
And as two plenipos,
For fear of a furprife,
When both have fomething to propofe,
Examine one another’s eyes ;
Or like two maids, tho’ fmit by different fwains,
In jealous conference o’er a difh of tea,
Pompey and Tabby both, cudgell’d their brains, >
Studying each: other’s phyfiognomy.
Pompey; endow’d with finer fenfe,
Difcover’d, in a caft of Tabby’s face,
A fymptom of concupifcence,
Which made it a clear cafe.
When, ftrait applying to the dawning paffion,
Pompey addrefs’d her in this fathion :
Both you and I, with vigilance and zeal,
Becoming faithful dogs, and pious cats,
Have guarded day and night this common-weal
From robbery and rats,
All that we get for this, heaven knows,
Is a few bones and many blows.
Let us no longer fawn and whine,
"Since we have talents and are able;
Let us impofe an equitable fine
Upon our mafter’s table,
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And, to be brief,
Let us each chufe a fingle difh,
P11 be contented with roaft beef,
Take you that turbot—you love fith.
Thus every dog and cat agrees,
When they can fettle their own fees.
Thus two contending chiefs are feen,
To agree at laft in every meafure ;
One takes the management of the marine,
The other of the nation’s treafure:
Thus L —g retir’d, thus even P—t
His popularity refign’d,
For a tid-bit,
A pit-tance fuited to the patriot’s mind.

FABLE
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F ABLZE VL
THE SPIDER AND THE FLY.

Ith malice fell
A fpider watch’d within his cell,
Ready to fally,
The unwary traveller to foufe,.
Like a Jew-broker.in the Alley,

Or a Dutch merchant in his,counting-houfe;

Like them he correfponded far and near,

And tho’ his trade was intricate and dark,

He manag’d his affairs, and kept all clear,
Without a partner or a clerk.
A petit maitre, an ative buftling fly,
Thinking to fcamper unmolefted,

With airy equipage as he pafs'd by,
By cruel Cacus was arrefted.
Furnifh’d with that undaunted fenfe,
Which only courts and camps can teach,.
Having no weapon or defence,
Except his inftrument of {peech,

The fly, with flattering foporific ftrains,.
Tried to benumb the {fpider’s brains =
Hearing fuch daily praife beftow’d,.
Upon yaur elegance in weaving,.

Vou. X. D
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I came to vifit your abode,
Which is magnificent beyond believing :
And now I am convinc’d, if you will drop
The linen trade,
And take to weaving velvets and brocade,
The fallad-eaters foon muft fhut up fhop,
Chaunge but your diet, and, like their’s, your tafte
Will grow refin’d, corret and chafte.
As I have ftudied every herb and leaf,
‘That’s either noxious or good to eat,
Make me your caterer in chief,
And pourveyor of all your meat.
Send me this inftant, in a trice
P’ll bring you fomething favoury and nice.
Seeing the fpider fmile and grin,
He found his plot would not fiicceed,
It was too thin,
For one of that fagacious breed,
On which he fell a vapouring and buzzing,
Swearing the drones would take the alarm,
And come to the affiftance of their coufin
With an enormous fwarm.
The drones and I are no fuch ftrangers,
. We know, faid Cacus, what we both can do,
They are too wife to run their heads in dangers,
For fuch a bufy meddling fool as you :

But,
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But, fince you come to fpoil our manufacture,
And pdifon honeft traders,
Il hang you like a malefaétor,
To terrify invaders. -
No fooner faid than done,
He knock’d him down, and hung him in the fun.
. The fpider’s a negotiator,
And an enfnaring captious debater,
Obdurate, fubtile and alert,
The fly a coxcomb and a prater,
Teazing and pert.
Tho’ all fuch charaéters I hate,
And from my foul defpife,
May we have many {piders in the ftate,
When we are plagued with French and Spanith flies.

D2 FABLBE
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F A B'L E VII.
THE WILD DUCKS AND THE WATER SPANIEL.

A Fter a tedious flight,
Of many a flormy day and night;
A flock of wild ducks failing up and down,
Upon a lake were making merry ;
Like failars, in a fea-port town,
Juft arriv’d from Pondicherry.
A fwan too. ftately for fport,
To fhew herfelf was all her view,
Had undertaken to efcort
The jovial crew.
Swelling and bridling
With all the airs of a fine dame at court 3
Turning about and fidling,
Advancing, and then ftopping fhort.
Difplaying in her features
Contempt and infolent dejeion,
To fignify that thofe firange creatures
Were forc’d upon her for proteétion.
I muft confefs, amongft mankind
I have feen fwans as foolithly inclin’d.
At Paris on the Seine,
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Tve feen a French marquee conduét a pair
Of Germap barons to the fair
Of Saint Germaine,
Strutting before them, tofling up his head,
Then looking back, and lowering his creft,
The barons were fo aukward, fo ill-bred,
And {o ill-drefs’d.
Have you not feen a new-made peer
With equal pride, but greater trepidations,
. Obferving in his rear
A troop of country relations,
Run up Saint James’s-ftreet, and, at two leaps,
Take Arthur’s fteps ?
Thofe fteps as terrible as the Tarpeian,
From whence with one black ball you’re hurl’d
Into another world
Amongft the damn’d Plebeian.
Perhaps this grave and folemn fwan
Diflik’d the company of thofe wild-ducks,
Juft as a prude, or fober man,
Diflikes the company of bucks.
For while they made more noife and riot
Than twenty juftices of peace,
The fwan was ferious and quiet,
As captain Gander marching with his geefe,
Marching to the field,
With gorget and a wooden fhield.

e

D About
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About the middle of the lake,
Upon the banks, a water-fpaniel lay,
Looking out for duck or drake,
Or any lawful prey,
And as the captain of a privateer
Lies by,
Nor offers to bear down, nor gives a cheer,
*Till his expe&ted prize begins to fly,
Clofe to the fhore the fpaniel let them fail,
And rufh’d into the lake when they turn’d tail,
Snorting and fnoring ; :
Purfuing them with all his force,
Swearing and roaring
*Till he was hoarfe ;
He turn’d and veer’d,
Now made a ftretch, and then a tack;
Now fnapp’d, and now they difappear’d,
And rofe again a long way back :
*Till the poor fpiritlefs exhaufted brute
 Was forc’d to give up the parfuit.
And as the French to Toulon ran,
And left the Spaniards in a fcrape,
The moment that the fray began
The fwan made her efcape.
Quite out of reach,
A roan duck on the beach, )
Under a fhed,
Confider’d the whole fcene with wonder,
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Juft like Caligula under the bed,
Studying the caufe of lightning and thunder.
As the viftorious crew pafs’d by in order,

He made them an oration;

The roan duck heing the recorder,

Or burgomatter of the corporation. '
Leave your abandon’d lives,
Roving like pirates and Jews,

Come hither with your children and wives,

And fettle peaceably in our mews.

We’ll take you without any fufs,

Here we have neither law nor code,

You’re only tied to copy us,

And go by cuftom and the mode ;

You fhall be fathionably drefs’d,

Prote&ted, treated, and carefs’d,

A frifeur, with an inftrument of fteel,

Shall fhape your wings and your toupee,

Make them fit perfeétly genteel,

Eafy and free.
As to the reft, you may gather from my looks
Whether the air is good,
And whether we have wholefome food,
Or tolerable cooks.
Peace, wretch, the chieftain of the ducks replied,
Nor with thy venal breath offend the brave,
Freedom is as much our pride,

As ’tis thine to be a flave.
D4 We
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We neither injure nor provoke ;
We neither fear great nor fmall,
Becaufe we fcorn to yield to any yoke,
We are hated by them all. -
From pole to pole purfued,
From pole to pole,
Our enemies have every foul
Been baffled and fubdued.

Lords of three elements, we can maintain
Our freedom and poflefiions,
With the fame eafe that we difdain

Thy offers, and infidious profeffions.
In our own virtue we confide,
On others how can we rely ?
When fear or hope, envy or pride,
May turn a friend into a falfe ally.
Thofe who depend on others ;

Whether on males or females they depend,

Will find the fwan has many brothers,
And fifters without end.

THE



{a]
THE ADVICE OF AN OLD SPANIEL.

Certain dog of middling birth,
Frolickfome and full of play:
Even in the height of all his.mirth,
Delicate, as well as gay:
With far more feeling for his friend,
Than they could either tafte or comprehend. —
Being thrown into the world betimes,
Betimes difcover’d it was all a cheat,
Yet not fo dangeraus for odious crimes,
As odious for malice and deceit,
Oft, when he meant to have amus’d
His friends with a conceit, or harmlefs jeft,
By many he was fnarl’d at and abus’d,
And flighted even by the beft.
Oft, when half-ftarv’d, he found a bone,
Or fomething hid,
Inftead of eating it alone,
As others did,
He ran to fhare his daily bread,
Unfought;
With thofe that were much better fed
Than taught,
His daily bread they feiz’d ;
And drove him from their mefs,
More difappointed and difpleas’d .
With their ingratitude than his diftrefs.
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It is a maxim amongft dogs,

.When they have the addrefs and kill,

To flip their collars and their clogs,

And leave their friends that ufe them-ill.

To avoid anxiety and firife
Tray was refolv’d to try a country life.
A country dog, I think,
Is exattly like a country fquire,
They both are only fit to fleep and ftink
By their own fire,
And when awake are only good
To yelp and halloo in a wood.
Their joys,

And converfation are the fame,

>Tis all a clamour and a noife,

And all the noife and clamour about game.
Three words compofe their whole vocabulary,
A fox, a hare, and a fine fcenting day,
Whether they are ferious or merry,

*Tis all they have to fay :
In fhort they never are {o entertaining,
As when they’re faft afleep, or feigning.
To quit fuch friends as thefe,
One would not grieve,
Tray parted from them with great eafe,
Without fo much as taking leave,

Confults
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Confults his grandfire, by profeflion,
A fpaniel
For judgment and difcretion,
A perfe Daniel.
Benign and mild ;
He heard his grandfon’s grievances, and fmil’d.
Grandfon, faid he, I do conceive,
If you had known the world, and how things go,
But half as much as you believe ;
Which is twice as much as I believe you know 3
You would not have complain’d,
That dogs behave ta one another,
When they are unchain’d,
Like every creature to his brother.
Say, dupe of a rafh confidence and truft,
If you lie open and unguarded,
Is it not juft,
That vigilance fhould be rewarded ?
»T'was neither Nature’s call,
Nor my inﬂ:ru&ion,
To truft your friends at all;
Mouch lefs, to truft them to your own deftruétion s
A painful and fevere attention,
Is but a neceffary fence,
To every dog of fenfe,
Againft deceit and circumvention,
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A talk from which you hop’d to be reliev’d
By trufting to your friends :
You are deceiv’d,
Adting as much as they for your own ends,
All the world knows,
That friendfhip’s a meer found ;
A found that hardly can impofe
Upon a puppy hound.
Nature is not to blame,
Flatter’d by cunning, indolence invented
That foolifh name,
By which fo many fools are circumvented. .
Happinefs you’ll feldom find,
Unlefs you learn )
To have no weighty intereft, or concern,
With thofe of your own kind.
Unlefs you learn, (if it is not too late)
That they are neither worth your love nor hate,
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A PRESENT TO A YOUNG LADY WITH
A PAIR OF STOCKINGS. :

BY

FELLOW OF CAMBRIDGE.
O pleafe the Fair, what different ways
Each lover aéts his part;
One tenders fnuff, another praife,
A toothpick, or a heart !

Alike they all, to gain their end,
Peculiar arts difclofe ;
While I, fubmiffive, only fend
An humble pair of hofe.
Long may they guard, from cold and harm,
The fnowy limbs that wear ’em,
And kindly lend their influence warm
To every thing that’s near ’em.

