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THE

LIFE OF WILLIAM THOMPSON.

BY MR. CHALMERS,

A yew short notices in Dodstey’s Poems, in the Biographia Dramatica, and in the
woles on his poers, corrected or confirmed by anbsequent research, afford the only
information that is now procurable respecting this writer.

He is sid to have been the second son of the rev. Francis Thompson, B. D. of
Queen's College, Oxford, and vicar of Brough in Westmoreland thirty-two years, who
died August 31, 1735, aged seventy. His mother, who died two years after, in the
mxty-fifth year of ber age, was the widow of the rev. Joseph Fisher, M. A fellow
of Queen’s College, Oxford, vicar of Brough, and archdeacon of Carlisle, by whom she
bad no children. Our author was born probably in the early part of the last century,
bat the year cannot be ascertained. He was young when in 1734 and 1736, be wrote
Stella, sive Amores, Tres Libri, and six pastorals; none of which he thought it proper to
inlude in his published works. In his poen, . entitted Sickness, he Jaments the want of
2 mother’s tendemness, and a fathe’s care; but as they died in advanced age, he could’
tot have lost them before be had attained at least his twentieth year,

It was on the banks of the Eden, which runs sear Brough, that his ¢ prattling Muse
ws fint provoked to numbers,” and where, we may suppose, he wrote most of those
smiller pieces which he thought worthy of preservation. Ip these he frequently
addresws an Janthe, who was probably a real mistress. At the usual age he went to
Queen's College, Oxfard; and on February 26th, 1738, took the degree of master of
arls, He afierwards became a feflow of his college, und succeeded to the livings of South
Weston and Hampton Poyle, in Oxfordshire, It was, I suspect, during his residence on
his living that be published Sickness, in 1746. The origin of this poem may be found in
a vote subjoined to the fifth book ; but much of it must have been written just before pub-
Lieation, as he pays tribute to the memory of Pope and Swift, who died about that time.

101751, e is said to have been an unsvecessful candidate for the poetry professor-
ship, against Hawkins. In 1756 lie published Graitude, & poem, on an occasion which

cettiinly required it from every true son of Oxford. In the preceding year, Hevrietta
Lonisa, countess dowager of Pomfret, daughter of John, baron Jeffrys of Wemm, and
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relict of Thomas, first earl of Pomfret, presented to the university more than one hun-
dred und thitty statues, &c. which the carl’s father, William, baron of Lempster, had
purchased from the Arundel collection, and preserved st his seat ut Eston Neston in
Northamptonshire. On the 25t February, 1756, this lady received the thanks of the
university; and the year following the university celebrated a public encznia, on which
occasion, in an gration by Mr. Thomas Wartou, professor of poetry, she was again
complimented in the most public manner for her noble and generous benefaction, Be-
sides Thompson, an anonymous Oxonian offered a poetical tribute to her liberality; and,

in 1760, Mr, Vivian, afterwards King's Professor of Modern History, published & poem
on the Pomfret statues®. Thompson's poem is added to the present collection, without,

it will perttaps be thought, adding much to his poetical reputation.

In 1757, he published two volumes, or, as he quaintly terms them, two fomes of
poems, hy subscription, witb prefaces and notes, which give us a very high idea of the
author’s modesty, piety, and learuing. He became afterwards dean of Raphoe in
Ireland, where, it is. presumed, he died someline befure the year 1766 or 1767.

It Las already been mentioned, in the life of bishop 1iall, that in 1753 Thompsoa
superintended the publication of an edition of the Yirgidemiarum,

To his volumes of poems was added, Gondibert and Berthu, a tragedy, the subject
taken from Davenunt’s poem of Gondibert. This tragedy was written, he informs us,
when “ he was an under graduale in the university, us an inmocent relaxation from
those severer and more useful studies for which the college, where he hed the benefit
of his education, is so deservedly distinguished.” He reprinted it with oll its juvenile
imperfections; but, although it is not without individual passages of poetical beauty, it
bas not dramatic form and eonsistency to entitle it to bigher praise,

Of Thompson's personal character a very high opinion may be deduced from
the general tenour of his acknowledged works, ' He appearsto have been 2 man of
warm affections in the rclative duties of life, an ardent admirer of merit, with an huble
conaciousness of his own defects; a mwau of real piety, aod of various leaming, His
studies lay much among the ancient English poets, in whose bistory and writings be was
critically skilled.

As a poet, although Lis works have not heen popular, he may be allowed to rank
above some whose wnlings have been more anxiously preserved. Haviug been in
early life an admirer of Spenser, he beceme a studied imitator of tbat father of Eaglish
poetry; but, like most of bis imitators, while he adopted his measure, he thought
his imitation incomplefe without borrowing a greater number of anliquated words
and plirases than can be cither omamental or useful. ] have,” he says in his preface,
“ been very sparing of the antiquated words, which are too frequent in most imitations
of this author: however, 1 have jutroduced a few here and tbere, which are explained
at the bottom of each page where they occur.” But surely it may be asked, why
introduce words at all that require explanation; or why are a few unmtell:glhle words,
purposely introduced, less blumeahle than many used by persons of less judgment?

But while our suthor is censurable on this account, it'must be allowed that, in his
Nativity, he has not only imitated but rivalled Spenser in the sweetness and solemnity
which belong to hLis cantv, His imagery is, in pencral, striking and appropnate to
the elevated subject; nor is he less happy in his personifications.

His Hymn to May has received more praise than aoy of his other picces. 1t is

1 Wood's Hist. and Antiq. of Oxford, edited by ﬂu!.ch. Gough's British Topozrupby.
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certainly more finished, but there are many luxuriances which sober judgment would
bave removed, and many glittering epithets, and verbal conceits, which proceeded
from 2 memory stored with the ancient poets, and not yet chastencd into simplicity
by the example and encouragement of the modems,

The poem on Sickness s the longest, and altogether, perhaps, the most successiu
effort of his muse. He chose a new suhject, and [ think discovers considerable powers
of invention. FParticular lines, indeed, may be censured; and of what poem may not
this be said? His ardent imaginstion and strength of feeling sometimes produce
swelling words approaching to bombast; his phrasecology, too, is sometimes laboured
and pedantic; and he seems in various instances more amhitious of the rapturous angd
xnimated, thag of the mild and simple graces of expression. But on the other hand,
he abounds in original, or at least uncommon thoughts, clothed im vigorons language ;
he evinees real fecling, the consequence of having suffered what he describes, and
bhaving becn alternately depressed or elevated hy the vicimitudes of a long and
daugerons illness. ‘Most of his reflections are natural, and solemnly impressive, In
borrowing the language of seripture, he has cmployed it with less change of ity original
beanty than might have been expected. The poetical beauties of the Palace of Disease,
the Delirions Dreams, and the greater part of the fourth book or the Recavery, are
soch as prove that be bad much of the fire and enthusiasm of true genius. Were this
poem printed by itself, it could scarcely fuil of popularity among the admirers of
Young, ' :

Young’s Niglit Thoughts were, at this time, but just prhlished, and perhaps it would
be wrong to suppese that Thompson intended to rival him; yet there are passages which
strongly remind us of Youny's peculiar phraseology: Thompson had read much, and
perhaps was inconscious of applying to his own use what he owed to his memory
only. Every one may recollect the origin of—

How many Somersets are lost in theef—
Forbid it reason and forbid it heaven,—

Soft pow'r of slumbers, dewy-featherd sleep,
Kind ourse of nature—&«c.

The lines expressive of the huming heat of fever, whether he did or did not recollecs
a simifar passage in Shakspeare, do honour to his judgment, for what other exclamation
could have been suitahle?

0! ve rivers, roll
Your cooling crystal o’er my burning breast,
For Etna rages here! Ye snowa, descend;
Bind me in icy chains, ye northern winds,
And mitigate the furies of the fire.—

We think of coolness, aays en excellent critic, when panting under the heat of a
sunmmer sun; bat in extreme beat we should probably think of extreme cold. When
kiug John is tortured with the buming heat of a mortal poison, Shakspeare does not
make him think of coolness, for that was not the proper coutrast 1o his feelings, hut
puots m his mouth the following exclamation.—

Poison’d, ill fare! desd, and forsook, cast off,

And none of you will bid the Winter come,

To thrust his icy fingers in my mew:

Nor let my kiogdom's rivers take their conrse
Through my burn’d besom: nor entreat the North
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips,
And comfort e with cold-
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Thompson z2ppears to have been enthusiastically fond of Pope; but the lines in which
he characterizes that author are deformed by some extravagant expressions for which
1o fondness cau atone, and are, upon that account, inferior to the poem addressed to
Glover. His shorter pieces require little notice ; they were mostly juvenile productions,
end the wonder is, that the author of The Despairing Maiden, and The Milkmaid, conld
have reached such strains as The Nativity, The Hymn to May, and Sickness, In a few
of them, lhowever, are simple touches of nature, and an emsy vein of epigrammatc
humonr ; but it is on serious and pathetic subjects that his muse rises to digrity, and it

is a praise beyond all others, that sacred topics seem to elevate him beyond his usual
powers, _ :
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER.

1 SHOULD not have troubled the reader with any thing by way of preface, if I did not think myself
gbliged to return my thanks to my goodnatured subseribers for their patience in waiting so long for
their books, A bad state of bealth, and some other interveniag accidents, prevented me from
publishing the rolume sooner, though above half of it has been printed off for some time.

As for the poems themselves, the greater part of them was writen when the author was very young,
and withoat any design of prioting them, which is only mentioned with hopes o procare the resder’s
psrdon for the imperfection of some and the lightness of others.

Yet

Non egv mordaci distrinxi carmine quemqoam,
Nulls vegepato litara miss joco est.  OviD,

1 sbould not have primted the two Latin odes, if they had not given me an opportunity of poblisbing
the trapslations slong with them, which 1 believe will be thonght the best verses in the collection:
they nre finished in 50 casy apd masterly s manper, that I must own that I hed mther have bern
the wuthor of them than of the originals themselves. The tragedy wan likewise chiefly composed when
ihe sothor was an under-graduste in the umiversity, as an innocent relaxation from those severer and
more neefal stadies for which the college, where be had the benefit of his education, it 30 deservedly
distingaished. I have caused it (with aull its juvenile imperfections on its hesd) to be printed
at it way at first written, apd have even added the original motto, that it might be all of a picoe.
The poen called Sickness was republisbed at the request of several of my subacribers, to which,
withoat regwrding the additional expense, I very readily agreed: I have made some alterntions,
which, in the divisions of the books, I hope will be thought improvements.

{ retorn my most hamble thanks to my friends for ibeir many kind offices in the ecourae of
the subecription, and sball leaye the poems W the candour of the courtecns reader with part of 2
vense fromi Horace,

8t pl , tuam est,
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POEMS

OF

WILLIAM THOMPSON.

EPITHALAMIUM
ON THE HROYAL NUPTLALS,
I MAY, 1756,

ON Thamis’ banks, where many a ﬁow’ry gem
Blocms wnntnn-\nld, advauc’d a jovial crew,

Thick 2 the daisies which his ngeadows bem,

And with sweet herby the liquid crystal sirew; ¢

Por on the liquid crystal gayly few:

A paisted gondelay ?, bedecked fair

W'th guld and purple, gorgeous to the view!

E,I‘L‘.?’p;?’ R S vt S

Eftsoons® the father of the silver flood,
The noble Thames, his azore head upraivd,
And shook his dewy locks, worthy a god !
A lambent glory round his tempies blaz'd,
On which the Naids all with wonder gaz'd.~+
$o sparkie Thetis purple-trembling streams,
When Pherbus, for his golden car yprais'd,.
Strikes the calm surface with his momning beams,
And sprinkles spapgles round and the wide blue

inflames.

The wantoh Nadds, Doris® danghters all,

- Range in & ring: Pherusa, blooming-fair,
Cymadoce

dove-eyd, with Florimal, '
Sweetanelling flowrets deck’d their long green
And Fraio, 1o Love, to Venus dear, [bair*
Galene drest in smiles aod lilly-white, |
And Phao, with her saowy bosam bare, B
Al these, nnd mort than these, a dainty sight!
ta deunce and merriment and swect belgards? del

light,

Arsund the bark they daunce, wherein there

A dy fresh and fair, ab! such a one, [sat
S0 fresh and fair, z0 amiably great,
goodiy-gracious seem'd as never none,
Aud like thy sweet-beam'd planet, Venua shone,
They much admire, O very muck ber foce,
Fer siape, her breast, for Love a downy throne!
Her besuty's glorions shine, ber every grace;
An hogel she appear’d, at lemst of angel-race,

1 A bogt.

* Provently. I Begutiful looke.

Het Thamis (on bis goided ura ho lean'd)
Saluted with this b song,
And baiPd her safe.  Full silent was the wind,
The river glided geatly-soft along,
Ne+ whispered the breeze the loaves emong,
Ne love-learn'd Philomel out-trill'd ber lay;—
A stiloess on the waves attentive hang, -
A brighter gladness blest the fuce of day, [May.
Al naturs gun io amile, ber smiles diffus'd the

“ Ah sacred ship, 1o Albion wafting good,
Our wish, our hope, cur joy | who safe convey'd
Through perilous ses, from lla's little flood,

This beauty’s paragon, this royal maid,

Isprung, iwint, of high empyreal seed; -

The child of Heav'n, the daughter of Delight,
Nurst by & Grace, with milk and huney fed!

Oh Frederick | oh, certes’, blessed wight, [hight 6,
To whom the Gods consign the nymph Augusts

“ AD sacred ship! may favourable gales,
The kindest breath of Heav'n attend thy way,
And swell the winged canvass of thy aaila: =
May calmness be thy path, and plesusapce lay
On the soft bosom of the yielding ses,
Where—¢'er thou wind; or to the spicy shore __ - -
Of Araby the blest, or "ndia’s bay,

Where diamonds kindle, and the golden ore
Flames into purity, to deck Augusta more!

* Augusta, Rairest princess under sky,
Welcome to Albion's renowned land,
Alhion, well known 10 thy great anmh'y
Mndedenmfnrwtheeby Hy'mens'hnnd
The band of love, of b and
Deign to receive the nation’s public voice,
Of heartinesa unfeign'd, who gleeful stand
In meet array, and thus express their joys [noiee.
Io peals of loud acclaim, and minhs confused

# With warmer raptures, and more passionate,
Though hard to be! the royal youth, I traw,
Shall thee embrace: bim tenfold fires elate,

And saered passions in bis bosom glow,
Which from thy picture erat began to flow.
For thee he burna, for thee he s:ghe and pruys,
Pours out hig soul to thee, nor rest can know;
4 Nor.

§Certainly.  © Named '
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But dreams of thee long, livelong nights and days,
By Beauty led through ail Love’s roay-thorny-
Wiy,

¢ To heal his pains soft music does divide
Most heavenly melody in scothing strains;
Nor heavenly melody, nor aught beside,
Save thee, alr dearest Dread! cun beal his paina,
Thy form too decply in his breast remaing,
So ever and anon he chides the gules,
That slowly seeamn to brush the liquid pleins;-
Oh! Ay on ul the wings of Heav'n, ye sails,
Oh fiy! he crps; and lo! a lover’s pray'r prevaile

i« iow;)cuse thy sighs. She comes, {(oh blessed
¥ .
8he comes, by all the Loves and Graces drest, o
In proud humility. See, Hymen play,
‘With salfron robe and flame-embroiderd vest,
{Such colours, sikeriy”, suit Hymen best.}
And Cupid catchen rony wafts of air
To stretch the paiis and fan the royal guest
Nor Chastity, mesk-ey'd, is wanting there, ~
For she, and Modesty, sweet blushing, guide the
steer, |

- 4" Not Veous, of bearty and of bliss
S0 goodly shone, when erst® the goddess sprung
From Ocean’s sparkling foam ; sweet nakedness !
A thousand Smiles and Loves upon ber hung,
Aud all the gods for joy and wooder sung.

The Waves so proud the beamy burthen bore
Exulting; she, around her, odours fung,

Aod bade the Billows laugh ancd cease to roar;
‘They gladly her obey, and gently kins the sbore,

“ 8¢ fair she looks, nay fairer, could it be;
Did pever mortal man such charms behold
Ju bow’r or hall. Spring waits upon her eye;
Lo! Flors has her richest stores out-roll’d
Of variable flow'rs and blooming gold.
The meadows smile, the hirds renew their love
Apd throw themselves in pairs the young and vld;
All nature glows where-e'er her glances move,
And Beauty paints each 6eld, and music fills each

grove.

i« But who s von, esch other youth excelliog
As much as orient gold sarmounteth brass?
Sure Honour in his visage choose her dweliing,
Anpd sacred Truth, perdie9, adorps his face;
Such goodlibend and humbiess never was,
Blest ba the sight! full well those looks 1 keon,
Where Joyaunce sits and ever-smiling Grace;
Frederic! *tis he! the first and best of men,
Our dearling prince L meet Augusta well-be.

seenl,

¢ And jo! what medled passions in him move,
He puzet-wonders—(greet is Boauty's pow't !}
And, sweetly lost in ecstasy and love,
Hin eyea her whole, his lips her lips devoar,
Which Yenus hed besprent with nectar-show'r.
Her elippery charms allow his eyes no rest,.,
But thousand arrows, nay ien thousand pour
1ot his wounded snd transported breast; [blést!
Sure none like her is fair, sure none like bim is

7 Surely. 1 Formerly, 9 Ap affirmation.
* Haodsome. . .

THOMPSON'S POEMS.

“ 0O blessed youth! receive thy bonnibel®,
Eternal fount of virtne, bwe and grace
Q koeel to gl the gods and pray to all,
Who sparkle so divinely in her face,
And with celestial res her bosom biess.
S0 shines Aurord io her rich attire,
‘When she Hyperion wou'd fain caress:
Cagze all the host of stara, and all sdmire,
Then twinkle in their arns, and into night reti

* O blessed maid! receive thy belamour?,
With glee receive him and o'eiflowing heast:
Ne in high monarch’s court, ne lady's bow's,
A youth sg form'd by Nature end by Art,
Coanspiring both, e’er cherish'd Cupid’s dart.
S0 Phesbus, lusty bridegroom of the sky,
With native splendours shines on every part;
From east to west his poiated glories 4y,
He warmeth every heart, he duzzieth every eye.”

Here Thamis ended. Now the goodly train
Of all tbe Naids, in most comely wise,
A present make of myrtle-girland green,
Entrail’d with Bowrets and with rare device.
The Graces eke, with laugiter-swelling eyes,
A rosy-chaplet, steepd in nectar bring,
{The roses gather'd in the morning shiee)}
Then, joiuing wilh the Nass, form a ring,
And round them deftly daunce, aod round them
blithly sing. :

* Anrosés aod we mytties kindly weave
Their sweetz in one, much sweeter as they blend;
Emblem of marriage-lore! So you, receive
Rweets interchangtd, and to each other-Jend;
Then, in a blest perfume, to Heav'n wseend,
And mingle with the gods! While here betaw,
New myrtles, roses new, withouten end,
From your iuxuricns stock, full plenteous, grow,
And with their parent-sweets, and parent-beauty

glow.”

Next Albicn’s Genins came, bedite in gold,
An caken chaplet nodded on his head;
The ¢rown he held was glorious to behold,
And royally he taught hic feet to tread.
Soon as ke spy’d the prince’s goodiyhead,
He pointed ta the crown, and raistd his voiees
To bail the royal pair and bless their bed:
The jolly Chorua catch the grateful noise,
Echo the woods and wales, and Heav’n and Earth
rejoice,

Next Liberty, the fairest nymph on ground;
The flowing plenty of her golden hair =
Diffusing lavishly ambrosia round ;

Her bands a dow’ry comucopia bear,

Which scatters jby and plensaunce throngh the afr,
Earth smild, and Oladpess danc’d along the aky;
Before her vanish’d Grief and pale-ey'd Care,’
And eft4, in courteous guise, she cast her eye
Oun that sume gentle twain, her glory and ber joy.

And these beside, a nncred pers'nage came,
Immzaculate and sweet as Sharon-rose:
Upon her breast a bloody cross did Aame,
Aumnsail'd with gold and gems in goodly rows:
A pall of lawn adown her shoulders flows:

$ Beuntiful virgia. 3 Charming lover, 4 Often.
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Yelep'd* Eosebis, She prayd alood,

Then, hiessing both, for her defeuders chose,
And l'plleu'd her giones in a purple clond:
Boflly Augusts smil'd, fufl lowly Frederic bow’d.

Fair Fame behind a silver trompet blew, -
Sweet o the Earth, and fragrant to the skyt
Her mahtle of & many-colour't hue, |
Her min-bow wings pouder'd with many au eye,
And pear her Honour, Pow’r and Courtesy: \
Bonour of open frout, and steady grace;

Fow'r, clad in steel, a faulchion brandish'd hlg‘h .

Courtesy drest in smnle: her bounteous face: '

When these attend a prince, thrice happy sube
jects casel

The Muses cloa’d this intellectual scene
From Helicon; who knows not Helicon?
Gold were their lyres, their laurels ever.green,
Soca Qlio to the prince a starTy crown
Presents, another to his belliboned, -
Then all in Jofty chorus swell Lhe song,
Big with their happy loves and great renown.
numbers float the woods emong,
For shepberd-lad too high, for memory too long.

Nathlesa7 thy taneful sons, O Oxford dear!?
By Muses visited, may cateh the lays,
Sweet-pouring stresmas of nectar on the ear,
And from their lips, in vigion, leamn to raise
‘Their loves and fame, to brighten future days.
Thee fits not, Thomalin, & simple swain,
High deeds to sing, but geutle mundelnyn
Go feed’ thy flock, renew the rural strain
On caten pipe, content to please the humble plain,

| ————————

BEAUTY AND MUSIC,
AN ODE.

AlR L.

O sorrLy sigh into th’ Aute,

While dear Lanthe breathes the lovesick lay:
Now teach the melancholy lute

In tender tritls to mclt the notes away,

Melodious in decay ! —

Bat hark, she londer, louder sings,
Sink, boldly sink into the strings:
Shake, O shake the numergus wire,
Fire the blood, the spirits fire

With musical thunder and burning desird!

AlR 1L,

Our soals divided with a fond surprise
Dissolve in woe;
With mpture glow H
Fall with ber coles; or with ber bosom rise;
Raig'd with hopes; with fears deprest;
Sweetly torturd, smll)r blest ;
Bwv'd by ber voice, and vanguish'd by her eyes.

RECITATIVE.

The god of love, io hear her strains
Leaves his Acidalian Plains,

5 Called, O Faircdamsel ¥ Neverthaless.
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And, as th' hermonions charmer sings,
In triumph points his darts, ond waves his wings,
Th' harmonious charmer paus'd to see
A list'ning, wood'ring deity;
While Silence softly chain'd ber tongue,
The g responsive faie’d the song,
In straing like these, if strains can be
Rain'd to the mplures of a deity,
The raptores of a wond'ring deity!

AIR ITI.

Beauty, sacred beauty sing,
Flowing from the wond'rous apring
Of uncreated and primevai light!
Beauty the first best work of God,
Spoke into being in his high abode,
And next his own eteroal essence bright!

AIR 1V,
With Beanty Mnsic join,
The breath of Heav'n
To martals given
To ewell their blins to bliss divine!
With Beauty Music join.

CHORUN,
Besuty, silent Harmony !
Softly stealing through the eye
Smiles into the breast a dart
Music, fine propertion’d sounds! '
Pours balm upon the lover's wounds
Thmu.gh the ear ioto the heart.

IIC‘ITA‘!'IVI.

Thua once Cecilia, (tuneful Dryden sings,}
To fire with sacred rage her soul,
Touch'd into veice the spnghtly sirings,

And bade the silver tidea of music roll,

An angel, list’oing to ber lyre,

To lit the modulations higher,
Apply'd the aidiog graces of his tongue;
Aund while the virgin play'd, the seraph sung

AIR V.

Sweetest mortal, to befriend thee,
Angelg from their quires attond thee,
Angels leave thair thrones to hear

Music with devotion glowing,
Music heavenly joye bestowing,
Worthy a seraphic ear!

RECITATIVE

Again she trembles o’er the silver strings,
The silver strings, exuiting to her hand,
Obey the sweet command,

And thus again the angel sings:
{While Silence wav'd her downy wings around,
Aod Gladoess smil'd along the le akies;
All pature soft'ued at their Bows of soand,
And bright'ved at the radiznce of their eyes:)

ATR ¥I.

Harmouy, the scul refining!
Beauty, scnse, and virtue juining
In a furm and mind like thioe,
Nobly rais: a morta) creature
To a more exaltad nature;
We alone are more divine]
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Hail, Poetry! whose life infosing lays

Bid time roll back and sieeping atoma raise;

Dust into bwing wake, expand the tomb,

Dead glory quicken, and restore lost bloom:

As God, from mortals heighten to divine,

And give us through eterpity to shine!
Qiover! thy mind, in verious virtue wise,

Each seience claima, snd makes cach art thy prize.

With Newton soars, familiar to the sky, _

Looks Nature through, so keen thy meutal eye,
Or down descending on the globe below,
Through humbler realms of knowledge loves toflow.
Promiscuous beanties dignify thy breast,

By nature happy, as by study blest,

Thou, wit’s Columbus! from the epic throne
New worlds descry'd, and made them all our own:
‘Thou first through real Nature dar'd explore,
And waft her sacred treasures to our shore,

The merchant thus, by beav'nly wisdom led,
{Each kingdom noted, and each law survey'd)
On Britain pours whate'er can sérve mankind,
Adorn the body, or delight the mind.

Spices whbich blow'd in Araby the blest,

Aud breath’d a Paradise around the east.
Unclouded sapphires show their szure sky,
Em'ralda with smiling greeo refresh the eye:
Here bleeds the ruby, diamonds sparkle there,
To tremble on the bosoms of our fair,

Yet shou'd the Sun with ten-fold lustre shine,
Exalt with deeper dies the famingg mine,
Shou'd softer breezes and more genial skies
Bid-sweeter spice, in blooming order, rise,
Nor gems not spice con’d Nature know to name,
Bright au thy wit, or fregrant as tiry fame.

—

ODE BRUMALIS:
AD AMICUM OXONIENSEM,

Enev! sereni mollia tempora
Conduntuy anmni.  Fita, puer, lyrs
Lascivientis frange: Bruma
Fiebilis offirium Camome

Pullate poseit; non salis Attiei
Hz=c flore gum.‘:et. Praeterit ocyor
Equo Maronin, nec scit uno
Stare loco saliens voluptas.

fud ceasit Umbre gloria frondem ?
2ud Serta, mixtis viva coloribus,
Ormare non indigna Popi
Marmorn, sive comas [anthm,

Heu Verie eetas occidit aurea,
riatia atque argenien, & mrea
Recessit Autumni, severse
Ferres sola Hycemis remansit,

Sic vita transit nostra! velantibus

Urgetur horis. @uid Sapiens aget,

fuid ergo Prudens? llle, cerd,
Douna rupit fugientis hore,

Gratug Deorum cultor.  Hyems Yirum,
Enem iavit [sis, Flumen Apollinis,
Bucem Suada puro melle fovit,
Intrepidum feriet procellis,

Nigrescat wther, pectore candido
Pax alba ridet: mugint Africus,
Eurusque; tu, tranquilla Vietus,
Yere tumens, Zephyron reduces.

Tranquilla Virtus, nescia criminis,
Te, Amice, muait, tectum sdamanting
Thorace ; te non atra bilis
Mente quatit placidi Novembris.

Nec me November mente hilari quatit,
Tristesque Menses: fallitur improba
Yel Curn Musis, vel Choreis,
Dulck vices subeunte Baccho,

Horntiapi pocula nune Meri

 Grato ore liba, digoa labris Jovis!

Nunc intimas & subve Nectar
Qvidii Auit in medullas,

8i grandis inflet Calliope Tubrm,
Mentem illa semper cantu Heliconio
Accendit: Jo! me jam aperto
Virgiliug dedit ite ceelo,

Pompam Theatri visere empiis
Garnckus urget, Dramatin Atbiter!
Decore, geatu, voce, vultu
Ilie oculos capit, ille mentes.

Odi profanos, pace tui, jocos,
Vanburge,~adi: me gravie attrahit
Shakespear, Cothurnati per evum
Omue Pater, Columenque Regni,

Heus!—deme Soccos:—alts Tragedis
Jubet:—Cothurnos induit Surens jw
Orchestra, majeetate adaucta,
Bub pedibus Gradientis horret.

fuod fulmen aarea pon imitabile
Et corda sternit: Terror amabilis
Pervadit intus nos:-—Othello e
En rabido tonat ore Othelio!

Proh! quantus ire gurges inmstoat
Spumatque venis ! ut tumet in minas !
Fuam splendidd bacchatur excors!

Ah! gemit—ab! trepidat—ruensque,

Procumbit heros!—Gaudia runt zimis
Huec seva, Shakespear! Turbinibus sinuy
Perflas voluptatis micantes jw—
Ferre animus timet hos tumultas.

Mutare Scenam jam lubat. —lbinTet,
£uo suavis Otwny nos voest, ihimus,
Iantha! quameis, pulchra fetu,

Turgidulis redeas ccellis.

Fianctus gementum planctibus adders
Est dulce semper. Monimie dolor,
Me teste, guttd malliore *
Sepd geuas, tacile, fefellit,

O quz paventum murmura Virginum
Ruesturque tultcent aera Odoribus! —
Tu vincis, Otway! corda vincis;

Buripidis renvvans trinmphos,



WINTERL.

Plusns ovanhm sint allis Virtin,
Ruaila merces: sat tibi glorim,
Te urgente, Vales invidende,
Yirgimeon maduisee vultus

WINTER;
A TRANSLATION OF ODE BRUMALILY.

By the Reverend My, Tatteveal, Inle Fellow of
Trinity College, Cambridge.

Arar! no longer now appear

The spiter seasonys of the year.

Of Sports and Loves what Muse now sings ?
Awuy, my lyre =boy, break the strings.

Okd joyless Winter, who disdains
Your sprightly, flow'ry, attic strains,
Wapt into sable calls for aire

Rocgh, rueful, ms the rug he wears,

Peasnre, for ever on the wing,

Wild, wanton, restless, fluttering thing,
Airy springs by with sudden speed,
Swifter than Maro's Bying steed,

Ah! where is hid the gylvan scene,

The lealy shadie, the vernal green ?

In Flora's meads the sweets that grew,
Coloors which Nature's pencil drew, )
Chaplets, the buet of Pope might wear,
Worthy to bloom around Ianthe's hair?

Gay-manthed Spring away is fown,
The slver-treased Enmmer’s gone,

Aud golden Autuma; nounght remains
Bat Wiater with his iron chaing,

The feather-footed Foura that iy

Say, * Human life thus pasees by.”

What shall the wise, the prodent? they

Will eize the bounty of to-day, [pay.
And prostrate to the gods their grateful homage

The man, whomn 1sis' stream insphres,

Whom Pellas owng, and Phesbus fires,

Whom Suada, smiling goddess, deigny

To guide m sweet Hyblzan plams,

He Winter's storms, undaunted sull, sustains,

Hiack lowring akies me’er burt the breast

By white rob’d Innocence possest.

Roer us ye list, ye winds,~begin—

Vinue proclaims fair peace within:

Etbereal pow'r! 't is you that briug

The balmy Zephyrs, and restore the Springs

fhocld dangers e'er my friend narail,

Yirtue flings roarad her goat of mail ;

Kindly prolects thee from all harms,

Drest in her native spotless charme

Thy miod at ease no tumult knaws,

With all his rage tho' biack November blows,

Durk rtormy months 1 too defy,
November blows, and what care 1:
VoL X¥.

Tun'd to new joys oy honrs I pans,
Sing with the Musa, trip with the lass,
And neer forget my bliss-inspiring glaw,

With Horace now dispord to laugh,
Worthy the lips of Jove 1 quafl
Rich Venusine: now loss my soul
In Ovid's sweet nectareal buwl.

If you, Calliope, should deign

Aloud to spund & martial strain,

Your vot’ry straight in rapture hears -
The noble music of the spheres:
Mounted on wings, sce! see! I dy

1

With Mantua's awan, and range the boandless sky.

With eager joy T oft repair

To the gay crowded theatre,

Where shines the man wha treads our stoge,
Garrick! the Roscius of the age!

His voice, mien, manper; look, & life imparta;
'T i1 he who captivates gar eyes,--—our hvfru

Vanbrugh—your leave,—worhat’s lewdly writ
1 hate,=—=I hate th’ immoral wit.,

Immortal Shakspeare I mdmire,

Auwd kindle at his sacred fire:

Q! what a glory breathes hin page,

He lives'—he lives thro’ er'ry age

Father of tragedy, he reigns

Sole monarch o’er theatric plains.

Hence with the sock mthe queen commands ;e

Grac'd with the golden buskin standa:
The stage in majesty improves,
Trembling benegth her, awful as she maves,

What thunder bursts!weit made me stari—
Thunder beyond the reach of art!

The claps'—1 heard ’em,—how they roll!
The lovely terrour shakes my soul ;

Who talks of fiends leof gaplng graves =
Othello! -t is Othello raves!

What tenderness! —what flerce disdain

"Whiris, boils, and foama throngh ev'ry veint

He swears '—invokes Hell," Earth, air, skiesl
3ee where the glorious matdman ﬂlea'
He groans,~=he trembles,—Ffalls,-—thebero dies!

Shakapeara, excessive jovs like these
(I nlmost said) are cruelties:

Whirlwinds of pieasure tear the panting breast,

And the mind aches, Loo exquisitely blest

Chang'd is the scenec:e—methinks | rove

[, In some enchanted cypresd grove.

Seft Otway calls!—-who can refuse

The plaintive voice of Otway's Muse?

We'li go, my fair lanthe, we wili go,

Tha* your forrd lovc-msplrmg eyen o'erflow
Like bubbling aprings, more beauijul in woe,

Bweet is the sympathy of woe;
Have 1 not seen (nay felt 'em Loo)
Down stealing Tears, big, silent, slow,
Speak a eoft languaye an they flow,
Doughiers of tender Grief, express
Charming Monimin's deep distress?

<
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‘What mormurs of the anxious fair!
‘What sighs arcund perfume the air!
Otway, you paint what Nature is,
Beyond the bard of Salamis;

Yoor Muse can with our passions play,
Apd steal us from curselves away.

= Let others prize, what men bestow,
The lofty name, the lnurel'd brow :
More charming, sure, thy triumphs are
(Who wounld not wish to win the fair!)
To raise at plessure, hopes, or fears,
To soften virgins into tears.
Poet, 1 envy thee, wha thus
Canst conguer them, who conquer usa,

ODE VERNALIS:
AD
AMICUM OXONIENSEM.

Curis Lywus jim mihi discutit
Raptlm ; oec awum (suaritdr insolens)
Vocale de myrto recuso
Vellere liberiare dextril,

Et guis vetahit qud minils abdeam
Lusus amico mittere cum joco!
Ridere mens est; terra ridet;

1paa Venus negat esse tristes,

Jucunda veris dive. Ruid amplids
Rugz javabunt? Versicoloribus
Eun Maius alis raptus affiat
Letitinm genialis anre. .
Amice! (blando hot nomine te vocem,
O Woode?) com quo mept per Isidis
Frrare sylvas, nincque canta
Nuncque mero licait morantes.

Tuxisse goles in Thetidis toros,
Amiee! qua te gaudia floreis
Cingunt coronin? 2umgué molles
Nympha caput lepidum remuleet

Iner Lacertca? Nim charitum chorns,
Chorhave Pindi tempora dividic?
Sunt ambo grati ; mense maii
Ruln charites melils colantur,

Nupe dulce pictis desipere in toro
Herhis tumenti, vivas ubl tremor
Splendescit unde; si poétm,
Siqué aderint, tus ¢ura, muxe,

Adsit joeorum grats protervitas,
Thalia pleno quos tibi depluit
Compu: nec absit Bacchus, uve,
Evobe! purpureus magister,

Handalue ormmes tendere barbiu
Nervos laboret ; nec sileat placens
Janths cantu, dim jocosa
Tangit cbur geniale plectro.

Audite, Ceii ! nom modaolaminis
Tales trinmphos aala refert Jovis
Stellata? Spherarumve tales
Lucidos & nomerosos orde?

0 lene murmur! cum Venus surea
lnire somnos, strats rosis, parat,
Melosqgne poscit; talis aura
jdaliss tremit urter wpbras,

fom flamma venis pasta ! poteniibus
Saceumbo victus blanditiis lyre:
Soccambo victes voce, vulta,
Crine nigro, niveoque collo,

Sic pratm aevis flores solibus
Oppressa lauguent.  Ferte, citd, precor,
Lenimen wgro; ferte rores
Metzafii medicod, sodales?

Frastri: nec unquim Meteafli manus
Extinguet ignes, docte fickt, meoa;
Nee flumen, ah! vestri henignis
Ingenii recreabit undis.

SPRING;
4 TRANSLATION OF ODE YERNALIS.

By the Revarrad Mr. Tattersdl, Lite Fellow of Trinicy
ouqe, Capudridge.

Cung fies the rmptures of the bowl,

T is jolty Bacchus fills my soul;

I feel within the genial fire,

Apd from yon myrtle snatch my golden lyre.

To thee the jocuod Muse T send,
With eprightly lay to greet my friend:
For all things 10w arcund look gay,
Why mayn™t I laugh, as well as they?
The fair, the young, my hours beguile,
And Cytheren ever wears a gmile,

Creative goddess of the Spring!
Na more of Winter's storms I eing,
Sce May in wanton joy appear
Sprend his gay wings, and fan the buxom Year.

My friend (indulge the tender name)
My friend, near 1sis’ sacred stream,
With whom so oft 1 us'd to tove
Careless, in gurden, mead, or grove;
A glass, o song:—thus you and J

Have bid the golden minutes fly, -
Scen many a Sun, with slapiog ray,
Ling’ring retire, and btest the falling day,

O tell me what =oft trinmphs now
Wreath bloomiog garlapds round thy brow;
What nymph, for winning beaaty known,
Giving you joy, completes her own;
Whether the Graces, or the Nine
Divide thy hours, for both are thine?
T is merry May, swaios, greet the Graces’ shring.

To frolic on the tofted grass,
To view clear waters as they pass,
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To mark the shining shiveriog glesm
‘That derts, and dances on the stream,
To conrt the Muse, toy with the fair,
(Plessures like these, 0! may I evar ahare),

The sepson bids: a friend or two,
Ingwnious, affable, like yon;
Happy al sudden repartaes,
‘Whoee aoawera bite, yet biting please,
To kindle mirth: and let me join
Bacchus, the purple soversign of the vime.

May god-like Hapdel now inspire
tonefinl pow’'rs and Al] the choir:
Izothe, charming as she siogs,
‘Wake with & nimble toach th* baymonigas strings

Listemn, ye Heavens, to straing, above
Whale'er the starry coart of Jove,
Lost in melodious raptures, hears
Amid the silver-sounding spheres ;
Where orbs on orbe in concert rall,
And mosic trembles round from pole to pole.

O mehing mupd ! when sleep unseen
Just steals upon the Cyprian queéen,
Indulging in th’ Idalinn shade,
Stretcht on a conch, of roses made,
The hate swft-warbliug, such theair . ]
That undulating plays, and huils th’ immortal fair.

The Aampes that feed within my breast!
J faine, | die, with charns oppresi;
Her voice, ber face, ber swent spinnet,
The peck of iv'ry, and the bair of jet.

S0 anguishes, and fades awny
The fiow'r beneath the blaze of duy; !
ek, my companions, quick apply
Bome egoling, sovereign remedy :
Metcalf, to sooth & buming pain,
By Pean taoght, may try, but try in vain,

Not Metcalf'st akill, the’ Inown to fame,
Cag alzke the fary of my Seme,
Mot all bis juices quench; oor yet,
Dear friend, the fow of your engaging wit.

THE NATIVITY.
& COLLEGE EXXRCTHE. 1736,

*T'was mworn! the Gelds were sprinkied o%er with

¢,
The ﬁ:l:shunpmtnnt out their flocks to Feed :
A shepherd boy, (young Thomalin he hight,*)
With lying fingers deftly tun'd his reed;
Where ancient 1tis laves the Muses® mead,
{Por ever smile thd mead and flow the nream!)
He mag the birth of Darid’s holy eeed :
The’ fow his voice, full Jofty waa his theme;
Wightly * his senses all wére rapt into a dream.

Eftscons? he spy'd a grove, the SBeason's pride,
All in the centre of & pleasant glade,
"Whwve Nuture flonrish’d fike & wirgin-hride;
Mantlrd with green, with byacintha inlayd,
Amd crystal-rills o’er beds of liliea struy'd ;

? Dr, T, Metcalf, an eminent phyuician who
“diedin 1757, C,
4 Named or called, * Ruickly, ¢ Lumedistaly.
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.| The blue-ay’d violet and king-cup gay,
Aond new blown roses, mniling wectly red,)
Outglow'd the blushing infancy of Day, {away.

While amorous west-winds kist their fragmant souls

A rich pavilion rear’d within its height,
Tha capitals and freezes gold entire,
Olist'ning with carbuncles; a varinus light
War’d tremulons, sud set the eye on fire.
A silken curtain, dawn on silver wire,
And ting'd with colours of the summer sky,
Flow'd round, and bude the ruder gales retire.
Four forms attendant at the portals lie,
The same Ezekiel saw with keen-prophetic eye.

Unlike, O much uniike, the strawy shed, L
‘Where Mary, queen of Heaven, in humbleas+ lay,
Where erst5 the infant God repos’d his head,
And deign'd 10 dweli in Lenement of clay;

The clouded tabernacle of the day!

The ahepherd’s dream wes myatical, 1 ween#$,

Isnish oo his bosom pour'd a my,

And painted to his eyes the gentle scene,

Where licna dandled \wmbs; O Peace, thy galden
reign !

figh-smiting in delight n lady sate,
Youog as the dawning Morn, on iv'ry throne;
Upon her looks the virgin-virtues wait,
The rvirgin-virtues wait on ber alone!
Her sapphire-eyes with gentle spirit shones
Frir bountyhead was open’d in ber face,
Of bonour and of love the paragon !
A sweet regurd and most auspicions grace
Beapoke her lineage high: she wad of David’s race,

Upox ber lap s lovely infant isy,
And ken'd the mother by her mniling grace.
Hin looks were radiant as the bloom of day,
And angel.sweetness purpled in bia face.
Oh! how the mother did the babe embrace
With tender hlandishment end findling care!
She gaz’d, and gaz’d, ne® could enough carems
His cheeks, 88 roses red, as tilies fair, {beir!
The holy Day-spring hight, Heav’n’s everlasting

Near him a goodly pers'nage mildly shone,
With looks of love, and shedding peace and joy:
Her Jooks werelove, soft streaming from the throne
Of Grace, and sweetly melted on the boy:

Her tongue dropg’d boney, which wou'd never cioy.

Mercy yelep’d9.  All Nature ca her hung,

To drink her manoa aid her smiles enjoy;

Young {aughing angels ¢ Mercy, mercy,” sung;

Heav'n echo'd  Mercy” back, the spheres with
) “ Merey” rung, ,

Thus if the clouds, enroll'd with deadly food,
Forget to thunder in the ethereal tow'rs,
Bat silently dissolve in kindly mood,
In fostering dews, and balm, avd boney-show'rs;
Laugh all the fields for joy and all the bow'ra
The shrubs and herbs freah odons ronnd them fing,
Pop up their smiling hesds the little Gow'na,
Warble the birds, exulting on the wing, [sing.
And all the wild-wood notes the genial blessiogn

4 Humility, § Formerly, somstime ripca
6 ] think. 7 The pattern or modeh
§ Neor. # Called cr oampod,
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High o'er his head was held a starry crown,
Emblem of royalty and princety might:
His priesthood was by golden mitre shown ;
An eagle young, with e’yu most piercing-bright,
To prove the propbet drank the distant light.
But strangest was to see a bloody hand
Uprear a cross, the cross with blood bedight!:
Ten thonsand negels, fiut’ring in a band,
Admir'd the mystie siqn but coud not understand.

Now duleet symphonies, and voices meet,
Meltiflucua stole upon the shepherd’s ar,
Which swell’d so high and dy’d away so sweet,
As might have chann’d a sersph from his sphere.
Happy the swain that mote? such music hear !
Efsoons = joyous fellowship-was seen
Of ladica gentd, and beauties withont peer+,
As they a train of goddesses had been,

In manper of & mask, radiant along the green.

Faith led the van, her mantle dipt in blue,
Steady her ken, and gaining on tbe skies;
Obedient miracles arcund her flew:

Ehe pray*d, nnd Heav'n burst open on her eyes,
And golden valves roll’'d back in wond'rous wise:
And now some hill, with all its shaggy load

Of trees and Hocks, uoto the ocean hiess:

Now wings of cherubs, flaming ali abroad,
Carecring on the winds in sight upbear their god.

Next Hope, the gayest danghter of the sky!

Her nectar-dewed locks with roses bound;

An Edea flourish’d where she cusl her eye,

And flocks of Sports and Joys, their temples
crmwn'd, + [ground.

Plum’d their bright wings, and thump’d the holtow

Grief giadden’d, and forgot to drop a tear

At her approach ; ne Sorrow mote® be found,

Ne rueful-looking Drad?, ne pate-eyd Cane;

And 'neath her chariot wheels she cruvh'd hell-
black Despair. :

Then Charity full-zon’d, as her bereema,
Her breasts were softer ivory, her hair
Play'd with the sunny rays in amber streams,
And floated wanton on the buxom air;
Ax Merey kind, as Hope divinely fair.
Her soui was flame, and with prolific rays
The nations warm’d, all-bright withouten glare.
Both men and angels, us she passes, gaze, [praise,
But chief the poor, the lame, the blind, the naked,

The train of Virtues noxt, a dainty train!
Advance their steps, sweet doughizrs of delight,
Awfully sweet, majestically plain'

Celestial Love, as ¢'yn of seraphs bright,

And spotless as their robes of new-spun light.
Truth, simple as the love-sick village-maid;
Health-blooming Temperance, a comely wight ¥:
Humility, in homely weeds array’d;

Aund by Ler, in o line, an asses—colt he lad,

Bat hark, the jolly pipe, and rural lay!
And see, the shephend clad in mantle biue,
And shepherdess in russet kirtle gay,

Come dauncing on the thepherd-lord to view,
And pay, in decent wise, oheysance due,

i Stained or adorned, % Might or must.
3 dentle or handsome. + Without equal,
S Hastens. & Might,

7 Fear oy terror, 8 Perwon.

THOMPSON'S POEMS,

Sweet-smelling flow’rs the gentle votaries bring,
Primroses, violets, wet with momiog-dew,
The sweetcst incense of the early spring ;
A humble, vet, 1 weet, o gratefol offering.

Jocund to lead the way, with sparkling mys,
Nanc'd a star-errant up the orient aky;
The new-born splendour streaming o’er the place,
Where Jesus lay in bright humility,
Seemn’d n fixt star unto the wond'ring eye:
Three asers unwist the captain-glory led,
Of awful semblance’, but of sable diet,
Full roynlly nlong the lawn they tread, [hesd.
And each with circling gold embraved? had his

Low, very low on hended knce they greel

.] The virgin-mother, and the son adore,

The son of love! and kiss his MHessed feet ;
Then ope the vases and present their store,
Qold, frankincense and myrrh; what cou'd they
For gold and myrrh a dying kiog divine$; [more!
The frankincemse, from Arab's spiey shore,
Confesyd the God; for God did in him shine:
Myrrh, frenkincense and gold, God-man, were
meet!y thine. ‘

And last, triumphant on a purple clood,
Fleecy with gold, a band of angela ride:
They boldly aweep their lyres, and, bymning lowt,
The richest notes of harmony divide;
Scarce Thomalin the mptare cou'd abide:
Aud ever and anon the babe they eye,
And through the fleshly veil the God descry’d,
Shrill hallelujahs tremble ap the sky: {reply.
* Good-willand peace to man,"thechoirs in Heav'n

They ended: and all nature soon wos chavg'd!
O'er diamoud-pebbles mo the liquid gold:
And side by side the lamb and livn rung'd
The flow'ry lawn., The serpent gently roll’d
His glistering spires, a2nd playful tongue cutioll'd
To lick the infant-hand.  Together fed
The wolf and kid, together scught a fotd.
The roses bluah'd with more ceiestial rad; )
Hell groan'd throngh all her dens; and grim Death

dropp’d down dead,

Whilom* these scepes the tuneful Twick™nham
swain,

With Esay’s heav’nly pencii tanght to glow:
Then ccase, O cease, the antiquated straing
Nor wnarr® his song: but reverent!ly go,
And in the temple of his Muses bow.—
Delight and wonder broke the shepherd's dream ;
Faded the scenes: and, in & goodly row,
Rush’d ou his eyes the Muses well-lov'd theme,
Fair Rhedicyua’s tow'rs, and Isis’ sacred stream !

————

JHE BOWER.
Brow, blow, thou summer-breeze,
O gently fan the trees,
That forin yon fragrant bow'r;
Where Sylvie, loveliest maid!
Oun Natare’s carpet laid;
Enjoys the ev'ning hour,

¢ Unknown, unlook'd for. ' Appearance.

3 Commonly painted biack ; but a vulgar errour,
2 Adomed or made brave, 4 Foretell.

% Pormerly, sametime ago.  © Spoil.



THE. LOVEX'S NIGHT.

Heoce, bencs, ya abjects foul,
The beetle, bat, apd owl,
The bagworm, neute, and taad;
Bot fairy-elves, unseen,
May gumbol o'er the green,
And gircle ber abade,

Breathe, breathe thy incense, May;
Ye Bow’rs, your bomage pay,

To o more fair and eweet:
Ye op’ning rose-buds, shede,
With fragrant twine, ber head,

Ye lilies, kits her feet.

Shed, shed thy sweetest beams,
In particolour’d streams,

Thou fount of beat and light !
No, po, withdmw thy ray,
Her eyes effuse a day,

As mild, en warm, as bright.

Flow, flow, thou crystat.rill,
With tink{ing gurgles filt

The mares of the grove :
And if thy murmoring stream
Torite my love to dream,

O may she dream of love !

Sing, sing ye feather'd quires,
And melt to soft desires

Her too obdurels: hrenss:
Thep, in that teader hour,
Pl fteal into her bhowr,

And teach her—to be blest,

THE LOFER

Liace Stellw’s charms, divinely fair,
First pour'd their lustre on my heart,
Ten thousard pangs roy bosom tear,
And every fibre feels the mmart.

If sch the mournful moments prove,
0 who woo'd give his heart to love!

] meel my bosam-friends with pain,
The' friendship us’d to warm my soul ;
Wine’s generous spirit flames in vain,
1find no condinl in the howl,

If soch tve moursful moments prove,

0 who won'd give his heart to love!

The’ Nature's volume open lies,

Whith once with wonder 1 have read,
Mo giories trendble from the skies,

No beauties o’er the Earth are spread.
Usnch the moonful moments prove,
0 who wou'd give his heart to love !

Ev'n Poetry's ambrosial dews

With joy no longer feed my mind,

To Beaary, Music and the Muse,

My sonl is dumnb and deaf and blind.
The' sach the mourmnfol moments prove,
Alu! I give my heart to love

Bat shoald the yiclding virgin smite,
Dreat in the spotless marriage-robe,
¥d look upan this world as vile,

The master of 3 rioher globe.

If such the mpt'rous moments prove,
O let me give my heart to love!

The business of my futare days,
My every thought, my every pray’r,
Shall be employ’d to sing ber praise,
Or sent to bounteous Heav’n for her,
If such the mpt'rous moments prove,
Q let me give my heart 1o love,

Poets shail wonder at my love,

Painters ghall crowd ber face to Bes,

And when they wou'd the passicns move,
3hail copy her, and think of me.

If such the rapt’rous momenis prove,

O let me give my heart io love,

Old age shail burn as bright as youth,
No regpite to oar bliss be given:

Then mingled in ooe flame of truth,
We'll spurn at Earth and soar to Heav'n,
Since such the rapt’rons moments prove,
We both will give our bearts w fove,

THE
LOVERS NIGHT.

Luvav'p in the arms of him she lov'd
Isuthe sigh'd the kindest thinga:

Her fond surrender he approv’d

With smiles; and tbus, enamonr’d, sings,

‘* How aweet are lover's vows by nighty
Lapp“d in a huneyssuckle grove !

When Veuus sheds her gentle light,
And soothes the yielding soul to love,

** Soft as the silent-footed Dews
That steal upan the starlight-hours ;
Woarm as a love-sick poet’s Muse ;
And fragrant ae the hreath of Aow'ra.

“ To hear our vows the Moon grows pale,
And pants Endymion’s warinth to prove:
While, emulous, the nightingale,
Thick-warbling trills her lay of love,

“ The silver-sounding shining spheres,
That animate the glowing skiey,

Nor charmn #0 much, as thos, my ears,
Nor bless so much, an thou, my eyes.

“* Thus let me clasp thee to my heart,
Thus sink in softness on thy breast !
No cares shall hauot us; denger, part,
For ever loving, ever blest.

“ Censoricua Envy dares not blame
The passion which thy truth inspiress
Ye Star, bear witness, that my fAame
s chaste an your elernal firea®

Love saw them (hid among the booghs)
And beard him sing their mumal blisay
¥ Fajoy," cry'd be, “ Janthe’s vows;
But, ob =] eavy thee her ki,
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F 4
TO A
FRIEND ON HIS MARRIAGE.
AN ODE.

Auspicroua sprung Lhe momning inka light,
By lLove selected from the goiden tide

Of Time, illustciows with peculiar white,
And mended from the blushes of the bride,

The Muse observid the fond approaching boar,
And thus her Philo's gentle ear addrest :

“ Beboid, descending from yon maiden tow'r
The beautenus object of thy eyes and breast,

¢ Pair inming, down the hill I sce her more,
Like the sweet morn, in dews and blushes gey:
Youa, like the bridegroom Sun, her charns ap-
And warm her dawning glories into day. [prove;

“ | gwn the radiant magic of her eyes,

But more the graces of her sout sdmire;
Those may lay traps for lovers, fops and fies,
But these the husband and the Muse iospire.

“ A husbhand is » venerahle name !

O happy siate, when heart is link'd to heart!
Nor less the honour of the wedded-dame:
Bweet interchange ! which only Death can part.

< D hiest with gentle manners, graceful ense;
Gay, yet pot trilling ; ‘serigus, yet not grave;
Skilfni, W charm the wits ; the wise to please;
Tho’ beauteous, hamble; and the’ tender, brave.

“ Riches and honours wait oo either name;
But they in lifa are but the fast desert s
Your richer happiness and fairer fyne,
Sball be the good belmviour of the heart,

& When march the wonders botl of form and mipd,
What, rapture fancy'd, reason wilt approve;

By time your inclinations be refin’d;

And youth be spemtin pastion; age b lovei?

Thus far the Muse. When Hymen, from the sky,
The fovers in the band of Concord ty'd ;

The Virtues and the Graces too were by,

And Venus left ber cestus with the bride,

ON THE DEATH OF MR. WEARIXG,
TIE FAMOUS MUSICIAN AT OXFURD.

Poor Wearing to the shades is gone,
Like Orpheus, by mishap:

Not gone to seek his wife, but gone,
To leave herin—a scrapa

‘We find the Sirters three are.deal,
Since Wearing now is dead ;

Por bad the Fates but heard bia strings,
They wou'd have spard hix thread.

Death herrd his notes, and heard well-pleas’d,
So drew his fatal lance ;

Denth will keep holydsy ; and he
Moust play to Holben's dance.

THOMPSON'S POEMS,

TO0 DR. LINDEN,
ON HIS TREATISE ON CHALYHEATE WATERS.

Wira healing wings, intent on doing good,

Ao angel visited Betbesdn's ficod ;

Buick as the morning my, or ev'ning beam,

Himedlf diffasing throngh the vital siream :

The sick who drink, the impotent who Iave,
Dive from ditesses and deceive the grave.

The’ mirncies are ceas’d, yet all confess,
¥Your work, and you, are—only something lesa.
So much is to your worth and learning duoe,
Bath in Bethesda ; the good angel, you.

PARADISE REGAIND:
TO ‘A FRIEWD.

LonD of himsel, and sole of humankiod,
In rectitude of reason Adam shone:

Till the mill-voice infus'd into his mind,
“ 1t is not good for man to be nlone”

By God's own hand his Virgin-Eve waa lad.
Now Paradise with freaher beauties glowa:
The conscious rosen form & blushing bed :
Consentimg Nature soothes tham L repose.

A single is an inconsistent-life :
Completely-blest, O friend ! to Lhee is given,
A rweel, a fair, a wise, n modent wife,

_The bioom of lnnocence, and blush of Heav'n !

May Eden-Tife in bright succession fiow,
When ali was happivess, for love wans all:
Her beauties will = Pamndise bestow,

And both your virlues guapd you from s fall

CORESUS AND CALLIRHOE,
A TALE.
Yeleres renotainus AmoTes, Catullua

v

ADVERTISEMENT.

Tux following tale is related by P s, in
Acbaicis, Grecis, lib 7.; but mltad of gwmg
the oﬁgmal or the Latin version by Romuluas
Amasmus (both wbich the learned remder may
fud in the edition published by Joach. Kubnins
in fol. Lipsise, 1696, pag. 575), I shall content
myself with the transiation of the story o
English, as it in done from the Greek in the
learned and ingenions travets of sir G. Wheeler :
which boak, upon many accounts, deserves to be
reprinted and made more common.

# Coresus, the priest of Bacchus, fell in love
with & fair viegin of Calydon, called Callirhoe ;
who the momre she was courted, the more nha
despised the pricst; 8o that peither his rich
presents, yows, ner t2am cauld move her to the
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least compassion. Thin, at last, mode the priest
run in despair to the image of Bacchus for
succour, imploring vengeance from him, Bacchus
made it appear that be heard his pmyers, by a
discass he semt on the town; which seemed a
kind of drunken madness, of which mad fit
:opkdjal in sbundacee, ‘Whereupon they sent

paties from Calydon to the aracle of Jupiter of
Dodoos, to know what they should do to be freed ]
from that woefu] maledy. Auswer was given,
that Coresus most sscrifice Callichoe, or some
other persun, that would dedicate himself in her
siad, Lo appease the anger of Bacchos. The
virgin, when abe could no way obtain her life of
ber relations, was brought to the altar, sdorned as
victins used t0 be, to ba sacrificed by ber lover
Coresus: whose wonderful love, even st that
present, so conquered all past thonghts of revenge,
thet jnstead of ber he slew himeelf: the virgin
absc, relenting of her cruelty to him, went and
slew herself at s founiain vear the town, from
theace called by ber name, Callirboe.”

Thas far sir Goorge Wheeler.  See hin Journey
o Greece, fol. book iv, page 292,

I shall only add that the ancient enstoms,
purticularly of the orgin or ritea of Racchua, and
of the macrifice, are wluded to, end carefully
ohecrred, in the several party of this little poem.

Hiar im Acbain, splendid from afar,

A city fiourish’d ; Calydon its name,
Wulkdby Evenus chalky flood ; the seat
Of Meleager, from the slaughter'd boar
Glorious. A wirgin here, amazing, shone,
Callithoe the fair: her father's boast !

For, ah ! she never knew a mother’s smile;
Nor learn'd what happiness from marrisge springy.
In fow'r of youth, and purer thap the snow,
Which, with a ailver circle, crown’d the hesd
Of the staep neighbour mountain ; but averse
To Hymen's rites, the lovely foe of man,

0 why will beauty, cruel to itself,

No less than othern, violate the laws

Which Nature dictates, and itself inspires!

A thonsand lovens from th’ Oleninn hiil,
From rongh Pylene, apd from Pleoron’s tow'ns,
Their passion pleaded: but Corezos, chief,
The Calydonian priest of Bacchus, form’d
By Venus' self for love ; in beanty’s pride;
Young, bountecus, affsble.  What tender arts,
Whet wioning carrisge, and respectiul suit,
Almoet to zealous adoration sweh'd,

Did be not prectise ?  But in vain. And now
Drew near the orgial festival, and ritey

Lyean. Poor Coresus, o approve

Te womders of his love and dear regand,

By scorn unquench’d, and growing by neglect,
(1o bopes to soften her, at ieast adorn)
Presented to this murdress of his peace

The ritua] omaments, by virgina worn

Upon the solemn feast, The ivy-spear,

With winding green, and viny foliage gay,
Carl'd by his baod: a mitre for his head,
Carious sumail'd with imitated grapes,

O blushing rubies form'd: the pall of lawn,
Flower'd with the conquests of the purple god ;

The cista, silver ; apd the cymbals, gold :

And piny torch {O were it Hymen®a!) ting'd
With spicy gums, to feed the ready flame.,

Open’d the festival—Loose to the winds,
Dishevelld, bare, the virginy give their necks
And wanton hair. ¢ Brce ! they mad’ning ery,
And shake their torches, * Fvee! lo!” rends
The nir, and beats the echoing vault of Heav'n.
The hills, the vales with Io] Eves! ring.

The temple opens to the sacred throng;
‘When foremost enters, as in dresg and charms,
Callirboe, 0 in speed. Their lovers wait,

With burning expectation, to enfold

His beauteous mistress each. High on a throne
Coreaus hfaz'd in jewels and in gold,

Moure charming in himeelf. @uick with his eye
He catch’d Callirhoe, and, descending, clasp’d
With enger transport her reluctant waist.

A thousand vows he breath’d, and melting things
Heé spoke and iook'd ; bat to the rocks and wind.
‘What could he more? Yes more be did : for what,
What can’t a lover, like Coresus, do ?

Neglectful of his dignity he munk

{Still tove disdains what dignity demands,

(Per Jupiter himself smpreme) he sunk,

And trembled at her feet, with prostrate zeal,
Asto his Gad He dy’d upon ber hand

With sighing langnishment : be gaz’d his soul
At every ardent glance into her eyes; .

Most eloquently silent! O’er his cheek

The gushing tears, in big, rocund drops, diffes'd
The dews of pamion, and the brain’s soft show'r,
Potent to warm the moxt obdurate breast,

Tho! cold as marble. Idle were hia tears,

His glances, languishment, and prostrate zeal.

Disdainfel—frowning: *“ Heoce,” she cry'd,
To interrupt my progress in the ritea [*' nor dare
With tby eapricious radenesg.  Shall the priest
The mysteries of Bacehus thus profane,
in hie own temple too}? And rether pay
To Venus his devotion, than his God 7
Then, haughty as away she torn'd, he grasp’d

1 Her knees ; upon her parments dowing trin

Fhivering he hung: and with beseeching eyes,
Thas, from the abundance of his heart, com-
plain'd:

“ If pity he no stranger to thy breast,
{ As sure it should not to & breast like thiae,
Soft ms the swanny dewn!) relenting, hear;
In feelingness of spirit, mildly lend
Attention to the language of my heart,
Sick with o’er-flowing tenderness and love,
I love thee with that innocence of truth,
That purity of pmssion and desire
Unutterabie, of bequeathing up
My heart, my life, my all into thy hands,
Into thy gentle custody;—that all, .
My heart, my life, are bitterness and weight
Of agony without thee. Since | first,
{By Bacchue® self [ swear) bebeld that face,
And nameless magic of those radiant eyes,
Al the foundstion of my peace gave way :
While hopes and fears rose up in bosom-war
To desalate the quiet of my days.
Thy dear ides was my fancy’s dream;
It mingled with my blood; and in my veins
Throbb'd, nndulating, as my life were stong.
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1live bat on the thought of thee ; my breast
Bleeds in me, with distress to see thee frown.
€} smile! by thy dead mother’s reverend dust,
By all thy bowels are mast jund of, smile,
And chase these heavy clouds of gnef AWRY.
I beg by Bacchus; fur his sake be kiod.”

Here, interrupted by the sweiling storm
Of passion iabouring in his breast, his words
Gave way ior sighs and tears to speak the rest.
Bhe, in cuntempt'ouy derision, smil'd,
‘Co whivh her fruwns were innocent; and thus:
* Thy staggering Puw’r, and thee | acoro alike;
Him [ despive, fur choosing thee Ris priest ;
Thee, for thy armugance aud courtship vile.”

Indignant he, in wrathful mood (alarm'd
Mure ut his god revil'd, than scorn for bim)
First casting on the ground his mitred-crown,
‘With haods and eyes uplifted, anlent, pray’ds

¢ Offspring of Jove, Evee Lyeus, hear!
If e'er these lianda with ivy wresthy thy brow
Circled, and twining tendrils of the vine:
If e'er my gratcful tongue, big with thy pmise,
Esce Lyzus! 1o Bacchns! pung :

- If e'er thy servaut on thy altars pour'd,

Copious, the purple wave of offer’d wine,
And, busy, fed the consecrated fire
‘With fat of asa, or hog, ot mountsin-goat;
Devoutly lavish io the sacrifice
Avenge thy priest; this cursed race destroy:
Thy honours vielated thus, avow;
Till they confess this staggering pow‘r 3 gud s

He pray'd—Loud peala of thunder shook the
The image, nodding, his petition seal’d;  [faue:
And Bacchus gave the Calydonian race
To madussd, aud unuttcrable woes.

The fruntic crowd, aa if with wine possest,

And the atroug epirit of the Aamiag grape,
To and fro reel, and stagger to aud fro,
In dithyrambic measures, wild, convolvd.

. They tass their cymbals, and their torches shake,
Shrieking, and tear their hair, and gash their flesh,
Avd howl, and foam, and wheel the rapid dance
In giddy maze: with fury then o'erbom,
Entbusiastic, whirling in despair,

Flat, drop dywn dead | and beaps on beaps expire.

Amez'd, confounded st the raging pest,
The venerable fathers, in dehate,
To speed inguiring deputies, resalv'd,
To high Dodona’s grove; with vocal oaks
Umbrageous, aged, vast, the struggling day
Excluling: the prime oracle of Grecce!

'
Obsequious, they hasle: inquire: return:
And thus the counsels af the god discluse:

 The rage of Bacchus for his injur'd priest,
Corexus, by Callirhoe’s scorn repuls'd,
Your ¢ity wastes: and with fupereal fircs
Your streets shall reddeq, foanidably bright,
Till by Coresus’ hand the vruel maid
A sacrifice be offer'd up: or ope,
Free, uncompell’d, embmee the destin’d meel,
Devotad in her mtead ; and bleed for her.
Bo you'll appease the god ; tha plague be stay'd.”
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They said. Staring affright, and domb anmrze
The fathers seize : but chicf, Enels, thee,
Callithoe’s old miserable sire!
Tenfold afliction to the grave weighs down
Thy silver'd baira Dut Pete and Heav'n requaire.

Soon through the city spread the news, and soom
Wauunded Callithoe's ear. Her spindle drops
Neglected from her hand.  Prone on the floor,
She falls, she Ginta; her breaih, her colour fled :
Paie, cold and pale.  Till, by assisting care,

The fragrant spirit hovers o’er bev lips,
And life returning streams in rosy gules;
Rekindled only to despair. She knew

The virgins envy'd ; and the injur'd youth
Stung with her scorn, would wanton in her woonds,
Nor one, one offer up the wiliing breast

A victim for her life. And now the crowd,
Impatient of their miseries, besiepe

The marble portal ; burst the bolted gates;
Demand Caltirhoe; forious to obey

The oracle, aud pacify the god.

What pangs, unhappy maid, thy bosom tear,
Sleepless, and sad ? refenting now too late,
Thy stubbory cruetty. Coresus’ charms
Blaze on thy mind; his unexampied love,
His every virtue rising to thy thought.
Just in his fury, see the pointed steet
Waves, circling; o'er thy throbbing breast: he
He riots in thy blood with dire delight ; [strikes;
lnsatiate ! He gluts hia heart of raze -
With thy warm gushing life; and dcath enjoys,
Redoubling wound vn wound, and blow on blow.

Thus pass'd her hours. And now the dewy morn
The mountains tipp'd with gold, and tireatened
Withuut the city gates, a fountain welis [day.
Ita living waters, clear as shining glass:

Haunt of the Nymphs' A cypress' aged anns
Threw round a venerabic gluom, and scem'd
Ttself a grove, An altar on the brink
Convenient rose: for holy custom wills

Each victim to be sprivkled with its streams,
New from pollution, worthivr of the god.
Fierce for the sacrifice, Coresus here

Waited ; and, stimulated with revenge,

He cursd and chid the lazy-circling hours
Too slow, as if injuriyus to his hate,

Bul soon Lthe ga'ring erowd and shouts pro-
Cailirhoe near. Her weeping damscls tead [claim
‘The destin'd offering, lovely in distress,

And sparkling through her tears. A myttle crown
With roses glowing, and selected green,

Th' ambrosial plenty of her golden hair

Entwine: in looks, n Veous; and a Grace

In motion.  Scarce the flow'rs af sixteen springy
The fields had painted, since /Eneus first
Fondled hiz habe, and biest her on his koee.

Ev'a mountsin-clowns, who never pity knew,
Relented, and the hardest heart wept blood,
Subdu’d by beauty, tho the fatal source

Of all their misery. 'What tumults then

Roll in thy breast, Coresus! while thy bands

The purifying walers on ber bead

Pour'd trembling ; and the sacred kntfe nnsheath'd {

Wiping the silver-streaming tears away,
She with a look nor cheerfol, nor dismey'd,
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But ogvishingly sweet, her ruby Yips
Softop'ning, thus bogmi: * Pather and friends,
Wound we sot doubly with your tender grief:

1 was not born alone for you. My [ife -
I ciadly offer for my country's weal :

'Tis glory thas to die. Reevive my hlood

Dear native poil ! () may it health restore

Aud peace ; and Bacchus’ wrath be now appens’d,
And thou, Coresus, whoin | most bave wrong’d,
Look not so fiercely on me, while the steel

My once-lov'd Losom lances ; drop a tear;

Oue sigh in mercy heave, and drop one tear,

* And [ will thank thee for thy blow. Fur, ch!

T oerer hated theo: but female-pride,

Our sex’s curse! forbade me to comply,

Too easy wun!—Then pity me, Coresus;

0 pity ; and if possible, furgive.”

Heanswer'd not : but, ardent, snateh’® the knife,
And, running o'er her beanties, strangely wild,
Wity cyes which wituess'd huge dismay and love,
U Thrux, thine I satisfy the gods!” he cry'd,

And burg'd in his heart, in kiz pom heart,
The cudey blate: Then, reeling to ber arms,
He sank, and gromoing, © O Callirhec!?—dy'd.

Hear's rings with shouts, * Was ever love like
this 3

Callithoe shriek*d ; and from the gaping wound,
foick as the lightnings wing, the reekiog knife
Wrench'd : in an agony of grief and love,
Her beeom piercing, on his bosom fell,
Aud sigh’d upon his lips her lile away.
Their blowd uniting in a friendly stream,
With bubbiing purple stain'd the silver-flood,
Which to the fountain gave Callirhoe's pame,

p—e—

TG MJISS ADDISON.
ON SEEING MH. ROWE'S MOKUMENRT
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY,
ERECTED AT THE EXFENSE OF HIt WIDUW,

Lire un applauding people rear'd the stone
Tu Shakspears’s honour, aad, alike, their own,
" A perfect whole, whers part consenta to part;
The wooder he of Natur:, this of Art.
And now a wife (ye wita, no more despise
The nume of wife) bida Rowe in marble rise.
Smiling he views her conjugal regard ;
A mations cost had becn a lesa rewarnd:
A nation’s prais¢ may vulgar spints move,
Rowe more deserv’d apd gsiu'd,~——a spansal love.

O Iuly! thy injurd marble keep
Twvp in thy bowels, providently deep,
When fools would force it over knaves to weep,
Bat when true wit and merit claim e shrine,
FPoar furth thy stores aml beggar every mine.
They claim them now : fur Yirlue, Sense, and Wit
Have long been fled, and want thy succours—yet:
Tbey caim them now for one,—yes, ong I see:—
Markle would weep—if Addison be he,

O crown'd with all the glories of thy race,
The fatber's candour, and the mother's grace !
With Bowe, Chardlotia! vie, in generous strife,
And Jet the daughter emalate Lhe wife.

Be jusily pious; maise the honour'd stune,
And po—deserve a Rowe, vi—Addison |

THE MILKMAID.

"T'was at the cool and fragrant hour,
When ev'ning steals upan the sky,

That Lucy sought a woodbine-grove,

And Colin taught, the grove to sigh;

The sweetest damsel she, on a)} the plaina;
The softest lover he, of alt the swains,

He took her by the lily-hand,

Which oft had made the milk jook pale;

Her cheeks with modest roses glow’d,

A9 thus be breath’d his tender tale: -

The list’ning streama awhile forgot to Aow,
The doves to murmar, and the breeze to blow,

" O smile my love! thy dimply smiles
Shall lengthen on the setting ray :

Thus let ua melt the hours in bliss,

Thus sweetly languish life away :

Thus sigh out souls into each other's breast,
As true as turtles, aud as turtlen biest!

“ 850 may thy cows for ever crown

With foods of milk thy briwing pail;

S0 may thy cheese all eheese surpass,

S0 may thy butter never fail:

50 may cach village round thig truth declare,
That Lucy is the fairest of the tair,

¢ Thy lips with streams of boney flow,

And pouting swell with healiug dews;

More sweels are blended in thy breath,

‘Than all thy fathee’s fields ditluse:

Tho’ thousand Aow’rs adorn each blowing field,

Thy lovely cheeke moro bloomiug beauties yicld.

-“ Too long my erring eyes had rovd

On city-dames in scarlet drest ;

And scorn’d the channful village-maid,
With innocence and grogram bieat:

fince Lucy’s native graces fill’d my sight,
The painled city-dames no more delight

“ The speaking purple, when you blugh,
Out-glows the wcarlet’s deepent dye;

No diamoruts tremble on thy bair,

BRat brighter aparkle in thy eve.

Trust me the smiling apples of thy eyex,:
Arc tempting as were those in Paradise,

¢ The tunefal linnet’s warbling notes,

Are grateful to the shepbevd-swain; ’
To drooping plants, aud thirsty Gehls

The silver drops of kindly rain;

To blossoma, dews, as blussoms to the bee ;
And thou, my Lucy ! only art to me,

* But mark, my love ! yon western—clouds:
With liquid gold they scem to bum:

The Ev'ning Star will soon appear,

And overflow his silver urn.

Soft stillness now, and fulling dews invite
To taate the balmy blessings of the night.

*“ Yet ere We part, obe boon I crave,

Ona tender boon! nor this deny:

O promire that you still will love,

O promise this! or else 1 dic:

Death else my enly reinaly must prove ;

I'll cease to Live, whenc'cr you cease to love

- e
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Ehe sigh'd, and blosh’'d a sweet consent ;
Joyous be thank’d her on his knee,

And warmly prew'd her virgin-lip.—
Wan ever youth so bless’'d as helem

‘The Moon, to light the lovers homeward, rose,

And Philomein luild them to repose.
L ——— |

THE CONRUEST.

Werx Phehus heard Isatbe sing
And pwegtly bid the groves rejoice,
Jealous he smote the trembling string,
Despairing, quite, to mateh her voice.

Seniling, her harpsicord sbe strung :
Aw a00n ax she begun to play,
Away bis barp poor Phaehus fung;
It was no tims for him to stay,

Yet held ; before your godship go

The fair shall gain another prize;

Your voice and lyre’s outdone, you know ;
Nor less thy sunshine by her eyes,

THE BEE.

Lzave wanton Bee, thos blossoms leave,
Thou buzziog barbinger of Bpriag,

To Stella fty, and sweeter spoils

Bhall load thy thigh, and gild thy wing.

ger checks, her lips with roses swell,
ot Paphian roses deeper glow ;
And iiliea o’er her bosom apread
Their spotlesa sweets, snd balmy mew.

Then, grateful for the sacred dews,
Invite ber, humming round, to rest;
Soft dreams may tune her soul to Jove,
Tho' coldness arm bar waking hreast,

Bat if she rtill obdurate prove,

O shoot Lthy sting.—The little smart

May teach her then to pity me
Tronsfix’d with Love’s and Beanty's darl

Ab no, forbear, to sting forbear ;
Go, fly unto thy hive aguin,
Much mther let me die for her,
Than she endure the least of pain.

Go, fly unto thy hive again,

With more than Hybla-honey blest:
Por Pope’s gweet lips prepare the dew,
Or else for Love a nectar-fenst,

THE MGORNING LARK.

ANACREORTIC,
Fraraen'n iyric! warbling high,
Hweetly gaining on the sky,
Op'aiug with thy matin-lny
(Netore's hymn!) the cye of day,
Teach my soul, on enrly wing,
Thus to soar and thus to siog,

While the bloom of grient light
Gilds thee in thy tuneful dight,
May the Day-spring from on high,
Scen by Faith's religious eye,
Cheer me with his vital ray,
Promise of eternal day!

ANNA MARIA W**DF'*RD*!

4 Go, Anna " Nature suid, ¢ to Oxford go:

{Anne! the fairest form and mind below,

Bleat with each gift of Nature and of Art

Ta charm the reason or to fix the heart.}

Go with a sprightly wit and easy miexn,

Ta prove the Graces four, the Muses ten,

1 sec the wits adore, the wise approve,

Evn fops themwelves have almust venss to lowe,

‘When poets would describe s lip or eye, ~

‘They’l 1ook on thee and lay their Ovids by,

I sce a love-sick youth, with passion fir'd,

Hang on thy channs, and gaze to be inspird.

With asking eyes explain bis silent woes,

Giow as he looks, yet iremble na be glows:

Then dronk with beauty, with & warmer rage,

Pour thy soft graces throogh the tragic-page.

He sighs;—he bleeds ;—to twilight ebades he
flies :

Shakspeare be drops, and with his Otway dies

This pomp of charms you owe to me slone,

The charma which scaree six thoosand yeary have

That face iilumin’d softly by the mind, [known.

That body, almost to 2 soal refin’d;

That sweetness, oniy Lo an anpgel giv'n;

That blush of innocence, and amile of Heav'n !

I bade thy checks with morning-purple glow ;

I bade thy lips with pectar-apirit Aow;

I bade the diamond point thy azure eyes, i

Turn’d the fine waist, and taught the breast to rise.

Whether thy silver tides of music roll,

Or pencil on the canvass strikes a soul,

O curious needle pricky & band or

At once a needle, and at once a dart!

All own that natore is alope thy art

Why thus 1 form’d thy body and thy miod

With sumless graces, prodigally kind,

"The repson was,—bat you in time will know it ;—e

One is, but that's the lesst—to muke n poet.”™

MINERVA MISTAKEN.

Mingrva last week (pray let to body doubt it)
‘Went an airing from Qxford, six miles, or about it =
When she apy’d 2 young virgin so blooming and
fair, {there 2
That, ¢ O Venns,” she d, “is r ladyshi
Pray is not that Ox'ord.f:!:ld huly?;: wo:h P
Neither you, nor one like you, shouid trouble na
more. ¢ Eiad
Da you thus keep your promise? end am | dem
The virgin came nearer and emiling reply’d :
“ My goddess! what, have you your pupil fors
ot [S——13%
—** Your pardon, my dear, is #t you, Molly

t Written ™ a window at the Three-Tups te-
vern, Oxford; Mey 29th, 1736,
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THR MAGL

A BACAND ECLOGUR

No mare in beanty’s praise my numbers move,
Nar melt wway in dying falls of love:

4 child on Barth, yet Heav'n's eternal king,

The manger'd Ood, the Virgin's Son 1 sing. [fow,
Thou Fountain-Good, with light my soul o'er
‘With hallowd ardoor bid my bosom glow!

Fir'd at the promise of thy dawning ray,

The eastern sagea found celestial day,

Drawn by a leading fame, with sweet surprise,
The Infant Deity salates their eyes ]
The Heir-elect of Love his motber prest,
Smil'd in ber arms, sod wanton’d on her hreast,
No jeweds sparkle here, nor India’s stores
The portals brighten or emblaze the doors.
But young-y'd seraphims around him glow,
And Mexrey spreads her many-coloar'd bow!
Her bow, compos’d of pew-created light,
How sweetly lambent and how softly bright!
The saered eircle of embodied mys
The cradle erowna, and round his temples plays
5o shings the Muinbow round th' eternal thrope
To thade the Holy, Holy, Holy One,
By turna the ruby bleeds & beam, by turns,
Smikes the green em'rald, and the topez hums:
The varipus opal mingles every ray,
Fedes into [mininess, deepens into day: |
Promiscaous hustre kindles half the skies,
Tae slippery bright for keen seraphic eyes,
The repemuble three, low-bending down,
Extend their offerings wod the Godhead own.

Mi0. L.

Trom eaddeyn realms, where first the infant
ught .
Sprines into dey and streaks the fading night,
To thee we bend, before the moming rise ;
A purer orning retnbles from thy eyes.

NAG. 1L .
In vain the Sun with Light his orb arrays,
Oux sese to dazxle, and as God to blaze;
Through his transparent fallacy we see,
And own the Sun is hut » star to thee,

mag. IIT,
Then spotiess Essence of primeval Light,
Thy vassals own, and wesh thy Ethiops white,
Thy clowd of sable wilnesses adorn
With the first roses of thy smiling mom.

NAG, 1.
By barts fwetold the ripen'd years are came,
Godg fall to dust and oracles are dvmh
04d Ocean murmurs from his ouzy bed,
* 4 maid has born 8 son, and Pan is dead,

MAd. JI.
Tha Nympha, their flow’r.inwoven tresea torn,
et inmixing weep, in twilight thickets mourn.
Ly, bollow groans, deep sobs, thick ecreecbes
Each dreary vuiley and each shaded hill. [8U
MAG. 5L

Ro more shall Memphinn timbrels wake the momn,
No pore shall Hammop lift bis gikled boen.

b2

From hence in vain shall Belzebub rebel.
Anulis howls, and Moloch sinks to Hell.

_ MAG. I.

Here lows & bull; a golden gleam adorms -

The circling honours of his beamy horne,

He safely lows, nor Feurs the holy knife,

No sacrifice fran hence shall drink his life.
MAG. IL

Ye gardens, blush with never-fading Bow'rs,

For ever smile, ye meads, wod blow, ye bow'ra:

Bleat, all ye hills, be whiten’d, all ye plams ;

O Earth, rejojee ! th’ Eternal Shephard reigna.
MaG. 1II

Ye lilies, dip your leaves in falling mow,

Yo roses, with the eastern-scariot glow,

To crown the God: ye angels, haste to poor
Your ruin of nectar, and yoor starry show'r,

MAG, L Offers gokd
The ore of India ripens into gold,
To gild thy courts, thy temple to infold,
Acrept thy emblematic gift; agnin
Satoroian years revolve w golden reign!

MAG. It Offers fronkomoowe.
For thee Arabin’s happy forests rise,
And cloods of odours sweetly stain the skies
While fragrant wreaths of smoking incense roll,
Receive our pray’rs, the iucense of the aouj !

MAG. II.  Offrs myrrh,
The weeping myrrh with balmy sorrow Sows,
Thy cup to sweeten and to south thy woes:
So propheta ging; for (buman and divine}
The man was bom to grieve, the God 1o shipe,
MAG. I .
Smile, sacred Iofant, amile ; thy rosy hreast
Eucels the odours of the spicy Eaat;
The bornish'd gold is dross before thy aye,
Thou God of Sweetness, God of Purity !
mAG, 11
Ye planets, unregurded walk the tkiea,
Your gloties lessen a3 hin glories risa:
Hie radinnt word with gold the 5an atlires,
The Moon illumes, aod lights the starry Grew,
. WAL, ITL
Hail, Lord of Nainre, hail! Teo thee bedong
My soog, my life,~I give my life, my song :
Walk in thy light, adore thy day alone,
Counfess thy lovs, and pour out all my own.

ON MR POPE'S WORKS.
WRITTEN 300N AFTEE HIS DEATH,

M.in not alone hath end : in measur'd time,
{0 Heav'n bas will'd} Logether with their anowy
The everlasting hills shall melt away:

This solid globe dissolye as ductile wax

Before the breath of Vulean; like a scroll
Shrivel tb’ anfolled curtains of the aky;
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‘Thy_planets, Newton, tumble from their spheres,
That lead bamonioua on their mystic rounds:
Thie Moon be perish'd from her bloody orh;

‘The Sun himseif, in liquid ruin, rush

And deluge with destroying flames the globe—
Peace ther, my soul, nor gnieve that Pope is dead

If erc the tuneful spirit, sweetly strong,
Spoulaneous numbers, teeming in my breast,
Enkindle; O, at that cxalting naue,

Be favourable, be propitious now,
While; in the gratitudc of praise, 1 sing
‘The works apd wonders of this man divine,

I tremble while 1 write.—His lisning muse
Surmounts the toftiest efforts of my ege.
“What wonder? when an jofast, he apply'd
The loud Papinian ' trumpet to his lips,
Fir'd by a sacred fury, and inspir'd
With all the god, in sounding numbers sung
“ Praternal rage, and guilty Thebes’ alanng,”

Sure at his birth {things not unknown of old)
‘The Graces round hip eradle wove the dance,
And led the meze of harmony: the Nine,
Pruphetic of his future honours, poar’d
Plenteous, upon his lips Castalian dews;

And attic bees their golden stove distili'd

The sonl of Humer, sliding from its atar,

‘Where, radiant, over the poetic world

It rulea and sheds its infinence, for joy

Shoauted, and bless'd the birth: the sacred choir
Of poets, born io elder, better times,

Entaptur'd, cateb’d the clevating sound,

And rol'd the glad'ning news{rom sphere to sphere.

O listen to Alexis’® tender plaint!
How geatly rursl ! without coarseness, plain;
How simple in his clegance of grief!
A shepherd, but no clown.  His cvery lay
Swect 25 the early pipe along the dale,
‘Wiien hawthorus bud, or on the thymy brow
‘When all the mountains bleat, and valleys siog.
Soft as the nightiggale’s hdrmonious woe,
In dewy even-tide, when cowslips drop
Their sleepy heade, and lapguish in the breeze,

Imperial Windsori! on thy brow aogast,
Superbly gay, emalt thy tow’ry head;
{Much prouder of his verse than of thy stars)
And bid Lay forests dance, and, nodding, wave
A verdant lestimony of thy joy: ’
A pative Orpheus warbling in thy shades.

Next, in the critic-chair 4 sarvey him thron'd,
Jperial in his art, prescribing laws
Clear from the knitted brow, and squintod soeer:
Leamn'd, without pedantry ; correctly boid,
And reguinrly easy.  Gentle, now,
AsTising incense, or desoeading dews,
The varicgated echo of his twme:
Now, animated flame commands the soul
To glow with mered wonder.  Pointed wit
And keen discernment form the certain pare,

! Translation of the first book of Statius’s
Thebais.

2 Pantorals.

3 Windsur Porest.  Mr, Pupe born there,

4 Essay on Criticism,

THOMPSON'S POEMS.

Just, as the Stagyrite; as Horace, free;
As Fabian, clear; and as Peunnius’ guy.

But whence those peals of laughter shake the
Of decent mirth*? Am [ in Fairyslupd? {sides
Young, evanescent formy, before my eyes,

Or skim, or seem to skim; thin essences

Of fluid light ; Zilphs, Zilphids, Elves,and Gonomes;
Genii of Rosicruce, and ladics’ gods -

Aund, lo, in shining trails, Belinda’s hair,
Bespangling with disheveil’d beams the skies,
Flames o'er the night. Behind, & Satyr grins
And, jocund holds a gless, reflecting, fair,

Houps, crosses, mattadores; bezux, shoeks, and
Promiscuvusty whimsical and gay. [belles,
Tassodi, hiding bis diminish’d head, [skulks,
Droops o'er the laughing page; while Boileaw
With blushes cover'd, low heneath the desk.

More moarnful scencs invite®. The milky veim
Of amorous grief devolves ita placid wave .
Soft.streamiig o'er 1be soul, in weeping woe
And tendemness of anguish. While we read
Th* infectious page, we sicken intn love,

And languish with involuntary fires.

The Zephyr, panting on the silken buda
Of breathing violets; the yirgin's sigh,
Rosy with youth, are turbulent acd rode,
To Bappho’s plaint, and Eloisa’s moan,

Heav'ne what a flood of covpyreal day
My aching eyes involves! A Temple? sonrs,
Rising like exhalations, on & mount,
And, wide, ils adamantine valves expands.
Three monumental columns, bright in air,
Of figur'd gold, the: centre of the quire
With lustre fill. Pope on the midmost shines
Betwixt his Homer and hiz Horace plac’d,
Superior by the hand of Justice. Fame, .
With all her mouths th' eternal trumpet swells,
Exultiog &t his name; and, grateful, pours
The lofty notes of never-dying praise,
Triumphant, floating on the winga of wing,
Sweet o'er the world: th* sinhrosial spirit flies
Diffusive, in its progrem wid'ning still,
‘' Dear t¢ the Barth, aud gihteful to the sky®
Fame owes him more than e'er she can repay:
She owes har very temple to his hauds;

"| Like llium built; by bands no less divine!

Attention, rouse thyself! the masters hand,
{The master of our seats') has chang’d the key,
And bids the thunder of the battle rear
Tumultuous8. . Homer, Homer is our own!
And Qrecian heroes Bzme in British lines.
What porup of words! what namelcss energy
Kindles the verse; invigours every line;
Astonishes, and overwhelms the soul
In transport tost! when fierce Achilles mves,
And finshes, like a comet, o'er the field,-

To wither armies with his martial froown;

I see the battle rage; I hear the wheels
Careering with theirbrazen orhs! The shout
Of nations rolls {the Jabour of the winda)— °
Full on my ear, and shakes my inmost soul.

5 Rape of the Lock,

¥ Qvid's Sappho t¢ Phaoa.
Abelard,

" Temple of Fame, ¥ Traaslation of Homer,

And Elboise to



ON A PRESENT OF THREE ROSES FROM IANTHE.

Description never could so well deceive:

*Tis real! Troy is here, or 1 at Troy

Enjoy the war. My spirita, all on fire,

With unextioguish’d wiolenee are borne

Abore the world, and mingle with the gods.
Olympms rings with arms! the frmament,
Beneath the lightuing of Minerva™ shield,
Burns to the centre: rock the tow'rs of Heav'n,
Al Nature trembles! save the throne of Jove!—
Hase merey, Pope, and kill me not with joy:
'Tis tenfold rage, an agony of blias!

Be kess n god, nor forve me to adore,

To mot excenses from the humun-breast,
Beiwhd & beauteous pile of Ethic - rise9;
Sease, the Foundation; harmony, the walls;
{The Doric grave, and gay Corinthian join'd}
Where Sacrates and Horace jointly reign.
Best of philosophers; of poets too
The best! He teaches thee thyeelf to know :
That vittpe ia the noblest gift of Heav'n:

* And viodicates the ways of God to mant”

O bearken to the moralist polite!