But let it not be faulty deem’d,
Nor move your indignation,
If I a little partial feem’d
In gifts or commendation:

Each
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Each fair perfetion to difplay
Would far exceed my charter,
My humble Mufe muft never ftray

Above the knee or garter.

And who did €’er a fubje& view
So worthy to be prais’d,
Or from {o fair foundation knew
So fine a ftru®ure rais’d \

Thou learned leach, fage Kember, fay,
(In fpite of drugs and plaifters)

You who can talk the live-long day
Of buildings and pilafters :

You who for hours have rov’d about
Thro’ halls and colonades,

And fcarce would deign to tread on aught
But arches and arcades:

Did you, in all your mazy rounds,
Two nobler pillars view ?

What yielding marble ere was found
So exquifitely true?

The fwelling dome, with ftately fhow,
May many fancies pleafe,

I view content what lies below
The cornice of the frieze ;
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The lovely twins, fo white fo round,
That bear the noble pile,

Mutt foon proceed from Venus’ mound,
~ Or from Cythera’s ifle.

Propitious Fates preferve them fafe,
And keep them clofe together,

And grant they may the malice brave
Of man as well as weather.

From lucklefs love, or rancour bafe,
May never harm attend ’em,

And grant, whatever be the cafe,
That I may ftill defend ’em.

By gentle, generous love, ’tis true,
They never can mifcarry,

No ill can come, no lofs enfue
From honeft, harmlefs Harry.

But fhould a knight of greater heat
Precipitate invade,

Believe me, Bell, they then may need
Some feafonable aid.

O may I ready be at hand
From every harm to fcreen ’em,
‘Then, Samfon-like, I’ll take my ftand,
And live, or die between ’em.
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THE COPPER FARTHING.
BY MRS. PENNINGTON. *

Appy the boy, who dwells remote from fchool,
Whofe pocket or whofe rattling box contains
A copper farthing ! he nor grieving hears
Hot cheefe-cakes cried, nor favoury mutton-pies;
But with his play-mates, in the dufk of eve, (hies;
To well-known blackfmith’s thop, or .churchyard
Where, mindful of the fport that joys his heart,
Marbles or chuck, he inftantly begins,
With undiflembled pleafure in his face,
To draw the circle, or to pitch the dump :
While I, confin’d within the hated walls
Of fchool, refounding with a clamorous din,.
By ftill more hated books. environ’d, I,
With tedious leflons and long tafk to get,
My difmal thoughts employ ; or wield my pen
To mark dire chara&ters on paper white:
Not blunter pen or ftranger charatter
Ufes the fage, a chiromancer hight,
Sprung from Egyptian king, and fwarthy race;.
Amenophis or Ptolemy, when he,
In fearch of flolen calf, or moaey loft,

# Sce her charafter in Poet..Cal.. vol, 7. p: 0.
For
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For wondering ploughman does his art employ ;
Or for the wifh’d return of fweet-heart dear,
Or apron fine, purloin’d from hawthorn hedge,
For country-maid confults dire&ing ftars,
Gemini, Taurus, or chill Capricorn.

Thus while my lingering hours I joylefs fpend,
With magifterial look, and folemn ftep,
Appears my fchoolmafter, tremendous wight,
Dreaded by truant boys ; how can I ’fcape
‘Th’ expeéted punifhment for tatk ungot?
Aghatt I ftand, nor fly to covert bench,
Or corner dark, to hide my haplefs head;
So great my terror, that it quite bereaves
My limbs the power to fly ; flow he afcends
Th’ appointed feat, and on his right-hand lies
The buthy rod, compos’d of numerous twigs,
Torn from the birchen tree, or bending willow,
Which to the flefh of idle boys portends,
For the negle&ed tatk, a poignant fmart ;
And with him comes another mighty elf,
Yclep’d an ufher; ah terrific name
To lefler wights! who, if they haply place
In ftation wrong, pronoun er participle,
Strait, by the magic of his voice, are rais’d
In attitude above their lov’d compeers,
Where they, relufant, various torments bear,
>Till by their dolorous plaints, that pierce the fkies,
They draw kind Pity, moift-eyed Goddefs, down,

Vou. X. E . Te
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To heal, with balm of fympathy, their woe.

Ye urchins, take, ah! take peculiar care,

For, when ye wot not, much he marks your ways,
And in his mind revolves difaftrous deeds
Againft th’ unwary wretch. So flory tells,

That chanticleer, on dunghill’s top elate,

With haughty ftep, and watchful eye afkance,
Each tiny prominence he views, where haply he
May find conceal’d delicious grub or worm,

‘To which his maw infatiate forebodes

Certain deftrution, while behind or buth

Or pale, encompafling the farmer’s yard,
Skulks Reynard, fraught with many a crafty wile
‘I enfnare the feather’d race, who, if they ftray -
Beyond the precin@s of their mother’s ken,

He ftrait purloins them from her careful wing,
With his fharp teeth torments their tender frame,
And with the crimfon gore diftains their fides,
Relentlefs ; nor can all the piercing cries

Of duckling, chick, or turkey, yet unfledg’d,
His heart obdurate move ; inftant he tears

Each' trembling limb, devours the quivering fleth,
Nor leaves a remnant of the bloody feaft,

Save 3 few fluttering feathers fcatter’d round,
(That, with their varied plumage, whilom deck’d
"The flaughter’d prey) to tell the haplefs tale.

Thus
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Thas joylefs do I fpend thofe hours the fun
Illuminates ; and when the filver moon
Her gentle ray difpenfes, and invites

“The fwains and maids to mix in jovial dance,
Around the towering may-poles of the green,
Where each gay ploughman does his partner chufe.
As love or fate dire@s; or o’er the lawn
‘The needle thread, or tofs the bounding ball,

* All cheerlefs I, nor dance nor pleafing fport,
Nor focial mirth, nor bowl of nappy ale,
Partake; but, on her drooping raven wing,

Sad melancholy hovess o’er my head,

Pale envy rankles deep within my breatt,

And baneful venom fheds. Grim horror tos
Attends my thoughts, and fills my gloomy mind
With tales of gliding fprites, in milk-white throuds
Array’d, and rattling chains and yelling ghofts
Irafcible! or Fancy, mimic queen,

To fwift imagination’s eye prefents

A group of tiny elves, in circling dance,

Or lufcious feaft employ’d ; fuch elves as danc’d
When Oberon did fair Titania wed ;

While I, in wifhes impotent and vain,

For liberty, dear obje& of my hopes, .
The tedious moments {pend ; or if, perchance,
Morpheus invok'd, my heavy evelids.clofe,

E 2 Dear
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Dear liberty Hill haunts my ﬂeepmg thoughts,
And in a fhort-liv’d dream thofe joys I tafte,
Which waking are denjed ; and beat the hoop
With dexterous hiand, or run with feet as fwift
As feather’d arrow flies from archer’s bow ;
>Till, from my flumber wak’d, too foon I find
1t was illufion all, and mockery vain.

Thus, comfortlefs, appall’d, forlorn, I-pafs
The tardy hours; nor of thofe viands tafte,
‘Which are on other boys full oft beftow’d
In plenteous manner, by the liberal hand
Of friend indulgent; apple-pye, or tart,

Or trembling cuftard of delicious gout,

Or frothy fyllabub in copious bowl :

Hard fate for me! yet harder ftill betides

Me, haplefs youth! my faithful top, that oft
Has cheer’d my drooping fpirits, and reviv’d
My faddening thoughts, when o’er the pavement
Itfpins, and fleeps, and to its mafter’s hand [{mooth
Does ample juftice, now, alas! become

‘To all the rude inclemencies of weather,

To time and deftiny’s relentlefs doom

A miferable vi€tim, quite decay’d

With many fervices, and cleft throughout,

All ufelefs lies; ah! fight of faddeft woe

To wretched me, of every hope bereft,
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Of every gleam of comfort. So the wretch,
Who near or ZAtna or Vefuvius dwells,

Beholds the fulphurous flames, the molten rocks,
And feels the ground trembling beneath his feet,
*Till, with a horrid yawn, it opens wide

Before his eyes, all glaring with affright ;
Swallows his cultar’d vines, his gardens, houfe,

_ With all his foul held dear, his lovely wife,

And prattling babes, the hopes of years to comes;
All, all are loft, in ruin terrible!

’ E; NEW-
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NEW-MARKET. A SATIRE.

* YIS country’s hope, when now the bloaming heir
Has left the parent’s, or the guardian’s care;
Fond to poflefs, yet eager to deftroy,
Of each vain youth, fay, what’s the darling joy ?
Of each fond frolic what the fource and end,
His fole and firft ambition what ?— to fpend.
Somefqaires, to Gallia’s cooks moft dainty dupes,
Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in foups.
This coxcomb doats on fiddlers, till he fees
His mortgag’d mountains deftitute of trees;
Convinc’d too late, that modern ftrains can move,
With mightier force than thofe of Greece, the grove.
In headlefs ftatues rich, and nfelefs urns,
Marmoreo from the claffic tour returns;
So poor the wretch of current coin, youw’d langh——
He cares not—if his * Cafars be but fafe.
Some tread the flippery paths of love’s delights,
Thefe deal the cards, or fhake the box at White’s.
- To different pleafures different taftes incline,
Nor the fame fea receives the rufhing fwine._
_Tho’ drunk alike with Circe’s poifonous bowl, .
Ia {eparate fties the mimic moafters roll. )

* Antique medals,
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But would ye learn, ye leifure-loving *fquires,
How beft ye may difgrace your prudent fires ;
How fooneft foar to fathionable fthame,

Be damn’d at once to ruin—and to fame;

By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown’d,

‘O greatly dare to tread Olympic ground !

Where fam’d New-Market fpreads her tempting
There let the chofen fieed viGtorious ftrain; [plain,
Where not * (as erft was fung in manly lays)
Men fly to different ends thro’ different ways ;
Thro’ the fame path, to the fame gaol ye run,
And are, at once, undoing and undone.

Forfeit, forget friends, honour, and eftate,

Lofe all at once— for what ? —to win the plate: ~
All are betray’d, and all alike betray,

To your own beafts, A&=zon-like, a prey.

‘What dreams of conqueft fluth’d Hilario’s breaft,
When the good knight at laft retir’d to reft !
Behold the youth with new-felt rapture mark
Each pleafing profpett of the fpacious Park :
That Park, where beauties undifguis’d engage,
Thofo beauties lefs the work of art than age;

*'All'uding to thofe well-known lines of 8ir John Denham,
in éooper's Hill, on London.
¢¢ ———Thro® feveral ways they run,
« Some to undo, and fome to be undone,”

E ¢ In
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In fimple ftate, where genuine Nature wears
Her venerable drefs of antient years ;
Where all the charms of chance with order meet,
The rude, the gay, the graceful and the great.
Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar,
And form dark groves, which Druids might adore;
Pride and fupport of Britain’s conquering crofs,
Which diftant anceftors faw crown’d with mofs :
With meeting boughs, and deepening to the view,
Here fhoots the broad umbrageous avenue :
Here various trees compofe a chequer’d fcene,
Glowing in gay diverfities of green:
‘There the full ftream, thro’ intermingling glades,
Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep cafcades.
Nor wants there hazle copfe, or beechen lawn,
To cheer with fun or fhade the bounding fawn.
And fee the good old feat, whofe Gothic towers
Awful cmerge from yonder tufted bowers ;
Whofe rafter’d hall the crouding tenants fed,
And dealt to Age and Want their daily bread:
Where garter’d knights, with peerlefs beauties
At high and folemn feftivals have din’d; (join’d,
Prefenting oft fair virtue’s thining tatk,
In myftic pageantries, and moral * mafque.
But

® It was a fafhionable pra&tice among our antient nobility
and gentry, of toth fexes, to [erform ; erfo-ally in entertain-

ments



[ 571

But vain all antient praife, or boaf of birth,

Vain all the palms of old heroic worth !