Enter his school of teuth; where Plalo’s self
Might preach; and Tully deign to lend an ear,

Last see him waging with the fools of rhyme
A wanton, barmless war!. Dunce after dunce,
Baazz, doctors, templars, courtiers, eophs and cits,
Condemp’d Lo suffer life.  The motle crew,
Emergiey from Ohlivion’s muddy pool,

Give the round face to view, and shameless front
Proadly exposc; till Laughter have her 6l

Bora o improve the age, and cheat mankind
Tnto the mad of Hanour'—Vice again
The gilded chariut drives:—ior he is dead!

1 m¥ the sable bame, along his Thames,
In slow soleennity beating the tide,
Convey his sacred dast'-—Its swans expir'd,
Wither'd in Twit'nam bow'rs the lavrel-bough;
Sleqt the Muses broke their idle lyres;
Th' attendant G races check’d the sprightly dance,
Their arms calock'd, “nd cateb’d the starting tear,
And Virtue for her lost defender mours'd!

EPITAPH ON MY FATHER'.
IN THE
PARISH CAGRCH OF EROUGH, WESTMORELAND.

Drus o the wise and grod by ail approvid,

The joy of Virtue, and Heaven’s wellbelov'd!
His life inspir'd with every better art,

A lrarned head, clear sonl, and honest heart.
Fach science chosc his breast her favourite scat,
Farh Janguage, but the language of deceit

Severe his virtues, yet his mauners kind,

A mauty form, and o seraphie mind.

5o long be walk'd in Virlue's even road,

In Lim at length, "twas natural to do good,

Y Eihic Episilen 10 Dunciad,

! Prancis Thompson, B. D. tenior fellow of
Swen’s Cotlege, Oxford, and vicar of Brough
thirtydtwn vegra, He depacted this life Aug. 31,
1738, aged %0,

9
Like Eden?, bia old age (4 sabhath rest!)
Flow’d without noise, yet all acound bim hlest!
His patron, Jesun! with no titles grac'd,
But that best title, a good parish priest.
Peace with his ashes dwell. And, mortals, kuow,
The saint’s above ; the dust aione below.
The wise aod good shall pay their tribute here,
The modest trihute of one thought and tear;
Then pensive sigh, and say, * To me be given
By living thus on Earth, to reign in Heaven,”

EFPITAPR ON MY MOTHER".
. IN THE
PARISH CHURCH OF BROUGH, WESTMORELARD.

"Hegr reste a pattern of the female life,

The woman, friend, the mother, and the wife.
A woman form’d hy Nature, mare thap an,
With smiling ease to gain upon the heart

A friend ag true as gnardian-angels are,
Kindress her law, humanity her care.

A mother sweetly tender, justly dear,

Oh! never to be nam’d without. a tear,

A wife of every social charm possest,

Blessing her husbands*—in her husbands blest,
Love in her heart, compassion in Ler eye,

Her thoughts as humble, as her virtues high,
Her knowledge useful, nor too high, nor low,
To serve ber Maker, and herself to know,
Bomn to relieve the poor, the rich to please,
To live with honour, and to die in peace.

So full ber bope, her wishes so resignd,

Her life 8o hdameless, %o unstain'd her micd,
Henv’n smil’d to see, and gave the graciaus nod,
Nur longer wou'd detain her from ber God,

WRITTEN IN THE BOLY BIBLE.

Yk racred tomes, be my uncrring sitde,
Dove-heuwrled saints, and prophets eagle-ey*d!
I corn the moral-fop, and ethic-sage,

fhut drink in truth from your illumin'd page:
Like Moses-bush each leaf divinely bright,
Where God invests himseif iu milder tight!
Taught by your doctripes we devoutly rise,
Faith points the way, and Hope unbars the skies.
You tune our passions, teach them bow to roll,
And siok the body but to raise the soul;

To raise it, bear it to mysterious day, |

Nor waat an aogel te direct the way !

OF A PRESENT OF
THREE ROSES FROM I4NTHE.

THREE roses to her humble slave
The istress of the Graces gave:

? The river Eden mius near Brouzh, .

! She departed this Jife October 83, 1737,
aged 65,

2 Her former husband was Jos. Fisher, M. A,
fellow of 2ueen’s College, Oxford, vicar of Brough
and arch-deacon of Caslisie; by whom she had
no children.

’
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‘Thren roses of an eastern hue,

Bwest-swelling with ambrosial dew.

How each, with glowing pride, dluplays

The riches of ita circling rays!

How all, ia sweet abundance, shed

Perfumes, that might revive the dead!

= Now tell me, fair one, if you know,

‘Whence these balmy spirits dow?

Whence springs this modest blash of light

‘Which charma at once and pains the sighti*
The fair ope knew, but wou'd not say,

80 blush’d and smiling went ber way.

1mpatient, uext the Muge 1 call ;,

She comen, and thus would answer atl,
¢ Fool,” (and 1 sure deserv’d the name)

¢ Mark well the beautiez of the dame,

And can you wonder why so fair,

And why so aweet the ropen are?

Her cheek with living purple glows

Which biash’d its rays oo every rose;

Her hreath exhal’d & sweeter amell

Than fragrant fields of asphodel;

The sparkling spirit {n her eyes

A kindlier infloence supplies

Than genial suns and summer skies.

Now can you wonder why so fair,

And why 30 sweet the roses arei*

* Hold, tuneful trifler,” I reply*d,

+ The beauteous cause I now descry'd,

Hold, talk no more of summer skies,

Of genial suns and—splendid lies; |

Of fragrant Belda of asphodel,

Anpd brightest raye and swectest mmell;

Whatever poelry can paint,

Or Muse can btter—ali ia faint:

Two words had better all expreat, —

! She took the roses from—her breast.’ *

CUPID MISTAKEN.

Vrxs whipt Cupid t* other day,

For having lost his bow and quiver:
For he hed giv'n them both away

To Stella, queen of lsin viver.

« Mamma' you wrong me while you strike,®

Cry’d weeping Cupid, * for 1 vow,
Stella and you are se alike,
1 thought that ] had lent them you.”

CUPID IN LOVE;
OR FTELLA AND THE WASP.
ANACREONTIC,

Crrib by o bee was stung,

Lately; since Anacreon sung:

Venus, with a smiling eye,

Laugh'd to hear him sob and sigh,
Angry Cupid in revenge,

{Godls their shapes at pleasure change)

1o the form of wasp or bee,

Stella! fix’d hi# sting in thee:

Stella! foirest of Lhe fair,

Etella, Venus® dearest care!

1o revenge he dealt the blow

On her fevourite below;

Ip revenge of smiling eyes,

Sweetest emblems of the skies!

“ O iny finger!” Stells cry’d:

Would for Stella J had dy*d!

“ O my Guger!” thrice she

Thrice for Stella I'd have dy'd)

Stella! fairest of the fir,

Stella, Venus' dearest care!

Venus, red’ning dropp’d a tear:
¢ Here, you tirrab, Cupid, here!

Dare you torture like a foe,

Stella, my bedov’d below ?

Curst revengo on smiling eyes,

Sweelest emblems of the skies !
Cupid, mmit with Stella’s eye,

Answerd Venus with & sigh,

“ Rather, mamma, pity me;

1 am wounded more thao she?

oN .
WRITING LAURA'S NAME IN THE SNOW.
THIRSIA AND DAMON.

THIAEIS.

Way, Damon, write you Laura’s name

Io snowy letters? prithee, say:

Was it her coldness to express,

Or ubow thy love would melt away 2

Or, ratber, was it this? Because

Whep ahe is naor'd you burn and glow,

Therefore in hopes to cpol your breast

You writ the charmer's name in snow?
DAMON.

Thirsis, since ink would blot her charms,

[n suow I cbose hef name to write ;

Sinee only snow Jike her is pure,

15 sof alone, alone is white.

Perbaps the air ber rame may freeze,

And every letter grow a gem;

Fit chamcters to hlaze her charms,

And owe thelr rays to Stella’s name,

A monerch for the precious name

Might then with half bis kingdom part,

Deapise the jewels on his crown,

To wear my Laurs pear his heart,
THIRSIS.

[o vain. Behold the noontide San

Dissolves it with his amorons fame i«

The liquid sy}lables nre lost:

Now, Damon, where is Laura’s oame ?
DAMON,

Too true: yet tho’ her name dissolves,

The shining drops shall not be loat:

Il drink thern as they weep sway,

And still her naroe shall be my tosat.

EPILOGUE TO CATU.
,?H yoy Gentleman in e Oharocier of
before o privaie Autience.
Cruticy affirm, s bookish, glownish mce,
(I wish they durst affirm it to my face}



THE WEDDING MORN.

'l'lutlonmmgedleahumughtto do:
Ladies, if 5o, what would they make of you?
Why, make you useless, nameless, harmless things:
How false their doctrine, 1 appeal to—kings ;
Appeal to Afrie, Asia, Greece, and Rome:
And, faith, we newd not go—so far from home.
For us the lover borns and bleeds and dies,
1 fancy we bave comets in our eyes;
And they, you know, are—gigns of tragedies.
Thanks to my =tars, or, rather, to my face,
Sempronios perish'd for that very case. [der?,
The boist'rous wretch baw!’d ont for peals of thun-
Because be eould not force me-—to come under.
Lani! bow I tremble at the narrow ecape ;
Which of you would not—tremble—at & Tape?
Howe'er that be, this play will plainly prove,
That Lberty is not so sweet w love,
Think, ladiex, think what funcies 6li'd my head,
To find the living Juba for the dead!
The' mach he suffer’d on my father’s side,
'l make him cry, ere long, ** I'm satisfied!”
For I uhall prove o mighty—loving bride.
But now, to make an end of female speeches,
Il quit mry petticoats to—mrear the breechen.

[ Rzens omt and coemer in 2 Jas night goen.
We bare chang’ | the scene: for gravity becomes
4 tragedy, as hearses mble plumes
His country’s father you bave seen, to-night,
Unfortunately great, and sternly right,
Fair Liberty, by impioas power opprest,
Yound oo asylum bat her Cato’s breast:
Thither, na to a temple, she retir'd,
Apd when be plung'd the dagger she expird.
If Liberty revive at Cato’s name,
Apd British hosomsa catch the Roman flame:
)f hoary villains rouse your honest ire,
Aod patriol-youths with love of freedom fire,
I Lucia’s grief your gracefol pity move,
And Marcia teach the virgins virtuous love,
Yo'l own, «¥’n in this methodizing age,
The mildest school of mormls—is the stage.

To you, the polish’d judges of bur cause,
‘Whosesmilesarehonour, and whose nods applanse,
Humble we bend : enconrage arta like these;

For the? the actor fail'd—they strove to please,
Ferbape, in time, your favours of this night
May warm na like young Marcus self to fight,
Like Cato to defend, like Addison to write,

THE HAPPY LIFE.

A »oox, a friend, a song, a glass,

A chaste, yet langhter-loving lass,

To mortals various joys impart,
laform the scuse, wnd warm the heart.

Thrice happy thty, who, carcless, loid,
Bepeath & kind-embow’ring shade,

With rosy wreaths their temples crown,
Ia rsy wine tleir sorrows drown,

Men while the Musen wake the lyre,
The Graces modest mirth inspire,
Good-paiar'd humour, barmless wit;
Well-temperd joys, nor grave, oor light

! } Act 4, Seeue 2.

a1

Let sacred Veous with her heir,
And dear lanthe too be there.
Music and wine in concert move
With beauty, and refining love.

There Pesce shall spread her dove-like wing,
And bid her olives round us spring.

There Truth shall reign, & sacred guest!
And Innocemce, to crown the rest

Begone, ambition, riches, toys,

And splendid cares, and guilty joys.—
Qive me & book, a friend, o glasa,
And a chaste, lpughter-loving lass,

THE WEDDING MORN.

4 DREAML

*T'was mora: but Theron still his pillow prest:
(His Annabelia’s cbarms improv’d his reat. }
An angel form, the daughter of the skies,
Descending blest, or seem’d to bless his eyes;
White from her breast a dazzling vestment roll'd,
With stars bespangled and cefestial gold.
She mov'd, and odours, wide, the circuit ll'd;
She spake, and honey from her lipa distilld,
 Behold, illustrious comes, to bless thy arms,
Thy Annabella, breathing love and charms!
O melting mildness, undissembled truth!
Fair flow'r of age, yet blushing bloom of yoath !
Fair without art, without design admirc’d,
Praiz’d by the good, and by the wise denir'd.
By Art and Nature taozht and form'd to please,
‘With all the eweet simplicity of ease.
1n publi¢ courteous-~for uo private end;
At home—a servant; and abroad—a friend.
Her geutle maaners, unaffected grace,
And animated sweetness of her face,
Her faultless form, by deceney refin'd,
And bright, unsutlied sanctity of miud,
The christian Graces breathing in ber breast,
Her—=whole shall teach thee to be more than blest.
¢ 'Tis Virtwe'sray that poinishey sparkling cyes,
Her face is benutecus, for her soul is wise,
As from the Bun refulgent glories roll,
Which fced the starry host and fire the pole,
S0 stream upon her face the beauties of ber soul.
Tho' the dove’s languish melts upon ber eye,
And her cheeks mantle with the eastern sky,
When seventy on her temples sheds its snow,
Dim grow her eyes and checks forget to glow,
Good-pature shall the putple lose supply,
Good-sense shine brighter than the sparkliog eye:
Ia beanfeous order round and round shall move,
Love cool'd by reason, reason warm'd by Jove.
“ Receive Heaven’skindestblessing ! And regard
This blessing as thy virtue’s best reward.
When Beauty waken her fairest forms to charm,
When Music all her pow'rs of sound Lo warm,
Her golden Aoods when wanton Freedom rolls,
And Plenty pours herself into our bowls ;
When with tumultuous throbs our puises beat,
And dubiotis Reason totiers on her seat,
The youth bow sieady, how reaolv'd the guide
Which stems the {ull luxurimnt, pleasing tide!
For these, and virtues such us these is given
Thy Annabella! O belov'd of Henv'ule
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Hail Martlage! eveelasting be thy reign!

The chain of being is thy golden chain,

From hence mankind, a growing race depend,
Degan with Nature, shall with Nature end.

The mists, which etain'd thy tustre, break awey,
In glory lessen, and refine to day:

No more the jest of wits, of fools the scorn,
Which God mede sacred, and which pricsts adorn,
* Ascemn the bed, while genial Natare poont

Her balmy blessings round and nectur-show'rs.
And lo! the future opens on my eyes,

I see soft buds, and emiling flow’rs arise:

The human blossoms every charm display,
Unfold their sweets, and beautify the day.

The father’s virtues in the sons combine;

The mother’s graces in the daughters shine.

80 whererzn angel spreads his dove-like wing
Young laurels sprout, and tender myrtles apring;
Sweet dews descending consecrate the ground,
And open a new Paradise around !

I eee ! —Dint here the scene which blaz'd behind
Her fancy dnzzled, and dissalv’d his mird

He woke: yet still he thinky he sees and hears;
'Till real sounds salutes his ravish'd ears:

“ —Arvise ! the bride invites thee to be blest??
He rose,~— But silence only speaks the rest.

AN HYMY TO MAY.

~=Nunc (ormosissimus annun. VYirg.

'PREFACE.

As Spenser is the most deseriptive and florid of
all cur English writers, I attempted to imitate his
maoier in the following vernal I have
been very sparing of the antiquated words, which
are too frequent in most of the imitations of this
author; however, I have introduced a few here
and there, which are explain'd at the bottom of
ench page where they oconr,  Shakspeare is the
poet of Nature, in adapting the affections and
passions to his characters; and Spenser in de-
seribing her delightful acenes and rural beautics.
His lines are most musically sweet ; ard his de-
scriptions most delicately abundant, even to &
wantonness of painting: but still it is the muaic
and painting of Nature, We find no ambitious or-
naments, ot epigrammatical turny, in his writings,
but a beautiful simplicity; which pleases far abore
the glitter of pointed wit. I endeavoured to avoid
the affretation of the one, without any hopes of
atlaining the graces of the other kiod of wnting.

Te sequer, O nostre gentis decus! ingue tais
nune

Fixa pedum pone pressin vestigia signis:

Non it certandi cuphius, quam propter amovem

Quod te imitari aveo: Ruid énim conteodet
hirundo

Cyenis!a= Lucretins.

A medemn writer has, T know, abjected against
ranoing the verse into alternate and stanza: but
Mr. Prior’s authority iz gufficient for me, who gb-
serven that it pllows a greater veriety, and still
preserves the dignity of the verse. As I professed

.
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myself in this canto to take Spenser for my model,’
1 chose the stanza; which I thiok adds both a
swretness and solemnity at the same time to sub=
Jjects of this rural and flowery nature, The most
descriptive of our old poets have mlwmys nsed it
from Chaucer down to Fairfax, and éven long
after him, I followed Pletcher’s measure in his
Purple Island; & poem printed st Cambridge in
twelve cantos, in quarto, scarce heard of in thin
age, yet the best in the allegoricat way, {pext to
the Fairy 2ucen) in the English language. The
Alexardrine line, I think, is pecnliarly graceful at
the enrd, and is an improvement on Shakspeare’s
Venus and Adonis,  After all, Spenser’s hymns
will excuse me for using this measure ; and Sea-
liger in the third book of hie Poetics, tells ur,
{from Dydimus) that the hymns of the Athenians
were sung W the lyre, the pipe, or some musical
ingtrumnent: and this, of all other kinds of verse
is, certainly, lyrical. Dut enough of the stanga:
for {as sir William Davenant observes in his ad-
mireble preface to Gondibert} numbers in verse,
like distinct kinds of music, are com to the
uncertain and different taste of severnl eam, 1
hope [ have no apology to make for describing
the beaulies, the pleasures, and the loves of the
season in too tender or too florid & menner, The
nature of the wubject required n loxuriousnens of
versification, and a softness of sentiment; but
they are pure and cheste at the same time:
otherwise this canto hud neither been ever written,
or offered to the publie, [f the sentiments and
verse be orid and tender, I shall excnse myself
in the words of Virgil {though not in his sense),

—None mollissima fandi
Tempora!

ARGUMENT.

Subject proposed. Invocation of May. Leserip-
tion of her: her operations on nature. Bounty
recommended; in particular at this scason.
Vernal apostrophe; Love the ruling passion
in May. The celebration of Veunus, her birth-
day in this month. Rumal retirement in spring.
Conclusion, :

Ertierrar. daughter of the tusty Spring,

And sweet Favonius, ever-gentle May !

Shali 1, vublam’d, presame of thee to sing,
And with thy living colours gild my lay?

Thy genial spirit mantles in my brain;

My numbers languish in a softer vein :

I pant, too emmious, to Aow jn Spenser’s strain.

Say, mild Aurora of the blootning year,

With storms when winter blackens Nature™s face ;
Wheo whiring winds the howling forest tear,
And shake the solid mountaine from their base:
Say, what refulgent chambers of the sky

Veil thy beloved glories from the eye, [dren die?
For which the nations pine, and Farth's fair chil-

Where Leda's twinst, forth from their diamond
tow'r, o

Alternate, o’er the night their beams divide;

In light embosom’d, happy, and msecure

From winter-rage, thou choosest to abide.

¥ Castor and Pellux,
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Rioal resileare ! For, there, a» poets el
The powers of poctry amd wisdom® deell;
Apallo wakew the arts; thﬁhlnustnknlhenhdl.

Certa $ o'er Bhedicyna's lanrel'd mead,

{Par ever spread, ye laurels, green and new!)
The brother-stars their gracious norture shed,
And secred blesiogs of poetic-dew.

They batbe their horss in the learned Bood,
Wilh fane recroitedd for th' etherial romd;

And deem fair lais' gwana4 fuir as their hlher—gnd.

Ho sonet Aptil, trim'd with ;irllndl-" £y,

Rains fragrance o’er the world, and kindly shaw'ms;
Bat, in the easterti-pride of beauty, May,

To gisdden Esrth, forsakes her heav'nly bow'rs,
Restoring Nature from her palsy'd state,

April, retive ;. ne® longer, Nature, wait:

Sova may she issue from the Morning’s golden gute,

Come, boanteons May! in fulness of thy might,

Lred briskly oo the mirth-infusing Hoors,

Allrocent froin the hosom aof delight,

With neetar nurturd ; and involvd in Bow'rs:

By Spring’'s sweet bluh,by Naure's teeming womb ;

By Hetw's dimply smile, by Flora’s bloam ;

By Yums'-llelf {for Veous'-sell demands thee)
coame !

By the warm sighs, in dewy even-tide,

Of welting maidens, in the wood-bind-groves,

To pity looaen'd, nnen’d dawn from pride ;

By billing tortlcs, and by cooing doves ;

By the youth’s plainings stesling on the mir,

{For youtha will plain, the’ yvietding be the fair)

Hither, Lo biess the maulens and the youths, re-
pair,

With dew bespengled, by the hawthorn-buds,
With freshness bresthing, by the duiay'd phaiis,
By the mix’d music of the warhling woods,
Aod jovial roandelays? of nymphs aud swaine;
In thy full energy, and rich array,
Delieht of Earth and Heav'n ! O blessed May!
Froem Hlesv'n descend to Earth: on Earth vouch-
wfe to atay,

Roe comes 'w—A silken camua?, emyal'd-green,
. Gracefully loose, adown her shoulders flows,
{Fit o enfold_the Timba of Paphos’ queen)
Aed with the labours of the needle glows,
Purfled 9 by Nature’s hand! The smorous Air
Acd musky-western Breezes fast repair,
Her mantde propd to swell, and wanton nth her
ir,

Her bair (but rather threads of Tight it seetus)
With the gay bonours of the Spring eutwind,
Copiotrs, wnboand, in pectar'd ringlets streams,
Floats glitt’ring on the Sun, and scents the wind,

* The Gemini ars supposed to preside over
Jamed men.  See Pontanus in his beaukifuel
poem called Urapia.  Lib 2. De GQeminis,

3 Sarely, eertainly, Ibid
ke, Oxford

4 lapiter deceived Lada in the a.h.npe of a Fman
"= lh! e bathmg hereelf in the river Eurotas,

*Gulands ¢ Nor. 7 Songw
# Floyrished with & needke.

¥ A light gown,
ToL Xv.
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Love-sick with odoars !—Now to order rall'd,

It melts apon ber bomom's daiaty mould,

Or, curing round het waini, disparts s wavy
gokl. .

Young-circling roses, oghing, round. them throw

The sweet sbundance of their purple reys,"

Apd ilies, dip’d in frageance, freshly blow,

With blended beauties, in her angel-face

The hamid radiance beaming from her eyes

The air and scas ilumes, the earth sod shies;

And open, where she amiles, the sweets of Para-
dise,

On Zephyr's wing the laughing goddess view,

Distilling balm. She cleaves the buzxem Air,

Attended by the silver—footed Dew,

The ravages of Winter to repair.

She gives her naked bosom ta the Gales,

Her naked bosom down the ether sils; :

Her bosom breathes delight ; ber breath the Speing
txhales,

‘All ny the phenix, in Arabian skies,

New.bumish'd from his apicy funeral pyres,

At large, in roseal! undulation, flies;

His plumage daxzles and the gazor tires;

Armnd their king the plumy nations wait,

Astend his triumph, sod augment bis sinte:

He tow'ribe, claps his winge, and wins th’ ethe.
real hejght, .

So round this phemnix of the gawdy year

A thonyand, nay ten thousand Sports and Smiles,
Plutiering in gold, along the bemisphere,

Her praises chant; her praises zlad the isles
Conscitas of her approach (Lo deck her bow'rs)
Earth from her fruitful lap and bosem poura

A warte of springing eweetd, and volantary flow'rs.

Narcissus? fair, in anowy velvet pown’d;

Ah faolish! =tiil to love the fountain-brim:
Sweet Hyacmth3, by Pheebns erst* bemoan’d;
And tulip, flaring in her powderd trim,
Whate'er, Armida %, in thy gardens biew;
Whate'er the Sun inhales, or sips the dew;
‘Whate'er compose the chaplet on Ianthels brow,

1 Pliny tells us, lib. 1}, that the phemix is
about the bigness of an eagle: the feathers round
the neck shining like gold, the body of a purple
colour, tho teil blue with feakhers resembliog
roses.  See Claudian's fine poem on that subject,
and Mucellus Donstus, who has a short disser.
tation on the phenix in his Obmervations on Th-
citun.  Aunat, Lib. 6, Westley on Job, and sir
Tho. Brown's Vaigar Errours.

2 A heantiful youth who, beholding his fsce in
a fountain, Felt in love with himeelf, and pining
away was changed into a flower, which bears his
name, See Ovid, Metamorph, Lib. 3.

? Beloved and turncd into a Bower by Apollo,
See the story in Ovid. Mmt, Lib. 10. Them is
likewise & curious dislogme in Lucinn bebwixt
Mercory and Apollo on this subject. Servius in
his Notes on Virgil’s sccond Bucolic takes the
hyacinth to be the vaccinium of the Latins,
bearing some similitude with the name.

*+ Pormerly: long ago

5 See Tasso's 1) Goﬁ'redo. Canto 16,
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He who undaa’'d® can wander o'er ber face,
May gain upon the salar-blaze st nobn !—=
Whal moré Lhan female sweetness, and & grace
Peculiar! save, Innthe, thine alone,

1meflable effusion of the day!

S0 very much the same, that lovers say,

May is lanthe; or the desar lanthe, May,

8o far as doth the harbinger of day

The lesser lamps of night in sheen 7 excel ;

So far io sweetness and in beauty May

. Above all other montha doth bear the bell,

So far a8 May doth other montha exceed,

So far in virtue aod in goodlimead#,

Above all other nymphs lacthe bears the meed®.

Welcome! as to, & youthful poet, wine,

To fire his fancy, acd enlarge his soul:

He weaves the laurel-chaplet with the vine,

And growa immortal 21 he draing the bowl.
Welcome! as beauty to the lovevick stain,

For which be long had sigh'd, but sigh'd in vain;
He darts into her arms; qui,ck.mnishes his pain.

The d.rowy elements, arous'd by thee,

Roll to Lsimonious measures, active all!

Earth, water, air, and fire, with feeling glee,

Exult to celebrate thy festival,

Fire glows intenser; softer, blows the air;

More amooth the waters flow; earth smiles more
fair:

Earth, water, air and fire, thy glad'cing impulse
8|

.

‘What boundless tides of splendour o'er the skies,
O'erflowing brightoess ! atreans their golden raye!
Heaven's agure kindles with the varying dies, +
Refiects the glory, and returna the blaze,

Air whitens; wide the tracts of ether been

With eolours damask’d rich, and gowdiy sheen,
Aod al) above,.is blue; and all belux in green.

At thy approach, the wild waves* loud uproar,

And foamy surges of the mad'ning main,

Forget to beave their mountains to the shore;

Diffus’d into the.level of the plain,

For Lbee, the halcyon buikds ber sumners-nest;

FPor thee, the Ocean smoothe her Lroubled breast,

Gay from thy placid suiiles, in thy own purple
drest.

Have ye not seen, in gentle even-tide,

When Jupiter the Earth hath richly showerd,
Striding the cloudn. a bow dispredden ! wide
As if with light inwove, and guily fowerd
With bright variety of blending dics?

White, purple, yellow melt along the skiex,
Alternate colours siok, alternate colours rise.

The Earth's embreidery then have ye eyd,
And smile of blossoms, yellow, purpte, white;
Their vernal-tinctur'd leaves, luxurious, dy'd
In Flore’s liv'ry, paioted by the light.’

Light'a painted childrem in the breezes play,
Lay out their dewy bosoms to tae my,

Their soft enamel spread, and beautify the day.

" 6 Undazzled.
% Beauty.
1 Spresd,.

7 Brizhtness, Shining.
¢ Prizc.
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From the wide alinr of the foodfn! Earth  [roll;
The flow'rs, the berbe, the plants, their incense
The orchards swell the. ruby-tinctar'd birth;

The vermil-gardens breath the spicy soul.
Grateful to May, the nectar-spirit fiiea,

The wafted clouds of lavisi¥d odoars rise, .
The Zephyr's balmy burthan, worthy of the slriet

The besy the golden daughter of the Spring,

From mesd Lo mead, in wanton Ishour, roves,

And loads its litths thigh, or gilds its wing

With all the essense of the flushiog groves:

Extracts the mromatic son! of flow'rs,

Aod, humming in delight, its waxen bowrs

Filld with the eacious #pails, and I:m smbrosial-
bours,

Touch’d by thee, May, the flocks and tusty droves

That low in pastores, or on hiest,

Revive their frolics and renew their loved

Stung to the marrow with a generous het,

The stwiely courser, bounding o%er the plain,

Shakes to the winds the honours of his mane,

{High-arch'd his neck) mnd, inufing, hopes the
dappled train.

The aéreal songsters sooth the list’ning grovess
The mellow thrush, the ouzle? sweetly shrill,
And little linnet celebrate their loves

In huwthom valley, or on tufted hiil;

The soaring lark, the lowly nightiogale,

A thorn her pillow, trills her doleful tale,

And melancholy music dies along the dale.

Thig guy exuberance of gorreoas Spring,

The gilded mountsio, wad the herbag'd vale,

The woods that blossom, and the hirds that sing,
The wurmuriog foustain and the breathing dale:
The dale, the Rwuntaing, birds and wonds delight,
The valex, the mountaing aud the Bpring invite,
Yet unsdorn'd by May, no longer charm the sight.

When Natore lasughs around, shall man alone,
Thy image, hang {ak me!) the sickly head}

When Natare sings, shall Nature’s glory groam,
And languish for the pittance poor of bread !

O may the man that shall his image scorn,

Alive, be ground with banger, most forlom,

Die unaneii’d 3, and dead, by dogs and kites be torm,

Curs'd may be be (as if he were not 80,)

Nay doubly curs'd be such a breast of stect,

Which never melted at another’s woe,

Nor tenderness of bowels knew to feel,

His beart is Llack as Hell, in fiowing store

Whe bears the needy cryiog at his door,

Who hecars them cry, ne recks*; but suffers
them he poor.

Hut blest, O more than doubly blest ba he!

Let honour crown bim #ud exemal rest,

Whose hosom, the sweet fount of charity,

Flows out to noursle § innocence distrest.

His ear i3 open to the widow's cres,

His hand the orphan's cheek of sorrow drys;

Like Mercy's prlf he looks on wapt with Pity's
eyes.

3 Blackbird, 3 Withont a funern] knell
+ Nor is concemal 4 To nurse,
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In this biext seszon, pregnent with delight,

Ne® may the boading owl with scresches wound
The soleman silence of the quiet niglhit,

Ne croaking raven, with unhallow’d soand,

Ne derped chost affray? with deadiy yell

The waking lorer, rais'd by mighty spell,

To pele the siars, till Hesper shine it back to Hell,

Ne witebea rifl gibbets, by the Moon,

{With horroar winkiny, trembling all with fear)
Of many 2 clinking chain, apd canker'd bope:
Noe imp in risionary shape sppear,

To blag, the thriving verdure of the plain;

Ne let hobgoblin, ne the ponk, profape {ing brain.
With shadowy glare the light, and mad the burst-

Yot fairy-dves (so ancient custoos willl)

The wn'd fairy elvcs, by starry sheen?,

May gamhal or in valley or on hill,

Aod leave dhoir footsteps on the circled green,

Full lightly trip it, dapper Mab, aronnd ;

Full featly ', Ot’ron, thou, o’er grassturf bound :

Mab brushes off no dew-drops, Ob'ron priats no
roand :

Ne! bloody rumours violate the ear,

Of sities smck’d, and kingdoms desolate, -
With plague or sword, with pestilence or war ;
Ne mefal murder stain thy eru-date;

, Ne thameless Calnmuy, for fell despight,

T foujest Bend that e'er blasphemd the light,
At lovely bady rail, nor grin at courtegas knight.

Ne wailing in our streete nor fieids be heard,

Ye roice of Misery assault the heart ;

Ne fatberiess from table ha debar'd ;

Ke piteous tear from eye of Scrrow start;

Bui Plenty, poar thyzelf into the bow)

Of boanty -head ; may néver Wimt coutrol

That good, good-honest man, who fecds the fa-
mish’d sonl.

Now Jei the trampet’s martial thunders sleep;

The viol wake alone, and tender fate:

The Phrygian lyre with spoghtly Shpers sweep,

Anl, Erato, dissolve the Lydisn-late,

Ye Clio freta, and burns with honest pain,

To rouze and animate the martial strain, .

While British baopers flape o'er many a purpled
prio.

The trompet slecps, but soon for thee shall wake,
[Nusti chief! Lo mund thy mighty name,
{Soatch™d From the inalice of Lethean-lake)
Trmmphant-sweliing from-the mouth of Fame.
Mexm while, disdain wot (s the virgins pray)
This Poay-crown, with myrile wove and bay;
{Too humble crown I ween) the offering of May,

4 Nor. T Affright.
3 'The Lemnria, or rites sacred to the Lemares,
wire celebrated by the Romans in May. Sce
Owid, Fast. 1. 5. &c. They imagined the Lemures
(in English, fairies) to be like ghosts of deceased
perons: bat our traditional accounta are very
i to the natore of fairies
s Midsaemmer’s Night's Dream, Dray-
e's Fairy Tale, and a celebmated old ballad, are
Emrtergiecrs in their kind,
§ Brightness, } Nimbly,

* Nor.
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And while the virgins hail fher with their voice,
Heaping thy crowded way with greens and flow'rg,
And in the fondoess of their heart rejoice

To sooth, with dauce and song, thy genter hours ;
Indulge the season, and with sweet repair

Embay thy limbs, the vernal heaaties share:
Then blaze in arms again, renew'd for future war.

Britannia’s happy isle derives from May

The choicest blessings Liberty bestows:

When royal Charles (for ever hail the day !}

In mercy triumph’d o'er ignable foes,

Restor'd with him, the Arts the drooping head
Gaily agnin uprear'd ; the Muses’ shade [prray'd.
With fresher honcurs bloom'd, in greener Lriw

And thou, the goodhest blassom of our isles!

Great Prederic's and his Augusta's joy,

Thy native month approv'd with infant-smiles,

Sweet ag the smiling May, imperial boy !

Britannia hopes thee for her future lord,

Lovd as thy parents, only not ador*d!

Whene'er n George is bom, Charles is agaits m-.
stor'd,

O may his father’s pant for finer fome,

And boundiess bountyhead to humankind;
His grandsire’s glory, and his uncle’s name,
Renowo’d in war! inflame his ardent mind:
So arts shall flourish neath his equal sway,
S0 arms the hostile nations wide affray ;
The laurel, Yictory ; Apoll, wear the bay.

Through kind infusion of celestial pow'r, .
The dullard-Earth May quick’neth with delight:
Full snddeniy the seeds of joy recures ‘
Elastic spring, and force within empight *.

1f senselens elements invigorate prove

By genial May, and-heavy matter move, [love?
Shall shepherdesses cease, shall shepherds fail te

Ye shepherdesses, in s goodly round,

Purpled with health, as in the greenwood-shads,
Incontinent ye thump the echoing ground

And defily ¢ lend the dance along the glade!

{C tay no show’rs your merry-mnakes affray !}
Hail at the op’ning, - =t the closing day,

Ail bail, ye bonuibels®, to your own season, May.'

Nor ye alment yourselves, ye shepherd-swains,

But lend to dance and song the iiberal Mzy,

And while iv jocand ranks you beat the plains,

Your flocks shatl nibble, and your Imnbkins play,

Urisking in glee. To May your givlands bring,

Aud ever and snon ber praises sing:

The wuods shali eche May, with May the velleys
ring-

Your May-pole deck with flow’ry coronal ;
Sprinkle the flow'ry coronal with wine;
And in the ninbiedootad galliand, all,
Shepherds and shepherd , lively, join.
Hither from village sweet and hamlet fhir,

From: bordering -cot and distant glenne7 repair:
Let yoath indulge its sport, to eld # bequeath its

care,

3 Recorer. 4 Placed, fixed. § Finels.
& Pretty women. T A country bamlet.

2 0ld age. -
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Ye wanton Dryads and light-fripping Fawns,
Ye jolly Satyrs, full of lustyhead 9,

Aud ye that haunt the bills, the hrooks, the lawns;
O come with rural chaplets gay dispresd :

‘With heel so nimble wenr the springing grass,
To shrilling bagpipe, or to tinkling brass ;

-Or foot it to the reed: Pan pipes himself apace.

In this soft season, when Creatign mmild,

A quivering splendour on the Ocean hung,
And from the fruitful froth, bis faivest chiid,
The queen of bliss and beauty, Venus spruog.
The detphins gambo) o'er the wat'ry way,
Carol the Naiada, whila the Tritons play,

And nll the sea-green aislern bless the holy-day.

In henour of het natal-month,- the queen

Of bliss and beauty comsecrates ber bours,

Frest aa her cheek, and as ber brow serene,

To buxom ladies, and their paramours.

Love tips with golden alchymy his dert;

‘Wilh rapt'rous anguish, with an honey'd smart
Eye languishes on eye, and heart dissolves on

A poftly-awelling hill, with myrtles crown’d,
{Myrtles to Venus algatest mered been)
Hight Acidale, the fairest spot on ground,
For ever fragrant and for ever green,
Qrerionks the windings of a shady vale,

By Beauty form'd for aunorous regale.

Wad ever hill 5o sweet an sweetost Acidele}

All down the pides, the sides profuse of dow'rs,

An hundred rills, in shining mazes, fiow

Through mossy grotto’s amarmnthine bow're,

And form a laughiog fiood io vale below:

‘Where oft their limbs the Loves and Graces bay*

(When Summer sheds insufferable day)

And sport, and dive, and flonnce in wantonness of
play. .

No poise o’ercomes the silence of the shedes,

Rave short-breath’d vows, the dear excess of joy;

Or barmless giggle of the youths and maids,

Who yield obeymaee to the Cyprian boy :

Or lute, poft-sighing in the pussiog gule;

Or fountain gurgling down the saared vule,

Or hymn to beauty’s queen, or lover's tender
tale.

Here Venus revels, bave maintajns her sourt

In light festivity and gladsome game:

The young and gay, in frolic troops resort,

‘Withouten censure, and withouten blame,

In pleasare steep'd, aod daacing in delight,

Night steals upon the day, the day, on night:

Each knight his lady loves; each lady loves ber
knigbt

Where lives the man {if such a man there ba)
In idle wilderneas or desert drear,

To Benuty’s sacred pow'r an eppmy?

1et foul Bends harrow3 him; Il drop no tear,

-1 deemn that carl 4, by Beauty’s pow'r unmovid,

Hated of Heav'n, of none but Hell approvid.
O may be never fove, O never be belov'd!
1 Ever. 7 Destroy,

% Vigouwr. * Bathe.

4 A clown.
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Hard is his heart, unmelted by thee, May!

Unconseions of Love's pectar-tickling sting,

And, uorelenting, cold to Beanty’s ray;

Beauty the mother and the child of Spring?

Beruty and Wit declare the pexes even;

Beanty, to woman, Wit to man is given;

Neitber the slime of Earth, bt each tha fire of
Heav'n.

Allinnce rwest! lot Beauty Wit approve,

An fow'rs to sunshine ope the veady brewst:

Wit Beauty loves, and nothing elee tan love :

The best alone is gratefgl to the best.

Perfection hpa no other parallal !

Can light,? with derkness; doves with myems
dwell

As 2000, perdied, shall Heav'a commautom hold
wilh Hell

I ning to'you, who love alone for fove:

For gold the besutenus fools {O fools besure )
Can win ; tho' brighter Wit shall vever move :
But Foily is to Wit the certain curs.

Curi'd he the men, (or be they young or old)
Curw'd be the women, who themsclves have aold
To the detested bed for lucre base of gobd,

Not Julia mch: she higher honour deem’d

To languish in the Sulmo post’s wrms,

Than, by the potentates of Esrth esteend,

To give to sceptres and to crowns her charme.
Not Laura such: in sweet Vaucluza's vale

She list'ued to her Petrarch’s amorous tale.

But did poor Colin Clout# o’er Rosalind prevait }

Howe'er that be; in Acidalian” shade,
Embracing Julia, Orid melts the day:

Ke dreamspf banishment his loves invede ;
Encirclad in etemiiy of May,

Here Petrarch with his Laors, mﬁ.mcl.md

On violets, gives sofmow Lo the wind :

And Colin Clout pipes to the yielding Rosaliod.

& An old word for unerting any thing.

¢ Spenser,

d ﬂmthchelebnbedpoeu and lovers were -
all of them unbappy ip their amours. Ovid was
bavished on aceopunt of his passion for Julin.
Drath deprived Petrarch, of his beloved Lauars
very early; as he himself tefla us in his account
of his own life. These are his wonds: « Amm
acerrimo, sed unico & b ‘-*‘,m dol
leborayi, & diutius leborassem, aisf jam tepescen—
tem ignem mors acerba, sed utilis, extinwiszot.®
See his works, Basil, fol. tom. 1.  Yet athers may,
she married another person; which s scaree
probable; since Petrarch jamented her dewth for
ten years afterwards, as appezrn from Sonetto.
319, with & most uncommon ardour of passion.
Thomasious in bis curkus book, called Petrarcha
Redivivug, hes given us two priots of Lacr, with
an account of her femily, their loves, snd his
aweet reticeroent in Vaucluse.  As for Speneer, we
may conclude that his love for Rosalinda proved
ansucressfil from his pathetical compluints, im
several of his poems, of her crueity.  The author,
therefore, thought it only a poetical kind of jostice
1o reward them in this imagiaary retreat of lowers,
for the misfortunes they really suffured here on.
acconnt of their pasvivn, .




AN HYMN TO MAY.

Pipe on, thon sweetast of th? Arcadinpatrain,
That ¢'er with toweful breath inform*d the quilt:
Pipe on, of lovers the most loving swain !

Of bliss and melody O take thy fli,

Ne enry 1, if dear {anthe smile,

Too' low mvy nombers, and the' rode my style;
Ne quit br Acidale, fair Albion's happy isle.

Come thea Iantbe! milder than the Spring,
And gratefnl as the rosy mouth of May,

O come ; the birds the hymm of Nature sing,
Enclactiog-wild, from every bush and spray :
Swell ti greem gemy and teem alung the vioe,
A frixrant promise of the future wine,

The wpirits 1o exait, the genivs to refine !

Let o our shepa dirert where Gthor-Thamed,
1o sitver windinga draws hia humid Lruin,

And pours, whereler he rolls his naval-stream,
FPoep on the city, plenty oer the plain

Or by the banks of 1sis shall we stray,

{Ah why w long from Isis bacoks away?)
Where thowsapd dameels dance, and- thousand

shepherds play.

Or choose you rather Theron's cahn retrest,
Exbosom’d, Surry, in thy verdant vale,

At once the Muses® and the Graces’ stat!

There gently listen to my faithful tale,

Along the dew-bright parterres let us rove,

Or taste the odours of the masy-grove: love,
Muk bow the turtles coo: 1 languish too with

Amit the pleasannce of Arcadisp scenes,

Love sieals his silent arrowe oo my breast;

Nor falls of water, nor enamel’d greens,

Caz soothe my anguish, or invite to rest.

Yoq, dewr lanthe, you alore impart -

Balm to o1y woamds, and cordial to my cmart:
The apple of my eye, the life-blood of my heart.

With lige of silk, with hook of barbed steel,

Beneath this oaken umbrage let us luy,

And from the water’s crystal-bosom steal

Upon the bank the finny prey :

The perch, with purple speckled manifold ;

The eel, in silver labyrinth self-roli'd,

Asd camp, afl burnish'd o’er with drops of sealy
gl : :

Or shail the meads invite, with Iris-hues
And Natnre's pencil gay-diversify’d,
(For pow the San has lick’d awey the dews)
Fair-fnsking wnd bedeck'd like virgin-bride ?
‘Thither, {for they invite ua) we’ll repair,

and weave (whate'er js swest and fair)
A posy for thy breast, a garland for thy hair.

Hairis the Tily clad i balmy snow;

Swret is tha roee, of Spring the smiling eve;
Nipt by tho winds, their heads the liliez bow ;
Cropt by the hand, the roses fade and die.

T’ now io pride of youth and beaoty drest,
O think, Lanthe, cruel Time lays waste

The roses of the chieek, the lilies of the breast.

Waep ot ; but, ruther taught by this, improve
The ptsent freshness of thy springing prime
Bestow thy graces on the god of love,

; Ton precious for the wither'd wrins of Tims.
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Tn chaste endenrments, innocently gay,
Janthe! now, mom love thy Spring away;
Ere cold October-blasts despoii the bloom of May,

Now up the chalky mazes of yon hill,

With gratefal diligence, we wind our way; -
What op’'ning scenea our ravish'd senses 8ll,
And, wide, their rural luxory display ! [spires,
‘Woods, dales, and flocks, and herds, aod cots and
Villas of learned clerks, and gentle squires ;

The villa of a friend the eve-sight never tires.

If ¢'er to thee and Venus, May, 1 strung

The gladsome Jyre, when livelood® swell'd my
veing, -

And Eden's nymphs and Iniy dameels sung

In tender elegy ¥, nnd pastorsi-stming?;

Collect and ahed thyself on Theron's bowr's,

O green his ganlens, O perfome his Bow'rs, .

O bless hit morning-walks and sooth his ev'ning-
heor .

Long, Theren, with thy Annsbell snjoy

The walks of Nature, still to Virtue kind,

For sacred solitide cun never cloy,

The wisdom of an nncorrupted mind !

O very lcog may Hymes’s golden chain.

To Earth confine you and the rural-reign ;

Then ocar, at length, to Heaven! wor pray, O
Muse, in vain.

Where'er the Muses haunt, or poets muse,

In solitary silence rweetly tird,

Unloose thy bosom, May! thy etores sffuse,
Thy vernal stores, by paets most desir'd,

Of living fountaio, of the wood-bind-shade,

Of Thilomela, warbling from the glade.

Thy bounty, in bis verse, shall certes be ropaid.

Or Twit'nam-bow'rs (Aonian Twit’nam bow'rs!)
Thy softest plenitude of beanties shed,

Thick as the winter-stars, or summer-fow’rs;
Albe* the tuneful master (ah !} bo dead. .
To Colin next be taught my youth ta ming, *
My reed to warble, to resound my string:

The king of shepberds he, of pgeus he the kiag,

Hail, bappy scenes, where Joy wou'd choose to
dwell;

Hail, gotden days, which Satwrn deems hix own;
Hail, music, which the Muses scant ¥ cxcel ;
Hail, fliow’rets, nat unwarthy Venus’ crown.

Ye linnets, larks, ye thrushes, nightingales ;
Yehills, ye plaing, ye groves, ye stresma, ye gules,
Ya everhappy scenes | all yon, your poet bails.

All-hail to thae, O May ! the crown of all |

The racompense and glory of my soag:

Ne smal] the recompense; ne glory small,

If gentle ladias, and the tuneful-throng,

With lover's myrtie, and with post’s bay

Fairly bedight+, approve the simple lay,

And tl'linkI on Thomalin whene'er they hail thee,
May!

8 Liveliness. :
9 Stella; sive Amores: Elegiasrum Tree Libri.

“T Written in the year 1736.

1 fix partorals: written in the year 174
1 Althe? ¥ Scarcely. ¢ Adoroad.
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THE NEW LYRE.
TO 4 FRIEND. ¥

I sTaouc my iyre, when Lovenppeard,
Demanding a light-wanton lay:

“ Christ!" 1 began—the trifler heard,
And shook his wings, wrnd pass'd away.

The strings rebellions to my hand
Refuse to charmg ;.in vain I sue,

The ntrings are mute to my demand—
I broke the old, and formd & new.

¢ Christ !” | begme : the mcred lyre
Responsive swell'd with potes divine,
And warrs’d me with sersphic-fire:
Sweet Jesue, 1 am oniy thire!

O walic to life this springing grace,
And water with thy henvenly dew:
Display the glovies of thy face,
My epirit and my heart repew !

Direct my soul, direct my band:—
O blessed change ! thy pow'r I feel :
My numbers flow at thy command,
My strings with holy rapturer awell.

And, you, whose picus pains uofold
Thoae truths, receive this tribute doe;
You poce endurd my Muse'of old,
Nor acorn the firstfruita of the new.

SICKNESS, 4 POEM:
IN FIVE BOOKS,

BOOK I.

The Lord comfort him, when he licth sick opon
his bed ; make thou ali his bed in his sickness,
Pialms.

-ARGUMENT.

Subject propostﬂ. The folly of employing poetry
on wanton or triffing subjects. Imvocation of
Urania. Reflections on the instability of life
itself: frailnces of youth, beauty, and health.
The suddenness and first, attacks of a distewnper,
in particular of the small pox. Moral and re-
ligions observations resulting from sickness.

Or doys with pain acquainted, and of nights
Unconscioun of the healing balma of sleep,
That burn in resuess agonies away;
- Of Sickness, and ils famiy of woes,
The fellcat enemies of lifr, [ sing,
Horizon'd clowe in darkness.  While I touch
The ebou-inrranent, of solemn tone,
Pluckt from the eypress’ melancholy boughs,
Which, deep’ning, shade the luuse of mmourning,
groans

! He lent me a MS. discourse on®these words
¢ (M thiogy are pessed away, and lo! all thiogs
arg become uew.”

" THOMPSON'S POEMS,

And hollow wailings, throogh the damps of night,
Responsive wound the ear. The sprightly pow’rs
Of musical enchantment ware their wings,

And seek the fragrant groves and purple fields,
‘Where Pleasure rolls ber honey-trickling streams,
Of blooming Health and laughter-dimpled Joy.

Me other scenes than laughing Joy, and Health
High-blooming, purple-living ficlds and groves,
Pragrant with Spring, iovite. Toolong the Muse,
Ah ! much too long, & libertine diffusd
On Pleasure™s roay tap, bas, idly, breath'd
Love-sighing elegies, and, pastoralstrains,

The soft seducers of our youtbful hours,
Soothing awmy the vigour of the mind,

And energy of virtme. Baot farewal,

Ye myrtle walks, ye lity-mantled meads,

Of Paphos, and the fouat of Acidale,

Where, oft, in summer, Grecien fables tedl,
The deughters of Euryoome and Jove,

‘Thalia and her sister-Graces cool

Their glowing features, at the noontide hour,
Farewel '-~Bat come, Urania, feom tby bowrs
Of everlasting day; O condescend

To lesd thy votary {with rapt'rons zeal
Adoring Neture's Qod, the great Three-One!)
To Salem ; where the shepherd-monarch wak'd
“The sacred breath of melody, and swell*d

His harp, to ungels’ kindred notes sttun'd,
With music worthy Heaven | O bathe my breagt,
With praises burning, in the morning-dews,
Which sparkle, Sion, on thy boly hili.

‘The prophets, eagle-ey'd, celestial maid,
Thase poels of the sky | were taught to chant
The glorics of Meaaiah’s reign by thed:
Kindled by thee, the eastern-pages fame
With light'niog, and with thander shake the sonl;
While, from the whirlwind, GQod's aJl-g'lonous
Bursts on the tingling ears of Job: the writ [voica
Of Moses, meek in spirit, but his thoughts
Lofty as Heav'n’s blue arch. My hamble hopes
Aspire but to the alpha of hia song;
Where, rolid in asbes, digging for a grave,
More eaimest than the covetous for gold
Or hidden treasures crusted oer with boils,
And roaring in the bitterness of roul,
Avnd beart-sick pain, the man of Uz complains,
Themes correspandent to thy servaot's tlexme.

I sing to you, ye sons of men ! of duet,
Say rather: what is man, who proudly lifts
His brow audacioos, aa confronting Heav’p,
And tramples, with disdain, his mother Earth,
But mouided elay ? an animated heap
Of dust, that shortly shsil to dust retam ?

‘We dream of ehadows, when we talk of life;
Of Pelops® shoulder, of Pythagoras' thigh,

Of Burius's saints, and Qvid's gods ;

Mere tales to cheat our children with to rest;
And, when the tale in told, they aink to sleep,
Death’s image! so inane is mortal-man !
Man's but a vapour, tose’d by every wind,
‘The child of emoke, which in a moment flies,
Ard, sinking into nothing, disappears.

Man's a brisk bubble doating on the waves
Of wwide edernity : he dances now

Gay-gilded by the Sun (tho’ empty proud ;)
Phentastically fine! snd now he drops

In & broad sheet of waters deep involvd

And gives his place Lo others. O, ye sans
Of vanity. remember, and be wise !

Mun is & fow't, which in the moroing, fai




SICKNESS. BOOK I

A day-sphing, swelling from ila siender stem,
ta sirgicemodesty, and sweet reserve,

Lays oot its hlushing beanties to the dey,

As Gideow's fleece, full with the dews of Heav'n.
But if some roder gulo, or nipping wind,
Dissgtrons, blow too bard, it, weepiny, monrns
In robes of darkness; it reclines ite hend

In tanguid softocss ; withers EYETY ETROE;

And ere the ev’ning-star the west inflames,

K falls into the portion of those weeds

Which, with & careless hand, we cast pway —
Ye thoaghtiess fair-ones, moralige my song!

Tay pulse beats music ; thon art high in health;
The rather tremble,  'When the lenst we fear,
When Folly lalis us on her couch of down,

And wine and lutes and odours Bi] the sensa
With their soft afluence of bewitching joys;
Whep years of rapture in thy fancy glow

To entertain thy yonth ; a sudden burst

Of thunder from the smalbest clood of Fate,

Small 2 the prophet’s hand, destroys, confounds,
And lays thy visionary hopes in dast.

By my example tuught, examples teach

Much more than precepts, leatn to know thy end.

The day wax Valentine's: when lovers® wounds
Afresh begin to blced, aad sighs to warm
The cbilly rigour of relenting skies:

Sacred the day to innocence and mirth,

The festival of youth! in seeming health ’
{s custom bids} T hail'd the yenr’s fair mom,
And with it earliest purple braid my brows,

The violet, or primrose, breathing sweels

Kew to the sense., Janthe by my side,

More lovely than the season! rais'd her voice,
Observant of his rites, in festal lays

And thoy addrest the patron of the Spring :

“ Hail, Valentioe! ut thy approach bhenign,
Profuse of gems, the bosom of the Earth -

Her fragraut stores unfolds: the fields rejoice,
Asd, in the infancy of plenty, smile :

Tte valleys laugh and sing : the woods, alive,
Sproct jnto floating vevdure, to embaw’s

Thase happy lovers, who record thy praise,

- “ Hail, Valentine ! at thy approach benign,
Ishaling genial raptures from the Sun,

The plumy nations swell the song of joy,

Thy searing choiristers! the lark, the thrush,
Axd aH ¢%° seris] people, from the wron

And linnet to the eagie, feel the stings

Of amoroas delight, and sing thy praise.

* Hail, Valentine! at thy approach benign,
fnick o'er the soft'ning monl the gentle gales
Of fpring, awaking Mim, instinctive move
The ardent youth to breathe the sighs of faith
Into the virgin's heart; who, sick of love,

With equal ires, and purlty of truth,
Consenting, blushes while shie chants thy praise.”

Bo song lanthe: to mry heart 1 prest
Herspotless kxcetresy : when, (with wander, hear!)
The' she shone smiling by, the torpid pow'rs
Of hewviness weigh'd down my beamless eyes,
And prese’d them into night. The dews of death
Hung, clammy, on my forchead, like the damps
Ofmdmght sepulchres ; which, aitspt, opd
Ry weeping widows, or by frlenl.lshlp’s hapd,
Yawn hideous on the Moaon, sl blast the stars,
With pestilcntial reek, My bead is torn
With pangs insnfierable, pulsive starts,

And papgent aclies, gliding.thre’ the brain,
To maduess hurryipg the lormented sense,

[
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And hate of being.—Poor Tanthe wept

ln bitterness, and took me by the hand
Compassionately Kind: *“ Alas!” she cry'd,

“ What sudden change is this * { Agaih she wept.)
 Bay, can lanthe prove the source of pain

To Thomalin } forbid it, gracions Heav'n!”

“ Ng, besuteous innocenca! 23 soon the rose
Shall poison with its balm ; as soon the dove
Become a white dissembler, and the stream

With lalling murmurs, ereeping thro® the grove,
Offend the shepherd’s slumber?——Scarce my tongue
These fault’ring accents sltammar’d, down [ sink,
And a lethargic stupor steeps my sense

In dall obiivion: till returning pain,

| Too faithful monitor! wnd'dire discase

Bid me remember, pleasure is o dream,
That heulch has eagle’n wings, nor Larries long.

New borrours rise.  For in my pricking veios
I fee] the forky flame: the rapid Aood
Of throbbing life, excursive from the {aws
Of sober Naturerand harmonious Henlth,
Boils in turmiltuary eddies round
Its bursting channels, Parching thirst, anon,
Drinks up the vital maze, as Simois dry,
Or Xanthur, by the arm-igmipotent,
With a red torrent of involving Aames
Exhausted; when Achillds with their floods
Wag'd more than mortal war: the god of fice
Wide o’er the waters pour'd th' inundaut blaze,
The shriuking waters to the bottom boil
And hiss in roin. 0! ye rivers, roll
Your cooling vryetal o’er my burning brenst,
For Ftoa ragen here ! ye snows descend;
Bind me in.icy chains, ye northem winds,
And mitigate t.he furies of tae Are!

Good Heav'n! what hoards of unrepented guilt
Hate drawn this vengeance down, have mis'd this
To lesh me with bis lames? But, O, forgive [fiend

| My rashmern, that dares blame thy just decrees.

It ia thy rod: | kiss it with my beart,
As wili us lips: like Aaron’s may it bloom
With fruits of goodnesa: not, like Moses, turm
A serpent ;) or, to tempt e Lo actuke
The kind oppression of thy righteous hand,
O, sting me to despair.—AfHiction, hail!
Thou school of virtae! open wide thy gates,
Thy gates of ebony !  Yet, O, correct
‘Thy servant, but with julgment, not in wrath,
But with thy merey, Lord! thy stripes will heal.
Thus without heresy, afflictions prove
A purgatory; save us as by fire:
Amd purifving off the droas of sin,
Like old Elijab’s chariot, rap the acml,
Om wings of Meditation, to the skies

In health we bave no time tu vist Truth:
Health's the disease of morala: few in bealth
Turn o'er the volumes which will make up wise.
What are ye, now, ye tugeful trifics ! opee
The eager solace d my casy hours,
Ye dear deluders or of Greace or Rome,
Anacreon, Horace, Visgil, Homer, what ?
The gay, the bright, the soher, the snblime ?
And ye of softer strain, ye amorous jvols,
Correctly indolent, and sweetly vain,
Tibullua, Ovid, end the female-verse
Of her, who, plungmg from Leucadia's he:ghts,
Extinguish'd, with ker life, her hopeless fires,
Or rose & swan, as love-struck Fancy deem’d,
Who wou'd not, it these hours of wisdom, give
A Vatican of wits [or one saint Paul?
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Dure Tully, with the golden month of Greece,
With Chrysostom in rhet'ric-thunder join,
Advent’rous, now ? ns soon the feeble sound,
Seimoneus, of thy brazen bridge contends

With Jove's etherinl peal, and bursting rear
Fulminous, rending Earth, o'crturning air,

And shaking Heav'n. Or shall the pointed pea
Of Corduba, with hostile labour Lend

1ts sentences obscure aguiost the force

Of Hierom's noble fire? as soon the Moon,

With blunted horn, dares pour her pallid beam
Against the boundiess mujesty of dny,

The Sun’s refulgent throne ; when, high, in noon
He kindies up the Earth to l\ght and j Joy.

My best instruclor, Sickness, shuts the rye
From Vanity; uhe draws the curtains round

The couch, nor gives adeittance to the world:
But to Harpacrates consigng the door, -

Apd, ail-nt, whispers me that * life is vain®

If life be vain, on what shall man depend !

Depend on Virtoe. Virue is 8 rock

Which stands for cver; braves the frowniog food,
And rears its awful brow, direct, 10 Heaven,
The’ Virtue save nol from the grave, she givea
Her votaries to the slary; she plocks the dting
¥rom the grim king of terroors; gooothes the bed
Of anguish, and bids Death, the’ dreadful, smile.
Death amiles on Virtue: and hia visage, black,
Yet comely secms. A Christien scorns the bounds
Where limited Creation said to Time,

“ Here I bave end,” Rapt'rous, he looks beyond
Or time or space; he triumphs o’er decay;

And fill5 eternity.: the pext to God. |

NOTES AND ALLUSIONS,
Page 38. PLUCKT from the cypress, &e.
Thus Hornce:
Barbiton bic paries habebit. Libs iit. Ode 26,

And a greater than Horace iu lyrie poetry, the
roya] psaimist, represents the sume image :

An for our harps we kanged them up, upon the
treen that are therein Peaim exxxrii. 2.

P. 38, Paphos, u city of Cg. prus; frmedy
dedicated to Venus.
Acidale. A fountain in Oreb , a city of

Boeotia, where the Graces were sapposed to bathe
themoelves. The gencalogy of the Gracea is very
diversely related. But Hesiod says, they were
the offspring of Jupiter xnd Eurynome. Theog.

Page 96, Burst on the tingling ears of Job, &
The book of Job i ascribed to various authors,
and wmenget the rest to Moscs. 1 am proud to
abeerve thet Dr. Young has stréngthemed this
opinion in his notes t> his admirable poem on
Job. Most of the arquments on each side of the
question may be found jn Pole's Synopeis Critic,
in the beginhing of his notes on the book of Job:
apd in Mr. 8. Wedey's curious dissertation on
the wame sabject,
P. 38, We dream of shadoow, when we talk of
It
Tuiw; vhup a1 prre . Picd. Pith. OdeB.

Sophocles hay much the same thought in bia

* Sencom was borm at Corduba in Spain

THOMPSON'S POEMS.

Ajax ; und, 10 dignify the sentiment, be poty it
inlo the monath of Ulyszscs :

Qg yp wpaxs wdey avreg adde whay

Eidad” aqui wep {mpiary 5 wurey uaad.

The schofiast observes, that he borrowed the arn-
timent from Piodar.

P. 33. Wedream, &kc. Of Pelops’ shoulder—

The poets feign that Tantslua scrved up bis
son Pelops to the table of Lhe gods: they re-
unhited the fragments, aod formed his shoolder,
which wae lost, of ivory.  Owid Met, Lib. vi,

= Bumeroqoe Pelope insfignis ebamno.
Ving. Geors. ik
1 shall sdd this beantiful passage from Tibullnss
Carmmina ni sint,
Ex humero Petopis non nituisset ebur,
Lib. i. Eleg. 4.
P. 38. Of Pythpgoras® thigh. -

Tbin is tod with s0 much bumomr by Mr.
Addisoun in one of his finest works, that | mther
choose to give an authority from him, than aoy
of the ancients. ““ The next man sstonizhed the
whaole table with his appearance: he wus slow,
solemn and silent, in his behaviovr, and wore
a raiment Turiousty wrought with hieroglyphics.
As he came into the middle of the room, he throw
back the skirt of it, and discovered 2
thigh. Socratcs, at the sight of it, deviwred ngainsé
keeping company with any who were not made of
fesh and blood ; &nd therefore desired Diogenes
the Lacrtian to bemd him to the apor ment aifotted
the fabnlous beroes, and worthies of dubivus ex-
istence, ke

The Table of Fame, Tatler, Yol. IL \In. Bl

P. 38. Of Surius’s sainls.

Surius writ the voluminous legend of the Romish
anints, in %ix volumes in folio. Dr. Donobe in his
Satyrs has given him this character:

————————— oudlie either
Jovius, or Surjus, or both together.

P. 39. lanthe hy my side.

Bickness being a mubject so disagreeable in it-
sclf to human nature, it was thought necessary,
as falle is the woul of poetry, to relieve the ima-
gination with the [vilowing, and seme other epi-
sodes. For to describe the anguish of a distemper
without o mixture of sume more pleasing inci-
dentu, would, no doubt, disgust every good-natured
and tender reader. N

P. 40. Salmoneus, of thy brazen hridge, ke.

Balmoneus king of Elis, n proviece in the
Pdopomiesus, He was e0 arrugut as to affect
being thought a god: for which end he built &
bridge of hrass, Ly diiving over which in his
chariot, he endeavoured to make hipself be bo-
lieved the Thunderer. But Jupiter, enragid at
his impiety, struck bim dead with a resl thusder-
bolt. -

Vidi cr dantem Sal 4 pEnad,
Dum flsmman Jovis & sonjtus imitatur Olympie—
Demens qui nimbos, & non imitabile fulmen
Kre & caraipedum ours u:mtmﬂ. egquomm.
iry, &, Llh. +

Sat. 4.

L




SICKNESS.

P. 40 And to Harporretes consigns the door.

Harpocrates, the god of sileoce amongst the
Egyptans. ’
8i quicqueim tacite commimmm ext fdo ab amico,
Me unum esse invenies illurum jure sacratum,
Corueli, & factum ese puta Harpocratem.
Catull

Hemce Erasmus, Lib Adag, tells ns, that re-
deve Harpotratem is the same ss mutum red-
dere.  Bo Catndlus in saother place :

Patroam reddidit Harpocratermn.

Orid describes him in the same manner, with-
ool taking notice of his uame, mnongst the at-
tendunts of Isis:

fnique premit vocem, digitoquoe silentia muadet,
Metam, Lib. ix.

This description entirely agroes with the seve-
ral medah amrd statues of Harpocrates, which the
Jeamed antiquary Gish. Caperus exhibits in his
iaborious i ation on that mubject, printed
with Moouments Antiqua.

Rut upon another acrount likewise, Harpocrates
may justly be appointed to attend upon the sick ;
for be is nombered amongat the salutnry gods,
who asaisted in extreme dangers; =+ appears from
Artemidoraw, Oneir, L. ii. C. 44 where, after
baring mentioned Serapis, Isia, Anubis, and Har-
pocrates, be goes on thus: * Bemper enim serva-
tores crediti sunt hi dii, eorum yui per ompia
exercitati sunt, & ad extremum pericolom per-
venerant, &c.” Mircher also, in his Oedip, Feyp.
P. L vwol. I p. 315. amongst others to the same
Pparpose, has these remerkable words:

Reverchantur Hgypti, prmter catera numina
maximvt Isin & Orsirin, ne hovain sive Harpo-
cratem, unquam [atrices geaia.

THE PALACE OF DISEASE.

BOOK 11,

Dizeuses dire, of whieh s monstrons crew
Beforn thee shel] sppear, Milton

ARGUMENT.

L4
BOOK II.

Which, humid, dim the mirror of the mind;
{As Venua gave Eneas to bebold

The angry gods with fianie o’erwhelming Troy,
Neptupe aud Pallas) not in vain, Pl sing

The mystic terrours of thus gloowy reign:
And, led by her, with dangerous courage press
Through dreary psths, and haunta, by mortal foos
Rare visited ; unless by thee, I ween,

Father of Paney, of descriptive verse,

And shadowy beingu, gentle Fdwund, hight
Spenter ! the swoetest of the tunctul throay,

Or recent, or of eld®, Creative bard,

Thy springs ualock, expand thy fairy scenes,
Thy unexhausted stores of fancy spresd,

4nd with thy imagea enrich my song.

Come, Heortford*®! with the Muse, awhile, vauch-
(The softer virtuea melting in thy breast, [sale.
The tender proces glowing in thy form)
Vouchsafe, tu all the beauty of distress,

To take a silent walk among the tomba:

There lend a charur to Sorrow, smovth her brow,
And sparkle through her tears in shioing woe.

As when the dove?, (thy emblem, matchiess dame)
For beauty, innoceace, and truth are thine)
Spread all its colours o'er the boundives deep,

( Empyreat radiance quivering rouad the gloom)
Chaos reform’l, and bade distraction smjle!

Deep in & desert-vale, a patace frowna
Sublimely mournful: to the eye it sccms
The mansion of Despair, br ancient Night.

The graces of the Seasons never kaew

To shed their bounty heve, or smiling, bless
With hospitable fout, its blvak domain,
Uncultivated, Nur the various robe

Oi flushing Spring, with purple gay, invests
It blighted plains; nor Summer's radiant Land
Profusive, scatters o'er its baleful felds

The rich abundance of her glorious days;

And polden Autumn Lere forgets to reign.

Here only hemlock, and whatever weeds

Medra gmther'd, or Canidia brew'd,

Wet with Avernus’ waves, o Puatus yiehls,

Or Colchos, or Thessalia, taint the winds,

And choke the ground vohallow'd,  But the soil
Refuses 1o embrace the kindly seeds

OF healing vegetation, sage, and rue,

Dittany and amello, blooming atill

1o Virgil's rurad page. ,The bitter yow,

The echnrch-yard’s shade! and cypress' wither'd

41

Refleeiions. Tovocation of the genius of Spemw-r.
Apodrophe W the duichens of Somerset, The
Falace of Discas:. War, lntemjermnce. Me-
laneholy., Rever, Consamption, Small-pox,
Camplaiut on the doesth of lord Besuehamp,

DEeaTE wus ot man's inberitance, but life
Fromortal, but a Paradiee of bliss,

Unfading beauty, and cterral spring,

(The cloaxdless blaze of Innocence’s reign:)
The gifts of Godwright-hand! till monstrous Sin,
The motly chiid of fatan and of Hell,
1nvrited dire Disease into the warld,

Amd her distocted brood of ugly shapes,
Cakidna's brood ! wod éx'd their curs'd abods
Ou Earth, iavisible Lo bomaao sight,

The pertion and the scourge of mortal man.
Yet tho’ L human sight invisilde,

3¢ sive, whom 1 mplore, Urania, deixm,

With suphrasy to purge away the mist

In formidsbie mnkes surround ita courts [rma
With urnbrage dum ; administ'sing a roof

To birde of uminous portent; the bat,

The raven boding death, the screaming ow!

Of heavy wing, while serpents, rustling, hiss,
And croaking toads the odious concert aid.

The peevish East, the theumy South, the North
Pregnant with stonns, are all the winds that blow:
While, distant far, the pure Etosian-gales,

And western-breezes fan the spicy beds

Of Araby the blest, or shake their balm

O'er fair Britannia's plains, aod wake her fow*m,
Bternal damps, und deadly humours, drawan

In pois’nous exkalations frum the deep,
Conglomernted into sclid night,

And darkness, ulmost Lo be feit, forbid

* Old.  * Tha present dutehess of Somerget.

? The Platouims suppose that Love, or the
celestial Veans (of whom the dove is likewise an
embi.m) creates we world out uf chavi
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The Jun, with cheerful beams, to purge the aif,
But roll Lheir suffoeatling horrours round
Inceszant, banishiog the blonmiog train
Of Health, and Joy, for ever, from the dome.

1o sad magnificence the palace rears
1ts mouldering culumne; from thy quarries, Nile,
Of sable marble, and Egyptian minea
Ewbowell'd. Nor Corinthizn pillars, gay
With folitag’d capitals and fyur'd frize,
Nur feminine Ionique, nor, tho’ grave,
‘The futed Dorique, and the Tuscan plain,
In juzt proportions rige: but Gothic, rude,
Irreconcild in ruinvus design:
Bave in the centre, in reitevo high,
Aad swelling emblematically bald,
In gold the apple roze, “ whose mortal taste
Brought desth’into the world, and all our woed.”
Malignantly delighted, dire Disease
Snrveys the glittering pext, and grimly smiles
‘With hellish glee. Beneath, totters her throne,
Of jarring elements; earth, water, fire; [tain
Where hot, and cald; and mnoist, snd dry main-
Unnatorsl war, Shuptless her frightful form,
{ A chaos of distemper'd limnbs in one)
Huge as Megera, crucl ue the grave,
Her eyes, two comets; and her breath, a storm.

"High in her wither'd annas, she wields her rod,

WYith adders cur!™, and dropping gore; and points
To the dead walls, besmear'd with cureed tales
Of Plagues red-spotted, of biue Pestilence,
Walking in darkness; Havock at their heels;
Lean Famine, gnawing in despight her arm:
‘Whatever Egvpt, Atiiens, or Messine,
Constantinople, Troyoovant, Marseilles,
Or Cairo felt, or Spagnolet could paint
A sickly taper, glimmering fesble rmys
Across the gloom, makes horrour visible,
And punishes, while it informs, the eye.
A thousand mand ten thousand monstrous shapes
Compose the group; the execrable crew
‘Which Michael, in vision strange, disclos'd
To Adam, in the Lezar-house of woe;
A colony from Hell. The knotted Gout,
The bloated Dropry, and the racking Stone
Rolling her eyes in anguish; Leprs foul,
Struagling Angina; Ephioltic startg;
Unnerv'd Paralysie; with moist Catarrbs;
Pheuritis bending o'er its side, in pain;
Vertigo; murderous Apoplexy, proud
‘With the late spoils of Clayton's honourd life:
Clayton, the good, the courteous, the humane;
Tenacions of his purpose, and his word
Firm as the fabled throne of Qrecian Jove.
Be just, O memory! again recall *
Those looks illuntin’d by his honest heart,
That open freedom, and that cheerful ease,
The bounteous emanations of s soul:
His British honour; Christian charity;
And mild benevolence for human-kivd.

From every quarter, lamentetions lond,
And gighs resound, and rueful peals of groans
Roll echoing roued the vaulted dens, and screams
Dolorons, wrested from the heant of pain,
And brain-sick agony. Around her throne
Six fvourite Furies, next herself accurst,
Their dismal maosions keep; in order each,
As most degtructive.  In the foremoest rank,
Of polish’d steel, with armour blood-distuin’d,

4+ Milton's Paradise Lort, Book lab,

-

Helmets and spears, aod shields, and chatsof miil,

With iron stifl, or tin, or brass, or gald,

Swells a triumphal arch; beueath grim War

Shakes her red arm : for War is a disease

The fetlest of the fell! Why will mankind,

Wiy will they, when a0 muny plagues involve

Thia habitable globe, (the curse of sin,)

Invent new desolations to cut off

The Christisy Tare? At least in Christian ¢innes

Lat glives shade your mountsns, and let Peace

Stream her white banner o'er us, blest fram War;

And laurels only deck your poet's browa

Or, if the fiery metal in your blood,

And thiret of human-life your bosom sting,

Too savage! [et the fury Joose of War,

+Ald bid the battie rage againat the breasts

Of Asian infidels: redeem the tow'm

Where David sung, the son of David bled;

And warm new Tasao's with the epic-flame.
Right opposite to War & gorgeous throne

With jewelas Aaming and emboss'd with gold,

And various sculpture, strikes the wond'ring eye:

With jovial scones (amid destruction gay,)

Of ipstruments of mirth, the harp, the lute,

Of costly viands, of delicious wines,

And fow’ry wreaths to bind the careless hrow

Of youth, or age; a8 youlh or age demand

The plensing ruin from th’ enchantrens, vile

Intemperance : than Circe subtler fer,

Only subdud by wiedom ; fairer far

Than young Armida, whose bewitching charms.

Rinaldo fetter'd in her rogy chains;

Till, by Ubaldo held, his diamond shield

Blaz'd on hia mind the virtues of his ruce,

And, quiek, diasolv’d her wanton mists away.

See, from her throne, slow-moving, she extends

A poiron'd gobblet! fly the beauteous bane:

The adder’s tooth, the tiger's hungry fang,

Are harmless to her smiles; her smiles are doath

Bemeath the foamy lustre of the bowl,

Which sparkles men to madpess, lurks & snake

Of mortal sting: fly: if you taste the wine,

Machnon swears that moly cannot cure

The' innocent and fair her locks, she holds

A lawless commerce with her sister-pests,

And doubly whels their darts: away——and Live
Next, in a low-brow'd cave, a litie hell,

A pensive hag, moping in darkness, sita

Dolefully-sad : her eyes (so deadly-dull!)

Stare from their stonied sockets, widely wild;

For ever bent on rasty knives, and ropes;

On poignards, bows of poison, daggers red

With clotted gore. A raven by her side

Etcrnal croaks; her only mate Despair;

Who, scowling in a night of clouds, presents

A thousand burning hells, and damned souls,

And lakes of stormy fire, to mad the trin

Moon-strucken. Melnncholy is her name;

Britannja’s bitter bane. Thou gracious Pow'r,

{Whose judgments and whose mercies who can

welll) .

With bars of steel, with hills of sdamaat

Crush down the scoty ficnd ; por let her blast

The sacred light of Heaven's allcheering face,

Nor fright, from Albion’s jgls, the angel Hope.
Fever the foorth : adust as Afric-wilds,

Chain’d to a bed of bumning brasgs; her eves

Like roving meteors hlare, nor ever close

Their wakeful lida : she turns, bnt turns in vain,

Through nights of misery. Autendent Thirst
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Grasps lmml an empty bewl, und shrivell'd strives:

Todrench her parched throat. Not londer groans

From Phalaris’s bull, we Fame reports,

Tormented with distressful din the air,

And drew the tender tear from Pity’s eye.
Commmption near; & joyless, meagre wight,

Panting for breath, and shrinking into shade

Elwles the grasp: thin 23 the embodied air

Which, erst, deceivid lxion's void embrace,

Ambitious of a goddesa! searce ber logs

‘Peebly the drags, with wheezing labour, on,

Aod motion slow: a willow wand directs

Her tottering atrd marks her for the grave.
The last, 20 tarpid to the view, afrights

Rer asighbour haga, Happy berself is blind,

Or medness would enme; 50 bloatad-biack,

5o loathsome to each semsa, the sight or smedl,

8och foul corruption on this side the grave;

Variols ycbepd ; ragged aod rongh, [acenes

Her conch perplex’d with thorns~—What heavy

Hang o’er my hearl to feel the themeo i mine;

Bt Providence eommands, his will be done!

She rashes through my blood; she burns along,

And riots on iny life,—Have mercy, Heav'n!—

Variola, what urt thou ! whence procecds

This rirulence, which all, but we, escape?

Thoit pauseons enemy to human-kind:

Is man, and man alone, thy mystic seeds,.

Suiet, and in their secret windings hid,

‘Lie unprolific; till Infection rouze

Her poiv’mons particles, of proper size,

Figure and maeasaxe, to exert their pow’r

Of impreguation ; atoms sabtle, barb'd,

Infrangible, nad artive to destroy;

By grometric or wechanic rules

Yet uodiscover'd : quick the leaver runs,

Destructive of the solids, spirits, blood

Of mortal man, and egitatea the whoils

In generad comflagmtion and misrule,

Ay whem the flinty seeds of fire smbrace

Some fit aterials, stubble, furze, or straw,

The erackling blaze ascends; the rapid flood

Of raddy flames, impetuous o’er it prey,

Rally its broad course, and balf the field devours.
As adders deaf to beauty, wit, and youth,

How many living lyres, by thee unstrung,

FEer half their tuoes ate ended, cense to charm

TY admirmg world? 5o cras'd the matchiess

By Cowley honourd, by Roscommon lov'd, [name,

Orinda: blooming Killigrew's soft lay:

Apd manly Oldbam’s pointed vigour, cars’d

By the gor'd sons of Loyola and Rome.

Avd be who Phedra ming, in buskin'd pomp,

Mad with incestuoos Gres, ingenicus Smith:

Oxonia's sons! Ao, O, cur recont grief!

Stall Beanchamp s die, forgotten by the Muse,

Ot ure the Muses with their Hertfort dumb!

Where are ye? weeping o'er thy {sarned Rhive,

Bononia, fatal to onr bopes ! or else .

By Kennet's chalky warve, with tresses tom,

Or rade, and wildly floating to the winds,

Mute, on the homry willows hang the tyre,

Neglected?  Or in rural Percy-Aodge,

Where [onocence and be walk™ hand in hand,

The cypress crop, or weare the laurel-bough

To grace his honour'd grave?  Ye lities, riee

§ Lord Bemwchamp, only son of the ear of
Hertford, died at Bulognia of thc small-pox, Sep-
tember 11th, 1744, aged 19.
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BOOK 1L

Tmmuacalate; wa roses, sweet a8 mom;

Less sweet and Jess immaculate than he. .
His op'ning flow'r of beauty softly smil’d,

And, sparkliug in the liquid dewe of yonth,

Adoro’d the blessed light! with blassoms fair,

Untainted ; in the mak Itatian soil

From blemish pure. The virgios stole a sigh,

The matrons lifted up their wond'ring eyes,

And blest the English angel s ke pasad,

Rejoicing in his rays! Why did we tmst

A plant so lovely to *heir envious skies,

Unmercifally bright with savage beams?

His wern the arts of Italy before,

Courting, and courted by the classic Muse.

He travell’d nof to learn, but to reform,

And with his fair exemple mend mankind.
Why need 1 name (for distant nations know,

Hesperia knowa ; O would Hesperin sing!

As Maro, etst, and, late, Marino mis'd

The blooming Beouchamps of the former times,

Marcellus, and Adonis to the stare,

On wings of soaring fire! &0 would she-sing 1)

His ancorrupted heart; his honour clear

As summer-suns, effulging forth his soul

In every word and look: his reason's ray

By folly, vauity, or vice unstain'd,

Shining at once with purity and strength,

With Englisk honesty and Attic fire:

His tenderness of apirit, high-inform’d

With wide benevolence, and candid zea)

For learning, liberty, religion, truth:

The patriot-glories burning in his breast,

His king’s and country’s undivided friend?

Each public virtue, and each private grace;

The Seymour-dignity, the Percy-flame;

All, all !—Ere twenty antumns roll'd away

Their golden plenty, Further still Mbehold

Hisz animated bloom ; his flush of health;

The blood exulting with the baliny tide

Of vernal life! 30 fresh for pleasure formd

By Nature and the (iraces- yet hig youth

So temperately warn, so chastely cool,

Ev'n seraphima might look into his mind,

Might look, nor turn away their boly cyes!
‘Th* unutterable essence of good Heav'n,

That breath of God, that energy divine

Which gives us to be wise, and just, and pure,

Foll on his bosom pour'd the living stream,

IMom'd, intpir'd, and sanctify’d his sou]!

- And are these wonders vanish’d? are those eves,
Where ardent truth and melting mildness shone,
Clos'd in a foreign land? no more to biem
A father, mother, friend! no more to charm
A Yonging peoplc? O, lamented youth!

Since fate and gloomy night thy beauties veild
With shade mysterious, and eclips'd thy beams,
How many Bomersets are lost in thee!

“Yet only lost to Earth'—dor trust the Muse,
{His virtuce rather trust) sbe saw him rise
She mw him tmile atong the tinsn'd clonds,
in eolours rich-embrider'd by the San,

Engirt with cherub-wings, and kindred-forms,
Children of light, the spotless yoath of Heav'n!
They halt their blest companion, gain'd so soon
A partper of their joys; and crown with stars,
Almost as fair, the radiznce of his brows,

Ev'n where the angel host, with tonguea of fire,
Chant to their glittering harps th' Almighty’s
And, in & burming circle, shout around  [praise,
The jasper-throne, he mingles dumer with them ;
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He springs into the centre of the choir,
whad, deinking in the spivit-most<livine,
He sinygx as sweet, nud glows as bright as they.

NOTES AND ALLUSIONS.

Page 41. WiTH euphmay, Augl. eyebright.
This herb was uoknown to the ancicotd; at beast
‘it i5 not mentioned by them. It is of extraor-
divary zervice to the cye, curing most of its
dirlempers. .

—Cum debilitat morh® vis improba visum,

Aut vinum, aut ceecns, funinis osor, amor, ke,

Tune ego, nou frustzd, vocor—
Coultius Lib. Plant. p. 39.

Purs'd with cuphrasy atd me
Herve. Milron.

The visual
P, 41, As Venus gave /Eucas to beliold, &e.

Se Virgil. [En. Lib. ii. Which scems to be
berrowed from Homer. Miaa Lib.v. We have
severnl of the Like instances in the sacred volumes.
Gen, xxk 19. And God opeocd her eyes end she
saw & well of water. Nuwnbers, xxii. 31, Then
the Lord opened the eyes of Balaam, and he saw
the angel of the Lord, &e. :

P. 4. by mortal foat
Rare visited

See Virgil:
8cd me Parnassi deserta per ardua duleis
Haptat amor; Juvat ire jugis, qui nulle priorun,

Castaliam motli divertiter orbita clivo.
Georg, Lib, iii,

Which is imitated from Lucretius, Lib. ii.
Avia Pieridom peragro Joca, nullius ante
Trita pede, &e.

P. 41, geutle Edmund, hight
Speuser !

The date of our Englieh portry may with great
Justice bogin with Speoeer. It is true, Chaucer,
*f;ower, and Lydgate were inasters of upcommon
beauties, consideriog the age they lived in, and
have described the humours, papsions, &c, with
great discernment.  Yet none of them seem to
have heen balf so well acquainted with the very
life sod being of poetry, invention, painting, and
design, as Spenser, Chaucer was the best hefor:
him; but then he borrowed most of his poems,
either from the wacients, or from Boccuce, Pe-
trarch, or the Provercal writers, &c  Thus his
Treilue and Cressida, the largest of his works,

was Laken from Lolliue; and the Romaunt of the ]

Rose was translated from the French of Jobn de
Mcan, an Englishman, who flourished ia the reign
of Richard lI. and so of the rest. As for those
who followed him, such as Heywood, Scogan,
Skelton, &c. they secm to be wholly ignomnt of
cither numbers, language, propriety, or.even de-
cency itself. I must be underatoead to except the
ear] of Surry, sit Thumas Wiat, sir Philip Sidecy,
several pieces in the Mirror of. Magistrates, and
a few party of Mr. Q. Gascoign’s and Turberyill’s
worka

THOMPSON'S POEMS.

P. 4#i. Medea gather'd and Canidie brewtd, e

Medea, notorious for her incantations in Orvid,
&, as Cenidin ju Horace,

P. 41. or Pontus yields, ke,

Pootus, Colchos, and Thessalia, well known for
producing noxions amd poiscnous hortes and plaots.

Has herbas, atque hee Ponte mihi lecta veneoa,
Ipae dedit Meria; nascuntur plurima Ponta.

: _ Virg. Eclog. 8.
Herbasque quas & Colchos & Iberia mittit,
Yenenarum ferax. Hor, Epod. 5.
Thessala quinetinm tellas herbusque nocentes,
Rupibus ingenaiL Lucan Lib. v.

P. 41. amello blooming
tu Virgil's rursl paga
Est etiam Ros io pratie cui nomen amelo
Fecere apricole.  Virg. Georg. Lib. vi,

Dlesides there grows a flow'r in marshy gronnd,

ita pame ametuy, easy to be found:

A mighty spring works in it¢ root, and cleaves

The sprovting stalk, and shows itsell iu leaves, .

The flow'r itself is of a golden bue,

The leaves incliniog te a darker blue, &c.

Addieon’s Works, Yol i. #o.

P. 42, ——== or Bpaguolet could paint.

A famous painter, emivent for dmwing the
distrewses and mgonies of humap oatura

P. 42. Which Michael in vision strange,
See Milton's Paradise Lost, b, xk

P. 42. Clayton's honoared Jife.

Sir Willism Clayton, Lert. died st Marden in
Surry, December the 28th, 1744

P. 42. Where David sung, &c.

Though a croisade may scem rHuantic
(aud perheps it is s0) yet it has been epplanded
by the greatest wnters of different ages; by
iFncas Sylvius, by Beaserion, by Naugerius, &c.
who have each writ orations apon that subjert,
And here I cannot help observing, thet Casiwire
and Jac. Baldé, the two most celebrated of the
modern lyric poets, have writ severnl of their
Guest odes to animate the christian princes to
such a design; and that Twsso has adormed the
expedition of Godfrey of Bulloign with the most
beautiful and perfect poem since the Eneis (for
I prefer Milton ¢ Virgil himself.)

P. 42. Than Circe subtler far.
See Homer's Odymsey, Lib, 10,
P. 42. Then youbg Arnida, ke,

Bee Tusmo's 1l Godfredo, Canto iv. Stanz. 99,
&o. Canto xiv., Stanz, 68. Canto xvi Sanz 29,
P. 42. Machaon swears, &e.

Machaon celebrated in Hother; but here nsad,
in generul, for any physivien. 50 Ovid:
Firma valent perse, nu)lumque Machaona querunt,
And Martial;
2 uid Lbi cum medicis? dimitte Machaonas gnoes.

still




SICKNESS.
P. #2. That moly canoot core,

Merepry i @id to have presented moly to
Dlysses Lo preserve him frum the charms of
Circe. Homer*s Odyss. Lib, x.

Ths while be spoke, the sovereign plant he drew,
Where oo th* all-bearing Earth unmark’d it grew.
And show'd its Nature and its wondrons pow'r;
Biack was the root, but milky white the Aow'r:
Moy the nume. Pope.
Landatissiva berbarum st Homero, quam vo-
cari a diis puiat moly, & inventionem ejus Mer-
corio assignat, contraque summa veneficia de-
monstrat, &c. Plinius, Lib. xxv, C. 4.

P. 4). From Phalaris’s bull, Xc.

Amonyst stveral instroments of torment that
FPhalaris caused to be contrived, there was a bull
of brass, in which people being cust, and a fire
placed under it, they bellowed like oxen Pe-
rilks the artist, demamding » grest reward for his

jnveption, was put in it himeelf to try the fimt |

nyennent. Upon which Pliny makes this good-

mtured reflection: Perllam nemo iaoudat, se-
viorern. Phalaride tyranne, qui tavrum fevit, mu-
gtm hewminis polliciu.u, igne subdito, & primus
amn expertus crocistom jult.iore awvitia, &vc.
Fimios, Lib. xxxiv, c. 8,

P, 43, cmme deceivid Ixior's void embrace.

Lyica being inrited to dme with Jupiter Rl in
lm with Juno, and endeavoored to debauch her,
bher husband. He to try lxion

h:narl a clood into Juno’s likenesa, upon which
he satisfied his lust. Hygini Fab. Diador. vi. &e.

P. 43, Orioda,

M. K, Philips, styled the matchlems Orinda.
fee her poems in folio. Cowley has two odes
fpon her, in the 3d vel. of his works, 8vo.

F. 43, Blooming Killigrew’s soft Jay.

S ber poems. in 4t0, Mr. Dryden celehrates
ber death in an exceilent ode, Soe his works, vol.
M, ilio, p. 186, See likewise Wood’s Athenm
Oma. vol 3d.

P. 42, Loyole

Irnatius Loyols, foander of the Jewaits; aguinst
whom Mr. Oddham writ those mtires, whu:h are
ihe best of his warks.

P. 43, Booonia fatal to our hopes.

Bolognia a city in Italy, the first schoo| of the
Lombard pminters, ewd & famons university,

~FParvique Boponia Rheni.  Silius Ital. Lib. viii.
P.43. Andblese’d the English anget as be pase’d—

At Bolognis he went by the name of L'Angelo
laglese. The same compliment seems to have
bon paid by that people to our great Milton in
Lis travels, as we learn by this epigrun of a
learned Italiay nobleman in the 2d volume of
Miltoa'y poetical works:

Tt ens, forma, decor, facies, mos, #i pietas sic,
Nun Avglus, verum hereTe Angclas, ipse, fores.