At once a bankrupt, and a profperous heir,

Hilario bets— Park, houfe diffolve in air.

With antique armour hung, high trophied rooms

Defcend to gamefters, proftitutes, and grooms.

He fees his fteel-clad fires, and mothers mild,

Who bravely fhook the lance, or fweetly fmil’d,

All the fair feries of the whifker’d race,

Whofe pictur’d forms the ftately gallery grace,

Debas’d, abus’d, the price of ill-got gold,

To deck fome tavern vile, at auions fold.

.The parith wonders at th’ unopening door,

The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no mere.

Thick weeds around th’ untrodden courts arife,

And all the focial fcene in filence lies.

Himfelf, the lofs politely to repair,

Thurns atheift, fiddler, highwayman, or player.

At length, the fcorn, the fhame of Man and God,

Is deem’d to rub the fteeds that once he rode.
Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how vain,

Your dreams of thoufands on the lifted plain!

ments of this kind. Nothing could be a more delightful or
rational method of fpending an evening than this. Milton’s
Comus was thus exhibited at Ludlow-Catle, in the year 1631,
Sec Ben Johafon'’s Mafjues,

Not
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Not miore fantaftic * Sancho's airy courfe,
When madly mounted on the magic horfe,
He pierc’d heaven’s opening fpheres with dazzled
And feem’d to foar in vifionary fkies. [eyes,
Nor lefs, I ween, precarious is the meed,
Qf young adventurers, on the Mufe’s fteed ; ’
For poets have, like you, their deftin’d round,
And ours is but a race on claffic ground.

Long time, foft fon of patrimonial eafe,
Hippolitus had eat firloins in peace:
Had quaff’d fecure, unvex’d by toils or wife,
The mild O&ober of a rural life:
Long liv’d with calm domeftic conquefts crown’d,
And kill’d his game on fafe paternal ground.
As bland he puff’d the pipe o’er weekly news,
His bofom kindles with fublimer views.
Lo there, thy triumphs, Taaff, thy palms, Portmore,
Tempt him to rein the fteed, and ftake his ftore.
Like a new bruifer on Broughtonic fand,
Amid ‘the lifts our hero takes his ftand ;
Suck’d by the fharper, to the peer a prey,
He rolls his eyes that witnefs huge di{may ;
When lo! the chance of one unlucky heat,
Strips him of game, ftrong beer, and fweet retreat.
How aukward now he bears difgrace and dirt,
Nor knows the poor’s laft refuge, to be pert.—

* Clavileno, See Don Quizote,

The
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The fhiftlefs beggar bears of ills the worft,
At once with dullnefs, and with hunger curft.
And feels the taftelefs breaft equeftrian fires?
And dwells fuch mighty rage in graver ’fquires?

1n all attempts, but for their country, bold,
Britain, thy confcript counfellors behold ;
{For fome perhaps, by fortune favour’d yet,
May gain a borough, by a lucky bet,)
Smit with the love of the laconic boot,
The cap and wig fuccin&t, the fiiken fuit,
Mere modern Phaetons ufurp the reins,
And foour in rival race New-Market’s plains.
See fide by fide, the Jockey and Sir John,
Difcufs th’ important point—of fix to one.
For oh, my Mufe, the deep-felt blifs how dear,
How great the pride, to gain a Jockey’s ear!

See, like a routed hoft, with headlong pace,
Thy Members pour amid the mingling race!
All afk, what crowds the tumult could produce —
«¢ Is Bedlam or the Commons all broke loofe ?”
Such noife and nonfenfe, betting, damning, finking,
Such emphafis of oaths, and claret-drinking !
Like fchool-boys freed, they run as chance direéts,
Proud from a well-bred thing to rifque their necks.
The warrior’s fcar not half fo graceful feems,
As, at New-Market, diflocated limbs.

Thy fages hear, amid th’ admiring crowd
Adjudge the ftakes, moft eloquently loud :

- With
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With critic fkill, o’er dubious bets prefide,

The low difpute, or kindle,. or decide :

All empty wifdom, and judicious prate,

Of diftanc’d horfes gravely fix the fate,

Guide the nice condué of a daring match, [watch.

And o'er th’ equeftrian rights, with care paternal,
Mgan time, no more the mimic patriots rife,

To guard Britannia’s honour, warm and wife:

No more in Senates dare aflert her laws,

Nor pour the bold debate in freedom’s caufe:

Negle& the counfels of a finking land,

And know no roftrum, but New-Market’s * Stand.
Are thefe the fage dire&tive powers defign’d,

With the nice fearch of a fagacious mind,

In judgment’s {cales, the fate of realms to'weigh,

Britannia’s intereft, trade, and laws furvey ?

O fay, when leaft their fapient fchemes are croft,

Or when a nation, or a match is loft?

Who dams and fires with more exa&nefs trace,

Than of their country’s kings the facred race:

Think London journies are the worft of ills,

And fet their hands to articles for bills :

* A kind of fcaffold, where is held a confitory, made up
of feveral very eminent gentlemen, for determining doubtful
cafes in the race, &c. This place might not improperly be'
calkd, a Pandzmonium, '

Strangers



[ 61 ]

Strangers to all hiftorians fage relate,
Their’s are the memoirs of th’equeftrian ftate:
Unfkill’d in Albion’s paft and prefent views,
Who * Cheny’s records for Rapin perufe.

Go on, brave youths, till, in fome future age,
Whips fhall become the fenatorial badge ;
Till England fee her thronging fenators
Meet all at Weftminfter, in boots and fpurs;
See the whole houfe, with mutual frenzy mad,
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad :
Of bets, for taxes, learnedly debate,
And guide, with equal reins, a Steed and State.

How would a virtuous + Hochnhym neigh difdain,
To fee his brethren brook th’ imperious rein ;
Bear flavery’s wanton whip, or galling goad,
Smoak thro’ the glebe, or trace the deftin’d road,
Ang robb’d of manhood by the murderous knife,
Suftaip each fordid ¢oil of fervile life.
Yet oh, what rage would touch his generous mind,
To fee his fons of more than mortal kind ;
A kind, with each ingenuous virtue bleft,
That fills the prudent head, or valorous breatt,
Afford diverfion to that monfter bafe,
That meaneft fpawn of man’s half-monkey race ;

® The accurate and annual author of an hiftorical it of
the runnin'p horfes, &c.

1 Vide Gulliver’s travels, voyage to the Houhnhyms,
In
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In whom pride, avarice, ignorance confpire,
‘That hated animal, a2 Yahoo-’fquire.

How are th’ adventurers of the Britifh race
Chang’d from the chofen chiefs of antient days;
Who, warm’d with genuine glory’s honett thirft,
Divinely labour’d in the Pythian duft.

‘Theirs was the wreath that lifted from the throng,
Theirs was the Theban bard’s recording fong.
Mean time, to manly emulation blind,

Slaves to each vulgar vice that ftains the mind,
Our Britith Therons iffue to the race,

Of their own generous courfers the difgrace.

- What tho’ the grooms of Greece ne’er took the odds,
They won no bets— but then they foar’d to gods ;
And more an Hiero’s palm, a Pindar’s ode,

Than all the united plates of George beftow’d.

Greece! how I kindle at thy magic name,

Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame,
Thy folemn fcenes, and awful vifions rife,

In antient grace, before my mufing eyes.

Here Sparta’s fons in mute attention hang,

While fage Lycurgus pours the mild harangue ;
There Xerxes’ hofls, all pale with deadly fear,
Shrink at her * fated Hero’s flathing fpear.

Here, hung with many a lyre of filver ftring,
The laureat walks of fweet liffus fpring :

® Leonidas,
And
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And lo where, rapt in beauty’s heavenly dream,
Hoar Plato walks his oliv’d Academe. — '

Yet ah! no more the feat of art and arms
Delights with wifdom, or with virtue warms,
Lo! the ftern Turk, with more than Gothie rage,
Has blafted all the bays of antient age;
No more her groves by facred feet are trod,
Each Attic Grace has left the lov’d abode.
Fallen is fair Greece! by luxury’s pleafing bane
Seduc’d,. fhe drags a barbarous foreign chain.

. Britannia watch! O trim thy withering bays,
Remember thou haft rivall’d Grzcia’s praife,
Great Nurfe of works divine! yet oh! beware
Left thou the fate of Greece, my Country, fhare.
Recall thy wonted worth with confcious pride,
Thou too haft feen a Solon in a Hyde ;

Haft bade thine Edwards and thine Henry’s rear,
With Spartan fortitude, the Britith fpear ;
Alike haft feen thy fons deferve the meed,

Or of the moral, or the martial deed.
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A REFLECTTION

ON SEEING THAT EXCELLENT PICTURE OF BE~-
LISARIUS, DRAWN BY VANDYKE.

Oor, blind, and old, fee! Belifarius led
An alms to alk of thofe his beunty fed :
Whom he defended, by bis lord beknav’d ;
And circumvented by the wretch he fav’d!
Do fuch things fRartle you? rafh.thoughts fufpend,
Judge not appearances, but mark.the end.
What if the prefent is alone reveal’d,
And all beyond it prudently conceal’d ;
What if the clue, when life’s laft thread is fpun,
Should to a farther, more extenfive, run;
If here varieties diforders feem,
Hereafter make a more confiftent {cheme ;
Why inequalities confufion call ?
>Tis providence in nature, God in all;
* This fhows the value of all earthly things,
A great man’s favours, or the {miles of kings;
On fortune’s flippery ground, who ftand elate,
This day the marks of love, the next of hate.

& The picture.

_THE
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THE HERTFORDSHIRE GROVE.
BY J.D.

Hen evening gales allay the fummer’s heat,
With pleafure I repair to this retreat, {bleat.
While birds around me fing, and flocks around me

They who retirement love this grove revere,
On every fide hills crown’d with woods appear,
There venerable elms, majeftic beeches here.

Hark ! how the feather’d choir their notes prolong !
The mournful thruth bewails her captive young,
And Philomela bears the burden of the fong.

The joyf'ul ﬂwphcr@s, whiftling, home repair,
Horfes and fteers th’ approach of night declare,
Forthepherds, horfes, fteers, theirdaily tatks forbear.

See where the hare juft ventures out to graze,
Cautious each hedge and thicket fhe furveys,
And thro’ the brakesand meadows timoroufly ftrays!

Here Contemplation dwells with look ferene,
Here dwells Content, that enemy to fpleen,

And oft by poets here the tuneful Nine are feen.
Vor. X, F Ye
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Ye filent, venerable glades, all hail!
Where fweets of bloffom’d limes the fmell regale,
Where beauty on each fide and dignity prevail.

But hark ! the crickets chirp, and warn my Mufe

To quit thefe folemn thades: frefh fall the dews,

And glow-worms o’er the lawn a glimmering light
diffufe.

THE MIDDLESEX GARDEN.
TO MISS H—. IN KENT.
BY THE SAME,

N a clear fountain’s fhady brink,
Where flowers fpontaneous grow,
Pleas’d I perufe your lines, and think
Of you and B—chb—h. '

Imagination for my guide,
On Fancy’s wings I foar,

And in your verfe I feem *¢ to ride
‘¢ Along th’ enamell’d fhore.”

My rhymes, by your example led,
I once again renew :

How can my Mufe refrain to tread
‘The path explor'd by you!
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The beauties of .the fcenes in fight
She tempts me to rehearfe ;
The beauties of thefe fcenes invite
The culture of my verfe.

Where’er I turn my eyes around
Unnumber’d charms I view ;

Here trees with fruits delicious crown’d,
There flowers of various hue.

A fountain here invites repofe,
And, waving over head,

Tall firs, in venerable rows,
Afford a chequer’d fhade.

Behold the ivy and the vine
Together interwove ;

Sec fragrant honey-fuckles twine
To form a rich alcove !