P, 4. O lamented youth, &c,

BOOK 1L 45

Heu misevande puer, siqus Guta aspern rumpas,

Fu Marcellus erig——

Sod mox atra caput tristi circumvolat umbra.
Virg. /En. Lib, vi,

TOE PROGRESS OF SICKNESL
BOOK I1II,

‘When I waited for light there ¢came darknesa,
My skin is black upon me; and my buues are
bumnt with heat.

My harp in elso turned to moorning. Job.

ARGUMENT.

Reflections. The progress of the disease. Blind-
nesa.  Delirious dreams,  Remedies for tho
mind: 1, Paticoce: €. Hope: 3, Prayer. Hu.
mwan sid and relief in sickness: 1. Physic;
euloginm on that Bcience: 2. Priends; digres-
sion on frieudship.

THE fair, the bright, the great, alas! are fall'n,
Nipt in the bloom of benuty, wit, and youth,
Death's undistinguish’d prey. Shall I complain
{When such tI’ establigh’d ordiuance of Heavin)
If Sickness ot my busom lay the siege?
A worm to them! and to their light & ghade,
Uungilded with one beam, which welted down
The tear fast-trickling o'er their honour'd tomba:
We all must die! Qur every pulse that bents,
Deats toward cternity, and tolls our doon:,
Fate reigns in all the portions of the year,
The fruits of Autumn feed us for diseasc;
The Winter's raw inclcmencies bestow
Disease on Death ; whileSpriog, tostrew our herse,
Kiudly unbosoms, weeping in their dews,
Her fow'ry race! and Summer (kinder stilf}
With the green turf and braniblcs binds our graves.
But am I wake? or in Ovidian realms,
And Ciree holds the glasa? What odious change
What metamorphose strikes the dubious cye ?
Ah, whither is reuir'd the scarlet wave, [check,
Mnntling with health, which floated through gthe
From the strong summer-beam imbib'd? And
The vernal lily’s softly-blended bloom? [where
The forehead roughena to the wond’ring hand.
Wide o'er the humao-field, the body, spreads
Contagivus war, and lays jits beanties waste,
As once thy breathing harvest, Cadmus, sprung
Sudden, & serpent-brood! an armed crop
Of growing chiefy, andfought themselves to denth,
One black-incrusted bark of gory bails,
One undistinguish'd blister, from the sole
Of the sore foat, to the heads sorer crown,
Job's pupishment! With patience like his own,
O may [ cxercise my wounded soul,
And cast myself wpou his hesling hand,
Who bruaiseth at his will, pad maketh whole,
Ah, tou, the lustre of the eycs ja flad!
Heavy and dull, their orhs neglect to roll,
lo matiouless distortion stif¥ and fix'd;
Till by the trembliog band of watchful age
(A weeping matron, timorvus to ativight,
And pinusly fallacious in her care,
Pretending light offensive, and the Sun)
Clov'd; and, perhaps, for ever! ne'sr again
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Tao open on the sphere, to drink the day,

Or (worse') behuld lanthe's face divine,

And wonder o’er her chnrms.—But yet forbesr,
©O dare not murmur ; ‘tin Heav'n's high behest:
Tho® darikness through the chambers of the gmve
‘This dust purmue, and death’s gad shade involve,
Ere loog, the Filtal light hinseif shall shipe;
(The stars are dust 10 him, the Sun a shade)
These very eyes, these tonicles of fiesh,

Ev'n the by warms destroy’d, shall se2 my God,
And, seeing, ne’er remember darkuness more,
Eoviron'd wilh eternity of day,

Tho', at their visual entrance, quite ghut ot
Esxternal forms, forlidden, monnt the winds,
Retire to chaos, or with night commix;

Yet, Faney's mimic work, ten thoasand shapes,
Antic and wild, rush sweeping o’er my dreams,
Irregular and new; as pain or esse

The apirita taach to flow, and in the brain
Direction diverse hold: gentle and bright

As hermits, deeping in their mossy cells,
Lalid by the fall of waters! by the riils

From Heliconian cliffs devolv’d ; or where,
Thy ancient river, Kishon, sacred stream !
Soft munmurs op theiy slumbers: peace within,
And conscience, ev’n to ecstasy sublim'd

And beatific vision. Sndden, black,

And borrible a3 murdetets; or hag-s,

‘Their lease of years spun out and Moody bord

THOMPSON'S POEMS.

More than & Muse inspire.—Momental bites!
For sudden rapt, the midnight bowl of wolves,
The dragon’s yeli, the lion's roar, astound .~ .
My trembling ear, Ha! down a burning moent
I plunge deep, deep: fure Vulcan's shop i bere—
Hark, haw the anrils thunder round the dens
Flammivomous! What? are those chains to bind
‘This skeleton! the Cyclops mast be mad :
Those bolte of steel, those adamantine links
Demand Typhus' strength to burst—Away—
Venus and Mars—heware.—In giddy whicls
I ride the blast, and tow’ring through the storm
Enjay the palace of the Morn. The Sun
Reaigna the reins of Phlegon to my Hands:
Hix mane waves fire: he scorches me Lo dust:
Avaunt, thon fiend ! =14l hurl thee down the deep
Of Heav’n, with bolted thunder, and eawrapt
With forky light'ning.—Now staggering I reel,
By murderers puriu'd: my faithless feet
Scarce shift their paoe: or down rushing mmasin,
{ cemse to recollect my steps, and roll
Pasnive on earth.—Sure, ‘rwas Astolpho’s horn
Pour'd on my ear th’ annoying blast: at which,
Rogero trembled, Bradamant grew pale,’
And ibto aiv digsolv'd th' enchanted dome.

Now slarting from this wilderncas af dromus,
{ weke from fancy'd into real woe, -
Pain empties il her viale on my bead,
And lt.eeps me wer and o’er, TH’ envenom'd shirt

Fali-flaslijng on their eyes, the gulf, beneath
Mad'ning with gloomy fires; and Heav'n, heh.md
With all her golden valves for ever clos’d.

Now in Elysium lap'd, and lovely scenes,
Where honeysackles rove, and eglantines,
Narcissus, jets'min, pinks, profusely wild,
1n every scented gale Arabla breathe:

As blissful Eden fair; the moming-work

Of Heav'n and Milton’s theme! where Llnnocence
Smil'd, and improv'd the prospect.—Now, anon,
Ry Isig® favoorite flood supicely laid,

In tupefu indolence, behold the bards

{Harps in each hand, and laurel sin each brow}
A band of demi-gods, august to sight,

- In venerable order sweetly rise,

{The Muses sparkling round them) who bave trod
1n measur'd pace its banks, for ever green,
Enameli'd from their feet! hannonious notes,
Warbled to Doric reeds, Lo Lesbian Iyres,

Or Phrygian minstreisie, steal on the ear

" Fnamour'd with variety: aud Youd

“The trumpets shrilling clangours fill the sky
With silver melody——now, bappicr still !

Round tby Italie cloisters, musing slow,

Or in swect converse with thy letter’d sons,
Philesophern, and poets, snd divines,

Enjoy the sacted walk, delighted, 2aeen’s*!
‘Where Addison and Tickell lay inspir'd,
Inchriated from the classic aprings,

And tun'd to various-sounding hatps the song,
Sublime, or tender, humorous, or grave,
Suafling the Muses’ nectar Lo their il

Where Smith in hoary reverence presules,
(Crown'd with the soow of Virtue for the skies)
With graccful gravity, and gentle sway;

With perfect peace encircled and esteem.
Whose mild and bright henevolence of scul,

By roason cool, and by religiou wammn,

And generous passion for the college-wez],

4 "1 Zucen'mecollege, in Oxford

. With boly

Of Hercules enwraps my buming limbs .
With dragon's btood : I rave and roar like hinof,
Writhing in agony. Devouring fires
Ext up the matrow, frying in my bones.
O whither, whither ghail 1 turn for awd?}—
Methinks a seraph whispers in my eam,
Pouring ambrosin on them, * Tarn to God;
So peace shall be thy pillow, ease thy bed,
And night of sorrow brighten inte noon.
Let the young cherub Patience, bright-ey'd Hopq.
And rogy-finger'd Pray, combiniag hold
A sure dominion in thy purpos'd mind,
Unconquerd by affliction.”—1 recejre
The mandate ap frora Heava 1tlell‘.--Expl.nd
Thyself, ty, soul, and let them enter ia.

Come, ’mg angel, Patience, from thy seatg
Whether, the widow's cot, or henmt’l cell,
Hy fasting stroag, snd potent-from distress;
Or midnight-stadent’s taper-glhnmering roaf,
Unwearied with revolving tedious tomes,
O come, thou ponacea of the mind!
The manna of the soul! to every taste
Grateful elike: the universal balm
To sickness, pain, and misery below.
She comes! she comes'! she disvipates the gloom;
My eyes she opens, and new scenes unfolds
{Like Mosce’ bush, tho' burning, not consum'd}
5 full of splendour, miracle, and God.
Bebold, my soul, the martyr-army, who
blood the violence of fire
uench’d, and with ling'ring constancy fatigu'd
The persecuting flame: or nobly stopp’d
The lion’s mouth, and triumpk’d in his jaws,
Hark, how the virgin white-rob’d-tender train
Chant hallelujahs to the rack; as dear
And pleasing to the ear of God, as hymns
Of aogels on the resurrection-momn,
‘When alf the host 0. Heavey Hosanna sing !
Yet further; lift thy eyed upon the cross,
A bleeding Saviour view, a dying God!
Earth tmmbles, rend the rocks, crestion groans:
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The Sen, ssbwrn'd, extinguishes the day:
Al Nature suffers with her mffering Lond
Amidst thiz war of elemments, serene,
Asd 32 the'son-shine brow of Patience, calm,
e dies without & groan, and smiles in death,
Shall martyrs, virgios, nay, thy Saviour bleed
To teach thes patieace ; sud yet lleed in vain?
Forbid it, Resson; and forbid it, Heav'n,
No; suffer: and, in suffering, rejoice.
Fatience epduareth all, apd hapeth all,
* Hope is her dunghter tben. Let Hope distill
Her condial apint, as Hybla-honey sweet,
Axd healing as the drops of Gilend-betm.
Cense 0 repine, as those who have o hope;
Nor let despair approach thy darkest hour.
Despair? that triple-death! th' imperial plagus!
Th' exterminating angel of th' accurst,
And sole disense of which the damn'd are sick,
Kindling a fever hotter than their Hell—
O pluck me from Despair, white-handed Hope!
O interpose thy spear and ailver shield
Betwixt my bosom snd the fiend! detrude
This impioas monster to primevel Hell;
To its own dark domain : but light my soul,
lmp/d wit thy plittering wings, to scenes of joy,
To health and life, for health and life are thine:
Aud fire imagination with the skies,
Bat wh thiz confid of bope! In thee,
And jn thy blogd, my Jesus! (Bow, O Earth!
Heav’n bands beneath the name, and ali its sons,
The Hierarchy ! drop low the prostrate knee,
And sink, in bumble wise, upon the atars,)
Yes, on thy bood and name my hape depends.—
My bope? nay, worlds on worlds depend on thee;
Live iz thy death, from thy sepulchre rise, -
Thy infiaential vigour reinspires ’
This fesble frame ; dispells the shiade of death ;
And bids me throw myself on God in prayer.
A Christian soal ia God's beloved house;
And pray’r the incense which perfumes the soul ;
armies then of supplications rise,
Besiege the gulden gutes of Heav'n, and force,
Wilh holy violence, » hlessing down
Tn livmg streama, T Hezekiab’s pray's
The Sun arrested in bis prone corcer,
And bade the shadow ten degrees return
On Abaz-dial, whirling back the day:
Pour out thyself, my soul’ with fervent zeal,
With orer-flowing ardour, apd with faith
Unwevring. To asist me, and to swell
My fainting epirita to sublime desires,
Wou'd Taylor? from his starry throne descend,
Ear fear wou'd brighten ! by his sacred aid,
Ta live were happiness, aod gain to die.—
¥o: lel bim still adorn bie starry throne,
Well-merited by labours so divine: :
Por, lo! the romn of God, and friend of man,
Theron, the purest hréast, and srarmest heart,
Flies an the winge of charity and love
Tojolu me in the saving-task, and rajse
My weaker pow'ra with his abuadaut real;
Pore, sweet, and glowing as the incenn'd fires,
O, Solomon, thy golden-altar, fanc*d
By wiags of cherobims into o flame §
Till on the skies the aromatic gale
1o pyvamids of fra softly etole,
A pratefed offering ta the throne of Grace.
Still, tho' [ feel these succours from the skies,

% Pubop Jeremy Taylor
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In operstion mighty ! still remain
Inferior aids bebind: tervestrial stores
Medicinal: the instruments of God.
For God created the physician! God
Himself on Earth, our great physician! spread
Oer sick and weak, shadowing, his healing wings:
Each miracle a cure | —Before Disease, - -
Offspring of Sin, infested buman-kind,
In Parudise, the vegetable acedn
Sprung from their Maker's hand, invigorote-strong
With med'cine.  He foresaw our futare ills;
Foresecing, he provided ample care;
Fosils, and simples: Solomon, thy theme,
Nature’s historian; wisest of the wise!
Tho' Paradise ba lost, the tree of life
1o med’cine biooms; then pluck its healing fruita,
And with thanksgiving eat; and, eating, live.
Ev'n pagon wisdom bade her sons ndore,
Ag one, the god of physic and the day,
Fountain of vegetation and of life,
Apallo, ever hlooming, ever young,
And from bis art immortal! Thus, of yore,
The prime of buman race from Heav'n deduc’d
The bright original of physic's powrr:
Ard, uor anjustly, deem’d thet he who eav'd
Millions from death, himself should never die.
An instrument of various pipes and tubes,
Veins, arteries, and sinews, organiz'd,
Man, when in healthy tune, harmouious wakes
The breath of melody, in vocal praise, .
Delighting Earth apd Heav’n! discordant, oft,
Ap accident, or time, or fate prevail,
This buman-organ scarce the bellows heaves
Of vital-respimtion ; or in pain,
With paoses sad : what art divine shall tune
To order and refit this shatter'd frame?
Whet finger’s touch into a-voice again?
Or music re-inzpire! Who, but the race
Of Pean? who but physic's saving sons?
A Rateliff, Frewin, Metcalf or & Friend 1—
Bat something yet, beyoud the kindly skill
Of Pean’s son, disease, like mine, demands;
Nupenthe to the soul, as well as life.
O for a mother's watchful tenderneas,
And fether's venerable care!—But they,
iu life immortal, gather endless joys,
Reward of charity, of innocence,
Of pleasing manners, and a life anblam’d !
The teara of paverty and friendship oft
Their modest tomnbs bedew, where Edon's flood,
{1tuna *clep’d by bards of old renown,
Purpled with Saxon and with British blood)
Laves the sweet vale, that first my prattling mase
Provok’d to numbers, broken as the ruins
Of Roman towers which deck its lofty banks,
And shige more beauleous by decay.— ut hark !
What music glade my eari T is Theron’s voige,
Theron a father, mother; both, a friend!'—
Pain flics before his aniinating touch
The gentle pressure of his cordial hand,
A burning mountain from my bosom heaves!
‘What wounders, sacred Priendahip, flow from thee !
One period from a friend enlivena more,
Than ajl Hippocrates and Galen’s tomes,
Than ol the med’ciaes they unfold. 1 fesl
Myself renew'd! uot only heslth, bot youth,
Rolls the brisk tide, and sparkles at my heart:
As the live-atomy of Campsnian wines
Denee in the virgin crystal, and o’erlook

L With glorifying foam the nectar'd brim;
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Smiling, and Iending smiles to social wit,

The jocund hearth, aad hospitable board.
Fricndship in a religion, from the first

The second-best ; it points, like that, Lo Heav'n,

And almont antidatcs, on Earth, its blisa

But Vice and Folly never Pricudship kpew;

Whilst Wislom grows by Friendship still more

wise,

Her futtecs, are a strong defence; her chajnn,

A robe of glory; Ophir gold, her bands;

And he who wears them, wears a crown of joy.
Priendship’s the stecl, which struck emits the

sparks

Of candour, peace, benevolence, and zeal ;

Spreading their glowing seeds—a holy fire

W here honour beams on bonour, truth on truth ;

Tiright as the eyes of apgels and as pora,

An altar whence two gentle-loving bearts

Muount to the skiea In one conspiring blaze

And apotless union, T is the peclar-stram

Which feeals and elevates seraphic love—

Hcalth in disease, life-death, withowt s friend.

NOTES AND ALLUSIONS.
Page 46. As once thy breathing harvest, Cadmus,

Eprung.

Cadimus is reported by the poete to have shain a
monstroua serpeut in Beeptia, at the command of
Mincrva, and eowed ita tevth in & fleld, which
produced un bost of armed soldiers; who, fight-
ing, wew onc anocther. See Ovid. Met. L iii
Suides, Pansonias, &c. Tt is snid, that he sowed
serpents teeth, and that soldiers in armour sprung
vp from themn ; because, as Bochart observes, in
the I*heenician language, to express men armed
with brazen darts and spears of bross, they made
use of words, which mizht be transhted * armed
with the teeth of & serpent,”

P. 46. Yet Fancy's mimic works, &,

Thao following lines upon delidious dreams may
appear very extravagant 1o g reader, who never
expericneed the disorders which sickness causes
in the braio; but the author thinks that he has
rather softened than exageernted the real deserip-

: tion, as he found them operate on his own ima-
gination at that time. :

P. 46. From Hiconisn cliffs devolv'd, &c.

8ir G. Wheeler, in bis vovages, has given a very
beautiful deseription of an hermitage on the bor-
durs of Mount Helicon, belonging to the convent
of smint Luke the hermit, not the evangelist,
called Stiviores, from his dwelling ip thoze deserts.
S Whedler’s Journey into Greece, fol. b iv.
p. 393,

P. #6. Warbled Lo Doric resds, &Le.

Thore different instruments are designed to ex-
press the several parts of poetry, to which they
were ndapted, viz. pastoral, ode, heroic, &c.

P. 46, Hark, how the anvils, &c.
See Hom. Thas, b xviil. Virg. £n. b, viii.
A TN — Ast.o!pha’n hom

THOMPSON’S FOEMS,

A horn, in which if ke 3o over it blow,
The moist Lhereof sheH tronble men 80 sove,
That elf both steot and faiat shall Ay thenefra,
5o gtrange p noise was never hegsd before.
Ariosto's Orlansdo Ferioar, translated by
sit Jebo Hurringten, b, xv. st HL

‘With this born Astolphe affrighted the Amazans,
See book xx, st. 60, &c. and even Rogero, Bra-
damnnt, &c in dissolving the enchanted palace,
b. xxii. st. 18, &e¢. Drives away the harpies
from Senwpo, b. xxxib. st 114, &c.

P40, Eden's Aood,

Eden, tho' but small, .

Yet often stain’d with blood of uany a band

Of Séota and Eoplish buth, that tined on his strand.
Spensey's Fairy Suecu, b, iv. canto T1.

P. 48. Dut ¥ice and Folly never Friendship knew.

It was ap observation of Socrates, that wicked
men cannot ba friends either amongst themselves
or with good men. Xenoph. Memorab. L. ii,

e

THE REODYERY,
BOOK IV,
Thow hast delivered my soul from death, and

y feet from falling, that [ may walk before God
im the light uf the living. Paarms,

ARGUMENT. .

Reflerlions.  Sicknuss at the worst, Hopes. of
recovery cast oo Heaven alone, Prospect of
futority at this junctnee, Guardian-angels hymu
to Mercy. Description of her.  She segds Hy-
geia to the weli of life ; both described. Her
descent.  The eficets.  Abatement of the dis-
lemper.  Apostrophe to sleep. Recovery of
sight; and plessure fiowing from thence.
Health by degrecs restored,  Comparison be-
tween sickuess anid health in regard to the body
and mind,

Sw:rr, too, thy tale is told: a sound, 2 name,
No more than Lucian, Butler, uwr Searron.
Fantastic humour dropp’d the feeling scose,
Her empire lese'ning by his full. The shades
Of frotic Rabelais, and him of Spain,
Madrid's facet'ous glory, join his ghost;
Triumvirate of Lauvghter | —Mirth is mad ;
The loudest languishing into a sigh:
Aund Laughter shakes itself into decay.

" Lmdli what is man }* the prophet well might

ask; -

We all may 15k, ™ Tord! what i» mortal man }*
Su changenble hia being, with himscif
Dissimiler; the rainbow of an hour !
A change of culaurs, transient through his life,
Brightens or languishes ;~—then fades to air.
Ev'n ere an artful spider sping a live
Of metaphysic texturs, man's thiu thread
Of life is broken: how anaioqoud
‘Their paratlcl of lines ! elight, subtle, vain

Men, in a little huur's cantrcted rovnd
Perplexes reason: now ta triumph swell'd,
To juyous exultations, to a blaae
Of ecstasy; and now deprese'd, agnin,
And drooping into scenes of death sud woe,
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That rodden Row of spirits, bright and atrong,
Which playd in sprightly sallies round my beart;
Wm it a gleam, forewarning me from Heav'n,

Of quick-approaching fate? As tapers mount
Expring idto wide-diffusive fame, .

Give one broad glare, into the socket mnk,
Aod sinking dissppesr.—=It must be 80 ==
The weal, prophetic of its voyage, descry’d
T birsfa) thore, exulting on the wing,

in 2 glad futter: then, o’erwhelm'd with joy,
Sbe warn? her old companion of her flight,
{The feeble tenement of movld'ring clay)
Who sadden’d at their parting —Yes,—I foel -
'Thy leaden hand, © Death! it presses hard,
Tt weighs the facultien of motion down,
Inactive av the foot of o dall mck,

A drge me to thy dusty chams: the wheels
Of life are Rast'ned to the grave, nor whirl,
Lmger, the fiery chariot en.  The war,

The drugple for eternity beging,

Eternity! illimitable, vast,

Tacomprehensible! for Heav'n and [Icll,
Withio ber ¢oiverzal womb, profound,

Are cepter'd.—Sleep or death are on my beart:
$eims beavily my brain:—My senses reci,

What scenes dlzcluse themselves! What fields

of joy!
What rivers of delight! What golden bowrs!
Srently oppresad with beatific views,
1 bear angelic-ingtruments, I see
Pripera] ardours, and-essentiaf forme;
The sons of light, but of created light,
AB eucrey, the diligence of God!
Might 1 butjointhem! Lend your glitt’ring wings,
Wil me, O quickly waft me to yon crown,
Rrirkt with the Aaming rosca of the zone:
Sideriel : gracions, they, brek'ning, emile,
They smile me ta the skies! Hope leads the way
Mounting ! spring to seize!—What fury shakes
Her iery Fword, 2nd ietercepts the stars ?
B! Amartia? Consclence, Conscience sends
Ber roesly form, to blast me at my end.

" Betold! she points to burning rocks, to waves
Sulphareoos, melten Jead, and boiling gulphs,
Tempestuous with everlasting fire,—

T borrible ! — O save me from orselfl—
O mre me, Jean!—Ha! a barst of light
Blnds e with the emmpyréum’s azure Lde,
While Puith, triumphant, swells the tromp of God,
And shouting, “ Wlere's thy victory, O Grave ?
And where, O Death, thy sting?™ T see her spread
Her mring benmer o'er my soul (the cross!)
Acd eull it to its peers, Thick cruwds of day,
kmmaculate, involve me in their streams,
And bethe my spirit, whiten'd For the sky.

While on this isthmus of my fate I lie,
Jutting imto eternity’s wide sew,
And leasing on this habitzble globe,
The rerge of eitber warld! dubious of like,
Dubiomy, alike, of death; to Mercy thus,
lospirited with sapplicating zeal,
My goardian-angel rais’d his potent pray's.
(For angets minister to man, intent
On offices of gentleness aml love. ).

“ Hear, ‘a{crc-y ! sweetest daughter of the skies,
Thou tovetiest i image of thy fathera face, |
Thou Wewsed fount, whence gruce and goodnesa

flaw,
Amipicions, hear! exlend thy helping erm,
With pitying readiness, with willing aid,
Tl 1¥.
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O lift thy servant from the vale of death,

Now groveling in the dust, into the ﬁeld.q

Of comfort, and the pastures groen of health,
Hear, Mcmy, sweetest danghter of the skies?
If eer thy servant o the poor his spul

Drew out, and taught the fatherless to sing ;
If e'er by pity warm'd, snd not by pride,

He cloth*d tbe naked, and the hungry fed;

If e’er distress, and misery, forlern,

Deceivid his cheek, and stole his untaught tear,
An humble drop of thy celestial dew!

Hear, Mercy, sweetest daughter of the skies,

* Sprung from the bosom of eternal Lliss,
Thy goodncss reaches farther than the grave;
And near the gates of Hell eatends thy sway,
Ompipotent! All, save the cursed crew
Tofernal, and the black-rebellious host
Of Lucifer, within thy swect dowain
Feed on ambrosia, and may hope the stars,
Hear, Mercy, swertest daaghter of the skiea
By thee, the great physician from Lhe hed
Of darkness call'd the sick, the blind, the lame}
He burst the grave's relentless bars by thee,
Ard spoke the dead to life and bloom again.
His miracles, thy work ; their glary, thipe:
Then, O thou dearest attribute of God!

Thy saving béalth to this thy servant lend!
Hear, Mercy, sweetest daughter of the skies!™

Inclin’d npon a dewy-skirted cluud
Purpled with light, and dropping fatness down,
Plenty and bliss on man, with looks as m id
As ev'ning suns (when flow'ry-fyoted May
Leads on the jocund Hours, when Love himself
Plutters in green) cffusing heart-felt joy
Abundant, Merey shone with sober gruce,

And majesty at onec with swortness mix'd
Incflable. A rainbow o'er her head,

The covenant of God, betok'ning peace .
"Twixt Heav'n and Earth, its Aorid arch display™,
High-bemflerl by th Almtghty sglorious hand

The Janguish of the dave upon her eyea

In placid radiance melted, from the throne ¢

Of Grace infus'd and fid mth light: her smiles
Expansive cheer'd the undetermin'd tracks

Of all creation, from th* cthereal cope,

August with mm—ing fircs, down to the shades
Infernal, and the reign of davkuoess drear,

Ev'n men refine to angels from her gaze,
Jracious, invigorating, full of Heav'n}

This daughter of the Lamb, to fervent pray'rs
And intercession, opes her ready emr,
Compaﬁnionntc and to Hygeia thus:

“ Hygein, hic thes to the well.of hfe;

There Jip thy fingers; touch his head and breast;
Three drops into his rnuuth infuse, unsven,
Save by the eve of Faith: he yondel tics—
Descend, and take the evining's westorn wing.”

She said. Hygela bow'd; anid bowing, fill'd
The circumambient air with od’rous streams,
Pare essence of ambrosia! Not the hreath
Of Lebanon, from cedar alleya bown,

Of Lebanon, with aromatic gales
Luxnriant, spikenard, 2loes, mrreh and balm;
Nor the wis¢ castern munareh's garden vy'd
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In fragrance, when hiz fzir Civeassian apause,

Enamour'd, coll’d upor the south to fan
1ta beds of spices, and her hosom cool,

Pantine with languishment and love-sick fren
Forth from th' eternal threne the w il of life,
Pouring i3 crystal, Inves the streets of God, N
]
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‘Where sickness never cames, nor age, nor pain)
ert-trickling o’er the pebble-gems, Beneath
Unfading amarant and aaphodel,
A wirrer spreads its many-colonr'd ronnd,
Mossic-work, inlaid by hamds divive ¢
In glist'ring rows, illuminating each,
Each shading: beryl, topaz, chaicedon,
Em'rald and amethyst, Whatever huea
'The light reflects, celestial quarries yield,
Or meht into the vernant-showry bow,
Profusive, vary here in mingling beams,
Collected thas the waters, dimpling, end
Their soft-progressive lapss. The cheruts hence
Jeamorta) vigour quaff and bliss unblam'd,
Ner only flow for you, ye sons of light,
The streams of comfort and of life, but fow
To hea] the'nations. Wuonderful to tell,
The aged they renew; the dead revive,
And more, the festers of the wounded soul,
Corrupted, black, Lo pristine white relume
And saintlike inpocence. ‘The mystic dove
Broods, purifying o%er thein, with his wings.
'The nagel, who Bethesda's troubled pool
Btirr'd, first his pinions with these vilal drops
Sprivkled ; then poured bimself into the Hood, ™
Instiliing health and putriment divios,
lts waves to quicken, aod exalt its pow'rs.
Here lights Hygein, ardent to fulf)
Mercy's bebest.  The bloom of Paradise
Liv*d on her youthful cheek, and glow'd the spring.
The deep rarnations in the éastern skies,
When ruddy morning walks along the hills,
Flustricusly red, in purple dews,
Are languid to her blushes; for she blusk’d
As through the op'ning file of winged flames,
Boauding, she lightned, and ber sapphire eyes
‘With modest lystre bright, improving Heav'n,
Cast, sweetly, round, and bow’d to ber compeers,
An aogel winid wngels.  Light she sprung
Along th’ empyresl road: ber locks disulld
Salubrious spirit on the stars. Puall soon
She pass'd the gate of pearl, and down the sky,
Precipitant, opon the ev'ning-wing
Cleaver the live ether, and with healthy balm
Impreguates, and feenndity of sweets.
Conscious of her approach, the wanton birds,
Instinctive, carol forth, in livelier lays,
And merrier melody, their grateful hymn,
Brisk-fluttring to the breeze. Eftscons the hills,
Beneath the gambols of the Jamb and kid, '
Of petulant delight, the cirliog maze
{Brush’d off its dews) betray. All Nature smiles,
With double day delighted,” Chief, on man
The goddess ray'd hersell: he, wond'ring, féels
His heast in driving tumults, vigrous, leap,
And puabing ecetasy: bursts out his tongue
Jn laud, and unpremeditated song,
Obedient to the music in his veing,
Thus, when at first, the instantaneous light
* Sprung frum the voige of God,'and, vivid, threw
1ts golden mantle round the rising ball,
The cumb’rous mass, shot through with vial
And plastic eaergy, to motion rolid  * [warmth
Thbe drowzy dlemnents, and sctive rule:
Sudden the moring stars, wgether, sang,
And shouted all the sons of Gud for joy.
Enters Hygria, and her task performs,
‘With healing Bngers touch’d my breast and head;
Three drops intv my mouth infus’d, unseen,
Save by the eye of Faitl: then re-ascends,
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Ay mmow in Salmon, at the tephd toach -

Of southern galen, by soft degrees, dissalves
Trickling, yet slow, away; and loosen’d froste
The genial inpress feel of vernal suns,
Relenting to the my; my Wrpid Llimhs

‘The healing virtue of Hygeia's hand

And salutary infleence perceive,

Instant to wander through the whole. My heart
Begina to melt, o’er-running into joy,

Late froze with agony. Kind tumults seize
My apirits, conscious of returning health,

And dire disense abating from the cefls _
And mazy haunta of life. The judging leech
Approves the symptoms, and my hope sllows.

The hostile humours cease to bubble o'er
Their big-distended chanvely; qoiet now
And sinking inlo peace. The organs heave
Kindlier with life: and Nature's fabric néar
To dissolution shatterd, snd #s mould
To dust dissolv'd, tho” pot ita pristine strength
(The lusty vigour of its healthy prime)

Yet gentle foree recoyers; to maintain,
Aguinst the tyrant Death's batt'ring asaaclts,
The fort of life.— But darkness, present still,
And absent sweet repose, best med’cine, slbep,
Forbid my heart the full carouse of joy,

Soft pow'r of slumbers, dewy-feather'd Seep,

Kind narse of Nature! whither art thou fled,

A stranger to my senses, weary'd out

With pain, and aching for thy presence? Come,
O come! embrace me in thy liqiid arms;
Exert thy droway virtue, wrap my Jimbe

In downy indolence, awd bathe in balm,
Fast-flowing from th' abundance of thy horn,
With nourishment replete, and vicher ator'd
Than Amalthea's; who {so poets feign)
With honey and with milk supplyl a god,
And fed the Thunderer. lnduigent guit
Thy couch of puppies! &leal thyself un me,
{1o rory mists suffus’d and clouds of gold)
Cn me, thou mildest cordial of the world ¢

The shield bis pillow, in the tented Sed,
By thee, the soldier, bred in iron-war,
Forgets the mimic thuaders of the day,
Nor envies Luxury her bed of down.
Rock’d by the blust, and cabbin'd in the storm,
The sailor hugs thee to the doddering mast,

Of shipwreck negligent, while thou art kind.

The captive's fraxdom, thou! the labourer’s hire;
The beggar's store; the miser’s better goid ;

The hcalth of aickness; and the youth of age!

At thy approach the wrinkled front of Care
Subsides into the mnooth expanse of smiles.

And, stranger far! the monarch, crown'd by thee,
Beneath his weight of glory gains repose.

‘What guilt is mine, that [ aloac am wuke,
Ev’n tho’ my eyes are seal’d, am wake alone?
Ah seal'd, but not by thee! The world is dumbj
Exhal'd by air, an awful silrnce rulea,
5till ax thy bruther’s reign, or oot of time;

Ev'n nightingales are mute, and lovers rest,
Steep’d in thy influence, aufl cease to sigh,

Or only sigh in slowbers.” Fifteen nights

The Moon has walk'd in gloey o’er the sky;
As oft the Sun baz shone her from the sphere,
Since, gentle Sleep, I falt thy condinl dews,
Then listen to my dicaning; nor defay

To sooth me: with thy sofiness; Lo o’ershade
Thy suppliant with thy pinions: or at legst,
Lightly tv touch my temples with thy waud,



SICKNESS.

So, foll and frogiert, niay ‘the crimson Aeids
‘With poppies blash, nor ﬁd & Tarquin’s hand.
Bo meay the west-wind’s sigh, th* merm’ring brook,
The melody of birds, Tsnthe's lute,
Aadmofthelpherﬂ.benlithe sounds
‘That dare iotrode on thy devoted hoor,

Nor Boreas bluster, nor.the thopdar roar,

Nor screech-owt fiap his wing, nor spirit yell,
As "neath the Urembling of the Moon be walks,
Withia the circle of thy still domain.

He comes ! he comes! the reconciling pow'r
Of pain, vexation, eare, and h comes!
He hoversin the h.ry air:—ie melts,

‘With honey-henriness, iy sentes down. -

—I thank thee, Sleep'—Henv'ns! is the day

restorid

To my desixing eyes? their lids, noglew’d,

Admit the long-lost sight, now streaming in .
Painfelly clenr lwad) check the repid glexm
With-shading silk, till the weak visua] orb,
Stronger and stronger, dares imbibe the Sun,
Nor, wat’ring, twiokles at unfolded day.

As, where, in Lapland, Night collects her mgn,
Opprewire, over half the rounded year-
Uninterrupted with one stroggling benm ;

Yomg Orra-Moor, in I'urry spoils em-oll‘d
Siagwed and warm, firtt spies th imperfect blush
Of op’niny light, exulting; scarce her eyes

The lustre bear, tho’ faint; but, widning fast
T unboonded tide of splendour covers, fair,

T expanded hemisphere; and fille ber gight
‘With giud.neu while her beart, warm-leaping,

Sight, ive! The’ the feeling sense
Thrills from [anthe’s hand ; at Handel's lyre
Tingles the ear; tho’ smell from blossom’d beans
Arzbian apirit guthers; and the desught,
Epurkling from Burgundy’s exalted vines,
Breams nectar on the palate: yet, O Sight!
Weak-their senmtions, when compar’d with thee.
Without thee, Nature lies nnmesning gloom,
Whalever smiles on Earth, or shines ia Heav'n,
From star of Venus to Adonis flowr;

‘Whatever Sprivg can promise: Summer warm
To rich maturity; gay Autaron rol

Into the Sap of Plenty, or her horn;

Winter's majestic horrors;—all are thine,

All varying in onlg*s pleasing ruund,.

In reguiar confusion grateful alt!

And now progressive health, with kind repair,
My fover-weakend joints and lnnguid limbs
New-brace. Live vigour aod suxiliar'd nerves
Sinew the freshen'd frame in bands of aleel.

An io tiwe trial of the furpace ore,

. Prom baser dregs refin’d, and drossy scum,
Flames moye refulgent, and admits the ﬂamp
Of majesty to dignify the gold,

Cemr or George! the human body, thus,
Epamel'd, not defor’d, from sickuness’ rage
More manly festures horrows, and a prace
Severe, yet worthier of its sovereign form.
The patriarch-of Uz, eon of the Morn,
Eavy'd of Lacifer, by sores and blanes
Sharply itnprov'd, Lo fairer honours rose;
Lewn s beginning blest than latter end.
How Late & tortard lump of baleful paia,
‘The soul immerg'd in one inective mass

Of brenibing blanen, each slegance of senme,
Each intetectual spurk and fery seed

Of rexsom, ey, judgment, taste and wit,

L - . -
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Extinct and smothir'd in anwieldy day

Scarde animated: and (O bleasing!) now

I seem to tread the winde; to overtame

The empty eagle in ber ea.rly chast,

Or nimble-trembling dave, from preyful b:nk

Ib many 2 rapid, many a cautious round,

Wheeling pre-cipi'l:mt: I leave behind,

Exniting o'er its aromatic hills,

The boundmg Bether-roe. The poet’s mind,

(Effluence essential of Leat and light!)

Not mounts s loftier wing, when Fancy leads

The glitt'ring track, sod points him to the skies,’

Excursive: he empyreal air inhales,

Earth fading from his Right! triminphant soarx

Amid the pomp of planetary worlds, .

Ranging infinitude, bayond the stretch

Of Newtor's ken, reformer of the spheves, -

And, gaining on the Heav'ns, enjoys his home f
The winter of disease all pass'd away,

The spring of health, in bivomy pride, calls foﬁ.h

Embosom: d biisa, of mey-wmged pram:

The rising i d glance

Of gratitude, the pant of honowur, qu]ck

With emulating zeal; 4he florid wish

For sacred hnppinm, and cordial glow

_From conecious virtue feit: all the sweet train

Of vernal solitude’s refining walks,
Beet gift of Heav'n, and source of nameless joye!

NOTES AKD ALLUSIONS.

Page 49, The sans of light.

Light is the first-born of all creatures, and it is
commonly observed that the angels werecrested at
the same period of time. 51 Austin thinka them
mceant vnder Fiat lux, Let there be light: De
Civitate Dei, |. xi, ¢. 9. This indeed is caly
conjectaral, and we have uo article of the apostles
creed which directs upon any considerationy of
angels; becanse perbaps it exceeds the fuculties
of men to understand their nature, and it may
not conduse much 1o our practical edification ty
know themn, Yet however this observation may
setve to illustrate that beautiful passage in the
book of Job: ** When the morning-stars sang to~
gether, nod all the sons of God shouted for joy.”

P. 30. To pristine white relume,

White has been accounted in all ages the pe-
caliar tinetare of idnocencs, and white vestments
worn by persons delegated for sacred offices, &c,
When our Saviour wis tmusﬁ.;umi before his
distiptes, his raiment b ' ! exceeding
white as snow, Mark, chap. ix, S Wheo be
ascended ioto Hel\eu, the apgels descended in
white apparel, Actai.’'l0, And to the spoase of
the lamb was granted that slie should be arrayed
in fine linen, clean mmd whitey, which iz the
righteousness of the mainta, Rev. xix. ver, 8, 14,
Hence the custom of the primitive church of
clothing the peérsons baptized in while garmenta,

Inde parens sacto ducens de fonte-sacerdos

Infantes, nivev corpore, mente, hahita,
Paulinus, cpist, xii.
The heathens paid likewise & great vezard to white:

Color wlbus praciput Deo chbarus st
Cicero de Les Bb .
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Ante aras siat vexte sacendon
Effeigens nives Silma Ital, fib. il

Deliva bic longk candenti vexte sacerdes
Qccurrit. Valerios Flace. I, ii.

And not only the priests; but likewise those |

who attended at the sacrifices and paid their de-
volions to thejr gods;
Cermite fulgentes nt «at sacer agnus ad aras,
Tinctague post oled candida ¢urba comas.
Tibull. lib. i), eleg. 1.
And Ovida

Linguis candida turba fgvet. Fast. 1ib. ii-
1 shall only add ooe passage, from Plautus:
Ergo jus vos ermt

~

Candidatas venire, hostiatasque ad hoo
¥anom, Rudens, act. i. ac, 3.

P. 50, — Touch’d my breast and head,
Three drops, &c.

Hyyeia here performs ber office in the very
munner she was ordered by Mercy. [ bave, ufter
the manner of Homer, nsed the same exprengions
over agein, en when she received the mandate.
The father of poetry oonetantly makes his savoys
observe this practice, as a mark of decency and

P. 50. Than Amalthea’s, &'o.

Amalthen the dnughte of Melidsuy king of
Crete, and nurse of Jupiter, who fed him with
goats-milk sed honey. Bu tthis story is differ-
ently related. See Strabo. L. Inodor. Sicul,
L iv. c. 5 and OQvid Fast. . v. 1t is very re-
markable that the trangiation«of the Septuagint
uses the expression Amalthen's homn, fur the
name of Job's third daughter Kerei-happuc (so
called from her beauty) alluding to s Grecian
fable invented long after; Job, ch. the last v. 14
The samne translation likewise mentions Avachoe
in the mnetlrbb psalm, and 9th verse, which
image ie left gut in all our Jate’versions. A Chris-
tian poet therefore may surely be excused for
using the word ambrosia, &c. or drawing meta-
phars ur compnmons from the pagan mythology
in & serious composition ; which ia the practice
of Milton and some of the best poets, The fauit
only is, when the poet weaves the heathen fables
with the Jewlsh and Christian tmths, . As when
Sapnarerius introduces the Furies, Cerberus &c.
into bis poem (which in atherwise a very fine
one} Do Parta Virginis. And likewise when
Camoens blends the adventures of Bacchus with
the miraclea of Chriat, &c. in hig Lugiad, But
thls by the by,

THE THAREMIYING,

BOOH ¥,
The Grave cannpt praise thee; Death cannot
celebrate thee.—The living, the living, he shull
‘praise Lhee, an I do this dey, Isaiah,

ARGUMENT. -
The effects which the restoration of health ought
to have in the salitedes of Spring, Ruml

THOMPSON'S POEMS, .

proapect.  Excursion to the battle ut Tonrnay.
Reflections on the sbuses of modern poetry-
Hymn to the ever-blewsed and gloricus Trinity =
1st, to God the Falber, as creawor sl pre-
server: 24iy, 1o God the Son, as mediatnr and
redeemer; 3dly, to Gnd the Holy Ghalt, [ ]
sanctifiey and comforter.  Conclusion.

COII, Contemplation! therefore, from thy banmts,
From Spenser's tomb, (with reverent steps aod
Oft visited by me; certds, by ail, [mbirwr
Touck’d by the Mnse:) from Richmord's green

retreats,
Where Nature's bard' the Semsons on his page
Stole from the Year's rich band : or Welwyngroves,
Where Yooag, the friend of virtue and of man,
Sows with poetic stars the nightly song,
To Phoebus dear as his own day! and drowne
The nightingale’s complaint in sadder sirning
Aud aweeter elegance of woe, O come!
Now ev'ning mildly-still aud softer suns
(While every breeze is fowinz balm) invita
To taste the fragrant spirit of the Spring .
Salubrious; from mead or bawthorn-hedge
Ammatls’d aod pregnant with delight
No less than beaith. And what a prospect ronndh
Swells greenly-gratefol on the cherish'd eye!
A universal blush! a wasts of sweeta!
How live the flow'ts, and, ax the Zephyrs blow,
Warve a soft lusire on their parent-Sun,
And thank him with theic odouce for his beams ;-
Mild image of bimself! reflected fair,
By fatutness fair, sod amiably mild !

Hark ! haow the airy Echoes talk along
With undulating angwer, soft or loud,

The mocking semlilance of Lhe imag'd voice,
Babling itinerant from wood to hill,

From hill to dale, and wake their sisters round
To multiply delight upon the ear.

As float the clouds, romantic Fancy pours
The tnaslzmei of Proteus forth, and builds
Huge castles in the air; while vessels sail
Spacious, slong the fluid element;

And dragons burn in godd, with azore siaine
Speckled: ten thousand inconsistent shapes
Shift on the eye, and through the welkin roll

Here tufted hilis! there shining rillas rise,
Circling ; and temples, solernn, fill the mind
With beauty, splendour, and religions awel
Peace o'er the plains expands her snowy wing,
Dove-ey’d ; and buxom Plenty laughs around !

Far different objecta mortify the eye
Along thy borders, Scheld: (with Williams tewre
Eancbled, tears from brave Humanity
And royal Pity drawu ! nor of hia Hood
Less prodigal ') Tustesd of herbag’d pising,

Of fields with golden plenty waving wide,
Oflowing valleys, and of fleecy hills:

Whot magezines of death ! what Aamiog swords
Destruction brandish; what o burnish glare
Of horrour wanders roamd ; whit carosge vile

Of dubitsble Timba; what groaning pilea

Of dying warriots on th’ ensaaguio’d earth

{ E'en sonos of Britain, chiefs of bigh renown)
Groviling in dust, and with uomartiel fires
Sheer hlasted! O *tis pitiful to sight!