The charms of Nature and of Art
United here we fee;

Order appears in every part,
Mix’d with Variety.

Neatnefs in white apparel here,
And Delicacy dwell ;

The notes of birds regale my ear,
The fweets of flowers my {mell.
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The leaves and grafs appear fo green,
The birds fo blithely fing,

That I can fcarce difcern between
‘The autumn and the {pring.

But foon will winter firip the woods,
And ftrow with leaves the ground,
And foon in icy. chains the floads
By winter will be bound. .

And ha.rk' qv;p now the wmda ag).vxfc A
. Thefe (hady banks to fhun; ... ..
Then ceafe, my Mufe, quick let n nfe,

And bafk i in open fun,

Sagn
TR
B |

MEEE YRS
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XENSINGTON GARDENS. A PASTORAL.

. BY THE SAME.

‘N 7 Hen now the fpring had burft, with genial
power,
Each rofy bud, and open’d-every flower,
Thrown his green mantle on the fields and woods,
And brufh’d, with balmy gales, the curling floods,
Scarce had the fun difpers’d, with early ray,
The fhades of night, and fhed the dawn of day, -
Scarce had the flocks their dew-dipt fleeces dried,
Or filent anglers reach’d the glafly tide,’
When to thofe bowers, which oft a monarch’s care
With Britain’s blifs, and Europe’s ballance fhare,
To Kenfington’s fair bowers, by Love infpir'd,
With lonely ftep a penfive fwain retir’d, :
While the blithe bullfinch tun’d his mellow lay, °
And the fhrill blackbird whiftled from the fpray.
O for that Mufe which firft, in nervous ftrains,
Difplay’d the fplendor of thefe fairy plains,
Where, by the moon, the dancing Fays were feen,
And royal Kenna glimmer’d on the green,
Bugenia then with equal charms fhould fhine,
And Tickell’s Kenfington fhould yield to mine,
While, in a brake conceal’d, I now difclofe
What there I heard, and tell the fhephepd’s woes.
¢ - F 3 ¢ Ah!
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¢ Ah! what avails it me that Nature fpreads
¢ Ambrofial fragrance o’er the verdant meads,
#¢ That from each buth melodious murmurs fly,
¢« And foft aerial mufic fills the fky !
¢¢ Nature, in vain your fragrant flowers you {pread,
«¢ In vain your fongfters warble o’er my head,
«¢ Nor flowers my eye, nor mufic charms my ear,
¢«¢ Not Eden’s felf can pleafe ’till Eve appear.
, ¢ Blett with Eugenia, were I doom’d to feek
¢¢ The barren hills of Scotland or the Peak,
«¢ By Fortune’s frown to dreary deferts fent,
«¢ The Fells of Weftmorland, or Wealds of Kent,
s« Even Fortune’s frown her prefence would beguile,
¢ And make bleak hills and dreary deferts fmile,
¢¢ Inveft each barren plain with bloomy pride,
¢ And give thofe charms which Nature has denied.

¢¢ But far from her [ feck thefe lonely bowers,
«¢ And footh with rural tafks the tedious hours ;
¢¢ Pluck the pale primrofe from its velvet bed,
¢¢ Or ftray where cowilips hang the dewy head,
¢ And, penfive, liften to the ruftic lay
 Of jocund mowers chanting o’er their hay:.
¢ Now, wrapt in thought, and loft in devious fhades, )
«¢ With tuneful bards I court th’ infpiring Maids;
¢ With Thomfon thro’ each varying feafon rove,
¢ Or mourn with Lyttelton in Hagley’s grove;
¢ Yet even their numbers my diftrefs renew,
¢ In Lucy my Eugenia’s mind I view,

¢« Or
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¢ Or in Lavinia’s bluthing beauties trace

¢« The glowing charms that deck her polifh’d face,

¢ And muft thefe glowing charms, I fighing cry,

< Still be reveal’d alone to fancy’s eye?

¢¢ Now, pleas’d, I liften to the feather’d throng,

¢¢ While Love infpires, and Nature tunes the fong:

¢ The lark, fweet leader of the glofly train,

¢¢ Tells his fhrill tale of love, nor tells in vain;

«¢ Hoarfe thro’ the wood the turtle ftrains her throat,

£ And cooes refponfive to the ring-dove’s note ;

¢« While the blithe linnet, in yon hawthorn-fpray,

¢¢ Delighted twitters her ecftatic lay :

¢« To this foft theme each rifing morn attends,

¢ And evening hears it when her dew defcends:

-¢¢ And can Eugenia, whom all charms adorn,

¢ As evening mild, unclouded as the morn,

¢« Sweet as the lark, high-pois’d in early air,

¢¢ And as the linnet’s downy plumage fair,

¢¢ Can fhe her lover ftill regardlefs view,

«¢ Nor crown a paflion like the turtle’s true ?

¢« Oft to thefe plains enamour’d I retire,

¢¢ Where thy proud turrets, Holland-Houfe, afpire,

¢¢ Where Addifon, with courtly Warwick, ftray’d,

¢ Or with his Tickell moraliz’d the fhade :

¢¢ Here, onthe profpe'é‘t gaiing with delight, [fight;

¢ Hills, woods, and vallies, ftrain my wondering

“¢ Here, tipt with gold, the glittering villas rife,

¢ Therc, loft in fmoke, they mingle with the fkies:
F 4 ¢ But
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¢ But fhort the pleafure which thefe plains attend$,

¢¢ Vain the delight which even this profpe& lends 3

«¢ Birth, riches, grandeur, with contempt I view, '

«¢ And wifdom, goodnefs, trath alone purfue;

¢¢ 1 boaft a love whofe flame thefe objeéts guide,

¢¢ Nor envy Addifon his titled bride ; ’

‘¢ And undelighted all this landfcape fee, '

¢ While every thought, Eugenia, turns on thee,

¢¢ And nokind vifta points the fair retreat,

¢« Where all thefe virtues now have fix’d their feat,
_ “¢ But fee! the lightning’s momentary gleam

«¢ Darts thro’ the trees, and glimmers on the ftream,

¢¢ And diftant thunders, with an ample growl, J

«¢ From themes of love and forrow rouze my foul.

<¢ Then ceafe, fond fwain! for hark! even now above

¢¢ Heard is your forrow, and, approv’d your love ;'

«¢ The fympathifing clouds condole your pain,

¢¢ With you they murmur, and with you complain}

¢ The foothing breezes to your fighs reply,

«¢ And pitying drops foft trickle from the fky.

¢« Then fly, fond thepherd, from this gloomy grove,

¢ And feek the covert of yon clofe algove;

«¢ There, from all ftorms, a thelter yoy may find, -

«¢ But Love, that raging tempeft of the mind.”

FARE:
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-

FAREWELL TO HOPE. AN ODE.
. BY THE s.uaz‘ .

Ope, fweeteft child of Fancy born,
Tho’ tranfient a5 the dew of ‘morn,
Thou who canft charim, with found and hght;
The deafen’d ear, and darken’d ﬁght, -
And in dry deferts gldd ‘the fwains
With bubbling fprings, and cultur’d plains;
No more invent thy airy fchemes, '
Nor mock me with fantafti¢ dreams';
No more thy flattering ftories tell,
Deceitful prattler, Hope, farewell !’
Adieu the pleafing- profpe&,’ plann’d
By Fancy’s fair delufive hand'! e '
No more that motrentary ray,'"
Which gilds by fits-a fhowery d‘ay,
Shall fhow me, in a diftant grove,
Health, frien&fhip, peace, content and love 3’
While many-a nymph, and many a youth,
By Hymen join’d, and crown’d by Truth,
On verdant hillocks danc’d and play’d,
Or warbled in the hawthom fhade.
No more, with fweet endearing talk,
Shalt thou beguile my vernal walk ;

EATH

¢ o2t



[ 74 ]

No more, as thro’ the wintry vale,
We journey on, with many a tale
Of fancied pleafure, cheer the day,
And ftrow with flowers the rugged way,
Still pointing to that raral cell
Where Innocence and Stella dwell ;
Charm with the bubbling of a rill,
That gufhes from the neighbouring hill.
O let me now in filence rove
‘Thro’ yon fequefter’d cyprefs grove,
Where, crown’d with leaves of baleful yew,
And circled by a Stygian crew,
(When, from the ivy-mantled tower,
The cock proclaims the midnight hour) .
Pale Melancholy takes her round,
And o’er the mouldering, hallow’d ground -
Where lovers lie, defponding ftands,
And, dumb with pity, wrings her hands.
While thus, with gloomy thought oppreft,
Heart-piercing forrow heav’d my breatt,
A heavenly form fwift gliding by,
With healing comfort in her eye,
A look of winning foftnefs caft,
And thus addrefl me as fhe paft:
¢¢ Mortal, be wife! and, even in death,
¢« Let Hope receive thy parting breath!
¢¢ Securely truft my guardian care,
% And, led by Reafon, thun Defpair.”

ON
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ON A LADY’S SENDING THE AUTHOR
A RIBBON FOR HIS WATCH.

BY THR SAME.
O fabled knight, in days of yore,
A trophy with more pleafure wore,

Or flowery chaplet in a grove
By fome diftinguifh’d damfel wove,
To grace the warrior's fhield decreed,
Or {well the trappings of his fteed,
Nor Fielding’s * Hero, at the fight
Of Sophy’s name, felt more delight,
Or more rejoic’d the muff furvey’d,
Which on her arm the Fair difplay’d,
Than I this ribbon, form’d to deck,
With jetty pride, Narciffa’s neck.

Infiruion too this gift attends,
For even the leaft a moral lends;
The fmalleft infe& of a day,
That only flutters to decay,
May bring important truths to view,
And teach us that we’re mortal too.
When-e’er I turn my curious eye,
To fee how fwift the minutes fly,

* Tom Jones, then jult publifhed.
Strait
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- 8trait will your lov’d idea rife,
And bid me thofe fwift minutes prize.
Thus warn’d, your conduét I'll purfue,
And own my Guide and Genius you,
Who ne’er negleét the prefent hour,
But fnatch the moments in your power,
And, as the Sifter Arts infpire,
The pencil dip, or ftring the Iyre,
Or, pléas’d, the vacant mind unbend
*In converfe With a learned friend,
Con{cious that time flies faft away,
Nor can your worth prolong its ftay,
Thus if I learn, my Fair, from you,
Whene’er this jetty ftring I view,
Wifely the minutes to enjoy, '
And in improving arts employ,
Much by this ribbon I fhall gain,
And yow’ll not think it given in vain,
e

o

oy

ON
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ON SEEING CAPT. CORNWALL’S

MONUMENT IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY.,

BY THE SAMRK.

HO’ Britain’s Genius hung hisdrooping head,

‘A And mourn’d her antient naval glory fled,
On that fam’d day when France, combin’d with
Strove for the wide dominion of the main, [Spain,
Yet, Cornwall, all, with grateful voice, agree
To pay the tribute of applaufe to thee: .
When his bold chief, in thickeft fight engag’d,
Ungequal war with Spain’s proud leader wag’d,
With indignation mov’d, he timely came
To refcue from reproach his country’s fame ;
Succefs too dearly did his valour. crown,
He fav’d his leader’s life—and loft his own.
Her warlike fon Britannia thus repays,
That lateft times may learn the.Hero’s praife,
And chiefs, like him, fhall unrepining bleed,
When Senates thus reward the glorious deed.

PRO-
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PROLOGUE TO AMALASONT, -
QUEEN OF THE GOTHS.

A MS. TRAGEPY BY MR. HUGHES,

BY THE SAME.