1t stnitea the honsst brain apd heart! Tha clowd,

* Mr, James Thomeon,



SFCKNESS. BDOK V.,

Beleh'd Ffrom the braren thyoat of war, wonld hide,
Indastricats, the roin whick It spreads,

As if ssharn'd of sassacre—But bark e

What dire expiosion tears th' exnbowel'd sky,
And rembies from th' infernal caves? The roar
Of Etpa's tronbled caverns, when she heaves
Triuaczia from ber marble pillars, fix’d

On the fonndations of the solid Earth,

And ‘Thetis® beliows from her distant dens,
Derwhelna the ear i mine with deadly stores
lofwriate, burst ; and a whole squadron’d host
WhirPd throogh the riven ain. A human show'r
With smoaldry smoke enroli’d and wrapt in fire,
To cover Earth with desolation drear!—

Curst be the man, the monk, the son of Hell,
The triple Moloch! whose mechanic brain,
Maliciously inventive, from its forge,

Of cruel steel, the salphor seeds of wrath

Flash’d on the world, and taught ue how to kill;
To bar] the blaaing ruin, te disgorge

From smoking brass the ragged instraments

Of Fate, in thunder, on the mangled files

Of gallant foes :— the cowardice of Helll *
And what the barbrons nationa never knew,
{Though noorish*d by the tigers, avd their tongues
Red with the gore of lions) to involve

The holy temples, the religious fapes,

To kallelujuts sacred and to peace,

With dreadiess fires, Sbudd’ring the angels weep
At man’s impiety, and seek the skies:

They weep ! while man, courageous in his guilt,
Smiles at the infant writhing oo his spear;

The howry head pollutes the Ainty streets

With scanty blood ; apd virging pray in vain,
Elush, biagh! or own Dencalion for thy sive.

Y should Rebellion, bursting from the caves

Of Erebus, uprear ber hydre-form,

To poison, Liberty, thy light divine;

If sha, sudacicus, stalk in open day,

And hiss agninst the throne by Heav'n™s own hand

Establisbd, and religion Heavo-reform’d,

Britannin ! resene Earth from soch a bane;

Exert thy ancient spirit ; urge thyself

Into the bowels of the glowing war,

Sweep hex from day to maltiply the fends,

And scare the dampd!—and thon! the God of
Hoete,

Supreme! the Lord of lords, and King of kings !

Thy people, thy ancinted with thy shield '

Corer and shade ; unbare thy righteous arm,

Al}d save us in the hollow of thy hand !

Michazl send, as £rst against the host

Of Lacifer, and It his sword be drunk

With rebel blood, The battle is thy owny

When virtue, liberty, religion call:

Thine ix the victory: the glory thine!

‘Tarn, Contemplation, from this savage scene
Of violence and waste: my swimming eyes
Have lost 1o beauties of the vernal view !

Bwcet wra the beanties of the vernal view!

Amd yet devotion waits to nobler themes,

Aod lifts the sl to Heav'n! for who, untouch'd,
With meutal adorstion, feeling laud,

EBebolds this living.vegetable whole,

This untverssl witness of a God

Tho" sikent, yet convineing, undontrol'd,

Whick merts the sense, s trinmphs in the soul?
Let me, by lsanc’s wise exmmple Grd,

‘When meiitation led hitn through the fields,
Bwectly o picus mnsmge het, adare
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My God! for meditation it too poor,

Below the sacrifice of Christian hearts®

Plato could meditate; & Christian, more +

Christiana, from meditation, soar to prag'n.
Methinks 1 bear, reprov’d by modern wit,

Or rather pagan:  Tho* ideal sounds

Soft-wafted on the Zephyr’s fancy’d wing,

Steal tunefn] soothings on the easy ear,

New from Ilissue* gilded mists exhald ;

Tho' gently o’er the rendemic graves,

The magic echoes of unbodied thonghts

Raoll theirlight billows through th! unwounded &ir,

In mildest undulations! yet a priests,

‘Tasteiess and peevish, with his jargon shrill,

Scorna Academus ; the' its Bow'ts bestow

On Hybla nectar, purer than het own,

From Plate’s hooey-dropping tongue distilli'd

In copious sireams, devolving o’er the sensa

Its sweet regalement]” Philodemus, yea:

{Tho' learn'd Lycaum’s cloisters lead the mind

Attentive on, as far as Nature leads:

And Plato, for a heathen, nobler dreams

Than dream some modern poets:) yes, a priest,

A priest dares tell you, Salem’s haltow'd walks,

Aud that illomia’d mmountain; where & God,

The God of my salvation, and 1 hope

Of thine, nputterable beauty beam'd,

(Tho* ghaded from exceas of Deity,

Too fierce for mortal-aching eyen to prove

The rush of glory) me, desirous, draw

Prom Athen's owls, to Jordan's mystic dove.

Thou sing of Nature, and the moral charms

Qild with thy painted Muse: my fngers lfe

The Iyre to God ! Jehova! Eloim!

Truth iz my leadery oniy Fancy, thine:

(Sweet Farinelli of enervate song!)

1 quit the myrtle, for a starry crown.

And know, if Sicknesy shed her bhiish plagues

From fog, or fen, or town-infected damps,

{And, sure I'd pity thee) among thy reﬁ:s

Then, then no Platonist! thy inmost soul

Will thank me for this preaching; nor disdain

To breathe iteelf in pray’r, as low as mine;

From QGod begin, with God conclude the song;

Thus glorifying with a Christian-zeal, -~
Father of Heav'n ar Farth! coeval Son!

And co-existing Spirit! Trinal-One!

| Mystericus Deity ; invisible;’

Indefinite, and omrnipresent God,

Inhabiting eternity! Shall dust,

Shall ashes, dare presume Lo sing of thee?

O for u David's heart, and tongue of fire

To rival angels in my praise and zeal!

Yet love immense, and gratitnde, with awe

Religious mix’d, shall elevate the hymn,

My heart enkindle, and inspire my tongue,
Father.Creator! who beholds thy works,

But catches inspiration! Thou the Farth

On nothing hung, And balanc’d in the void

With a magnetic force, and central poise.

Ocean of brightness thou! Thy grand behest

Flung on thy orb, the Sun, a sparkling drop,

To light the stary, and feed their silvar nms

With unexhausted flame; to bid them shine

Eternal ju théir courses, o’er the blue

‘Which maotles night, and woo us to repose

With roecid radiance. They hamaonious roll,

? The very expressions of vae of qur dimiples

of Svcraten
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In majesty of motion, solemn, loud,
The univerzal halleiujah: ephere,
Tu lucid order, quiring sweet to sphere,
Deep-felt and loftier than & seraph's song;
The symphony of well-according worlds!
Hut man, thy beam, thy breath, thy image, shines
The crown, the giery, and the lord of all ;
Of all below the stars! a plant, from Heav'n
Traduc'd, 10 spread the riches of its bloom
Oer Earth, and water'd with etherial dews;
Incorruptible aliment! The birds
Warble mmong his boughe; the cattle, wafe,
Pastere within his shade; and Earth beneath
Th’ imperial nmbrage of his branches amiles..
The smiling Earth, the spangled spheres, and man
eir great Creatpr praise! but praise bow long,
Ugless by thy almighty arm upheld,
Preserver infinite? By thee unlcss
Upheid, the Farth would from her basis reel;
‘The spheres forego their courses, (off their orbs
The atlver sofiness meited lute shade}
Dbscurely dissonant; and mortal man
{¥oid of thy fostering (ires} his stately form
To dust be moulder™#s Chaos wonld resame
‘Her ancient anarchy ; confusion, rule;
And darknees swallow all. In thee we live,
In thee we mave: our beings in thy cbain,
Linkt to eternity, fasterr on thee,
. The pillar of vmy souls! For me, (how lats
A peighbour of the worm!) when [ iorget
The wonders of thy goodness my'd on me,
And cease to velebrate, with matin-harp
Or vesper-song, thy plenitude of love, |
And healing merey; may the nightly pow'r,
Which whispers ow my slumbers, cease tu brmathe
Her modulating impuise through my soul ;
Untun'd, unhallow'd ! Discord, string my lyre,
1diy, my finger, press the fretted geld,
Rebellious to the dictates of my hand, |
When indolent, to swell the notes for thee,
Father of Heav’n aud Earth!—Coeval Son!
(His word, hig easence, his effuigence pure [}
Not lens thy filial likeness 1 adore,
Nor from thy Father's glory aught disjoin,
Redeemer! Mediator ! frum the birth
Of nncreated Time, thy Father's wrath .
{Sprang from omniscience !) to appease, for man,
Upright as yet, to mediate, mercy wak’d
Unbounded love in thee; anbounded tove
Contracted to the measure of a span
lmmensity of (Gedhead, and thy crown
Reft from thy fadal brow. Listen, & Earth!
And wonder, O yo Henv'ns? shall he, whose feet
Are cloth’d with stars, (the glory of his bead
For who can tell?) whose looks divine illume
The darel’d eyes of chernbe, and the youth
OF saints with everlasting bloom renew:
Bhail ke, whosc vital smiles with splendour £l
The circaits of creation, and sustain
Th' abodes of all existence, from the depths
Of Hell beneath, above Heav'n’s highest orb,
With life, ard bealth, and joy ! shall ke, to God,
Dear as his eye aud heart, engraven there
from eternity; alone belov'd,
Alone begotten ! say, vhall he become
A map of grief—for man? cay more his foe,
Rebellious next the fiends ?——Astcnishment
Had chain'd my tongue to silence,-if the pow'rs
Of tenderest pity and of warmest love
Provol’d not pensive mweasures, sadder strains
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Of eleginceorrow, with the thems

Mournfully varying. Take, my soml redasm’d!

O take the moaning dove's dew-dropping wing,

Fly, fiy to Solyma! and melt thy woe

To Cedron’s murmurs. Thence, extead thy fight

To Golgotha™ accursed tree.  Behold!

Ciouds roll'd on clouds of wrath (the blackest wrathh

Of an offended (God!) his beauties shade;

But shade not long: it soon in drops dissolves,

Sweet to the soul 59 manma to the tagte,

As pride of mummer-Aow't to sight or wmell |

Behind this shadowing cloud, this mystic gleon,

The Sharon rose, dy'd in the blood of Heav'n,

The lily of the valley, white from stain,

Bows e fair head, in loveliness declines,

And, sweetly [anguishing, it droops and dies.

But darkness veils the Sen: a cartain dmw

Before the passion; beyond wonder grest,

Greet beyond sileace!-— {Awe-struck patrs &
while—) .

And heary as the burthen of oor sins ! —

*Tis finish’d!—Change the lyre, ths npumbers

LM holy anthem-airs inspire the hymn. fchange;

Glory in Heav'n! redemption to mankind, -

Aud peare on Parth! dominion! blessingl peaive!

Thankegiving! pow'r! aalvation to our Godt

Salvation to our God, and to the Lamb!

Aud, co-existing 3pirit! Thou, whose breath

My voice informs, shall it ba mute to thee,

Eternal Parsclete? in order, last,

Equal in glory to Omuipotence

The firnt, as to the mcond; and from both

Proceeding ; (O inexplicable name!}

Mystical link of the wonumber'd Three!

Tulearning, night; to fuith, the noon-tide day.

Soul of the universe ! thy wisdom, first,

The rage compos’d of wanring elementst,

{The subject of a nobler future song)

Yon all-snrroundjng Heav'ns with erystal orbe

Garnish'd, and living gems, in goudly ranks

" And disciplin’d acray ; dividing night

From day, their ordinances *stabligh'd sare-
Moving the waters maw thee o'ar their face,

0O God, the waters saw thee, and afraid,

Into their chaanels shrunk, (capacious bed

Of liquid element!) and own'd their bounds
Impasszble, ag that eternal gulph {bonmy
*Twixt bliss and woe.~The Prince of Peace thy
Largely imbip’d, when, dovelike, o’r his head,
Fast by the banks of Jordan’s sacred stream,
Thy mantliug wings diffus’d their heavenly hues;
And Abba giorify’d his Only San,
‘Well-pleased.—From thy tongoes of cloven Aro
Kindled, the nations buro’d in Aaming Sead,

And unextinguish’d charity, disperw’d

Arnd glowing astke summer blare at noon. .

The rushing winds, on all their wings convey'd
Thy doctrine, strong to shake the guilty soul;
As, erst, the dome, low-gtooping to its base,
Before thy mighty pregence learn’d to bend.
Thou, from the morning-womb, upon cur souls,
Barren and dry, thy sanctifying dews,

Abroad, in sileqt softness shade: the dews

Of love unspotted, uncorrupted joy;

Obedient goodness, temperance subdu'd ;
Unshaken faith, and meekness withont guile.
Hence figw the odours out, our pray'rs perfoma,
Like incense, rising fragrant on Lhe throne,

4 The Hlements, p Poegz in four bpokas
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From golden vials poar'd, by elder hands!

Extinct thy influential radiance, Sin,
Imcurmbent on the soul, ns black as Hell,

Holds godlexs anarchy : by thee refin’d,

Incens'd, sublim’d, and sanctify’d, the soul
Tovites the Holiest (O abyss of love!)

To choose a temple, purer than the Sam,
locorruptible, foriged not by hands,

Where best he loves to dwell —Thou all my bed,
Most holy Comforter! in sickness smoothd,

Apd riolet-buds, and mses, witbout thorn, [vale |

Shower’d rouad the couch. From darkness and the

Of sbadowy Death, L pastures fair, and strcams

Of comfort, thy refreshing right-hand led

My wearied zoul, and bath'd in health and joy !
To jight restor’d and the sweet breath of Heav'n,

Beneath thy olive-boughs, in plentevus fow,

The goMden oil eflusing on my head

Of giadnress, let me ever sit and sing,

Thy nomerous Godhead sparkling in my soul,

Thyself instilling praises, by thy ear

Not upapprov’d! For wisdom's steady ray,

Th' enlight'ning gift of tongues, the sacred fires -

Of pocey are thine; uniled Thres!

Patber of Hewv'n snd Earth ! goeval Son!

Ao co-existing Spirit! Trinal Ope!

ROTES AND ALLUSIONS.
Page 52. ALoRG thy borders, Scheld ——
This wes written at the time of the siege of
Tournay.

B, 53. Plato conld meditate.

Fur be it firom me to speak with disrespect of
this pagan philosoghet. For my part, | could al.
moet deciare my admimtion of Plato's beautiful
deseriptions, e, ib the words of B. Jonson on
Smlapenre ;: ** To justify” says he, '* my own
candour, I ronour his memory (on this side idal.
ary) as much sy any.” Sce biz Discoveries,
vl IL fob. of his worka, Page 93,

Fonly heve would observe how falsely, not to
Ay impiously, some modern writers seein to take
paing to recommend Plato’s ideal marality o op=
Jsiition to the glorious doctrines 8o fully revealed
in the holy scriptures,

P, 59, ‘Philodemus,

. Alloding to 2. Sectanuy’s admirableSatires; who
lntroduces much such moother character under
this pame, The true author, as we are informed
By Moosa. Blainville in his curious Travels, is
Mons, Segardi, one of the finest and politest
grolemen of Rome; by Philodemus, he means
e (ravina, an atheistical pretender to philoto-
piy, the Greck language, &¢, He thus makes
hean bomst of bimself, as if he drew the principles
of his systemy From Socrates.

Kos etenbm (puoto jim vosti) docti sumns, & quos
Bocraticd carpi tractandos mollitdr arte

f]n'rhih‘ aoerguat volg, totigue probattur

Bee 8. Sectani Smtyr, 4o, vol L. Sat. 1.
Kb.i. v. 108, &c. .
P54 Soal of the universe.
The heathens frequently give the appellation of
Boiil or Spirit to-God. . :

.85

Thus Virgil:
Calum & 1erram esmposqus liquentes,
Lucentemque globum jume, Titaningue astra
Spinitpy inths agit .

That ke means God by Spirit, appeam from
another place, ’ "
= Denm ire per omnes .
Terrasque tractusque maris celumque profundum.

And Zeno’s opinion is very remarkable

Qs gt v finxey & o e XoaLUr.

See Lactantius, B.vii. ¢. 3. end Dioge-
¢+ nes Laertins in the Life of Zeno,

Moving the waters saw Lhee o'er their

face, &c. :
Cicero telis us that it was Thales's opinion thef

*God was the Spirit which created alt thinga froid
the water. “ Thaled aquam dixit esse initivm
rerum, Deum autem ease mentemn que €xX &qns
cuoncta fingeret.” De Nat Deor. L i.

P. 54, ~—— Before thy mighty presence, &c.

The very heathens imagined a commotion in

nature at the presence of the Delty. ’
Yibratus ab ethere fulgor

- Cum sonitu venit, ruere amnia visa repentd.
Encin, lib. 8.

P, 54,

And in another place, Virgil:
Vir ea fatus eram, tremerce omnia visa repentd |
Limimaque laurusque Dei, totusque moveri =~
Mons circum. Kueis, lib 3.

So Jikewise Statius: :

Mirabar cur templs mihi tremuoere Dione
Theb, lib, 4
And Senecs : .
— Imo mugit & fundo solum,
Tonat dies serenus, ac tolis domus
Ut fracta tectis erepunit, Thyestes, Act IL

P. 54, —— Thou from the morniag-womh, ke,

Psalm cx. 3. This in'a noble metaphor to ex-
presa the besuties and graces of the Holy Spirit.
Sa thet ** from the womb of the merning™ in the
Poalmist, wignifies this: From the heavenly Kght
of the Gospel, which is the wing or beam whereby
the Sun of Righteoasness revealeth himself, and
breaketh out upon tbe world, the people shail
adorn themselves from the first forming of Christ
in them, with the dews of grace, and the gifts and
emanationa of the Holy Ghostt which are love,
joy, peace, long-snflering, gentlences, groduess,
faith, meekness, temperance Ual. v. 22. ke,
When the spitit of Christ bloweth thus upon va,
and the dews of grace are poured into cur hearts,
then the spices Bow out, which mrise from the
holy duties and spiri ipfusions, meauoned

| abore. -
P. 55, — = Prom clder-hands, *
Rev, v. B. The fourand-twenty elders fell

down before the Lamb, baving every one of them
harps and golden vials full of odours, which are
the prayers of the saints; that is, the peayers of
good men are as gratefud to God- as inoense from
the tabermacie, So David, Po xiv. & Let my
prayer be ditected to thee se incensa. b

P.55. Benesth thy clive-bmuch, &c.
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Alluding to the two olive-branches in Zecharia,
e iv. v. 11 and 19 which empty the polden oil”
out of thémselves. Amongst other expositions of
which ‘words, Junius and Tavnovius interpret
them, to mean the various gifta and effusions of
the Holy Spirit, which are, by Christ, derived
apon the church, For Christ is called the Messiah,
on acconyt of bis being anointed with the oil of
gladness; Pa xiv. 8. And 5L Sobn speakcth thus
of the Holy Ghast: Ye have an unction from the
Holy One. 1 Jobn ii. 2. The anvinting which
ye received from him, ebideth in you, Juhn ¢ ii
v 217,

" To conchule; a recovery from the amall-pox a
few years ago, gave occasivn to the preceding
potin. 1 only at fist (in gratitude to the Great
Physician of eouls and bodies} designed to have
published this hymn to the Trinity upon a re-
covery from sickness. But the subject being very 4
extensive, and copable of admitting serious re-
flections ou the frail sate of hamanity, [ cxpati-
ated farther upon it. 1t cannot be pupposcd that
I should treat upon fickness in 8 medicinal, but
valy in a descriptive, a moral, and religious
manucr: the versiticmtion 8 varied accordingly:
the descriptive parts being more puetical; the
moral, more plain; and the veligious, for the most
pert, dmwn from the Holy Scriptures. 1 have
just taken such notice of the progress of the small-
pox, as may give the reader sume amall idea of it,
without ofiending his imagination. These few
nates are not intended for the learncd reader, but
added to assist those who may not be so well
acquainterl @ith the classital and other allusmone
I do not remember to have seem any other poem
on the same gubject to lead me on the way, and
therefore, it is to be huped, the good-natured
reader will more readily excase its blemishes.

1 bave here added, by way of conclusion to the
notex, a short hymn written {when very yourg) in
the great ephdemwnl cold in 1738,

AN HYMK IN FMICKNESS.

O Loro! to thee 1 1ift my soul,
To thre direct my eyos,
Whi'e fate in every vapour rolls,
And sick’ning Mature sighs, !

E’en air, the vehicle of life,
The woft recess of breath,

1s madc the harbinger of Pate,
And poison'd dart of Death,

No gentle strains relieve my ears:
But hark ! the passing-toll,
. In along, sadly-solemn knell,
Alarms anew my soul.

No lovely prospect meets my eye,
But melancholy fear,

Attended with the hollow pomp
Of sickness and despair, =

My »ins, wide-staring in my face
1n ghasuy guise alarm;

The pleasing sins of wanton youth,
Ia many n atal charm
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1 sink beneath their black :rprmdnf
My God! thy mercy lend;

Let Hope her healing wings diffase;
O saatch me from the fend!

J feel, 1 feel thy saving hexlth :
New maptures fill my beart:

A shining train of bliss succeeds;
The gloomy sceves depart,

Tho! straining coughs this mortal frl.lne
To dissglution bnng.

Yet dreary Death in vain affrights,
And points in vain his sting:

-1 gracious Heaven at that sad boar
[te guardian arm cxtend ;

If angels watch my parting soul,
And save me at my eod.

O Lord, or let me live or die,
Thy holy will be done !

But let me live alone to thee,
Aud die in thee alope.

—

GRATITUDE.

A POEM, ON THE COUNTESS OF PONFRETS RENE-
FACTIONS TO THE UNLVERMTY OF OXBOLD.

Donarem stal
Donsre, Hormat

SHary foreign lands for Pomfret wake the lyre,
And Tyber’s more than Is.»” banks inapire ?
Let Isie’ groves with Pomfret’s name resound §
Not Rome atone can boast of classic ground.
Ye sons of harmony, the wreath prepare,
The living laure! wreath, to bind her hair. |
Hail, fair exemplar of the good and great,
The Muses hail thee to their hanourd eeat;
And pe'er since Anna with her presence blest,
They sung a_nobler, more suspjcious guest.
Bebald our youth, transported at the sight
Bebold vur virzins, sparkling with delight:
E’en venerable a.e furgets its anow,
The splendonr catches, and consents to glow.
Ye youths, with Pomfret’s praises tune the shell:
Ye virgine, learn from Pomiret to oxeel :
For Jet her age, with fervent prayers and pure,
The blessings of all bounteons Heaven secure,
Their breathiug incenne tet the Graces bring :
Their gruteful peeans let the Muses sing.
If praise be guilt, ye laurels, cense to grow,
Ozfurd to sing, and seraphims to glow.
No altars to an idol.power we raise,
Nor consecrate the worthless with oar praisa,
To merit only and to goodness just,
‘We rear the arch-tricmphal sod the bust,
Sprung from the Pembroke ' race, their nation's
Allied by science, 2s by blood allied, (pride,

Carming p

T The Pembroke family bave been revmarkabla
for genius. Mary, countess of Pembroke, sistor
to fir Philip Sidney, for whose cotertainment be
wrote bis Arcedia, yjublished a tagedy called
Antonins.  Ann, conatess of Pembroke, had
Daniel for her tutor, snd erected to Specser the
monoment in Wentminster Abbey, William, ead
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Tustrions race ! sure to protect or please
With patriot freedom, or with courtly ease;
Blest with the graceful form, and taneful mind,
Ta Oxford dear, as t6 the Muses kind !
Thy gifts, O Pomfret, we with wonder view,
Apd while we praise their beauties, thiok of you
Who bt 2 Venug conld a Cupid send,
And who a Tully, but Miserva’s friend?
A speechless Tully, lest he shonld eommend
The praise you merit you refuse to hear;
Nomarble orator can wouand your éar,
Mere statnes, worse th tues we should be,
¥ Oxford's zons more@fient were than he.
Scarce silent, and impgtjent of the slone,
He seems to thander frof his rostral throne:
He wakes the marble, by same Phidias taught,
And, sloguently dumb, be looks a thought
With hopes apd fears we tremble or rejoice,
Decrivd we listen, and expect a voice,
This station satisfics his noble pride,
Disdaining, but in Oxford, to reside. .
Here safety we behold fierce Marius frown,
Qlad that we hare no Marius, save in stone.
5o apimated by the master's skill,
The Gaal, awe-stricken, dares pot—ennnot kill,
The sleeping Cupids happily exprest
The fiercer passions foreigu to thy breagt.
Long strangers w the laughter-loving dame,
They from Arcadiz, not from Paphos, eame.
Whene'er his Iyre thy Lindrid Siduey strung,
Tht flocking Loves avound their poef hung:
Wheneer he fought, they flutlerd by his side,
And stiffen’d into marble, when he died.
Half-dropt their quivers, and half-seal'd their eyes,
They only sleep :—for Cupid vever dies

“ A sleeping Cupid! cries some well-drest’

imart
“Tis false | I fecl his arrows in my beart.®
I own, my Ffriend, your argument is good,
And who denies, that's made of flesh and blood
Baot yon bright eircle, strong in native charms,
No Cupid"s how rrquirct, nor borrow’d arms:
The radiant of C st fien
Kern from each glance, and pointed from their
eyed.

of Pembroke, printed ® volome of poems.  Sbak-
speare’s and Fletcher's worka, io their first edi-
tions, wre dedicated to the earl of Pombroke: and
Thomus, who oaght particnlsrly to be mentioned
on this occasion, made the largest and fnest col.
bectvom of statwey of any nobleman in Europe,
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His heart, whom such & praspeel caanot move,
It herder, colder, than the Marble-Love,

But Modesty rejects what Justice speaka:

—1I see soft blushes atealing o'er their chacka

Not Phidion Iabours claim ti:e verse alone,
The figur'd brasw, or fine-proportion'd stone.

To thake you theirs the sister Arts conspire,

You aniowte the canvas or the lyre:

A new creation on Your canvas fows,

Life meets your hend, and from your pencil fowsg
How swells your various Igre, or melts away,
While every Muse attends on every lay !

The bright contagion of Hesperian skies,
Burn'd in your goul, and lighten'd in your eyes,
To view what Raphael painted, Vinei plana’d,
And all the womlers of the claasic land.

Proud of your charms, applauding Rome confest
Her own Cornelia’s breathing in your breast.
The virtues, which each foreign realm renown,
You bore in triumph hotne, to grace your owo.
Appclles thus, to form his finish'd piace,

The beautsoas Pomfret of adoring Greece,

In one united, with his happy care,

The fair perfections of a thousand fair,

The’ Virtue may with morel Justre charm,

Religion only can the bosom warm,

In thee Religion wakens all her fires,

Perfomes thy heart, and spotless soul inspines,
A Cato’s daughter might of virtue boast,

Nohly to vice, though not to glory, lost:

A Pomiret, taught hy piety to rise,

Looks dawn on glory, while ahe hopes the skies,
Angels with joy prepare the starry crown,

And serapbs feed a fleme, 50 like their own,

One statue more Ict Rhedicina * raise
To charm the present, brighteo future days;
The sculptur'd column grave with Pomnfret's name,
A column worthy of thy temple, Fame!
Pruxiteles might such a form commend,

And borrow graces which e ne'd to iend:
Where ease with beauty, force with anflncas meet,
Though mild, majestie, and though awful, sweet,
Of gold and elephant, on either hand,

Let Picty and Bounty, graceful, stand :

With fillets this, with roscs that enlwin’d,

And breathe their virtues on the gazer's mind,
Low at ker feet, the sleeping Cupids placd,

By Marins guarded, and with Tully groc'd:

A monument of gratitude remain, .

‘The bright Palladiam of Minerva’s fane.

* Oxford.
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THE

LIFE OF ROBERT BLAIR.

BY MR. CHALMERS.

1

Rosear BLATR was the eldest son of the rev, David Blair, one of the ministers of

Ediburgh, and chaplain to the king. His grandfuther was the rev. Robert Blait,’

sometime minister of the gospel at Bangor, in Treland, and afterward at Saint Andrews,
mt Scotland, Of this gentleman, some Memoira partly taken from his manuscript
diries, were published at Edinburgh in 1754. He was celebrated for his piety, and, by
those of his persuasion, for his inflexible adherence to presbyteriznism in oppasition to
the endexvours mnade in his time to estahlish episcopacy in Scotland : it is recorded also
that be wrote some poems,

His grandson, the object of ibe present article, was bomn in the year 1699, and after
the ol preparatory studies was ordained minister of Athelstaneford, in the county of

Esst Lothian, where be regided until his death, Feb. 4, 1747. One of his sors now -

bolds the office of solicitor-general- to his majesty for Scotland. The late celebrated
Dr. Hugh Blair, professor of rhetoric and belles lettres, was his consn,

Soch are the only particulars handed down to us respecting the writer of The Grave :
it is but lately that the poem was. bonoured with much attention, and it appears to
lave made s way very slowly into general notice. The pious and congenial Hervey
wes among the first who praised it. Mr. Pinkerton, in bis Letters of Literature, pub-
hshed npder the mme of Heron, endeavoured to raise it far above the level of common

preductions, and I should suppose be has succeeded. It has of late years been fre- '

quently reprinted, but it may be questioned whether it will bear a critical examination :
it kns po regular plan, nor are the reflections o mortality embeilished by any superior
graces. Itis perhaps a stronger objection that they are mterrupted by strokes of feeble
ntire at the expence of physicians and undertakers, His expressions are often mean,
ad hs epitbets ill-chosen and degrading—** Supernumerary horrour; new-made
widow; sooty blackbird ; strong-lunged cherub; jame kindness, &c. &e.; solder of
wciety; by stronger arm belaboured ; great gluts of people, &c.” are vuigarisms which
anoot be pardoned in 3o short a preduction,
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The Gtave is mid to have been first printed at Edinburgh in 1747, but thisis a
mistake, It was printed in 1743, at Londoa, for M. Cooper. The author bud
previously submitted it to Dr. Watls, who informed him that two booksellers had
dectined the risk of publication. He had likewise gorresponded with Dr. Doddridge
on the subject, and in a letter to that divine, mys, that « in order to make it
more generally liked, he was chliged sometimes to go cross to his own inclination, well
knowing that whatever poem is written lpen a sefious argument, must, upon that

. very nccount, lie under pesuliar disadvantages : and therefore proper arts must be nsed
to make such w piece go down with m licentious age which cares for none of
those things'.” In what respect e cromed his inclination, and by what arts he
endeavoured to make his poem more acceptable to a licentious age, we know not. In
defence of the present age, it may be mid with justice that the poem owes its popularity -
to ila subject; and that, notwithstanding ity defects, it wnll probably be a lasting
favonmemthpe.mnsofssenomlnm.

* Letters to and fram Dr. Doddridge.  Bvo, 1790,
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H_m.,uc_u.u.mu)ﬁh_ The Grave, dread

en shiver when thou 'rt named: Nature appali'd

 Shakes off ber wm:ted firmness———Ah! how dark

BE—Cxt , and ueful wastes!
Where pought but .ﬂ]ence mgm, end night, dur
Dark g9 was chaos, cre the infant San [oight,
Was roli*d together, or had try'd his beams

1 Athwart the gloom profound.—=The sickly taper,
: By glimm'ring thro’ thy lpw-brow'd misty vaults,
{FarP'd round w 1thM___ps mndropy sliwe ,)

Aod only serves to make thy mght more irksome:

Weil do [ know thee by thy trusty yew, ’

Cheerless, unsocial plant! that loves to dwell -
$Midst sculls and coffins, epitaphs and worms:

. Where light-heel’d ghosts, and visionary shades,

" Beneath the wan, coid Mcoon {as Fame reports)

Embody'd, thick, perform their mystic rounds,

No other meorimnent, dull tree! is thine. 3T

See yonder hajlow’d fane;—the pious work

% Of names once fam’d, now dubious or forgot,

" 4od bury’d midst the wreck of things which were;

There lie interr’d the more illusiricus dead,

e wind isup:—hbark! how it howla!—Methioks,

TTill now, I never heard a sound 50 dreary:
cruk, and windows clap, and night’
Fook'din the spire, screamnsioud ; the gioomyuslen
% Back plaster'd, and huog round with shreds of
scutcheons, [
T And taiter'd coats of armns, send back the
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults,
The mangiona of the dead.—Eous'd from their
In grim array the grisly spectres viss, [slumbers,
Grm borrible, and, cbstinately sullen, v
Again the screech-owl shiicks—ungracious sound !
Suite round the pile, a row of reverend elins,
{Coeval pear with that) wll mgged show, :

Loog lash'd by the rude winds. Sotoe rift balf dows
(]‘helr branchless trunks; others so thin at top,
¢I'hat scarce two crows can lodge in Lhe sapme trea
Strange things, the neighbours say, have happen'd
here ;
Witd shrieks have ismed from the hollow tombe 3
Dead men have come again, aod walk'd about;
And
t Such tales their cheer at wake or gusaippicg,
When it draws near to witching time of aight.) -
Oft ia the lone church yard at night I've secn,

By glimpse of moanehine cheqdering thro' the treesy
The school boy, with bis satchei in his hand,/
Whistling aloud to bear his courage up,

Apd lightly tripping o’er the long flat sto

{With nettles skirted, and with moss o’ergrown,)
That tell in homely pllrase who lie below.

Sudden he starts, and hears, or thinks he hears,
The sound of something pugrog at bis heels;

Full fast he fies, aid dunes not look behind hlm,
*Till, out of bruath, be overtakes his fellaws,

Who gather rouod. and wonder at the tale .

Of borrid apparition tall and ghastly,

That walks at desd of night, or takes his stand
Cer some new-open’d grave ; and (strange to teil!
Evanishes ot crowing of the co-ck.

Lbe pew-made widow, too, 1'vesometimes 'spy’d,
Sad sig W chTEE o’¢r the prostrate dend:
Listless, she crawls alopg in doleful black,

While bursts of sorro W gysh from either eye,
Fast faliivg down her now %I_‘lg_k; %
Prome on the lewly grave of the man
She drops ; whilst busy meddling mamory,f)
In barbarous succession, musterz up

The past endearments of their softer houn,
Tenacious of its theme.  Still, atill she thinks
5he seeq him, and indolging the fond thought,
Clings yet mare chosely to the senseless turf,
Nor beeds the passeager who looks that way.

Invidious Grave!~-how dost thqu rend o sunder
Whom love has knit, and sympathy made opa?
A tis more mubbumn far than Nature's band,
Friendship! my=terious cement of the souly~
Sweetner of life, and solder of society,

I owe thoe much. Thou hast dessrved fromn me,
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay.
Oft bave I prov'd the labours of thy love,

And the wann eflorts of the gentle heart, 15
l‘ -

great bell haa toll'd, uorung, untouck'd. s

-
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Auxions to please, —Oh! wheo my friend and 1
In zome thick wood have wander’d heedless on,
Hid from the vulgar eye, and sat us down

Upon the sloping cawslip-cover’d bank,

“Where the pure limpid stream hes alid aleng

In grateful eprpurs theo' the underwood,  [thrush
Sweet murmuriog; methonght the sbrill-tongu'd

1Mended his sonyg of love; thag-ﬂlzjﬁkbjﬂ
ften'd every note:

and so0
and the roxe

(Aveum'd & dye more deep; whilst ev'ry fower
Vy'd with its fellow-plant in luxury -
WOf dress——-0Oh! then the longest summer's day
Berm'd tou too much in haste; still the full heart
Had not imperted half: ’twas happiness
Too exquisite to last.  Of joys departed,
Not to retars, how pinfut the retnembrance !

,Dmﬁm%; thuu spoil’st the dance of youth-
fol blodd, '

Strik’st out the dimple from the cheek of mirth,
And ev'ry smirking feature from the Rce;
Branding out Jaughter with the name of madness,
‘Where are the jesters now? the men of health,
Compiectionally pleasant? Where's the droll,
Whase ev'ry look and gesture was 4 joke

Ty clapping theatres and shouting crowds,

Befora she was aware?- Ahl sullen now,
Ard dumb as the green turf that covers them,
Where ara the mighty thunderbolts of war?
he Ttoan Casard, and the Grecian chicfs,
"The boast of slory? Where the hot brain'd youth,
' Who the tiara at his pleasure tore

. » From kings of all the then discover'd globe,

”|

And cry'd, forsooth, because his ann way ham-
And bed not room enough to do its work? [per'd,
Alas! how alim, dishonourably slim,

And cram’d into a space we blush to name!
Proud Royalty ! kow alter’d in thy looks!

How blaok thy features, and how wan thy hue!
Son of the Moming whither art thou gone {
‘Where hast thou hid thy many-spangled head,
And the majortic menace of thine eyes

Felt from afar? Pliant and powerless now,
JLike new-born infant wounil up in his swathes,

r victim combled flat upon its back,
hat throbs heneath the sacrificer's knife,

Mute, must thou bear the strife of little tonghes,
And coward insuits of the base-born erowd,

That grudge a privilege thou never hadst,

But uply hopl fur in the peaceful grave,

Of being unmolested and alone,

Arsbia’s gurns and odoriferous drugs,

And hongurs by the heralds duly paid,

In mode and form e’en to every scruple;

Oh! crue] irony! these come too late,

And only mock whom they were meant to honour.,

Surely there’s uct a dungeon slave that’s bury

& v

)

Iu the highway, unshranded and uncoffin’d,
But lies as soft, and sleeps #3 sonnd ns be,
8orry presminence of high descent,

Above the vulcer born to ot in state.

But ses! the well-plum’d hearse comes nodding
Stately and slow, and properiy attended [on
By the whole eable tribe, that painful watch
The sick man’s , and live upen the dead,

By letting out their persons by the hour,
To mimic.sorrow when the heart’s not sad.
~Wow cick the trappiogs ! now they’re all unfur?d,

¥ S
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And glittering in the sun; triomphant entries
Of conquerors, end curonaticn pomps,
In glory scarce excced, Grpatgluts of prople
Retard th' unwieldy show: whilst from the case-
ments,
And houses’ tops, ranks behind ranks, close wedg'd,
Haeg bellying o’er. Hat telt ns why this waste,
Why this ado in earthiug up a carcase
That’s fall'n into disgrace, and in the nostril
L e *-—¥ ¢ undevtakers, tell us,
*Midst all the gurgeous figures you exbibit,
Why is the principal conceal’d, for which
You make this mighty stir =T is wisely done:
What would offiend the eyt in a yood picture,
e painter casts discreetly ioto shades, ik
Proud Lineage, now how little thou appear’st
Balow the envy of the private man!
Henour, that meddlesome, officious ill,
Pursues thee c’en to death ; nor Yhere stops short
Strunge persecution ! when the grave itself
15 no protection from rude sufferance, Y
Absurd to thiok to oversteach the Grave,
*#nd from the wreek of names ta reseue oure
The best concerted schemes men lay for fame
lDie fast away; only themselves die faster.
The far-fam'd sculptor, and the laurei’d bard,
Thaose bold insurancers of deathless fame,
Supply their litte feehle aids in vain,

And wonder of the world, whose spiky top

Has wounded the thick eloud, and long outlivd
The angry shakiug of the winter's storm:

Yet spent at lastby th® injuries of Heaven,
SShatter’'d with age, and furrow'd o’er with yeats,
The mystic cone with hicrogly phics erosted,
» At once gives way. Oh! iamnentable sight !
«The labour of whole ages tumbles down,
[* A hideous and mishapen length of ruins.
fepu]chml columpns wrestle but in vain

With all-subduing Time; her éank'ring hand
L With calm, delib'rate malice wasteth them:
Worn on the edge of davs, the brass consumés,
*The busto moulders, and the decp-cot marble,
Unsteady to the steel, gives up its charge
Ambition, half convicted of her folly,
' Hanga down her head, and reddens at the Lale, 5 4%
Here ell the mighty troublers of the Earth,
Who swam to sovreign tule theo® gems of blood;
Th' oppressive, sturdy, man-destroying villains,
Wio ravagid kingdoms, and: taid cmpires waste,
And, in & criel wantonness of power, .
Thinn'd states of half their people, and gave up
To want the rest; now, ltke o starm that's speat,
Lie hush'd, and mranly smeak behind the covert.
¥ain thought! to hide thun frum the gemeral
scorn

'hat haunts and dogs them like an injured ghost
Implacabln.—{Hcm,*too, the petty tyrant, P
Whaose seant domainey gaogrupher ne'er notic'd,
And weli for neighbouring crounds, of are
Who fix'd his iron teluns on the poor, [short,
And grip'd them like sume lonily beast of prev;
Deaf to the forveful cries of guswing Hunger,
And piteons plaiutive voice of Misery ;
(s if & slave wes not & shred of Nature,
Of the sathe commou pature with hislord;)
Now tame and hamble, like a eliill that's whipp'd,
pShaken hands with dust, and calls the werm his
kinsman ; .

Fl

Under ground,

H.

Nor pleads his rank amd birthright.
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. Whilst surfeited upon thy damask cheek

. Great heights are hazarduus to the weak bead ;

Frecodenty's a jest : vassal and lord,
. Gromly Gmilinr, side by side consmme, 32
When sclesteem, or other's adulation,
Would cunuingly persuade us we are sumething
Abare the common level of our kind;  {flattery,
The Grve gaiusays the smooth-complertion'd
And with blunt truth scquaints es what we are.
Beagty—thou pretty plaything, dear deceit!
That steals ;o softly oer the stripling's heart, ~
And gisvs it & new pulse enknown before,
The firuxg discredita thee: thy charms expung’d,
1 Thy tuses faded, and thy lilies soil*d, )
What hast thou more to boast of ? Wil thy lovers
Fick mund thee now, to gaze and do thee ho-
)

Methinks [ see thee with thy head low laid,

+ The high-fed wormn, in lazy volumes roll'd, \

Riots unscar'd.—For this, was all thy caotion ?

For this, thy painful Iabours at thy glass,

T improve those charms and keep them in repair,
& Porwhich the spoiler thanks theenot? Foul feeder!
Course fare and carrion please thee fult as well,
Axd leave ax keen n relish on the sense.

Look bow the fair one weeps '—the conscious tears

Stand thick a3 dew-drops on the bells of Bowers: -

Haeet effusion ! the gwoln heart in vain

Works hard, to put a gloss oa its dirtress,
too—thau surly and less gentle boast

Of those that lond taugh at the village rmg,

A §t of common gickness pulls thee down

With grester ease than eer thou didm the stripling

That rashly dar'd thee to th' unequal Aghte—

Wh;:;rn was that 1 heard }—Deep groan in-

With aoguish beavy ladgn.—Let me trace it.——

From yooder bed it comes, whers the strong man,

By sironger wrm belabour’d, gasps for breath

Like s bard-honted beast. How his great heart

Bexta thick ! his roomy chest hy far toe scant

To give the lungs fult play,—What now avail

The mroug-built sinewy Limbs, aod well-sprend

shoakders |

Ser bow be tage for life, and lays about him,

Ma] with bis pains !-—Eager he catches hold

Of what comen next to hand, and grusps it hand,

Judd |ike m cresture drowning ! hideous sight!

Oh! bow his eyes stand out, and stare full ghast
Iyt

Whilst the disternper's rank and deadly venom

Shocts like a burning arrow cross his howels,

Auwd dripks his marrow up—Heard you that
groan ?

1t was his lam—Se¢ how the great Qoliath,

Jost like & chitd that brawld itself to rest,

Lies gtil—What mesn'st thou then, O mighty
besester, ) [bull,

To vaont of nerves of thine ? What means the

Uncooxcioua of hia strength, Lo play the coward,

Aud fee babore a feeble thing iike man,

That, knowing well the slackness of his arm,

wTrets goly in the well-invented knife?

With study pale, and midnight vigils i;un‘t“.
The star-curveying sage close to his eye =
Applies tha sight-igvieorating tube, [pace,
Aed tnr’lliug%u?ih the bouudless lengih of

Markp well the conries of the fur-seen orhs
Thaz roll with regular eonfision there,
Te eoatacy of thought. But ah! proud man!
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500n, very koon, thy firmest footing fails;

Anhd down thou drop’st into that darksome place,

Where nor device nor knowledge ever came.
Here the tongue-warrior lies disebled now,

Disarm’d, dishonour'd, like a wretch that's ugg'd,

And cannot tell his aily o passers by. [change;

Grest man of language!—Whence this mighty

This dumb despair, and drooping of the head?

The’ strong persuasioun hung upon thy lip,

And sly insinnation’s solter arts

In amhush lay about thy flowing tongue;

Alas! bow chop-fall’s now ! Thick mists end si-

Rest, like a weary cloud, upon thy breast [lence

Unceasing.— ih! where is the lifted arm, .~

‘T'he strength of action, and the force of words,

The well-tutn'd period, and the well-tun'd voice,

With all the lesser ornaments of phrase ?

Ah! fled for ever, aa they ne’er had been;

Raz'd from the book of Fame ; or, more provoking,

Perchance snme hackney, hunger-bitten scribbler, »

Insults thy memory, and blots thy Lomb

With long fat narrative, or duller rhymes,

With heavy haltiog pace that draw! along;

Enough to rouse a'dead wman into rage,

And warm with red resentment the wan cheek
Here the great masters of the healing-art,

These mighty mock defrauders of the tomb,

Spite of their juleps and catholicons,

Resign to fate.—Proud Esculapius’ son !

Where are thy boasted implementa of art, -

And all thy well-cram’d magazines of heelth?

Nor hill, nor vale, an far as ship conld go,

Nor margin of the gravel-bottom’d brook,

Escup'd thy rifling hand :—Ffrom stubborn shrubs

‘Thou wrung’at their shy-retiring virtues out,

And vex’d them in the fice; nor fly, nor inseet,

Nor writhy snake, escap’d thy decp renearch.

But why this apparatus } Why this cost ?

Tell us, thou doughty keepcr from the grave,

Where are thy recipes and cordials now,

With the long list of vouchers for thy cures?

Alas! thou speak'st not.—The bold impostor

Looks not more silly when the cheat’s found ouk
Here the lank-sided miser, worst of felons,

Who meanly stole, {discreditable shift)

Prom back and belly too, their proper cheer,

Eas'd of a task it irk'd the wretch 1o pay

To bis own carcase, now lieg cheaply lodged,

3

lBy clam'rous appetites no longer teas'd,

Nor tedious bills of charges and repaira

But ah ! where are his rents, his comings~in?

Ay! now you've made the rich man poor indeed !

Robbd of his gods, what bas he left behind?

Oh, cursed lust of pold ? when for thy sake,

The fool throws up his int’rest in bots worlds:

First starv’d in this, then damn’d in that to come,
How shocking must thy summons be, O Death,

To him that is at ease in his possesslany;

Whe counting on long years of pleasure here,

-Ia quite ynfornish'd for that world to come!

o that docad moment, how the frantic soal

Raves round the walls of her clay tenement;

Ruxs tu each avenue, gnd whrieks for help,

But shrieks in vain l==How wishfully she looks

On ali she's leating, now no longer her's!

A litlle longer, yet a Lttle longer,

Ob ! inight she stay to wash away her stains,

And fit her for her passage.—Mouruful sight!

Her very eyes weep bioad; and every groan

She heaves is big with hormour.—PBut the fos,

r

Yrt KT

F

<7

sy

s



4

66

1ike s staunch mund'rer, vieady Lo his purpose,

Pursues her close through every lane of life,

Nor misses once the track, but presses op

Till fore’d at last to the tremendous yerge,

At ooce she sinks to everlasting ruin,

*Sure *Lis & periogs thing to die! my soul!
What & strange moment must it Lie, whch near
Thy jouriey's end, thou hast the gulf in view!
That awful gulf, no mertal e'cr repasy'd
‘To tell what’s doing on the other side,

“Nature rups back, and shudders at the sight,
And every Jife-string bleeds at thought of parting;
Por part they must; body aud seul mpust part:
Fond couple ! link'd more close than wedded pair.
'This winge its way to ils Almighty Source,

‘The witness of it4 actions, now its judge;

That drogs ioto the dark and noisome Grave, »
}e’ke a disgbled pitcher of no use.

If death was nothing, and nought after death;

859 1f when men died, at once they ceas'd to be,

488

Returning to the barven womb of nothiag,

Wheocg first they sprung, then might the de-

beuchee {drunhkand

Untrembiing mouth the Heavens: then might the

Reel over his full bowl, and, when *tis drain’d,

Fill up another to the brim, and Jaugh

At the poor bugbear Death: then might the wrotch

That's weary of the world, and tir'd of lik,

At once givc each jnquietwle the alip,

By stealing ont of being when he pieas’d,

And by what way, whether by hemp or steel,
~-Dvath’s thousand doors etand open. Who could
The ill-plers'd gueat to sit out his fu)l time, [force
Or bamne Lim if he goesP—Sure he does well,
‘That helps himself as timely as he can,

When able~—~Dut if there is an beveafter,
Ang that there is, conscicnce, uninfivenc'd,
And suffer'd to speak out, telis ev'ry man,
Thea muat it be an awful thing to die: -
More horsid yet to die by one’s owen band.

Sed-purder [—wname it gat: our island’s shems;

Thot makes her the reproach of reighbouring
. states,

Shall Natore, swerving from her carliest dictate,

Self-preservation, fail by her own act?

Forhid it, Heaven—Let not, upon disgust,

The shameless hand be fully erimson’d oer

With bloed of its own lord.—Dreadful attempt !
Juut reeking from selfslaughter, in a rage

To rash into the presence of our judge;

' As if we chalien»’d him to do His worst,

Apd matter'd nat bis wrath: unheard-of tortures

Must be reserv'd for such: these herd wogether;

The cominon damn'd shun their society,

And look upon themselves as fienda fess foul,

Our time is fix’d, amd all vnr days ame number'd;

How luag, how short, we Lnow nut :—this we know,
¢ Duty neynires we calmily wait the suinmons,

Nor dure to siir tiil Heav™n sbali give permission:

Like seng'ries that mest keep Ltheir destin®d stapd,

Aud wail U0 appuinied hour, till they're celiev'd;

}'Those ualy are the brave that keep their ground,

| And keep it to the last, To run away

T« but a cownnd's trick. To run away

From this world’s ills, that, at the very worst,

Wil saon hlow o'er, thinking to mend ourselves,

Iy boldly venturing ou a workl unkoown,

A plunging headlong in the dark ;="tis mad ;

No phrensy half so despeiate as thie

Tl pe, ye dend ; will pune of you, in pity

-
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To those you left bebind, disciope the secret 1

10:.! that some courteous ghost woukd blsb it ouf’;
What*tis you are, and we oust shartly be.

1'v¢ beard, tbat souls departed, bave sometimes
Fonp:*arn’d men of their death =T wos kindly

one,

To knock, apd give th' alarm,~~FEut what meany
This stinted charity }e~T is but lame kindoess
That does its work by balves.—Why might younot
Tell us what 't is to diet—=Dio the strict laws

-| Of your society forbid your speaking

Upon a point 30 nice }=l’l] ask no mores
[*Sullen, like lamps in sepulchres, your shine
Eulightens but yourselves, Well'tis no matter;
A very little time will clear up all,
And make ns loarn'd as you are wod as close.
Death's shafts fiy thick: here falls the village .
Bwain,
And there his pamper'd Jord. The cup gues
And wha so artful as to put it by!
Tis long since Death had the majority;
Yet strange ! the living lny it not to heart,
See yonder maker of the dead man's bad,
The sexton, hoary-hesdead chromicie,
Of hard, unmeaning face, down which no'er stnla
A gentle tear, with matbock in his hand,
Digs thro’ whoele rows of kiodred and acqueintancs,
By far his juniorie=Scarce & skull's cast up,
But well he knew its owner, and ear tell
Some passage of hin life~—Thus hand in hand
The sot has walk'd with Death twice twenty yenrs,
And yet ne’er yonker on the green laughs londer
Or olubs a amuttier tale: when dronkards meet,
None dligs a merrier catch, or lends a hand
Moure willing to his cop,w—Poor wretch! be miods
That soon some trusty brother of the trade {not,
Shall do for him, what he has done for thousands.
On this side, and on that, men sec their friemds
Drop off, like lemves in sutumn; yet lacnch oot
Into fantastic schemes, whick the long livers
In the world’s hale and undegenerate days
Could scarce have leisure for.——Fools that we dre,
Never to think of death and of ourselves
At the aame time: as if to learn to die
‘Were no concern of ours.—Oh | more than sobtish,
For crespures of & day in gunesome mood,
Ta frolic on Eternity's dreasd brink
Unapprehensive ; when, for aught we know,
The very first swoln surge shali sweep us'in.
Think we, or think we not, Time huyries on
! With a resirtless, upremitting streamn; 1
Yol trvads more sofl than. ¢'er did midoight thiel,
That siides his hand uuder the miser's pillox,
And carries off bis prize.—What is this world ?
What, but » spacious burial-ficld vowalld,
Strew'd with Death’s spoils, the spoils of antmals
Savage and tame, and foll of dead men’s bones,
The very turf va which we tread ooce ljiv’d;
And we that live must lend our carcases
$ To cover our own affspring; in their tarns,
They, toa, must cover theirs. is here all meet?
f:The shiv'ring Teclander, and sun-burnt- Moor;
Men of all climes, that never et before;
And of 2)} creeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Christiaw.
Here the proud prince, and favourite yet prowder,
His sav’reimm’s kecper, and the people’s scourge,
Are huditled out of sight.—Here lie abash'd
The great negocintorsof the Sarth,
And celebrated masters of the balance,
Dcep read in stratagrma and wiles of coarts; |
\
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Now vain their treat y-skilla=Duosth oo s to treat,
Here ibe o'erlomded slave flinge down hin burtiren
From his gall'd shonbderyp—aod when the stern

tyramt,
With ali his guards and tools of porer about hims,
Ir meditating oew unherrd-of hardships,
Mocks bis short arm;—and quick sy thought
excapes '
Where tyTants yex not, wed the wesry rest.

Here the warm lover, Jeaving the cool shade,
The tefl tale scho, and the babbliug stream,

{Trwe oat of mimd the far'rite seats of tove,)

Janm by his gentle mistren lay him down,
Uublasted by foul tongne—~Here friends and foes
Lie close, unmindfal of thejr former foads, -
The tawn-rob’d prefate and plain presbyter,
Ere-while that stood aloof, aa thy to meet,
Failiar miwgle here, Kke sirter streams

That some rede imterposing rock had split.

Heve s the lauge-limb’d pensant :w—bere the
Of 2 pan long thak never mw the Sun, [ebid
Nor prom’d she nipple, strangled in life's porch.
Here it the mather, with her sons and daughtars;
The barren wife, and lonk-demurriog maid,

Wioee lonely unappropriated sweets

buifd like yon knot of cowalips on the cliff, «

Mot to be come at by the willing hand.

Her are the prude severe, a::d gay coquet,

The mwber widow, and the young green virgio,
Cooppd like 2 rose before *tis fally blown,

Or baff its worch distles’d, Strange medley here)

Here parralone old age winds up his tale;—
Amd jovial youth of Hghtsome vacant hegrt,
Whose every day was made of melody, [shrew,
Rears not the yoice of mirth.—The shrill-tongu’d
Meek as the tartle-dove, forgets her chiding,

Here are the wise, the generons, and the brave;
The pust, the good, the worthless, the profane,
Toe downright clown, and perfectly well bred;

. The fool, the chart, the scoundrel, and the mean,

Tae wapgie statesman; snd the patriot stern;
The wrecks of patioos, and the spoils of time,“
With all the inmber of six thourand years.

Poor man'—%ow ha onee in thy frst state!
Whea yet but warm from thy great Maker’s hand,
He stamp*d thee with his image, and, weil-pleas’d,
Swild oty bis bast fair work.—~Then all was well, *
Soond was the Hody, and the wml serene;

Like two sweet instruments, ne'er out of to ,L’

- That play their seversl parts,—Norhead, norheart,

Offer'd to ache ; mor was there cause they-should;
For all was pare within: no fell remorse,
Nur anxions castings-np of what might be,

 Alrm'd Wiy pescefi] bosom.—=Sammer seas

bbow oot more amooth, when kiss'd by southern
winds, . .

Iust ready to expire—~Scarce importun’d,

The generons s0il, with a luxorions hand,

Ofird the various produce of the year,

Axd ev'ry thing most prrfect in its kind.

Biewwd]! thriceblessed daye lmaRut, ab | how short!

Blae'd as the pleasing dreams of holy men; |

But fagitive Tike those, and quickly goae,

Oh! wipp’ry state of things!'e=What mdden
What strange viciesitudes in the first leaf [turhs!
Of mun's sad history '==To-day most happy,

And cre to-morrow's Sun has set, most abject
Hox' scant the space between these vaut extremes!
Thus fa’d it with oot sire:—not long he emjoy’d
Hit Paradise—scarce had the happy tenant

OF the fair spot &ne time to frove its sweets,

Or sum them up, when straight he must be gune,
Ne‘er to return again.—And must he got )
Can nought compound for the first dire offegce
Of etring man ? — Like one that is condemn’d,
Fain would he trifle time with idle ik,

And parley with hin fate.——But i in Vaig——
Not all the lavish odours of the place

Offer’d in incense can procure his pardon,

Or mitigate his doom.— A mighty sngel

With flaming sword forbids his longer atey,

Aod drives the loiterer forth ; nor must he take
One last and favewe} round.~—At once he loat

His glory ad his God.—If mortal now,

And sorely maim'd, no wonder—Man bas sinn'd,
Sick of his bliss, and bent on new adventures,
Evil he needs would try: wor tryd in vain,
{Dreadful experiment! destructive measure!
Where the worst thing could happen, is success.)
Alas! too well he sped ; the he scorn'd
Stalld off reluctant like an il-od ghost,

Not to return ;—or if it did, ite visits,

Like those of angels, short and far between:
Whilst the black Demon, with his Hell-scap'd train,
Admitted once into its better room,

Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone;
Lording it o’er the man : who now too Iate

Saw Lhe rash exrour, which he ¢ould not mend:
An errour fatat not to him alone,

Het 10 his future sons, his fortune’s heira.
Inglorions bondage '—Human nature grosns
Benesth a vamalage go vile and cruat,

And its vast body bleeds thro! every vein.

‘What havoe bast thou made, foul monster, Sin !
Gréatest and worst of ills.—=The fruitful pm%t'ﬂ"
Of woen of all dimcasions'—But for thee
Sorrow had never been.—All-noxicus thing,

Of vilest nature '—Other sorts of evils

Are kindly circumsctib’d, and have their bounds,
The flerce voleano, from hiz borming entrails,
Thet belches molten stone, and globes of Bre,
Invole'd in pitchy clonds of smoke and steneh,
Mara the adjacent flelds for some leagues round,
And there it stops.~—The big-swoln inundation,
Of mischief more diffurive, raring lond, :
Buries whole tracts of counitry, threat™ning more ; -
But that, too, hes its share it cannot pass. :
More dreadful far than these, Sin has laid waste,
Not here and there a country, but a world : '
Dispatching at a wide-extended blow

Entire mankiod; aod, for their sakes, defacing
A whole creation’s beauty with mde handa;
Biasting the foodful geain, the loaded branches,

*And marking all along its way with ruin.

Accursed thing'=—Oh! where shall Pancy find

A proper name ti call thee by, expressive

Of all thy horrours! Pregoaat womb of illa!

OF temper bo transcendently malign,

That togda and serpents of most deadly klnd,
Compard to thee, are harmless, —Sickncsses

Of every size and symptom, racking pains,

And bluest plagucs, ere thine.—Sce how the frend
Profusely scztters the contaginn round !

Whilst deep-mouth'd Slaughter, Lellowing at her
heels, :
Wades doep in blood new epilt; yet for to motrow
Shapes out new work of great nmommmon daring,

And inly pineas 'tili the dread blow is struck.
But hold:el've gone too far; too much diseo-
ver'd
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My fathers nakedness, and Nature's shanre .
Here let me pause, and drop an honest tear,
' One burst of filis duty and condolence,

1 ¥ O'er all those ample deserts Death hath spresd;

This chaos of mankiod.——0O great man-eater .
Whose ev’ry day ia carnival, not sated yet!
Unheard-of epicure! without a fellow!

The veriest gluttons do not alwaye cram;

Bonie intervals of abstincace are svught

To edge the appetite: thou seekest none.
Methinks the countlers swarms thou hast devonr'd,
And thonsands that each hour thq&%uet op,~
This, less than this, might gorge thee full;
Tut, ah! raparious still, thou gap'st for more:
Like one, whole deys defrauded of his meals,

“~0n whom lank Hunger laye her skinoy hand,

And whets to keenest eageress bis cravings;
Aas if diseases, massacres, and poison,
-Famine, and war, were not thy caterers.

But kguow that thou must render up the dead,
Angd with high int'rest too.—They are not thine;
But only in thy keeping for & seazon,

Till the great promnis'd @y of restitution;
When loud diffusive sovnd from brazen trump
Of strong-tung’d cherub, shall alaim thy captives,
[\.:;Ed rouse YRETONE, long sleeper into life,
y-light and liberty.
Then must thy gates iy open, and revaal
The mines that Iay long forming under ground,
In their dark cells immur'd; but new full ripe,
And pure as silver from the crucible,
That twice has stood the tortare of the flre
Ard inqoisition of the furge.—We kmow
Th' illustricus deliverer of mankind,
The Son of God, thee foil’d.—Him in thy pow'r
Thou couldst not hold :—self-vigorous lie rase,
And shaking off thy fetters, soon reLock
Those spoila his voluntary yielding lent:
(Sure piedge of our releasement from thy thrall!)
Twice twenty days he sojourn’d bere on Earh,
Ard showd himeelf alive to chosen witnesses,
By proofs so strong, that the moat slow assenting
Hed not a scruple left—~This having done,
He mounted up to Heav’n,—Methinks 1 see him
Clitnb the aerial heights, and glide aiong
Athwart the seviring cloudsl but the faint eve,
Flung backward in the chase, soon drops its bold,
Disabled quite, and jaded with pursuing.
Heav'n’s portals wide expand to let him in;
Nor are hiy friends shut out: @4 a great prince
Not for himself alone procures admission,
But for his train.. It was his royal will,
That where he is, there should hie followers be.
Death only liea between.—aA gloomy path!
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears:
Bat not natrod nor tedious; the fMtigoe
Will soon go off ; besides, there’s no by-roul
" Tobliss.—~Then xhy, like ilt-coudition'd children,
Start we at transient hardahips jo the way
‘That lesds to purcr air, and softer skies,
And s ne'er setting Sun?—Fools that we arc!
We wish to be where sweets uowith'ring bloom;;
But straight car wish revoke, and will not go.
So have 1 seen, upon & ummer's ev'o,
Fast by a riv'let’s brink a youngster play:
How wishfully he looks to atem the tide!
This moment resmlute, next unresoly'd:

BLAIR'S POEM.

At last be dips his foot; but xs he dips,

His fears redouble, and he runa away

From th? inoffensive stream, unmindful now

OF all the Aow'rs that paint the facther bank,

And emil'd so sweetof late - Thrice welcome Death!
That after many « painful hleeding slep h
Conducts us 1o vor home, and lepds us safe 1
On the \ong-wish’d-for shore.—Prodigioaschange!
Our bane turnd to 8 blensing |—Death, disarm*d,
Loses hin fellness quite,—All thanks to Him
Who scourg’d the venom out—-Sure the last end
Of the good man is peace ' —How calm his exit!
Night-dews fall not move gently to the gmund1
Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soft,

Behold him in the evening tide of life, .

A life well spent, whose early care it was

His riper years should not upbraid his green:

By unperceiv'd degrees he wears awny; ;
Yet, like the Sun, seems larger at his setting :
(High in his faith and hopes) look bow he reaches
After the prize in view! and, like » bird

That's hamperil, struggles hard to get awny:
Whilst the glad gates of tight are wide expsnded
To let new glories in, the first fair froits

Of the fast-coming harvest—Then! Oh, then!
Each esrth-born joy grows vile, or disep

Shrurik to & thing of nought=—Oh! how be longs
To have his passport sign’d, and be dismizs’d!
'Tis done! and now he's happy !—The glad sonl
Has not a wish uncrown’d.—Ev'n the lag flesh
Rests too in hope of meeting once again

Its better half, never to sunder nuore;

Nor shull it bope in vain;—the time draws an
When not a single fpot of buria earth,

Whether on land, or in ths spacious ses,

But must give back ils long-committed dust
Inviolate :—and faithfully shall these

Make up the full secount; not the least atom
E;;b&zl’d, or mislaid, of the whole tale,

h soul shall have o body ready fiumish’d; .
AGT a0 $hall have his QWﬁ.--Heuce ye pn;fm!
Ask not, how this cma be?—-Suve the same pow'r
That rear'd the piece at first, and took it down,
Can re-assemble the loose scattersd parta,

And put them as they were.~Almighty God

Has done much more; nor ia his aym impaird

Through length of dnys: and what he can, he will ;

Hia faithfulnesd stands boand w sre it done.

‘When the dread Lrumpet sounds, the slumb’ring

{Not upattentive to the call) shall wake:  [doss,

And ev'ry joint possess its proper place,

With & new elegance of form, unknown

To ita Ardt ptate.—Nor shall the conscioue soul

Mistake ity partner, but amidst the erowd,

Singling its other balf, into its arms

Shall rush with all th* impatience of & man

That's new come home, who, baving long been

abaeut,

With haste runs over ev'ry different room,

In pain to see the whole. Thrice-bappy meeting!

Nor Time, nor Death, shall ever part them more.

*Tis but w night, a long and moonless njght;

We make the grave our bed, und then are gooe
Thus at the shat of ev'n, the weary Dird

levm the wide air, am in some lonely hrake

Cow'rs down, and duezces till the dowa of day, '
‘Then claps bis well-fledg'd wings, and hearp away.
T
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LIFE OF ROBERT LLOYD.

BY MR. CHALMERS.

i

Rosat Leovt was bom at Westminster, in the year 1733. His father, Dr. Pierson
Lioyd, was second master of Westminster-scheol, afterwards chancellor of York, and
portiomint of Weddesdon, in Bucks. His learning, judgment, and moderation endeared |
¥ to all who partook of ks instrucfions during a course of almost fifty years spent in
it service of the public at Westminster-school. He bad a pension from his Majesty of
5001, coaferred upon him in his old age, which was ordered to be prid without deduction,
ind which be enjoyed until his death, Jan. 5, 1781

Robert was educated at Westminster-school, where, unfortunately, he had for his
imociades Chorehifl, Thomton, Colman, and some others, to whose exampfe his er-
roneous hife may be ascribed. In 1751, he stood first on the list of Westmimster scholars,
wim went to Frimty College, Cambridge, at the same time that his schoolfellow Colman
thiaimed the sanve rank #mong those sent to Oxford. In 1753, he took the degree of
bachelor, and in 1761 that of master of arts,

While at the nniversity he wrote several of his smaller pieces, and acqmred the re-
palation of a lively and promising genius. But his conduct was marked by so many
irregulerities as to induce his father to wish him more immediately ander his eye; and
with the hope of reclaimimg him to sobriety and study, he procured him the place of
wher at Westminster-school. His cducation had amply quilified him for the emiploy-
ment, buf his inclination led him to a renewed connection with Churchill, Thomton,
md others, who deemed themselves exempt from the duties and decencies of moral
kfe.

At what thne he quitted the school we are not told. In 1760 and 1761 he superin-
tended the poetical department of a short-lived periodical puhlication, eatitled, The
Library, of which the late Dr. Kippis was the editor. In 1760 he published the first of
his produetions which attracted much notice, The Actor. It was recommended by an
sy and harmonious versification, and hy the liberality of bis censures, which were
levelled at certain improprieties common to actors in general. By this poem, Churchill

! Lifs of Dr. Newton, bishop of Bristol, prefixed to his works, $vo, p, 16, 17,
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'js said to rave been stimulated to write his Rosciad, in which he descended from general
to personal criticism.  The subjects, however, were so alike, that Lloyd was for some
time suppascd to be the author of the Rosciad, which he took an early opportunity to
deny, and not ooly acknowledged hia inferiority, but attached himself more closely than
ever to the fame and fortunes of Churehill,

In the same year he attempted a small piece of the musical kind, calied, The Tears
and Triumphs of Parnassus, and the following season had another little operz performed
at Drury-lane Theatre in honour of their present majesties’ nuptials, entitled, Arcadia; or,
The Shepherd's Wedding. The profit arising from these pieces was not great, but probably
enough to induce him to become an author by profession, althongh po man ever ven-—
tured on that mode of life with fewer qualifications. His peetical productions were of
such a trifling cast as to bring him very amall supplies, and he had neither taste por in-
dustry for literary employment. '

In 1762, he attempted to establish a periodical work, The St, James's Magazine,
which was o be the depository of his own effusions, aided hy the contrihutions of his
friends: the latter, however, ceme in tardily; Churchill, from whom he bad great
expectations, contrihuted nothing, although such of his poems as be published during
the sale of the magazine were liberally praised. Thomton gave a very few prose emays,
and poetical pieces were furnished hy Dennis and Emily, two versifiers of forgotien
reputation. Lloyd himself had none of the steady industry which a periodical work
requires, and his magazine was often made up, partly from books, and pertly from the
St. James's Chronicle, of which Colman and Thornton wete proprietors and regular
contributors. Lloyd also translated some of Mammontel's Tules for the magesine, and
part of a French play, in order to fix upou Murphy the cherge of plagiarisn, This
magazine, afler existing about a year, was dropt for want of encouragement, as far as
Lloyd was concerned ; but was continued for some time longer hy Dr. Keorick, a man
of much general knowledge and acuteness, hut of an irritable temper, and coarse and
acrimonious io his resentments,

Lioyd's impmdence and necessities were now heyond relief or forbearance, and his
creditors confined him within the Fleet prison, where he afforded a melancholy instance
of the unstable friendship of wits, Dr. Kenrick infonns us that even Thomton, though
his bosom friend from their infancy, refused to be his security for the liberty of the
rules; a circumstance, which, giving 1ise to some ill-natured altercatiop, induced this
quondam friend to become an inveterate enemy in the quality of his most inexorahle
creditor,

As Dr. Kenrick has carefully avoided dates in his account of Lloyd, I can only con-
jecture that it was duriag his imprisonment that he published a very indifferent tranala-
tion of Klopstock’s Death of Adam. Afier that, his Capricious Lovers, a comic operz,
was acted for a few mights at Drury-lane Theatre. This is an adaptation of Favart's
Ninette d la Cour to the English stage, hut Lloyd had no sriginal powers in drematic
composition. Churchill and Wilkes are suid to have afforded him a weekiy atipend from
the commencement of his imprisonent until his final release. How this was paid we
know not: Wilkes had leen long out of the kingdom, and Churchill, who left Lloyd in
a gaol when he went to France, bequeathied him a ring only as a rememhrances, It is

# Amang other expedicnts for his relief, Churchill promoted, with considerable success, a subserip-
tion for an edition of his coilected poems. From this and other circumstances, it may be conjectured
that Lioyd's imprisonment commenced in the latter end of the year 1163,
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more probable that his father assisted him on this occasion, although it might not he
in his power to pay lis debts. Ie had in vain tried every ineans to reclaim him from
idleness and intemperance, and had long borne ¢ the druin or burthen” which he was
to his fimily. The known abilities of this unhappy son ¢ rendered this blow Lhe more
gevous g0 so good a father,” who is characterized as a man that * with all his troubles.
and disappointments, with all the sickness and distress of his family, still preserved his
clm, placid countenance, his easy cheerful femper, and was at all times an ugreeable
friend and compasiion, in all events a true Christizn philosopher?,

Deserted by his associates, Lloyd became careless of his heaith, acd fled for
temporary refief to the exhilarating glass, which brought on fits of despondency, His
recollections must indeed have been truly painful, when he remembered for what and
for whom be had given up the fairer prospects of his youth. He appeas to
tave been wholly undeserving the neglect of those with whom he loved to associate.
In his friendships be was warm, constant, and grateful, * more sinned against than
mning;”’ agd it would Le difficolt to find an apology for the couduct of those
prosperous  friends to whose repulstion he hud contributed in po inconsiderable
degree by his writings. Among those, however, Hogarth eppears to have been
wjustly manked. An irreconeileable quarrel had long subsisted between this urtist and
Charchill’s friends, and, much decayed in health, Hogarth languished for some time at
Chiswick, where be died nearly two months before Lloyd.

The news of Churchill’s death being snnounced somewhat abruptly to Lloyd, while
be was sitling at dioper, he was seized with a sudden sickness, and saying, = 1
shlt follow poor Charles,” took to his bed, from which he never rose. 1t iy added by
by biographer, that during his last illness he was attended with great affection by Miss
Paty Charchill, a sister of the poet, to whom he was betrothed, and whe died
of grief soon after. This story is not very probable; and it is certain that the lady did
not die (ili September 1768,

Lioyd’s short and unhappy life terminated Deccmber 15, 1764, and his remains were
deposited, without ceremony, on the 19th, in the churchyard of St. Bride’s parish, Ten
yeaws pfterwurds, his poetical works were published in two handsome volumes, by Dr.
Kenrick, who prefixed some memoirs, written in a negligent manner, and without
s single date of birth, death, events, or publications. Some additional pieces were
imerted m the last edition of Dr. Johnson's poets; but The Law Student, hitherio
printed as Lloyd's, was asterwards claimed hy Colman, and is now omitied. The
Hallad, also, ‘¢ Hark, hark, ’tis a Yoice from the Tomb,” is omitted, as belonging to
Moore, and printed in his own edition of his wasks, iu 1756, Lloyd borrowed it for
the St. James’s Maguzine, and was so imprudent or forgetful as to affix his name to it
in the table of contents.

As Lioyd’s poems have already been added to the works of the English poets, it may
be imptoper to discard what has once received the publlc sanction ; but he certainly,
werits no very distinguished rank among men of real genins. His chief excellence was
the facility with which he wrote & number of smooth and pleasing lines, tinctured with
g2y bumour, on any topic which presented itself. But he has no where attempled,
or afforded us much reason to think, thot by uny diligenee or effort, he could have
atained the higher specics of his art. He has neither originality of thought, nor

# Bp. Newtors Life. P, 168,
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clegance of expression. It has been observed that those poets who have been degraded
by the licentionsuess of their lives have rarely surpassed the excellence, of whatever
degree, which first brought them into notice. Lloyd, however, had not the excuse
which has been advanced in some recent instances. He was neither spoilt by patronage,
mor fattered inte indolence by injudicious praise, and extravagant hopes, The friends
of his youth were those of his miture years, and of the few whom he lost, he had only
the melancholy recollection that some of them bad guitted him from stame, aod some
from ingratitude. ! :

The Acfor was hin most favoured piece, and whieh he never surpassed, but it suok
before the Rosciad : the rest of his poems are effusions addresed to friends om
subjects which relate principally to himseif, and with a dastinetion which friends caly
wowld think valuable. They have not, like Churchiif’s, the advantage of being con-
pected wilk pablic men or measures, which may be remembered or songht for. In
translation ke might probably have succeeded, if he had not lost perseveranee; but he
does not appear to have attempted it, until competled by distress, when his spirit was
broken by anniety, of poorly cheered by intemperanee,

He was a professed imitator of Prior; and Cowper, who was ance bis essocizte, m an
Epistle pablished by Mr. Hayley, eompliments him as

born sole heir and single
Of dear Mat. Prior’s easy jingle.

Mr. Wilkes's character-of Lloyd must not be omitted, * Mr. Lloyd was mild and
affuble in private life, of gentle manmers, and very engaging in conversation, -He was
an excellent scholar, and an easy natura] poet. His peculiur excellence was the dressing
up an ok thought in a new, neat, and trim manner, He was contented to scamper
rvund the foot of Pamassus on his little Weish poney, which scems never to have tired,
fle left the fury of tbe winged steed and the daring heights of the sacred mountwin (o
the sublime genius of his friend Churchilt.”

Much of this character Lioyd himself anticipated, particularly in these lines :

T cannot strive with daring Aight

To reach the bold Parnasian height:

Bat at, its foot, content to siray,

In cany unambitious way,

Pick up those flowers the Muses send,
. To make a nosegay for my friepd———

You,—ever in tijs easy vein,

This proze ir verse, this measn'd talk,

Tuis pace, that’s neither trot nor walk,

Aim at ng flight, nor strive w give

A reni poem fi to live

Although he followed Churehill in scme of his prejudices, and learned to mil
at colleges, and at men of prudence, we find him gencrally good-tempered and playful.
Ris satire is seldcm bitter, and probabty was ot much felt, Having consented to yield
the palm to Churchill. the world took him at his word ; and his eneinies, if be had any,
must bave been those who were very easily provoked,
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wocks are advertis’d for sale,

And censures iy se thick as hail ;
Whilke my poor scheme of publication
Seppliem the: demrth of conversation,

“ What will the workd say {*—That's your cry,
Who is ibe world ? and what am §?
Onee, but, thank Hewven, those days are o'er,
And persccution reigns no more,
Oo¢ man, oot hardy man alone,
Osarpd the eritic’s vacant throoe,
And thence with neither taste nor wit,
By powerful catcall from the pit,
Enaek'd farve, and play, and sctor down.
- Who pasa*d the sentence then?—the town,
So now each upstsrt puny elf
Talks of the world, and means himsclf,
Yet in the circle there are those
Who hurt ’em more than open foas:
Whose friendship servas the talkizg tarn,
Jest smomexs te = hind coacern,
And with = wond'rous soft expression
Expatiates upon indiscretion;
Fhes from tha poems to the man,
And the favourite plan
To poll down other's repatation,
Ard taild their own on that foandation.
The scholar grave, of tast: disceming,
Who lives on credit for hin learning,

Apd bas 2o better claim to wit -

Thas carpiug at what others writ,
With pitying kindnesd, friendly fear, .
Whispers conjactures in your car, .
“I'm sorry—and he’s much to blagse—
He might have poblish’d—but his hame!
The thing might please a few, no doubt,
Ay bauded privately about—
1t might atrrase & friend or two,
Some partial frirnd like me and yous'
Bt when it comes to prese and print
Youll ind, 1 fear, but litte in't,
He stands wpon & dangerous hrink
Whe totlers oer the sea of ink,
Wiere reputasion ruas agroiod,
The smthor cast awny, and drmwvord,
“ Aod then—'t was witful and absurd,
{So well approv'd; so well preferr’d)

Abruptiy thus & phee to qnit

A place which mont his genius hit,

Tie theatre for Latin wit!

‘With critica mund bim chaste and terse,
To give a plaudit to his verse!”

Latin, 1 grant, shows college hreeding,
And some achool common-place of reading;
But has in woderns smel] preteasion
To real wit or stromg invention,

The cucallence you eritics praise
Hangs on & curiowy ¢hoice of phrase;
Which pick’d and shosen here and there,
From prose or verse oo matter where,
Jumbled together in s dish,

Like Spanish glio, Jowl, Aeah, fish,
You set the classie hodge-podze on
For pedant wits to feed upon,

Your wouwd-be penii vainly seek
Fame for their Latin, verse, or Greek;
Who would for that he mast admird
Which blockhesds may, and have acqmr'd
A mere mechanical connection

Of favourite worda,—-a bare collection
Of pheases,— where the iaboar'd cento
Presents you with a doll memento,
How ¥irgil, Horace, Ovid joio,

And club together haif s line,

These only gtrain their motley wits

[n gathering patches, shreds, and bits,
To wrap their barren fanciex in,

And make a classic Harlequim.

—Were | at once impower’d to show

My utmost veageance on my foe,
To punish wich extremest rigour,
I could infAict no penance btgger
‘Than using him as bearning's tuol -
To meie him wher of a school,

. For, not to dwell upon the toil
Of working on a barren soil,
And lab’ring with incessant patos
To cultivute a blockhead™s brains,
The duties there but ill befit
iThu love of letters, arts, or wik
For whosoe'er, though stightiy, sips,
. Their gratefut flavour with his lips,
“Will find it leave a ymatch behind,
“Shall <ink 3 decply iu the mind,
1t never thence can be eras'de

' Bat, rising vp, you call it taste,




—

*T were foolish for & drudge to choose

A gurto which he cannot nse.
Better discard the idle whim,
What's he to taste? or taste to him}
For me, it lurls me o the sonl

To hrook confinement or controul;
Still to be pinion‘'d down to teach
The syntax and the parta of epeech;
Or, what perhaps is drudgiog worse,
The links, and joiuts, and rules of verse ;
Ta deal out authors by retail,
Like penny pota of Oxford ale;
—Oh! 'Tis a service jrksome more
Than tugging at the slavisb car,

Yet such his taak, & dismal truth,
‘Who watches o'er the bent of youth;
Aad while, a paltry atipend earcing,

He sows the richest seeds of learning,
And tills their minds with proper care,
And aees them their due produce bear,
No joys, alas! big toil beguile,

His awa lies fallow all the while,

“ Yet stifl he’s in the road,” you say,
«t Of learping."—Why, perhaps, he may.
But turns like horses io a mill,

Not getting on, nor standing still:
For litde way his learning reaches,
‘Who reads no more than what he teaches,

# Yet you can send advent’rous youth,
In search of letters, taste, and eruth,
Who ride the highway road to knowledge
Through the plaio tumpikes of & college.”
True.—Like way-posts, we serve to show -
T'he roed which travellers should go;
Wha jog along in casy pace,

Secure of coming to the place,

Yet fiod, return whene'er they will,

The post, and its direction siill:

Which stands an useful unthank'd gusde,
To many & get bedide

*T'is hard to carve for others meat,
Aund pot bave time one's self W eat
Though, be it always understood,

Qur appetiles are full as good.

# Rut there have been, and prools appear,
Who bore this load from year to year;
Whose claim to letters, parts and wit,
‘The world has ne‘er disputed yet.
Whether the fowing mirth prevait
In Wesley's song, of humorous tale;

Or happier Bourne's! expression plcase
With graceful turns «f classic esse;

Or Qxford’s well-read poet sings
Pathetic to the ear of kings:

These have ivdulg’d the Muses fight,
Nor lost their ime nor credit by't;
Nor suffer’d Fancy’s dreams to prey
On the due busioess of the day.

Verse was to them a recrestion

Us'd by way of relaxation.”

Your instances are fair and tros,
Aud genius I respect with you.

I envy none their honest praise;
I sech to blast wa scholar’s bays:

* Samuel Wesley, and Vincent Roume, both

ushers of Westminster-schpol, and pocts, a'though
of very unequal merit. Bourns excehed in Latin

pociry.
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StIl let the graceful foliage spread
Its greenest honours round their head,
Blest if the Muses’ hand entwine
A gprig at least to circie nive!
Come,—I admit, you tax me right
Prudence, ‘tis true, was cut of sight,
Aund you may whisper all you meet,
The man wes vague and indiscreet.
Yet tell me, while you centure me,
Are you feom errour sound and free,
Say, does your breast no hiag hide,
Whose influrnce draws the mind aside?
Al bave their hobhy horse you see,
From Tristram down to you and me.
Ambition, splendour, may be thine;
Ease, indolence, perhaps are mine
Though prudence, and our nature's pride
May wish our weaknesses to hide,
And et their hedges up before *em,
Some sprouts will branch snd straggle c’er ‘em,
Strive, fight against her how you will,
Nature wil! be the mistress still,
And thoogh you curh with double rein,
She'tl min away with us again,
But let & man of parts be wrong,
*Tis triumph to the leaden throng,
The fools shall eackle ont reproof,
The very ass shall raise his hoof;
And he who holds in his possession,
The single virtue of discretion,
Who kaowa no overflow of epirit,
Whose want of passions is hia merit,
Whom wit and taste and jodgment dies,
Shall ahake his poddle, and scem wise.

THE ACTOR.
ADDAESSED TO BONNEL TIIORNTON, ESQ.

Aering, dear Thorntbn, its parfection draws,

Prom no observance of mechanic laws:

No settled maxims of o v'rite atage,

No rles deliverd down from age to age,

Let. players nicely mark them no they will,

Can e’er entzil hereditary skijl

If, ‘mongst the humble hearers of the pit,

Bome curous vet'ran critic chence to sit,

I he pleas’d more because *t was actad 5o

By Booth and Cibber thirty yearsago? |

The mind recalls an ohject held more dear,

And hatens the copy, that it comes so near,

Why lav'd he Wilke's air, Booth’s nervous tone

In them ’t was natursl, *t was ail their own.

A Garrick’s genius must our wonder raise,

But gives his mimic no reflected praise.
Thrice happy geuius, whose unrival'd name

Shail live for ever in the voice of Fame!

*Tis thine to lesd with more than magic skill,

The train of captive passions at thy witl;

To bid the bursting tear spontanecus Bow

In the sweet sense of sympathetic woe;

Through ev’ry vein I feel & chillness creep,

When harsours such as thine Avve murder'd sloep ;

And at the old man’s look and frantic stare

T is Lear slarms me, for I see him there.

Nor yet confin'd to tragic walka alone,

‘The comic Mupe too claims thee for her own.

With cach delightful requisite to please,

‘I'aste, spirit, judpment, clegance, and ease,



THE A

Familisr Nature forms thy only rule, :

From Ranger’s rake to Drugger’s vasant fool.

With powers a0 pliant, and 8o various biest,

That what we see the last, we like the best,

Not ily pleas’d at judgment’s dear expenae,

But barst outrageons with the langh of aense.
Perfection’s top, with weary toil and pain,

’T is genius only that can hope o gain.

The play’r’s profession {though 1 bate the phrase,

"Tis 30 meckanic in these modern days)

Lies not in trick, or attitude, or start,

Natare's true knowledge ia the only ard.

The strong-feit passion holts inta his face,

The mind untouch’d, what is it but grimace!

To this one standard make youwr just appesl,

Here lies the golden secret; leamn to fae

Or kol, or monureh, bappy, or distrest,

No actor pleases that iz not passers's,

Once on the gtage, iu Rome’s declining days,
When Christians were the subject of their plays,
Efer Persecntion dropp’d ber iron rod,

And men still wag'd an impicas war with God,
An sctor Rourish’d of na valgar fame,

Namre's disciple, and Genest his name.

A noble ohject for his skill he chose,

A martyr dying *midst insulting foes

Resign’d with patience to religion’s laws,

Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour's cause.
Filt'l with th’ idea of the sacred part,

He felt & ze=] beyond the reach of art,

While look and voice, and gesture, ali exprest
A kindred srdonr in the player’s breast;

Till a2 the Bame through sll his bosom ran,
He lost the actor, and commenc’d the man ;
Profest the fith; bis pagan gods denjed,

Aod what he acted then, he after died

The player’s province they but wminly try, [eye.
Who want these pow’rs, deportment, voice, and

The eritic sight *tis only grace can plesse,
No figure ebarms us if it has not ense,

There are, who think the stalure all in all,
Nor fike the hero, if be is not tall,

The feeling sense all other waut supplies,
I nte oo actor's merit from his size.
Saperiar height requires superior grace,
And what's a giant with a vacant face ?

Themtric monarchs, in their tragic gait,
Affact to mark the solemn pace of state,
One foot put forwand in position strong,
The other, like s vassal, dragg’d along.

So grave each motion, 10 exact and slow,
Like wooden monarchs at & pnppet ahow.
The mien delights us that has sative grace,
But affectation ill supplies its place.

Unskilfel artors, like your mimic apes,

Will writhe their bodies in a thousacd shapes;

However foreign from the poet's art,

No tragie bero but admires a start,

What theugh unfeeling of the nervous line,

Wha it allows his oftiiude ie fine?

While a whole mioate eqoipois'd he standa,

Till Praise dismim him with her echoing hands!

Raciv’d, though Nature hate the tedious pause,

By perueverance to extort applanse.

When Romeo sorrawige et his Juliet’s doom,

With eager roadness bumts the canvas tonb,

The eodden whirl, stretel’d leg, nnd lifted staff,

Which pleard the vulgnr, orake the critie laugh.
To paint the passion’s force, and maark it well,
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| No plemsing pow'rs listortions e’er express,

And nicer judgment always loaths excesa,
Tn sock or buskin, who o'erleaps the bounds,
Dingusts our reason, and the taste confounds,
Of all the evils which the stage molest,
hate your fool who averacis bis jest ;
Who murders what the poet finely writ,
And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit,
With ahrug, and grin, and gesture out of piace,
And writes a foolish comment with his face.
Old Jonson once, thoogh Cibber’s perter vein®
But meanly groupes him with & numerous train,
With steady face, and sober hum'rota mirn,
Fill'd the strong outlines of the comic scene,
What was writ down, with decent utt'rance spoke, -
Betray’d no symptom of the conscious juke;
The very maa in look, in voice, in air,
And tbowgh upon the stagr, appeard no play'r.

The word and action should conjointly wait,
But ncting words is labour too minute.

Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong;
While sober humour marks th' impression strong.
Her proper traits the fixt attention hit,

And bring me closer to the poet's wit;

With ber delighted o’er ench scene I go,
Well-pleas’d, and not asham’d of being so.

But iet the generous actor still forbear

To eopy features with & mimic’s care!

*T'in a poor skill which ev'ry fool can reach,

A vile stage-custom, honourd in the breach.,
Worse as more close, the disingenuocus art

But shows the wanton looseness of the heart
When I behold & wretch, of talents mean,

Drag private foibles on the public scene,
Foreaking Nature’s fair and open road

To mark some whim, some strange peculiar mode,
Fird with disguet I laath his tervile plan,
Despise the mimic, and abhor the man

Go to the 1ame, to hotpitaln repair,

And bunt for humeur in distortions there!

Fill vp the measure of the motley whim

With sbrug, wiak, snaffle, and convulsivo limb;
Then shame at ance, to please o trifting age,
Good sen¥e, good manners, virtoe, and the stage !

'Tis not encugh Lhe voice be sound and ciear,
'Tis modniation that must charm the ear, [moan,
When desperate heroioes grieve with tedious
And whine their surrows in a see-zaw Lone,

The same eoft sounda of unimpassion'd woes
Can only make the yawning hearers doze,

‘The voice all modes of passion can express,
That marks the proper wonl with propec stress.
But nofe emphatic can that actor eall,

Wha lays an eque! emphasis on aff,

Some o’er the tongee the labonr’d measares rall
Slow and delib’rate as the parting toll,

Point ev'ry stop, mark ev’ry pause 8o strong,
‘Their words, like stage processions, stalk along.
Al affectation but creates diagust,

And e'en in speaking we may seem foo just,

Nor propey, Thornton, can those sounds appeur
Which bring not numbers to thy nicer far;

In vain for them the pleasing measure flows,
Whose recitation ruas it all to prose;
Repeating what the poet sets ot down,

The verb disjoiating from its friendly nuvua,
‘While pause, and break, and repetition join
To make & discord in each tuneful fine.