FT have the Chiefs, that deck the letter’d age
Of Greece and Rome, adorn’d the Britifh ftage ;
To-night, majeftic in diftrefs, is feen .
A brave, a generous, tho’ a Gothic queen;
Who ftrove to polith with each milder grace,
And foften into men that favage race.
Rever'd at home, abroad with conqueft crown’d,
A foe more dangerous in her court fhe found ;
For Love, that tyrant, whofe defpotic fway
Alike the cottage and the throne cbey,
With the bright luftre of a Hero’s charms,
By ftealth her foft, unguarded bofom warms;
Each anfwering heart in filken fetters binds,
And forms that tender fympathy of minds,
Which lovers only feel; that fource of joy,
Which nought but jealoufy can e’er deftroy.

So far’d the Heroine, whofe untutor’d bands
Struck terror into diftant, polifh’d lands; -
Unkill'd in arts refining to enflave,

¢ 'Tho’ plain their habits, yet their hearts were brave;
. They
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They learn’d one {cience only, — to fubdue,
Nor fofter mafic than the trumpet knew; °
And thefe, while Rome, to luxury a prey,
In floth and folly languifh’d life away,
Swift as a mountain-torrent, ruthing forth -
From the bleak caverns of their native North,
Chas’d learning’s votaries from their claffic plains,
And bound the rulers of the world in chains.

Britons, by fuch examples warn’d, beware,
Nor fhare their vices, left their fate ye fhare :
*Twas luxury fore-ran the Grecian doom,
*T'was luxury that min’d the walls of Rome;
The fervile ftate of thofe fam’d empires view,
But think, O think, they once refembled you.

E P I G R A M s
BY THE SAME,

N foft Narciffa’s form united fhine
Such female eafe, and majefty divine,
That each beholder muft with awe declare
Apelles’ Venus was not half fo fair:
But when the ftores of judgment, wit, and fenfe,
Her lips with graceful modefty difpenfe,
Each hedrer owns, with pleafure and furprize,
That Homer’s Pallas was not half fo wife.
Thefe different charms fuch different paflions move,
Who fees muft reverence, but who hears muft love,
ON
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"ON A LADY’S

HURTING HER HAND WITH THE AUTHOR’S
SWORD.

Fate like mine, as poets fing,
The fon of Tydeus found,
Who durft on Beauty’s Queen inflict
A facrilegious wound.

But deeper is the wound I feel,
And keener is the fmart,

Since Venus’ felf muft own the hand
Lefs tender than the heart.

ON THE TWO NAVAL VICTORIES .

OF MDCCLIX,

WHat wonders brave Hawke and Bofcawen -
have done! '
The one burnt the Ocean, the other the Sun. *
® The French admiral’s fhips, fo called,

THE
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HORACE, SAT. VIL. BOOK II. IMITATED.
BY THE LATE MR. CHRIST. PITT.

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A POET AND HIS
SERVANT.

To enter into the beauties of this fatire, it muft be
remembered, that flaves, among the Romans,
during the feafts of Saturn, wore their mafters.
habits, and were allowed to fay what they
pleafed.

SERVANT.
IR,—DI’ve long waited in my turn to have
A word with you— but I’'m your humble flave.
P. What knave is that? my rafcal !
' S. Sir, ’tis I,
No knave, nor rafcal, but your trufty Guy.

P. Well, as your wages ftill are due, I’ll bear
Your rude impertinence this time of year.

S.Some folksaredrunk oneday, and fome forever,

And fome, like Wharton, but twelve years together.
Old Evremond, renown’d for wit.and dirt,
Would change his living oftener than his fhirt;
Roar with the rakes of ftate a month; and come
To ftarve another in his hole at home.

Vor. X. G Se



[ 8]

8o rov’d wild Buckingham, the public jeft,

Now fome Innholder’s, now a monarch’s gueft ;

His life and politics of every fhape,

This hour a Roman, and the next an ape.

The gout in every limb from every vice,

Poor Clodio hir’d a boy to throw the dice.

Some wench for ever; and their fins on thofe,

By cuftom, fit as eafy as their cloaths.

Some fly, Jike pendulums, from good to evil,

And in that point are madder than the devil:

For they

P. To what will thefe vile maxims tend ?

And where, fweet fir, will your refletions end ?

S. In you.

P. In me, you knave ? make out your charge.
S. You praife low-living, but you live at large.
Perhaps you fcarce believe the rules you teach,
Or find it hard to pra&tife what you preach.
Scarce have you paid one idle journey down,
But, without bufinefs, you’re again in town.
If none invite you, fir, abroad to roam,
Then— Lord, what pleafure ’tis to read at home! "
And fip your two half-pints, with great delight,
Of beer at noon, and muddled port at night.
From * Encombe, John comes thundering at the
With ¢ Sir, my mafter begs youtocome o’er, [door,

¥ The feat of Joha Pitt, efq. in Dorfetfhise,
¢« To
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¢¢ To pafs thefe tedious hours, thefe winter nights,

¢¢ Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fprites.”

Strait for your two beft wigs aloud you call,

This ftiff in buckle, that not curl’d at all.

¢ And where, you rafcal, are the fpurs,” youcry;

¢ And O! what blockhead laid the bufkins by **.

On your old batter’d mare you’ll needs be gone,

(No matter whether on four legs or none)

Splafh, plunge, and flumble, as you fcour the heath,

All fwear at Morden ’tis on life or death :

Wildly thro’ Wareham ftreets you fcamper on,

Raife all the dogs and voters in the town ;

Then fly for fix long dirty miles as bad,

That Corfe and Kingfton gentry think you mad.

And all this furious riding is to prove

Your high refpe&, it feems, and eager love:

And yet, that mighty honour to obtain,

Banks, Shaftefbury, Dodington may fend in vain.

Before you go, we curfe the noife you make,

And blefs the moment that you turn your back.

As for myfelf, I own it to your face,

I love good eating, and I take my glafs:

Bat fure *tis ftrange, dear fir, that this thould be

In you amufement, but a fault in me.

Al this is bare refining on a name,

To make a difference where the fault’s the fame.
My father fold me to your fervice here,

For this fine livery, and four pounds a year.
’ "Gz A
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A livery you fhould wear as well as 1,
And this I'll prove—but lay your cudgel by.
You ferve your paflions— Thus, without a jeft,
Both are but fellow-fervants at the beft.
Yourfelf, good fir, are play’d by your defires,
A mere tall puppet dancing on the wires.

P. Who, at this rate of talking, can be free?

S. The brave, wife, honeft man, and only he:
All elfe are flaves alike, the world around, .
Kings on the throne, and beggars on the ground :
He, fir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf,
And (greater ftill) is mafter of himfelf:
Not to-znd-fro by fears and fattions hurl’d,
But loofe to all the interefts of the werld :
And while that world turns round, entire and whole
He keeps the facred tenor of his foul ;
In every turn of fortune ftill the fame,
As gold unchang’d, or brighter from the flame :
Colle&ed in himfelf, with godlike pride,
I1e fees the darts of envy glance afide ;
And, fix’d like Atlas, while the tempefts blow,
Smiles zat the idle ftorms that roar below.
One fuch you know, a layman, to your fhame,
" And yet the honour of your blood and name.
If you can fuch a charaéter maintain,
You too are free, and I’m your flave again.

But when in Hemfkirk’s pi¢tures you delight,
More than myfelf, to fee two drunkards fight ;

¢¢ Fool,
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«¢ Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead,” or fuch names are
mine :
« Your’s are ¢ a Connoifleur,” or ¢ Deep Divine.”
I’m chid for loving a luxurious bit,
The facred prize of learning, worth and wit :
And yet fome fell their lands thefe bits to buy ;
. Then, pray, who fuffers moft from luxury ?

I’m chid, ’tis true; but then I pawn no plate,
I feal no bonds, I mortgage no eftate.

Befides, high living, fir, muft wear you out -
With furfeits, qualms, a fever, or the gout.
By fome new pleafures are you ftill engrofs’d,
And when you fave an hour, you think it loft.
To fports, plays, races, from your books you run,
And like all company, except your own.
You hunt, drink, {leep, or (idler fill) yourhyme:
Why ? —but to banith thought, and murder time.
And yet that thought, which you difcharge in vain,
Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again.

P. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip, a club, aftone,—

S. For what?

P. A fword, a pifto], or a gun:
P11 thoot the dog.
S. Lord! wbo would be a wit?

He’s in 2 mad, or in a rhyming fit.

P. Fly, fly, you rafcal, for your fpade and fork ;
For once Il fet your lazy bones to work.
Fly, or I'll fend you back, without a groat,
"T'o the bleak mountains where you firft were caught.



[ 3 )
HORACE, EPIST.IV. BOOK I. IMITATED.
BY THE §AME HAND.

YO JOHN PITT, ESQ.

Dear Sir,
—To all my trifles you attend,

But drop the critic to indulge the friend ;

And with moft Chriftian patience lofe your time,

To hear me preach, or pefter you with rhyme.

Here with my books or friends I {fpend the day,

But how at Kingfton pafs your hours away ?

Say, fhall we fee fome plan with ravifh’d eyes,

Some future pile in miniature arife ?

(A model to excel, in every part,

Judicious Jones, or great Palladio’s art;)

Or fome new bill, that, when the houfe is'met,

Shall claim their thanks, and pay the nation’s debt #

Or do you ftudy, in the filent wood,

"The facred duties of the wife and good ?

Nature, who form’d you, nobly crown’d the whole

With a ftrong body, and as firm a foul :

‘The praife is your’s to finith every part

With all th’ embellithments of tafte and art.

Some fee, in canker’d heaps, their riches roll’d,

Your bounty gives new fplendor to your gold.
Could
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Could your dead father hope a greater blifs,

Or your furviving parent more than this?’

Than fuch a fon—a lover of the laws,

And ever true to honour’s glorious caufe;

Who fcorns all parties, tho’ by parties fought ;
Who greatly thinks, and truly {peaks his thought,
With all the chafte feverity of fenfe,

Truth, judgment, wit, and manly eloquence.

So, in his youth, great Cato was rever'd,

By Pompey courted, and by Cazfar fear'd ;

Both he difdain’d alike with godlike pride ;

For Rome and Liberty he liv’d—and died !

In each perfection as you rife fo faft,

Well may you think each :hy may be your laft:
Uncommon worth is flill with fate ac ftrife,

Still inconfiftent with a length of life.

The fature time is never in your power,

Then ’tis clear gain to feize the prefeat hour:
Break from your ferious thoughts, and laugh away,
In Pimpern walls, one idle eafy day.

You'll find your rhyming kinfman well in cafe,
Bor ever fix'd to this delicious place ;

‘Tho’ not like Lynch with corpulence o’ergrown ;
For he has twenty cures—and I but an=.

G4 HORACE,
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HOR. EPIST. XVIII. BOOK I. IMITATED.
BY THE SAME HAND.

TO MR. SPENCE, WHEN TUTOR TO THE EARL
OF MIDDLESEX.

Pence, with a friend you pafs the hours away
In pointed jokes, yet innocently gay:

You ever differ’d from a flatterer more
‘Than a chafle lady from a flaunting whore.

>Tis true, you raillied every fault you found,
But gently tickled, while you heal’d the wound :
Unlike the paltry poets of the town,
Rogues, who expofe themfelves for half a crown ;
And ftill obtrude on every foul they meet
Rudenefs for fenfe, and ribaldry for wit :
Who, tho’ half-ftarv’d, in fpite of time-and place,
Repeat their rhymes, tho’ dinner ftays for grace;
And, as their poverty their dreffes fit,
They think of courfe a floven is a wit :
But fenfe (a truth thefe coxcombs ne’er fufpeét)
Lies juft *twixt affe@ation and negled.

One ftep ftill lower, if you can, defcend
To the mean wretch, the greatman’s humblefriend ;
That moving fhade, that pendant at his ear,
That two-legg’d dog, {till pawing on the Peer:

Studying
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Studying his looks, and, watching at the board,
He gapes to catch the droppings of my lord ;
And, tickled to the foul at every joke,
Like a prefs’d watch repeats what t’other fpoke ;
Echo to nonfenfe! fuch a fcene to hear !
*T'is juft like Panch and his interpreter.
On trifles fome are earneftly abfurd ;
You’ll think the world depends on every word.
¢ What! is not every mortal free to fpeak ?
¢¢ I'll give my reafons, tho’ I break my neck.”
And what’s the queftion ? if it fhines or rains,
Whether ’tis twelve or fifteen miles to Stains?
The wretch, reduc’d to rags by every vice,
Pride, projefts, races, miftrefles, and dice,
The rich rogue fhuns, tho’ full as bad as he,
And knows a quarrel is good hufbandry.
¢« >Tis firange, cries Peter, you are out of pelf;
¢¢ I’m fure, I thought you wifer than myfelf :”
Yet gives him nothing—but advice too late ;
¢¢ Retrench, or rather mortgage your eftate :
¢¢ I can advance the fum —’tis beft for both—
¢¢ But henceforth cut your coat to match your cloth.”
A minifter, in mere revenge and fport,
Will give his foe a paltry place at court :
The dupe, for every royal birth-day, buys
New horfes, coaches, cloaths, and liveries ;
Plies at the levee ; and, diftinguifh’d there,
Lives on the royal whifper-for a year.

His
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His miftrefs fhines in Bruflels and brocade;

And now the wretch, ridiculoufly mad, :

Draws on his banker, mortgages, and fails,

‘Then to the country runs away from jails.

There, ruin’d by the cou.t, he fells a vote

To the next burgefs, as of old he bought;

Rubs down the fteeds, which once his chariot bore,

Or {weeps the borough, which he ferv’d before.

‘But, by this roving meteor led, I tend

Beyond my theme, forgetful of my friend :

‘Then take advice; and preach not out of time,

When good lord Middlefex is bent on rhyme.
Their humour check’d, or inclination croft,

Sometimes the friendfhip of the great is loft:

With innocent amufements ftill comply,

Hunt when he hunts, and lay the Fathers by :

For your reward you gain his love, and dine

On the beft venifon, and the beft French wine.
Never in wine, or wrath, betray your truft ;

Be filent ftill, and obftinately juft :

Explore no fecrets, draw no characters ;

For echo will repeat, and walls have ears:

Nor let a bufy fool a fecret know ;

A fecret gripes him ’till he lets it go:

Words are like bullets, and we wifh in vain,

When once difcharg’d, to call them back again.
Defend, dear Spence, the honeft and the civil,

But to cry up a rafcal =—that’s the devil.
' Who
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Who guards a good man’s charadter, *tis known, .
At the fame time protetls and guards his own:
For as with houfes fo it fares with names,
A fhed may fet a palace all on flames:
The fire negle&ted on the cottage preys,
And mounts at laft into a general blaze.
*Tis a fine thing, fome think, a lord to know ;
I wifh his tradefmen could but think fo too.
He gives his word —then all your hopes are gone:
He gives his honour—-then you’re quite undone.
Moft folks fo partial to themfelves are grown,
They hate a temper differing from their own.
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the fad,
And formalifts pronounce the witty mad :
The fot, who drinks fix bottles in a place,
Swears at the flinchers who refufe their glafs,
Would you not pafs for an ill-natur’d man,
Comply with every humour that you can.

Pope will inftru&t you how to pafs away
Your time like him, and never lofe a day 3
From hopes or fears your quiet to defend,
To all mankind, as to yourfelf, a friend ;
And facred from the world, retir’d, unknown,
To lead a life with morals like his own.

When to delicious Pimpern I retire,
What greater blifs, my Spence, can I defire ?
Contented there my eafy hours I fpend
With maps, globes, books, my bottle, and a friend.

There
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‘There I can live upon my income fll,

Even tho’ the houfe fhould pafs the Quaker’s bill :
Yet to my fhare fhould fome good prebend fall,

I think myfelf of fize to fill a ftall: .
For life, or health, let heaven my lot affign,

A firm and even foul fhall ftill be mine.

HOR. EPIST. XIX. BOOK I. IMITATED.
BY THE SAME HAND.
TO MR. LOWT H.

’ IS faid, dear fir, no poets pleafe the town,
Who drink mere water, tho’ from Helicon:
For in cold blood they feldom boldly think ;
Their rhymes are more infipid than their drink.
Not great Apollo could the train infpire,
*Till generous Bacchus help’d to fan the fire :
Warm’d by two gods at once, they drink and write,
Rhyme all the day, and tipple all the night.
Homer, fays Horace, nods in many a place,
But hints he nodded oftner o’er the glafs.
Infpird with wine old Ennius fung and thought
With the fame fpirit that his heroes fought :
And we from Johnfon’s tavern-laws divine,
That Bard was no great enemy to wine.
*Twas
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*Twas from the bottle King deriv’d his wit,

Drank ’till he cou!ld not talk, and then he writ.
Let no coif’d ferjeant touch the facred juice,

But leave it to the bards for better ufe:

Let the grave judges too the glafs forbear,

Who never fing, and dance but once a year.

This truth once known, the poets take the hint,

Get drunk or mad, and then get into print:

To raife their flames indulge the mellow fit,

And lofe their fenfes in the fearch of wit:

And when, with claret fird, they take the pen,

Swear they can write, becaufe they drink like Ben.

Such mimic Swift or Prior to their coft,

For, in the rath attempt, the fools are loft.

When once a genius breaks thro’ common rules,

He leads a herd of imitating fools.

If Pope, the prince of poets, fick a-bed,

O’er fteaming coffee bends his aching head,

The fools, in public, o’er the fragrant draught,

Incline thofe heads that never ach’d or thought;

This muft provoke his mirth or his difdain,

Cure his complaint— or make him fick again.
I too, like them, the poet’s path purfue,

And keep great Flaccus ever in my view;

But in a diftant view — yet what I write,

In thefe loofe fheets, muft never fee the light;

Epiftles
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Epiftles, odes, and twenty trifles more,

Things that are born, and die in half an hour.

¢¢ What! you muft dedicate,” fays fneering Spence,
¢¢.This year, fome new performance to the prince:
¢¢ Tho’ money is your {¢orn, no doubt, in time,

¢ You hope to gain fome vacant ftall by rhyme ;
<¢ Like other poets, were the truth but known,

¢ You too admire whatever is your own.”

Thefe wife remarks my modefty confound,
While the laugh rifes, and the mirth goes round ;
Vex'd at the jeft, yet glad to fhun a fray,

J whifk into a coach, and drive away.

AN
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. SPENCE,
IN IMITATION OF HORACE, EPIST. X. BOOK I.
BY THE SAME.

Ealth from the bard who loves the rural fport,
To the more noble bard that haunts the court:
In every other point of life we chime,
Like two foft lines when coupled into rhyme.
I praife a fpacious villa to the fky,
You a clofe garret full five flories high ;
I revel here in Nature’s varied fweets,
You in the nobler fcents of London ftreets. -
I left the court, and here, at eafe reclin’d,
Am happier than the king who ftay’d behind:
Twelve ftifling difhes I could fcarce live o’er,
At home I dine with luxury on four.
Where would a man of judgment chufe a feat,
But in a wholefome, rural, {oft retreat ?
Where hills adorn the manfion they defend ?
Where could he better anfwer Nature’s end ?
Here from the fea the melting breezes rife,
Unbind the fnow, and warm the wintry fkies:
Here gentle gales the dog-ftar’s heat allay,
And foftly breathing cool the fultry day.

How
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How free from cares, from dangers and affright,
In pleafing dreams I pafs the filent night !
Does not the variegated marble yield
‘To the gay colours of the flowery field ?
Can the New-River’s artificial ftreams,
Or the thick waters of the troubled Thames,
In many a winding rufty pipe convey’d,
Or dafh’d and broken down a deep cafcade,
With our clear filver ftreams in fwestnefs vie,
That in eternal rills run bubbling by ;
In dimples o’er the polifh’d pebbles pafs,
Glide o’er the fands, or glitter thro’ the grafs?
And yet in town the country profpeés pleafe,
Where ftately colonnades are flank’d with trees:
On a whole country looks the mafter down
With pride, where fcarce five acres are his own.
Yet Nature, tho’ repell’d, maintains her part,
And, in her turn, fhe triumphs over art ;
‘The hand-maid now may prejudice our tafte,
But the fair miftrefs will prevail at lait.
That man mult{mart, at length, whofe puzzled fight
Miftakes in life falfe colours for the right;
As the poor dupe is fure his lofs to rue,
Who takes a Pinchbeck guinea for a true.
Thewretch,whofefrantic pridekind fortune crowns,
Grows twice as abje& when the goddefs frowns ;
As he, who rifes when his head turns round,
Muft tumble twice as heavy to the ground.

Then
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Then love not grandeur, ’tis a fplendid curfe ;
The fnore the love, the harder the divorce.

We live far happier by thefe gurgling fprings,
Than ftatefmen, courtiers, counfellors, or kings.
The ftag expell’d the courfer from the plain ; —
What can he do ?—he begs the aid of man;

He takes the bit, and proudly bears away

His new ally,—he fights, and wins the day :
But, ruin’d by fuccefs, he ftrives in vain

To quit his mafter, and the curb again.

So from the fear of want moft wretches fly,

But lofe their nobleft wealth, their liberty ;

To their imperious paflicns they fubmit,

Who mount, ride, fpur, but never draw the bir.
*Tis with your fortune, Spence, as with your fhoe,
A large may wrench, a fmall one wring your toe :
Then bear your fortune in the golden mean—
Not every man is born to be a Dean;

I’ll bear your jeers if ever I am known

To feek two cures, when fcarce I merit one.
Riches, ’tis true, fome fervice may afford,

Bat oftner play the tyrant o’er their lord.

Money I fcorn, but keep a little fill,

To pay my doétor’s, or my lawyer’s bill.

From Encombe’s foft romantic fcenes I write,
Deep funk in eafe, in pleafure, and delight :

Yet, tho’ her generous Jord himfelf is here, v
>Twould be one pleafure more, could you appear.
T Yeu. X, H THE
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THE INVITATION,
AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND AT COURT.
BY THE 8AME.

F you can leave for books the crouded court,
And generous Bourdeaux for a glafs of Port, -
To thefe feet folitudes, without delay,
Break from the world’s impertinence away.
Soon as the fun the face of natare gilds,
For health and pleafure will we range the fields;
O’er her gay fcenes and opening beauties rum,
While all the vaft creation is our own.
But when his golden globe, with faded light,
Yields to the folemn empire of the night;
And, in her fober majefty, the moon
With milder glories mounts her filver throne;
Amid#t ten thoufand orbs with fplendor crown’d,
‘That peur their tributary beams around,
Thro’ the long levell’d tube our firengthen’d :ﬁgh:
Shall mark diftin& the fpangles of .the night;
From world to world fhall dart the boundlefs eye,
And ftretch from far to ftar, from fky to fky.
The buzzing infett families appear,
When {uns unbind the rigour of the year; .

; , ' . Quick
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Quick glance the myriads round the evening bower,
Hofts of a day, or mations of an hour.
Aftonifh’d we fhall fee th’ unfolding race,
Stretch’d out in bulk, within the polib’d glafs;
Thro’ whofe fmall convex a new world we r(py,
Ne'er feen before, but by a feraph’s eye!
So long in darknefs, fhut fram humap kind,
Lay half God’s wonders to a point confin’d !
But in one peopled drop we now furvey,
In pride of power, fome little mopfer play;
O’r tribes invifible he reigns alone,
And ftruts a tyrant of a world his own.

Now will we ftudy Homer’s awful page,
Now warm our fouls with Pindar’s noble rage :
To Englifh lays fhall Flaccus’ lyre be ftrung,
And lofty Virgil fpeak the Britith tongue.
Immortal Virgil! at thy facred name
I tremble now, and now I pant for fame ;
With eager hapes this moment I afpire
To catch, or emulate thy glorious fire ;
The next purfue the rafh attempt no more,
But drop the quill, bow, wonder, and adare ;
By thy ftrong genius overcome and aw’d !
That fire from heaven! that fpirit of 2 God!
Pleas’d and tranfported with thy name I tend
Beyond my theme, forgetful of my friend ;
And from my firlt defign, -by rapture led,
Neglet the living poet for the dead. .
H 2 ODE

.
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ODE TO JOHN PITT, ESQ.

ADVISING HIM TOBUILD A BANQUETING-HOUSE
ON A HILL THAT OVERLOOKS THE SEA.

Rom this tall promontory’s brow
You look majeftic down,
And fee extended wide below
TH’ horizon all your own.

With growing piles the vales are crown’d,
Here hills peep over hills ;

There the vaft fky and fea profound
Th’ increafing profpet fills.

O bid, my friend, a firuQure rife,
And this huge round command ;

Then fhall this little point comprife
The ocean and the land.

Then you, like Zolus, on high,
From your aerial tower,

Shall fee fecure the billows fly,
And hear the whirlwinds roar.

You, with a fmile," their rage defpife,
*Till fome fad wreck appears,

And calls, from your relenting eyes,
The fympathizing tears.
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‘Thus may you view, with proud delight,
While winds the deep deform,

(*Till human woes your grief excite)
All nature in 2 ftorm.

Majeftic, awful fcene! when hurl’d,
On furges, furges rife,

And all the heaving watry world
Tumultuous mounts the fkies.

" 'The feas and thunder roar by turns,
By turns the peals expire ;

The billows flath, and ether burns.
With momentary fire.

‘But lo! the furious tempefts ceafe,
The mighty rage fubfides ;

Old ocean hufh’d, in folemn peace,
Has #till’d the murmuring tides.

Spread wide abroad, the glafly plaia,
In various colours gay,

Refleéts the glorious fun again,
And doubly gilds the day.

Th’ horizon glows from fide to fide,
And flames with glancing rays;
The floating, trembling, filver tide,

Is one continual blaze._ N
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Your eyes ffi¢ profpéét fiow comiadd,
All uncontroul’d and free, ,
Fly like a thought from land to land,
And dart from fea to fea.

Thus, while above the clouds we ﬁt,
And, innocently gay,

Pafs in amufements, wine, or wit,
The fultry hours awiy. '

Sometimes, with pity, or difdaiii,
In thought a glance we throw

Down on the poor, the proud, the vais,
In yonder world below.

We fee, from thié exaltéd feat,
(How thrunk, reduc’d, confir’d )
The little perfort of the great,
As little as his filid:

See there—amidft the crowds our view
Some fcatter’d virtues ftrike ;

But thofe fo throng’d, and thefe fo few;
‘The world looks all alike.

Yet, thro’ this cloud of human kind,
The Talbots we furvey,

The Pitts, the Yorks, the Seckers find,
Who fhine in open day.
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T O THE SAME

ON THE SAME SUBJECT.

O’ER curious models as you rove
. The vales with piles to crown,
And great Palladio’s plans improve
With nobler of your own ;

O bid a ftratare o’er the floods
From this high mountain rife,
Where we may fit enthron’d like gods,
And revel in the fkies.

Th’ afcending breeze, at each repaft,
Shall breathe an air divine,

Give a new brightnefs to the tafte,
New fpirit to the wine.

Or thefe low pleafures we may quit
For banquets more refin’d,

The works of each immortal wit
The luxury of the mind.

Plato, or Boyle’s, or Newton’s page
Our towering thoughts fhall raife,

Or Homer’s fire, or Pindar’s rage,
Or Virgil’s lofty lays.
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Or with amufive thoughts the Sea

Shall ‘entertain the mind,. . = 1
While we the rolling fcene furvey,

An emblem of mankind. .

Where, like fworn foes, fucceflive all, -
The furious furges run,

To urge their predecefior’s fall,
Tho’ follow’d by their own.

Where, like our moderns fo profound,
Engag’d in dark difpute,

The fkuttles caft their ink around
"To puzzle the difpute. .

Where fharks, like threwd direGors, thrive,
Like lawyers, rob at will ;

Where flying-fith, like trimmers live ;
Like foldiers, fword-fith kill.

Where on the lefs the greater feed,
The tyrants of an hour,

*Till the huge royal whales fucceed,
And all at once devour.

Thus in the moral world we now
Too truly underftand, :

Each monfter of the fea below
Is match’d by one at land.
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ON MRS. WALKER’S POEMS, -
PARTICULARLY THAT ON THE AUTHOR.

T Luth, Wilmot, blufh; a female hufe,
Without one guilty line, ~
The tender theme of love purfues
In fofter ftrains than thine.

’Tis thine the paflion to blafpheme,
*Tis her’s with wit and eafe

(When a mere nothing is the theme)
Beyond thyfelf to pleafe.

“Then be to her the prize decreed,
Whofe merit has prevail’d ;

For what male poet can fucceed,
If Rochefter has fail’d ?

Since Pheebus quite forgetful grows,
And has not yet thought fit,

In his high wifdom, to impofe
A falique law on wit;

Since of your rights he takes no care,
Ye Priors, Popes, and Gays;

>Tis hard ! —but let the women wear

« T he breeches and the bays.
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VERSES ON A FLOWERED CARPET,

WORKED BY THE YOUNG LADIES AT KINGSTON.

‘N 7 Hen Pallasfaw the piece her pupils wrought,
She ftood long wondering at the lovely
draught :
¢ And, Flora, now (fhe cried) no more difplay
Thy flowers, the trifling beauties of a day :
For fee ! how thefe with life immortal bloom,
And fpread and flourith for an age to come!
In what unguarded hour did I impart
To thefe fair virgins all iy darling art !
In all my wit I faw thefe rivals fhine,
But this one art I thought was always mine:
Yet lo! Iyield; their miftrefs now no more,
But proud to learn from thefe I taught before.
For look, what vegetable fenfe is here !
How warm with life thefe bluthing leaves appear !
What temper’d fplenidoss o’er the piece are laid !
Shade fteals on light; and light dies into fhade.
Thro’ heaven’s gay bow lefs various beauties run, -
And far lefs bright, tho’ painted by the fun. -
See in each blooming flower what fpirit glows !
What vivid colours fluth the opening rofe !
In fome few hours thy lilly difappears j
“Bat this fhall flourifh thro’ a length of yéars,
‘ See
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See unfelt winters pafs fucceflive by,
And fcorn a iriean deperidence on the fky.
And oh! may Britain, by my counfels fway’d,
But live and flourifh; *till thiefe lowers fhall fade !
Then go, fond Flora, go, the palm refign
To wotks more fair and durable than thine:
For I, even I, in juftice yield the crown
To works fo faf fuperior to my own.”

ON THE SAME SUBJECT.

ON this fair ground, with ravifh’d eyes,
We fe¢ a fecond Eden rife,

As gay and glorious as the firft;

Before th’ offending world was curft.

While thefe bright nymphs the needle guide,
To paint the rofe in all her pride,

Nature, like her, may biuth to own

Herfelf fo far by art outdone.

Thefe flowers the rais’d with all her care,

So blooming, fo diviiely fair!

The glorious children of the fun,

That David’s regal heir out-fhone, .

Were fcarce like one of thefe array’d §

They died, "but thefe fhalt never fade.

ON
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ON THE ART OF PREACHING..

! A FRAGMENT.
: FER
- [

IN IMITATION OF HORACE’S ART OF POETRY,
=—Pendent opera interrupta —m—

Hould fome fam’d hand, in this fantaftic age,
.Draw Rich, as Rich appears upon the ftage,
With all his poftures, in one motley plan,
The god, the hound, the monkey, and the man;
Here o’er his head high brandithing a leg,

. And there juft hatch’d, and breaking from his egg ;
While monfter crouds on monfter thro’ the piece,
Whorcould help laughing at a fight like this?
Or as a drunkard’s dream together brings
A court of coblers, and a mob of kings ;

Such is a fermon, where, confus’dly dark,

Join Hoadly, Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, and

So eggs of different parithes will run ~ [Clarke, -

To batter, when you beat fix yolks to one;

So fix bright chymic lignors if you mix,

In one dark fhadow vanifh all the fix. .
This licence priefts and painters ever had,

To run bold lengths, but never to run mad;

Ry ' For
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For thofe can’t reconcile God’s grace to fin,
Nor thefe paint tygers in an afs’s tkin;
No common dauber in one piece would join
A fox and goofe,—unlefs upon a fign.

Some fteal a page of fenfe from Tillotfon,
And then conclude divinely with their own ;
Like oil en water mounts the prelate up,

His grace is always fure to be at top 5

That vein of mercury its beams will fpread,

And fhine more ftrongly thro’ a mine of lead.
With fuch low arts your hearers never bilk,

For who can bear a fuftian lin’d with filk ? ,
Sooner than preach fuch ftuff, I’d walk the town,
Without my fcarf, in Whifton’s draggled gown 5
Ply at the Chapter, and at Child’s, to read

For pence, and bury for a groat a head.

Some eafy fubje&t chufe, within your power,

Or you will ne’er hold out for half an hour.

Still to your hearers all your fermons fort;

Who'd preach againft corruption at a court?
Againft church power at vifitations bawl ?

Or tatk about damnation at Whitehall ?
Harangue the Horfe-guards on a cure of fouls?’
Condemn the quirks of Chancery at the Rolls ¥ }
Or rail at hoods and organs at St. Pauls?

Or be, like David Jones, fo indifcreet,

To rave at ufurers in Lombard-ftreet 2

Begin_
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Begia with care, nor, like that curate vile, .
Set out in this high prancing ftumbling ftyle:
¢ Whoever with a piercing eye can fee
¢ Thro’ the paft records of futurity
All gape, nq meaning : —the puft orator
Talks much, and fays juft nothing for gn hour, -
Truth and the text he labours to difplay,
Till both are quite interpreted away :
So frugal dames infipid water pour,
Till green, bohea, or coffee are no more.
His arguments in giddy circles run
Still round and round, and end where they hegnn'
So the paor turnfpit as the wheel runs round,
The more he gains, the more he lofes ground.
No parts diftin&, or general {cheme we find,
But one wild fhapelefs monfter of the mind:
So when old bruin teems, her children fail
Of limbs, form, figure, features, head or tail ;
Nay, tho’ fhe licks the ruins, all her cares
Scarce mend the lumps, and bring them but to bears.
Ye country vicars, when you preach in town
A turn at Paul’s, to pay your journey down,
If you would fhun the fneer of every prig,
Lay by the little band, and rufty wig:
But yet be fure, your proper language know,
Nor talk as born within the found of Bow.
Speak not the phrafe that Drury-lane affords,
Nor from Change-alley fteal a cant of words.
PR Coachmen
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Coachmen will criticife your ftyle, nay further,
Porters wil] bring it in for wilful myrther :

The dregs of the canaille will look afkew

To hear the language of the town from you;
Nay, my lord mayor, with merriment pofieft,
Will break his nap, and langh among the reft, }
And jog the aldermen to hear the jeft.

L

- * L L 4 -

.AN EPITAPH

INSCRIBED ON A STONE, THAT COVERS HIY’
FATHER, MOTHER, AND BROTHER.

E facred fpirits ! while your friends djftrefs’d
Weep o’er your afhes, and lament the blefs’d ;
O let the penfive Mufe infcribe that ftone,
And with the general forrows mix her own ;
The penfive Mufe ! — who, from this mournful hovr,
Shall raife her voice, and wake the ftring no more!
Of love, of duty this laft pledge receive ;
*Tis all a brother, all a fon can give.

EPI-
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EPITAPH ON DR. KEIL,

THE LATE FAMOUS ASTROLOGER.

Eneath this ftone the world’s juft wonder lies,
Who, while on earth, had rang’d the fpacious
Around the ftars his a&ive foul had flown, {fkies;
And feen their courfes finifh’d ere his own :
Now he enjoys thofe realms he could explore,
And finds that heaven he knew fo well before.
He thro’ more worlds his vi&tory purfued
Than the brave Greek could with te have fubdued ;
In triumph ran one vaft creation o’er,
Then ftop’d, — for Nature could afford no more.
With Cefar’s fpeed, young Ammon’s noble pridé,
He came, faw, vanquith’d, wept, return’d, and died.

N. B, All the pieces, from page 100 to this inclufive, weze
-written by Mr, C, Pitt.
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PART OF SAT. VI. BOOK II. OF HORACE,
TRANSLATED.

BEGINNING AT, PERDITUR HZEC INTER MISERO
LUX, NON SINE VOTIS, &C.

7YOnfum’d in trifles, thus the golden day
Steals, not without this ardent wifh, away ;
When fhall I fee my-peaceful country farm,
My fancy when with antient authors charm ?
Or, 1ull’d to fleep, the cares of life elude
In fweet oblivion of folicitude?
O, for thofe beans which my own fields provide!
Deem’d by Pythagoras to man allied ;
The favoury pulfe ferv’d up in platters nice,
And herbs high-relifh’d with the bacon flice!
O, tranquil nights in pleafing converfe fpent,
" Ambrofial fuppers that might gods content!
When with my chofen friends (delicious treat!) 4
Before the houthold deities we eat ; %
The flaves themfelves regale on choiceft meat.
Free fram mad laws we fit reclin’d at eafe,
And drink as much, or little, as we pleafe.
Some quaff large bumpers that expand the foul,
And fome grow mellow with a moderate bowl.
We never talk of this man’s houfe or vill,
Or whether Lepos dances well or ill :
V})L. X. I But
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But of thofe duties which ourfelves we owe,

And which ’tis quite a fcandal not to know :

As whether wealth or virtue can impart

‘The trueft pleafure to the human hebrt :

What fhould dire& us in our choice of friends,

Their own pure merit, or our private ends :

What we may deem, if rightly underftood,

Man’s fovereign blifs, his chief, his only good.
Mean-time my friend, old Cervius, never fails

To cheer our converfe with his pithy tales:

Praife but Arellius, or his ill-got ftore,

His fable thus begins: ¢ In days of yore

A country moufe within his homely cave

- A treat to one of note, 2 courtier, gave;

A good plain moufe our hoft, who lov’d to fpare

Thofe heaps of forage he had glean’d with care;;

Yet on occafion would his foul unbend,

And feaft with hofpitality his friend :

He brought wild oats and vetches from his hoard ;

Dried grapes and fcraps of bacon grac’d the board :

In hopes, no doubt, by fuch a 'various treat,

To tempt the dainty traveller to eat.

Squat on frefh chaff, the mafter of .the feaft

Left all the choiceft viands for his gueft,

Nor one nice morfel for.himfelf would fpare,

But gnaw’d coarfe grain, or nibbled at a tare..

At length their flender dinner finith’d quite,

Thus to the ruftic fpoke the moufe polite :

: ¢ How
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¢ How can my friend a wretched being drag
¢ On the bleak fummit of this airy crag ?
¢ Say, do you flill prefer this barbarous den
* Ta polifh’d cities, favages to men ?
¢ Come, come with me, nor longer here abide,
¢ I’ll be your friend, your comrade, and your guide.
¢ Since all muft die that dta:\! this vital breath,
¢ Nor great nor fmall can thun the fhafts of death ;
¢ *Tis ours to fport in pleafures while we may ;
¢ For ever mindful of life’s little day.’

Thefe weighty reafons fway’d the country moufe,
And light of heart he fallied from his houfe,
Refolv’d to travel with this courtly fpark,

And gain the city when fecurely dark.

Now midnight haver’d o’er this earthly ball,
When our fmall gentry reach’d a fiately hall,
Where brightly glowing, ftain’d with Tyrian dye,
On ivory couches richeft carpets lie ;

And in large bafkets, rang’d along the floor,
The rich collation of the night before.
On purple bed the eourtier plac’d his gueft,
And with choice cates prolong’d the grateful feaft;
He carv’d, he ferv’d, as much as moufe could do,
And was his waiter; and his tafter too.
Joy feiz’d the ruftic as at eafe he lay ;
This kappy change had made him wendrous gay —
When lo! the doors burft open-in a'trice,
And at their banquet terrified the mice:
: Iz They
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They flart, they tremble, in a deadly fright, - - °
And round the room precipitate their flight ;

The high-roof’d room with hideous cries refounds
Of baying maftiffs, and loud-bellowing hounds:
Then thus the ruftic in the courtier’s ear;

¢ Adien! kind fir! I thank you for your cheer:

¢ Safe in my cell your ftate I envy not;

¢ Tares be my food, and liberty my lot ! F.

A PARODY ON THE CITY AND COUN-
TRY MOUSE.

Country vicar in his homely houfe,
- Pleas’d with his lot, and happy in his {poufe,

With fimple diet, at his humble board,
Once entertain’d the chaplain of a lord ;—
He gave him (all he could) a little fith,
With fauce of oyfters, in no filver difh;
And, for the craving ftomach’s fure relief,
The glory of Old England, rare Roaft-beef,
Horfe-radifh and potatoes, Ireland’s pride;
A pudding too the prudent dame fupplied: .
Their cheering beverage was a pint of port
(Tho’ fmall the quantum) of the better fort ;
But plenty of good beer, both fmall and ftout,
With wine of elder to prevent the gout.

The-
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The vicar hop’d, by fuch a various treat,
To tempt his fcarf-embellith’d friend to eat;
With niceft bits provok’d his gueft to dine,
He carv’d the haddock, and he ferv’d the wine s
Content his own tharp ftomach to regale
With plaiw, fubftantial roaft-meat, and mild ale.
Our courtly chaplain, as we may fuppofe, ‘
At fuch old-fathion’d commons curl’d his nofe ;
He tried in vain to piddle, and, in brief,
Pifh’d at the pudding, and declin’d the beef ; —
At length, their homely dinner finith’d quite,
Thus to the vicar fpoke the prieft polite:

¢ How can my brother in this paltry town
¢ Live undiftinguifh’d, to the world unknown ?
¢ And not exalt your towering genius higher,
¢ Than here to herd with country clown—or {quire;
¢ Stunn’d with the difcord of hoarfe cawing rooks,
¢ The roar of winds, the diffonance of brooks, ’
¢ Which difcontented thro’ the valley ftray,
¢ Plaintive and murmuring at their long delay.
¢ Come, come with me, nor longer here abide ;
¢ You’ve friends in town, and I will be your guide: -
¢ Soon great preferment to your fhare will fall,
¢ A good fat living, or perhaps —a ftall.’

Thefe weiglity reafons fway’d the vicar’s mind—.
To town he hied, but left his wife behind : — '
Next levee-day he waited on his Grace,

With hundreds more, who bow’d to get a place;
Shov'd
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Shov’d in the croud, he flood amaz’d to fee
Lords who to Baal bent the fupple knee,
And do&ors fage he could not but admire,
Who ftoop’d profoundly low — to rife the higher.
So much of ermine, lace, beaus, bithops, young and
>Twas like a cloud of fable edg’d with goM :  |old,
By turns his Grace the fervile train addreft,-
Pleas’d with a {mile, or in a whifper bleft.
Sick of the fcene, the vicar fought the door,
Determin’d never to fee London more ;
But, as his friend had pleas’d the hour ta fix,
Firft went to dinner to my Lord’s at fix; —
He knock’d — was uther’d to the reom of fiate,
(My Lord abroad) and dinner ferv’d in plate;
Which, tho’ it feem’d but common foup and hath,
Was really callipee apd callipafh,
(The relicks of the gaudy day before)
‘What Indians eat, and Englifhmen adore ;
With bright champaign the courtier crown’d the
Sooth’d his own pride, and gratified his gueit: [feaft,
All this confpird pur Stoic to controul,
And warpt the fteady puipafe of his foul —
When lo! the cry of fire creates amaze —
¢¢ The next houfe, Lady Riot’s, in a blaze” —
Aghatt the vicar ftood, in wild affright,
Then briefly thus addrefs’d the prieft polite :
¢¢ Adieu, my friend—your ftate I envy note—
¢ Beef, liberty, and fafety be my lot.”

F.

i -
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BORACE, EPIST. V. BOOK 1. IMITATED.
TO JOHN H——H, ESQ.

F you, dear fir, will deign to pafs a day
Iu the fair vale of Orpington and Cray,

And live for once as humble vicars do ;
On Tharfday let me fee you here by two.
Expe& no niceties my plates to foul,
But Banfted mutton, and a barn-doer fowl.
My friends with generous liquors I regale,
Good port, old hock, or, if they like it, ale;
But if of richer wine you chufe a quart,
Why bring, and drink it here—with all my heart.
Plain is my furniture, as is my treat,
For ’tis my beft ambition, To be neat.
Leave then all fordid views, and hopes of gain,
To mortals miferable, mad, or vain;
Put the laft polith to th’ hiftoric page,
And ceafe awhile to moralize the age.
By your fweet converfe cheer’d, the live-long day
Will pafs unnotic’d, like the ftream, away.
Why fhould kind Providence abundance give,
If we, like niggards, can’t afferd to live?
The wretched mifer, poor *midft heaps of pelf,
To cram his heir, moft madly ftarves himfelf—
So will not I—give me good wine and eafe,
And let all mifers call me fool that pleafe.
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What cannot wine ? — it opens all the foul ;
Faint Hope grows brilliant o’er the fparkling bowl:
Wine’s generous fpirit makes the coward brave,
Gives eafe to kings, and freedom to the flave:
Bemus’d in wine the Bard his duns forgets,
And drinks ferene oblivion to his debts:
Wine drives all cares, and anguith from the hear, -
And dubs us Connoiffeurs of every art:
Whom does not wine with eloquence infpire?
The boufy beggar ftruts into a fquire.
This yoa well know—to me belongs to mind
‘That neatnefs with frugality be join’d ;
That no intruding Blab, with itching ears,
Darken my doors, who tells whate’er he hears ;
Two D—s, each a poet, with me dine,
Your friends, and decent C—n, a divine:
There’s room for more—{o to complete the band,
Your wife will bring fair * Innocence in hand.
Should Cave want copy, let the teazer wait,
While you fteal fecret thro® the garden gate.

F.

" * The name of a very agreeable young lady,

SALT
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S ALT WATE R
BY A GENTLEMAN OF THE NAVY. -

! {ure the greedy wretch is pent
In endlefs chains of deep damnation,
Who firft to plague us did invent
The curfed art of navigation.

When to the wind we {pread our fails,
Upon the pathlefs ocean ftrolling,
Cramm’d in a tub, ftuck full of nails,
Like Regulus we die with rolling.

A plague upon the naufeous brine,
What benefit receive we from it ?

Unlefs with rank difeafe we pine,
And ufe it for a purge or vomit.

While Eve in innocence did dwell,
Her water in frefh rills defcended,
But foon as fhe to folly fell,
The violet ftream with brine was blended.

The race of men in antient times
Were bent on rapine, and on flaughter,
‘When heaven, incenfed at their crimes,
Decreed their deaths, and fent falt water.
Vou. X. K And
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And when thofe heavy judgments paft

On Zgypt, for her plagues renowned,
Salt water was referv’d the laft,

And Pharozh and his hoft were drowned.

When we who.now are turn’d to fith,
And with the fcarvy grown all fcaly,
And made for fhark a curious dith,
While over-board we’re tambled daily :

May you who on the land abide
Our clement to mourn us bosrow,
Let fall of tears a briny tide,
Salt water is the mark of forrow.

CON-
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