The proper sction Natare's seif will teil;

1 Bee Cibber's Apology, 8vo. 1750,
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Some piacid natares Al th? allotted scene
With lifeless drone, jnsipid and serene;
While others thunder ev’ry couplet o'er,
And almost crack your ears with mot and roar,
More natare oft and finer sirokes are shown,
In the low whisper than tempestuous tone,
And Hamlet’s ho!low voice and fixt amaze
More powetful terrour to the mind conveys,
Than ke, who, swoi'n with big impetuous mge,
Bullies the bulky phantom off the stage.
He, who in earmest studies o'er his part,
Will find troe nature cling about his heart,
The modes of grief are not included all
In'the white handkerchief and mourmful drawl ;
A single look more marks th’ intemal woe,
Thaa all the windioga of the jengthen’d Oh.
Up to the face the quick reosation flies,
And darts ita meaning from Lhe speaking eyes;
Love, Lransport, madness, anger, scorn, despair,
And all the passions, all the soul js there,
In raip Ophelia gives her Aowreta romsd,
And with her straws fantastic strews the ground,
In vain now tings, now heaves the despirate sigh,
If phrenzy sit notin the troubled eye.
In Cibber’s look commanding sorrows spesi,
And call the tear fast trick'ling down my cheek,
There is a fault which stirs the erjtic's raze;
A want of due atteution on the stage,
1 have seen actory, and sdmir'd ones too,  [eue;
Whose tongues wourd up set forwand from their
In their own speech who whine, or roar away,
Yot seem unmov'd at what the rest may say;
Whose eyes and thoughts on diffPrent objects
roem,
Until the prompter's voice recall them home.
Divest yourself of hearers, if you can,
* And strive to sprak, and be thu very man.
Why shoald the well-bred actor wish bo kuow
‘W ho sits above b hight, or who below?
5o, *mid th* harmonious ones of grief or rage,
Italian squallers oft duagroce the stucy;
Whea, with 8 simp'ring lrer, anid buw profound,
The squeaking Cyros grets the boxes round;
Or propd Manddue, of iropenal race,
Familiar drops s curi’sie tu her grace.
To suit the dress demawds the aclor's art,
Yet there are thove who over-iiresq the part.
To some prescriptive right eives setiled things,
Black wigs to murd'rers, feather'd hais to kings.
Hut Michael Caesio might be drunk enough,
Though all his features were not grim'd with snuff.
Why should Pol Peachum shine in satin clothes?
Why ev'ry devil dance in searlet hose?
But in stage-customn what offends me most
Is the slip-deor, and slowly-rising ghost
Tell me, nor count the question too severe,
Why uneed the dismal powder'd forms appear?
When chilling borrours shake the affrightod
king,
And Guﬁ! torments him with her scorpion stiag;
When keenest feelings at his bosom pull,
And Pancy tells him that the mat iy full;
Why need the ghost usurp the monarch's place,
Tu frichten chilkdren with bis mealy face?
‘I'se king alonc should torm the phantom there,
Aud tolk and {remble at the vacanot chair®,

1 This Las been attermpled hy Mr. }_{m:ble. hut
pot mueh to the satisfacuon of the andiemce. .

If Betviders her lov'd loms deplore,
Why for twin spectres bursts the yawnimg floor?
‘When wilh disorder’d starts, and borrid cries,
She paints the murder'd forms before her eyes,
And still pursues them with a frantic stare,
T in pregnact madness brivgs the visions there.
More instant horrour would enforce the scene,
If all her whadd‘rings were ut sbapes unaeen.
Poet and actor thus, with blended skilt,
Mould ali our passiona to their tastant will;
*T. is thus, when feeling Garrick treads the stage,
{The spesking comment of his Shakespear’s pagn)
On as I drink the words with greedy enrs,
1 shake with Lharroar, or dissolve with tears.
O, pe’er may Folly seize the throne of Tuste,
Nor Duliness lny the realms of Genius waste!
No bouncing crackers ape tbe thundrecs fire,
No tumbler flont upon the bending wire!
More naturil uses to the stage belony,
Than tnmbler, monsters, pantomime, or song,
For other purpose wax that spot design’d :
To purge the passions, aud reform the miod,
To give to Natare all the force of art,
And whilo it charms the ear to mend the heart
Thornton, to thee, [ dare with truth commend,
The decent stage as Virtue's natural friend.
Though oft debas'd with ecenes profane sod looss,
No reason weighs against ity proper use.
Though the lewd pricst his sacred funetion shame,
Religion’s perfect law is atill the mme.
Shall they, who trace the passions from their
rise,
Show Scorn her fextures, her own image: Vice,
Who teach the mind its proper force to scmun,
And hold ¢the fithful mirror up to wao, .
Shall their prolession e'er provoke divdain,
Who stand the foremost in the morat trwin,
Who lend reflection slf the grace of art,
And strike the precept home npon the haart?
Yet, haplesa artist ! though thy skill cun reise
The burcting peal of universal praise,
Thongh at thy teck Applause delighted stands,
And Lifle, Briareus like, her hundred hande;, -
Knnw, Fame awards tbec but & partial breath!
Nnt all thy talents brave the stroke of Death.
Poets to spvs yet unborn appesl,
And iatest times th! etzrmal nature feel
Though blendad here the praise of bard wud play’r,
While roure than half becomer the actors share,
Relentless Death untwists the mingled fame,
And sinks the player in the poet's name.
The pliant museles of the various face,
The mien tiat yave each sentence strength snd
grace,
The tuneful voice, the eye that moke the mind,
Arc gone, nor leave a single trace behind.

0

THE POETRY PROFESSORS.

OwLn England has ot lost ber pray’r,
And George, (thaok Hear'n'!) has got an beir.
A rava! babe, a prinee of Wales,
~DPuets ! ] pity ali your naile—
What reams of paper will be spoil*d!
What graduw be deily soiltd
Ly inky fingurs, preasy thumhs,
Jlunting the wond that never comea!
Now academies pump their wits,
And [ash io vain their laxy tits;
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Ia min they whip, and slash, and spur,
The callons jades will never stir;

Not can they reach Parngeasoas' bill,

Try every method which they will,

Nay, should the tits get on for once,
Each rider is 50 grave s dunce,

That, a8 I've henrd good judzes say,

'Tis ten to ove they'd lose their way;
Though not one wit bestrides the back
Of useful dnuige, ycleped hack, ’
Bat fine bred things of mettled blood,
Pickd from Apollo’s royal #tud,

Greck, Roman, any Arshisa steeds,

Or those our mother country breeds ;
Som: ride ye in, and ride ye ocut,

Apd to come home go round about,

Kor oo the green ewerd, nor the road,
And that I think they call an Oxde.

Some take the plewsaa?country air,

Axd smack their whipe and drive & pair,
Each hore with bélls which clink and chime,
And so they march—and that is thyme.
Same copy with prodigious skill

The figures of a aattery-bill,

Which, with great folks of «rudition,
Sull pasa for Coptic or Pheenician.
While some, as patriot love prevails,

Tn ompliment & prince of Wales,

Salnte the royal babe in Welsh,

And send forth guttarais like s belch.

What pretty things imagination

Will fritter out in adulation!

The pagan gods shall visit Earth,

To triumph iu a Christian's birth.

While elassic poets, pure snd chaste,

Of trim and academic taste,

Shall lug them in by head and shoulders,
To bt or speakers, or beholder

Mar shail present him with u lance,

To bumble Spain and conquer France ;
The Grares, boxom, blithe, and gay,
hall at his cradle dance the hay;

Apd Vepus, with her train of loves,
Shall bring u thousand pair of doves
Tobill, to aoo, to whine, to squeak,
Through ail the dialects of (Greek.
How many swains of classic breed,
Stall deftly tune their aaten veed,
And bring their Doric pymphs to town, .
To sing their measures up and down,

1n otes alternate clear and sweet,

Like ballad-singers in a street.

While those who grasyp at reputal.mn,
From imitating imitation,
Shall hunt each cranny, nook, and creek,
For precious fragments in the Greek,
Apd rob the spitel, and the wasts,

For sense, and sentiment, and taste.

What Latin bodge-pedge, Grecian hash,
With Hebrew roots, and Engtish trash,
$hall academic cooks prod
For presemt show and future ase!
Pellows ! who've moak’d away their knowledpy,
- In sleepy vesidence et college;
Whoan [ives are like o stagnant pool,
Mnddy and placid, dull and coo! ;
Mece drinking, eating; eating, drinking;
With o impertinence of thinking ;
Who 1ack no farther evudition,
Thes jost to set an impasition

To cramp, demolish, end diepirit,
Each true begotten child of merit;
Censors, who, in the day’s broad light,
Punish the vice they act at night;
Whase charity with slf begina,

Nor cuvers others' veaial sins;

But that their feet may safely tread,
Take cp hypocrisy instesd,

As knowing that must always hide
A multitude of sins beside;

Whnee rusty wit ie at a stand,
Without a freshinen at their hand ;
{(Whose service must of eourse create
The just return of sev’n-fold hate)
Lord! that such good and useful men
3hould ever turn to books agen.

Yet matter must he gravdy plannd,
And syllabies on Ragers scanu'd,

And racking pange rend lab'ring head, -
Till lady Muse is brought to-bed :

What hunting, chanzing, Loiling, sweating,
To bring the wsual epithet in !

Where the cramjt measure kindly shows
It wili be verse, but shouid be prose,

S0, when it’s neither light sor dark,

To 'preutice spruce, or lawyer's clerk;
The nymph, wha takes her nightly stand,
At some sly coroer in the Strand,

Plump in the chewt, tight in the boddlce,
Seetns to the eye a perﬁ ct godidesn ;

But canvass’d more minotely o'er,

Turns out an old, stale, batter’d whore

Yet must these sons of gowned ense,
Proud of the plamnge of degrees,
Forsake their apathy a while,

To hgare in the Roman stile,
And offer incense at the shrine
Of Latin poetry divine,

Upon & throne the goddess gits,
Sarrounded by her bulky wits;
Fabricias, Cooper, Calepine,
Ainrworthiug, Faber, Copstanting;
And be, who like Dodona apoke,

De Sacra 2uercu, Holyoake ;
These are her counsellors of state,
Men of inuch words, and wits of woight;
Here Gradus, full of phieses clever,
Lord of her treacury for ever,
With liberal hand his bounty deals ;
Sir Cento kecper of the zeals,

Next o the pernon of the queen,
Oid madam Prosody is sten;
Talking incegdant, althourh dumb,
Upnn her Bingers to ber thumb,

And all around her portraits hung
O herocs in the Latin tonzue;
Ttalian, Enalisly, Germun, French,
Whe mest {eborinsly entrench
In deep parade of language dead,
Whet would not in_their own be read,
Without itnpeachrnent of thet tasts,
Which Latin idiom turns' to chaste,
Santalins here, whose flippant juke,
Souzht refuge in a Roman clomk :
With dull Commirius ot hia ride,

In all the pomp of jewuit pride,
Menage, the pedant, figur'd there,
A trifler with o %olemn air:

And there in loose, unseemiy tiew,
The graccless, easy Loveling too.
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*T is here grore poets nrge their claim,
For some thin blast of tiny fame ;
Here bind their temples drank with proise,
With haif a aprig of wither'd bays
O poet, if that honoor'd name
Befita such idle childish aim;
If Virgil ask thy racred cure,
If Horace charm thee, ob forbear
To spoil with sacrilegious hand,
The gldries of the classic land:
Nor sow thy dowlas on the satin,
OF their pure nocorrupted Latio.
Tetter be native in thy verse,
What is Fingal but yenvine Erae?
Which all sublime soncrons fows,
Like Hervey's thoughts in drunken prose.
Hail Scotland, bail, to thee belong
All pow’rs, but must the pow'rs of song;
Whetber the rude unpotish'd Erse:
Stalk in the buckram prose or verse,
Or bonoy Ramsay please thee mo’,
Who sang sae sweetly aw his woe.
If rught (and say who knows sa well)
‘The second-sighted Muse can telt,
The happy lairds shall langh snd sing,
‘When England’s Genius droups his wing,
50 ehall thy soit new wealth disciose,
So thy own ibistle choke the rose.
. But what comes here? Methinks I see
A walkiog university.,
See how they press to croes the Tweed,
And strain their limbs with eager speed!
While Scotlaud, from ber fertite shore,
Cries, ™ On my aona, return po more,”
Hither they baste with willieg mind,
Nor cast one longing look behind;
On ten-toe carriage to salute
The Ling, and queen, and earl of Dute,
Nomore the gallant northern sons
Spout forth their strizgs of Latin puns;
Nor course all languages to frame
The quibble suited to their name ;
As when their ancestors be-vers'd
That glorious Stuart, James the First.
But with that elocution's grace,
That oratorial Aaahy loce,
Which the fam'd Irish Tommy Puff,
Would sow on sentimerrtal stufl’;
Twang with a sweet prosunciation,
The flow'rs of bold imagination.
Muacphervon leads the inming van,
Laird of the new Fingalian clan;
While Jacky Home brings up the rear,
With new-got pension neat and clear
Three hundred English pounds a year,
While sister Peg, our ancient friend,
Sends Macs end Donalds without ead ;
Tu George awhile they tune their lnys,
‘Thern all their choral voices mise,
To hesp tbeir pamegyric wit on .
Th* illustrions chief, and onur North Driton.
1ai) to the thane, whose patriot skill
Can break afl nationa to his will;
Muster of scirneer and arts,
Mmrcenas to all men of parts;
W iiuse fost'ring hand, and ready wiky
Shall find us ail in places fit;
R shall thy friends no lunger roswm,
Tt change to meet a seitled home,

Mail mighty thane, for Scotland born,
To filt ker almost empty born:

Hail 1o thy aucieat glorious stem,

Not they from. kings, but kings from them.

.

THE CIT'S COUNTRY BOX, 1157.

Fou sopere & rolos cio beme vivere, quorem,
Consucitur nistudis fundato pecinia villis,

The wealthy Cit, grown old in trede,
Now wishes for the rural shade,
And buckles to his une horse chair,
Old Dobbin, or the founder’d mare;
While wedg'd in closcly by his side,
Sits madare, his unwieldy bride,
With Jacky on a sipol before em,
And out they jog in due decotwmn.
Scarce past the turnpike balf a mite,
How all the country seems to mile !
And as they slowly jog together,
The cit commends the rozd and weather
Wlhilc madam doats upon the trecs,
And longs for every house she sees,
Admires its views, ita situation,
And thus she opens her oratien:

“ What signify the loads of wealth,
Without that richest jewel, health?
Excuse the fondness of a wife,

Who deals upon your precious life !
Such ceaseless wil, such constant care,
Is more than buman atrength can bear.
Oue may cbserve it in your facom—
Indeed, my dear, you break apace :
And pothing can your health repair,
Tut exercisc and country air.

Sir Traffic bas a house, you know,
About a mile from Cheney-Row;

He’s a good man, inderd ’tis lrae,

But not so wermn, my dear, a8 you:
And folks are always apt to speer—
One would not ke out-donte, my dear!™

Sir Traffie’s name, so well applvid,
Awak'd his brother merchant's pride; -
And Thrifty, who had all his life
Pzid utmoet deference to his wife,
Confeasd her arg ts hmd reasun,
And by th' approaching summer remson,
Draws a few hupdreds from the stocks,
And purchases lis country box.

Some three or four milea out of lown,
{An hour's rjde will bring you down,)
He fixes on his choice abode,

Not balf a furlong from the road :
And so convenient dues it lay,

The alages pass it ev'ry day:

And then so snug, so mighty pretty,
To have an house sa near the city!
Take but your places at the Roar
Your're set down ot the very door.

Well then, suppose them fix'd at lnat,
White-washing, painting, scrubbing past,
Hugging themselves ia eave and closer,
With all the fuss of moving over;

[.o, & vew heap of whims are bred!
And wanton in my lady’s head,

# Well to be sure, it must be own'd,

It is a charming spot of groundy

Hor.




8o sweet 1 distance for a ride,

And all abont o el

Twoold come but to a trifling price

To pmaike it quite » Paradise;

1 cannot besr those masty rails,

Theee ngly broken mouldy pales: -

Buppose, my dear, inatead of these,

We build a railing, all Chinese.

Although one bates to be exposd;

'Tis dismal to be thus enclowd;

One bandly any object seas—

1 witk you'd feil those odious trees.

Ohjects continum? passing by

Wer something to amuse the eys,

Bat to be pent within the walla—

Ouwe might as well be at St. Paal's.

e boase, beholders would sdors, .

Was there s level lawn before,

Nothing its views to incommaods,

Mut quite laid open to the roed;

While er'ry trav’ler in amaze,

Bwald on our little mansion guze,

And pointing to the choice retreat,

Cry, * that's sir Thrifty's couatry weat ™
No doabt ber srguments provail,

Yor wacdam's teste can oever fail,
Biest wye ! when all men may procure

The title of A counaiaseur;

When noble and ignoble herd

Are govern*d by a single word;

Though, lihe the royal German dames,

R besrs an hundred Christian names,

As pmioa, fancy, jodgment, gott,

, CRPTiCE, je-ne-scai-quoi, virtd,
Which appeltations all describe )
Taste, and the modern tasteful tribs.

Now bricklay'rs, carpenters, and joiners,
With Chirese artists, and designers,
Prodoce their schemes of alteration,
Yo work this wond rous reformation.
Tohe useful dome, which secret slood,
Embosom™d in the yew-tree’s wood,
The trav'ler with amarement noes
A temple, Gothic, or Chinese,
With many & bell, and tawdry g on,
Awd crested with a sprawling dmmgon;
A wooden arch is bent astride
A ditch of water, four foot wide,
With anghes, curves, and zigzag lines,
From Halfpenny's exact designs.
In front, & lovel lawn is seen,
Without & abrub apon the green,
Where taste would want its first great law,
Bra for the skalking, sly ho-kz,
By whom mirsculons sasistance,
Yea pain & prospect two fikls distsnce.
Awl now from Hyde-Park (orper come
The pods of Athens, and of Rome.
Here squabbiy Cupids take their places,
With ¥enus, and the cluney Graces’:
Apolls there, with aim so tlever,
Stretcher bin lealen bow for ever;
And there withont the pow'r to fly,
Siands, fix'd & tip-toe, Mercury.

The villa thus completety grec'd,
All own that Thrifty has & taste;
And mmdam’s female Biends, and cousing, .
With common-council-men, by dozeus,
Flock every Sunday to the sent,
To stare aboat them, and to eat.

VoL XV.

_PABLES,. 8

GENIUS, ENVY, AND TTME, .
APANLE . ANDDREMED TO WILLIAM BOGARTH, EM)

In all professionary skill,
There never waa, nor ever wil
Be excellence, or exhibition,
But focls are up in opposition ;
Each letterd, grave, pedantic dunes
Wakes from his lethargy at once,
Shrugs, shakes his head, and rubs his cyes,
And, being dull, looks wond’rous wise,
With solemu phiz, and critic scowl
The wisdom of his brother owl,
Moderns! He hates the vary aame;
Your ancients have prescriptive clajm e
But let a century be past,
And we have taste and wit ut last;
For at that period maderns too
Just turn the cornar of ol
But merit now has little cleim
To any meed of present fame,
For ‘tis not worth thal gets you friends,
Tis excellence that most offends,
If, Proteus-like, & Qarrick’s art,
Shows taste and shill in every part;
If, ever just to Natare's plan,
He is in ail the very man,
| E'ens here shall Envy take her aim,
— — — write, and —— se — hlame
The Jealous Wife, tho’ chastely writ, .
With no parade of frippery wit,
Shall set a scribbling, al at once,
Both ginnt wit, and pigmy dunce;
While Critical Reviewers write,
Who show their teeth before they bite,
And aactifice each reputation,
From wanton falss imagination.
Thess ohsarvations, ratier stale,
May borrow spirit from = tale.
Qening, a bustling lad of ports,
‘Who ai! things did by fits and slarts,
Nothing above him or beJow himg
Who’d make a riot, or a poem,
From eccentricity of thought,
Not always do the thing he ought
Bat was it once his own election, ,
Wounld bring el matters to perfection ;
Would act, design, engrave, write, paiat,
But neither, from the least constraint ;
Who bated all pedantic achools,
And scorn’d the gloes of knowing fools,
That hold perfection ali in al],
Yet treat it 58 mabmgkal,
Aund give the same mafficient rule
To make » pobm, a8 & Ftook—
Prom the firet apring-time of his youth,
Was downright worshipper of Trath;
And with a free and liberal spirit,
His conrtship paid to lady Merit
Envy, a squint-ey'd, mere old maid,
Well known among the scribbling trade;
A hag, so ¥ery, very thin,
Her bones peep’d through her bladder-aking
Who could not for her soul abide
That foiks should praise, where she must chide, *
Foliow'd the vouth where'er he went,
To mar each good and bruve intent;
Would lies, and plots, nod mischief hatch,

To ruin him and spoil the match
- a
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Honour she held at bold defianca,
Talk'd much of faction, gang, alliance,
As if the real sons of taste

Had clubb'd to lay a desert waste.

In short, wherever Genius came,
You'd find this aotiquated dame;
‘Whate'er he did, where’er he went,
She follow'd only to torment;

Call’d Merit by a thousend names,
‘Which decency or truth disclaims,
‘While ai] her businesa, toil, and care,
‘Was to dupreciats, lie, compare,

'To pull the modest maiden down,
And blast her fame to all the town.

The youth, inflam'd witk conscious pride,
To prince Posterity apply’d,

Who gave his answer thus in thyme,
‘By his chief minister, old Time:

! Repine oot at what pedants say,
‘We'll bring thee forward on the way;
If wither’d Envy strive to hurt
With liea, with impudence, and dirt, |
You only pay a common tax
Which foel, and knave, and dunce exacla
Be this thy comfort, this thy joy,

Thy strength is io its prime, my-$oy,
And ev'ry year thy vigoor grows,
Impairs the credit of my foes.

Envy shall siok, and be no more
Than what her Naiads were befure ;

* Mere excremental maggots, bred,

In poet’s topey-turvy bead,

Born like a momentary By,

To flotter, buzz aboul, and die-

“ Yet, Geniua, mark what I preiage,
Who look through every distant age:
Merit ghall bless thee with her charms,

. Pame Lift thy offsprivg i lier arms,

And stamp eternity of grace

Onu all thy numerous sarious race.
Roubillinc, Wilton, names a3 high

As Phidias of antiquity,

Shall strength, kpression, manner give,
And make e’en marble breathe and live;
‘While Sigismunda’s deep distress,
Which looks the sou) of wretchedness,
‘When I, with slow and sofi'ning pen,
Have gone o’er all the tints agein,
Shall urge a bold sud proper claim

To leve! half the sncient fame;

- 'While future ages yet unkuown

‘With critic air ahall proudly own
Thy Hogarth first of every clime
For humour keen, or strong sablime,
And hail him from his fire and spint,
The child of Genius and of Merit."”

THE AARE AND TORTOISE. 1751,

A FABLE.

Gmnus, blewt term, of meaning wide, *

For mre po lerm 30 mimpply'd,

How many bear thy mered nome,

That never felt & real flame!

Proud of the specious appeltation,

Thus fools have christen’d inclination.
But yet suppose 3 genius troe,

Eswrph grotd, me or you:

Whete’er he tries with dus stteation,
Earely escapes his apprehension;
Surmounting every opposition,
You'd swear he learnt by intuition.
Shou'd he rely alone on parts,

And study thesefore but by starts,
Sure of success whene'er he tries,
Should be forego the mesns to risa}

Suppose your watch & Grabam make,
Gold, if you will, for value’s sake;
1ts springs within in order due,-

No watch, when going, goes so lrue;
If me’er wound up with proper care,
What service in it in the woar?

Some genial spark of Phaebus’ rays,

Perhapa within your boscm plays:

O how the purer rays aspire,

1§ nppllcatlcm fans the fire!

Without it gemuu oainly tries,

Howe'er sometimes it scem to rise:

Nay application will prevail,

‘When hraggart parts and genius fail:

And eow to ley my proof before ye,

1 here present you with » story,

" In days of yore, when Time was young,
When hirds convers'd an well as sung,
When usp of spacch was not conflud
‘Merely to brutea of human kind,

A forward Hare, of swiftoess vaio,

Thbe genius of the peighb’ring pluin,
Won'd oft deride the drudging crowd

For geniuses nro cver prond

He’d boast, his Bight *t were yain to follow,
Por dog and horse he’d heat themn hollow,
Nay, if he put forth all his strength,
Ontatrip his brettiven half a length.

A Tortoise lward hia vain pration,
Apnd vented thus his indignation, -

% Oh Puss, it bodes thee dire disgrace,
When 1 dely thee to thy race,

Cume, "t is a match, nay, oo denial,

I lay my shell apon the trinl.”

‘T was done and gone, all fair, & bel,
Judges prepar'd, and distance set.

The scamp’ring Hare outstript the wind,
The creeping Tortoise lagg'd behind,
And scarce had pase’d & single pole,
When Puss had almost reach’d the goal,
* Friend Tortoise,” quoth the jeering Hare,
Your burthen's raore then yon can bear,
To help your apeed, it were as well
That 1 should ease you of your sheil:
Jog on a litle farer priythee,

I'll take a nap, and then be with thee
50 said, g0 done, and safely mre,

For say, what conqueat more secare?
Whepe'er he wak’d {that’s oll thar's in it}
He could o'ertake him in w mioute,

The Tortoise hemrd his tauntiog jeer,
But #till resolv’d to persevers,

Hilt draw'd along, as who should zay,
“I'Il win, like Fabius, by delay;”

Oa to the goal securely crept,

While Poss unknowing soundly dept

The bets were won, the Hare awake,
W hen tbus the victor Tortoise spake :

" Pues, tho' | own thy quicker parta,
Thinge ere sot always done by starts,
You may deride my awkward pace,
But o and sreedy wins the raoe.”



FABLEA.

THE SATYR AND PEDLAR. 1137,

Wouns are, 26 Wollaston defines,

Of our sdeas merely signs,

Which have a pow'r at will to vary,

Ay being wmghe and arbitrery,

Now dvew'd for instance—all agree,

Dumo'd ’s the superlative degres ;

Means fkal slone, and nothing more,

Howerer taken beretofore;

Damn'd is a word can’t stand alope,

Which bas no meaning of its own,

But signifies or bud or good .

Just a3 its peighbour’s understood.

Emarmples we may flud enouvgh,

Damud high, damp’d low, damp'd ﬁ.ne, damn'd
naff,

% fares it Yoo vmh ita relatlon,

| mean ils mib tise, 5.

The wit with metaphors makes bold,

And tells yoy be’s damnalion cold;

Perbarps, that metaphor forgot,

The self-rame wit's damnation hot,

And heve s fable 1 remember—

Once in the middle of December,

¥hen ev'ry mead in mow is [ost, |

And ev'ry river bound with frost,

When Families get ail together,

And feelingly talk oer the weather;

When—paox on the deseriptive rhymess

Ia short it was the winter time,

k was a Pedlar’s happy lot,

T fall into & Satyr's cot:

Shiv'ring with coﬁ! and almost froze,

With pearly drop upon his nose,

Hia Sngers’ ends al) pinch'd to dealh,

He blew upon tirem with his breath,

“ Friend,” quoth the Satyr, ¢ what inkends
Thel blowing on thy fingers’ endsp®
“ It is to warm them thus I blow,

Por ey ave froze us cold as snow.

A w0 icherrent baa it been,

I'm like a cake of ice within,”

" Come,” quoth the Satyr, ** comfort, man !
M cheer thy inside, if 1 can;

You're welcome in my homely cottage
To s warm fire, and mess of pottage®
Thit said, the Satyr, oething loth,

A bowl prepar'd of suv'ry broth,
Which with delight the Pedinr view'd,
As mnoking on the board it stood.
But, thoagh the very steam arose
With gratefp] odour to his nose,

Ove single sip be ventur'd rot,

Toe groel was so wond'rous hot,

What can be done '—~with zentle pofl
I'e hlowy it, *til) it’s cool enongh.

* Why how now, Pedlar, what's the matter ?
Sl ut thy blowing ! quath the Satyr,
“1 Bow to cool it,* cries the clowa,

“ That I may get the liquor down :

Fer thoagh T graat, you've made it well,
Yoo're boil’d it, wir, us hot sa Hell?

Thn raising high his cloven stump,

" The Satyr smate him on the rump.

“ Begane, thou double kaave, or fool,

With the same breath Lo warm and ool :
Friendship with sech 1 never hold

Who're so0 damn'd bot, and 30 dann'd coch”

83

THE NIGHTINGALE, THE OW L, AND THE
CUCKOO,

4 PABLE; ADDHRSSED TO DATID GARRICK, XKnQ.
ON THE REPORT OF H1d EETIRING FROM TEE
STAGE, DEC, 1760,

Carrics, whe like the scaracrows stand
Upon the poet's comanon land, .
And with severity of sense,
Drnive all imagination thence, -
Spy that in Lruth lies all sodlime,
Whether you writs in pmse. or thyme;
Ard yet the trulh may lose jtr grace,
[fblurted Lo & person’s face;
E-b‘pﬂ:ll]ly if what you speak
Shou'd crimson o'er the glowing ¢heek
For when yan throw that slavey o'er him,
And tomble out your praise hefore Inim,
However just the application,
1t looks a-squint at adulation

I would be honest and sineere,
But not a flatierer, or severe. v
Need | be surly, rough, encouth,
That folks mey think I love the Truth?
And she, good dame, with beauty's gquaen,
Was not at al] times oaked sedn:
For every boy, with Prior, knows,
By accident she lgst her clothes,
When Falshood stole them to disgnise
Her misbegotten brood nf Llex,
Why should the prudish goddess dwell
Down at the bottom of a well,
But that she is in pitecus fright,
Lest, rising up to mortal sight,
The modest world should fleer and flout her,
With not & rag of vlothes about her?
Yet she might wear a proper dress
Ard keep her esserce ne'erthelese.
So Delin's boaom atill wil rise,
And fescinate her lover's eyes,
Thoagh round her ivory neck she demwy
The decent shade of specious ruize.

[ hear it buzz’d about the table,
% What can this lead to?™———3Sirs,

A PARLE.

When birds allow’d the Esglc’s sway,
Fre Fagles turn'd to fowls of proy,

His royal majesty of Air
‘Took Music underneath his care;
And, for his queen and court’s delight,
Commanded concerts ev'ry night,
Here every bird of parts might enter,
The Nightingale was made precentor
Under whose care.and just direction,
Merit was qure to meet protection.

The Lark, the Blackbird, and the Reobin
This conce'rt always bore a bob in:

The best performers all were in i,

The Thrush, Canary-bird, and Linnet.

Rut birds, alas! ore apt to aim i
At things, to which they’ve smailest claim.
The staring Ow?, with hideous hoot,
Offer’d hin service for u flute.

The Cuckoo needs would join the band;
* The Thrush ix but a paltry hand:
And 1 can best supply that place,

For Pre ushake, a swell, a grace.”

The manager their suit preferr’d: :
Both tan'd lhe:r pipes, and both were bﬂ.rd,
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Yot oach their several praises min’d,
‘For both were beard, apd both were bin'd
The Cockoo hence, wilth rancoar stirr'd,
(A Xinid of periodic bird,
Of nasty bue, and body scabby,
Ko wwld-be-p!ay—mghl’. half 50 shabby}
Reviles, abusca, and defames,
Screams from & branoh, end calls hard nxmes,
Aod strikes st Nightingale or Lark,
Like Lixbon ruffians, in the dark,
The Ow) harangoes the gapiog throng
Omn pow?rs, and excellence of song,
“ The Blackbird's aote has lost ita force;
The Nightingale is downright hoarse ;
The Lionet's barsh; the Robip sbrill ;
=~The Sparrow has prodigicus skill 1
At length they had what they desir’d ;
‘The skilful Nightingale retir'd.
When Folly came, with wild Uproar,
And Harmony waa beard no more.

4 TALE.

Y ravs, of lsughter queen and love,
The greatest demirep above,

Who scnmn’d restriction, bated custom,
Kosrw ber own sax oo well to trust 'em,
Proceeded on the ooble plan,

At any tale, to bave her man;

Look'd on decorum as mere Lrash,

And liv'd like *** and **%,

From Paphos, where they ber reveys

Az much a8 we do Celia here,

QO frem Cythers, whore her sltan

Are deck’d with daggers, true-love halters,
Garters yilept, and other trophies,
‘Which prove that man in love an oaf is,
According to appointment, came

To see Ceecilia, tuneful dame,

Whose praise by Dryden’s Ode is grown
Bright apd immortal we bis own;

And who hath been for many years

The chief directress of the spheres.

Thomas, who rode behind the car,
And for & flambeau held o star,

Who, in the honest way of trade, '
Hath forg’d more horns, and cuckolds made,
Than Vulcan and his brawny dolts

Ever for Jove forg’d thunderboita,

Hlipt gently dewn, and ran before ’em,
Rivging the bell with due decorum.

Bat, truth to say, 1 canaot tell
‘Whether it knocker was or bell,

{This for Vertit an anecdote is,)
Which ur'd to give Cmcilia notice,
‘Wheo any lady of the eky
‘Was come to bear ker company.
But this 1'm wure, be which it will,

- "Thomss perform’d hin part with skill
Methinks | hear the reader cry—
s« His part with skitl? why, you or I, _
Or any body elee, as well
An Thomas, sure, could ring & hell,
Nov did 1 ¢ver hear before
OF skill in koocking at a door.”

Poor low-liv’d cresture! T suppose,
Nazy, and am sure, you're one of those
Who, at what dear s0%er they be,

Wil atways knock in the same key.

Thinking that bell and knocker too
Were foand out pothing else to do,
But to inform the hoase, no donbt,
That there was somebody withoat,
Who, il they might such favoor win,
Would rather choose to be within.

But had cur servants vo more semee,
Lord! what must tw the consequence?

| Brrvur would errounr still pursue,

And strife ardd anarchy enmoe,
Punctilio from her altar harl'd,
Whencs ste deolares unto the world
Whale’er by Fancy is decreed,
Through all ber nicetics mnst Beed,

For if there was not to e found
Some wholesome difference of wonnd,
Hot tha same rep foretold tb’ approach
Of bim who wwk’d, or rode in comch,
A poor reilation now and theo,

Might to my lord admittance gain,
When bis good lordship hop’d to see
Some rascal of his own degree

And, what is more onhappy stiil,

The stupid wretch who briugs & bill,
Might pasa through all the motley tribe,
Az free a5 one, who brings & bribe.

My lady too might pique her grace
With cartinge stiff and formal face,
Which, she decelv'd, had taken care
For soms inferior to prepare;

Or might some wretch from Lombard-street
With grester espe and freedom meet,

Thau sense of honour will admit

Between my lady and & cit.

Those evils wisely to prevent,

And root out care and discontent,
Ev'ry gny smart, who rides behind,
With rose and bag io taste refin™d,
Must music fully uoderstand,

Harve a nice ear and skilful hand;
At ev'ry turn be always found

A perfect connoisseur in sound;
Through all the gamut skiljal fiy,
¥arying bis notes, now low, now bigh,
According as he shifls his place;
Now hoarsely grumbling in the base,
Now turning tenor, and sgain

To treble rairiog his shrill strain;

S0 to declare, where'er he be,

His magter's fortune and degree,

By the distinguishing address,
Which be’ll upon the door express.

Thomas, whem I have nam'd before
As tinging st Cmciliv’s door,

Was perfect master of this art,
And vers’d alike in ev'ry paru:

8o that Cxcilia knew, before

Her footmen came unto the door,
And in due form had told her »o,
Thet madain Veous was below,

The doors immediate open few,
The goddess, without mure ado,
Displaying beauty’s thousaod airs,
Skim'd throngh the hall, and rip’d up staira

Cmcilia met her oith a tmile
Of great delight, when all the while,
If ber flse heart conid have been seen,
She wisb’d she had at Cyprus been.

But Iadlea, sk1ll'd in forms and arts,
Don't in their faces wear their huru,



And those above, like those below,
Deal frequently in outsids show,
And slways to keep up parade,
Hare 2 smile by them ready made
The forms, which Iadies when they meet
Must for good maners’ sake repeat,
As “ bumble servant, how d'you do,*
.And io return, * pray how ars youi”
Enrict'd at ev’ry proper s
With due integuments of hl::f
As madarn, yrace, and goddeship,
Which we for brevity sbail skip,
Happily past, in elbow-chair
At length our Isdies sented are,
IndifPrent mbjects firet they chooae,
And talk of wenther and the news,
That done, they sit upon the state,
Apd spari at the decrees of Fale,
Invectives agminst Jove are hurld,
Aod they alone should rute the world
Dull politics at lemgth they quit,
Aod by ifl-vatare show their wit;
For band in band, too well we know,
These intimates are said to go,
o that where sither doth preside
T'qtbers existence is implied
The van of wit, »o men decree,
Mwnt without doubt ill-nator'd be;
And the ill-oator'd scarce forgats
To rank bitoself among the wits.
Malicions Venus, who by rote
Had ev'ry little aneciote,
And most roimutely could advance
Esch interesting circumstance, -
Which unto all intrignes relatad,
Swce Jupiter the world created,
Displa nulrd ber eloquence with pride,
Bi obeery'd, enlarg'd, applied;
And ot the resder to detain
With things dnperii nnd vain,
Sbe dad, as Ladies do on Earth
Who canaot bear a rival’s worth,
o yuch s way each tale rehenrsa
4 pood made bad, and bad made worse :
Carilia too, with smint-like air,
Bat ey corne from evening pray'r,
Who knew ber duty, =2 » sint,
Always to pray, and not to faint,
Apd, rain or shine, ber church ne'er mist,
Pride, devotee, and metbodist, -
With equal zes) the cause promoted,
Misconstru’d things, and words misquoted,
Miwepresented, mirapplied,
And, Inspiration being her guide,
The very beart of man dissected,
Aod to his principles objectad.
Thus, amongst us, the wapctified,
Iz adl the spiritunls of pride,
Whose hooest consciences pDe'er rested,
Till, of ceralities divested,
They knew und felt themselves t'inberit
A double portion of the spirit:
Who from one church to t other roam,
Whilst their poor children murve at bome,
Considring they may claim the cara
Of Providence, who sent them thers,
And therefine certainly is tied
To see their every want supplied;
Who uxto preachers give away, :
That which their creditors shoald pay,

.

A TALE

Apd hold that chosen vesssls must

Be generous before they're just,”

And that their charity this way

Shall bind o'er' Hemven their debts to pay,

And serve their tenp'ral turn, oo doubt,

Betier than if they'd put it oul,

Whilst nought hereafter can prevent

Their sure reward of cent per cent;

Whao bonest labour scorn, and sy

None need to work who love to pray,

For Heav'n will satisfy their craviogs,

By sending of Elijab’s ravens,

Or rain 'down, when their spirits fail,

A dish of manna, or a quail;

Who from Moorfeids to Tottenham Court

o Nirious Bts of zeal resort,

Praisa what they do not understand,

Turn up the eye, stretch ont the hand,

Moeit into tears, whilst —— blows :

The twang of nonsense through his nose,

Or ———— deals in speculation, :

Or hums his congregation,

Or talks with the lord of hasts,

with pillirs and with posts;

Who strictly watch, lest Satan ahou'd,

Roaring like lion for his food,

Eomare their feet his fata) trap in,

Apd their poor woals be taken nappiog;

Who strictly fast, bacause they @nod,

The fesh still wars ngainst the mind,

And flesh of maiots, Like sinner's, mast

Be mortified, to keep down lust;

Who four times in the vear at least,

Join feast of fove to love of feast,

Which, though the profligate and vais

In terms of blasphemy prophane, .

Yet all the cerexnony bere is

Pure an the mysteries of Cevres;

Who, God’s elect, with triumph feal

Within themeslves Salvation’s seal,

And wilt not, must pot, dare oot doubt,

That Heav'n iteelf can't blot it cut;

ARer they've done their boly labours,

Retarn to scandalize their neighbours,

And think they can’t serve Henv'n so well,

Ax with its creatures Slling Hell:

Bo thal, inflar’d with holy pride, -

They mave themselves, damn all boside.

For persous, who pretend to feel

The glowings of uncommon zeal,

‘Who others scorn, and seem to ba

Righteous in very great degree,

Do, *hove all others, take delight

To vent their ap'een in tales of spite,

Apd think they raise their own renown

By puiling of s neighbonr’s down;

Still Iying on with most mccess,

Because they charity profess,

And make the outside of religion,

Like Mahomet’s inspiring pigeon,

To ull their forgeries guin eredit,

"Tis enough sure that ———— mid it.
¢ Hut what can all this rambling meng?

Was ever such an hodge-podge seen i

Venus, Ceilia, mints and whores,

Thomas, Vertd, bells, knochers, doors,

Lords, rogues, relatons, ladies, cits,

Btars, flambesux, thanderbolts, horns, wits,

Vulean, and cuckoki-maker, scandal,

Music, and footinen, ear of Handdl,
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‘Weather, news, envy, politicr,
Intrigues, and women’s thoumnd tricks,
, Prudes, methodists, and devotees,
Fastings, fensts, pray'rs, aod cherities,
Ceres, with her mysterious train,

] ] y B 1]
Flesb, spirit, love, hate, and religian,
A quai}, & Taven, and & pigeon,
All jumbled up io one large dish,
. Red-berming, bresd, fowl, flesh, aud fish,

“ ¥Where's the connection, where’s the plan}

The devil sure is in thé man.

All in so instant we are hurl'd

From place to place all rouod the world,
Yet fiud wo reason for it"'—Muom-—
"There, my good critic, lies the hum—

* Well, but methinks, it would avail

To know the eod of this®—A TALE.

SHAKSPEARE ;
AN BPIFTLE TO MR GARRICK.

TrANRS to much iedustry and pains,
Much twisting of the wit and braims,
Transtation bas anlock’d the store,
And epread abroed the Grecian lore,
‘While Sophoctes his seenes are grown
E’en as familisr as our cwo.

No more shall Taste presume to
From its enclosures in the Greek;

But, all its fepces broken down,
Lie at the mercy of the town.

Critic, | lar thy torrent rage,

“ "T'is » asphemy agaiost that stage,
Which Eshylus his warmth dulgn’d
Euripides his taste refin’d,

And Sophocles bis last direction ‘
Stamp'd with the signet of perfection’”

Perfection! *tis & word ideal,

That bears about it nothing real: .
For extellence was never hit . .
In the Grst esssys of man's wit,
Shall ancient worth, or ancient fame
Preclude the moderns from their claim?
Must they be blockheads, doits, nnd fools,
Who write not pp to Grecian rules?

. Who trend in buskins or in socks.
Must they be damuo'd sx heteredox,

* Nor merit of good works prevail,
Except within the classic pale?
*Tis stuif that bears the name of kmowledge,
Nut current half a mile from college:

. ‘Where half their lectures yield no more
(Besure 1 speak of times of yore)
Thau just a nigrard light, to mark
How much we all are in the dork:
A8 rushiights io a spacivus roam,
Just burn encugh to form a gloom.

When Shakspeare leads the mind a dance,
From Frante to England, hente to France,
Taik ndt to me of time aod- place;

1 own #m happy in the chase.

‘Whether the drama’s here or there,
“*T'is Nature, Shakspeare, every whare,

The poet’s fancy can create,

Countract, enlarge, annjhilate,

Bring past and present close together,

In spite of distamce, weas, or weather;

Axnd shut up in & single sction

'| What cost whols years in its transhction.

S0, Indies at & play, or rout,

Can fiirt the (niverse abouat,

Whose geographical acepunt

is drawa and pictured on the mount:

Yet, when they piesses, contruct the plan,
And shut the world up in a fan.

True genivs, like Armida's wand,
Can maise the spring from barren lspd.
While pli the ari of imitation,

Is pili’ring from the Brst creation;
Transplantiog flowers, with oseless toil,
Which wither in & foreign woil.

As couscience ofien sets us right

By its interior active Tight,

Without th’ aaisance of the laws
To combat ip the moral cause;

50 genius, of itself discerning,
Witkout the mymic rules of leaming,
Can, from its present intuition,
Strike at the truth of composition,

Yet those who brefthe the classie tdn,
Eulisted in the mimic train,

Who ride their steed with dcmblﬂ bit,
Ne'er rup away with by their wit,
Delighted with the pomp of rules,
The specious pedantry of schools,
{Which rules, like crutches, ne‘er becamne
Of any use hut to the Jame)

Pursue the methpd set before ‘em;
Tualk much of order, and decorum,
Of probability of Getion,

OF mannets, ornaroents, and &iction,
And with a jargon of inrd names,

{A privilege which dulivess clnims,
And merely us'd by way of fence,

To keep out plain and common sene)
Extol the wit of ancient dayn,

The simple fabric of their plays;
Then from the fahle, all 30 chaste,
Triek'd up in ancient-modern taste,
50 mighty gentle all the while,

In such @ sweet descriptive atyle,
While chorus marks the servile mode
With fine reflection, in an ode,
Preseat you with a perfect piece,
Form'd on the model of old Greece.

Come, prythee critic, set before un,
The use and office of a Chorus,

What! silent! why theh, I'Hl produce
Iis services from apcient use.

'T'is Lo be ever on the stage,

Attendants upon grief or rage;

To be an arrant

Chief-mourner &t each dismal woene;
Showing its sorrow, or delight,

By shifting dances, left and right,

Not much unlike qur modern notions,
Adsgio or allegro motions;

To watch upon the deep disiress,

And plaints of royal wretchedness;

And when, with tears and #xecmtion,
They've ponrd out sll their inmentation,
And wept whole cateracts fram Lheir eyes,
To ¢call on rivers for supplies,

JAnd with their Hais, and Hees, snd Hoes,
To make a symphony of woes.,

Doubtless the apcients want the art
To strike 1t onoe upon the henst :
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Or why their prologues of » mile
In simple—cali it—bumble style,
In mnimpassion’d phrase to sy,
** *Fore the beyioning of this play,
1, mpless Polydore, was found
By fsbermen, or others, drown'd !?
Or & 1, a gentleman, did wed,
The lndy | wou'd never bed,
Great Apwmemoon’s royal daughter,
Who's coming hither to draw water.”
Or peed the Choras to reveal
Reflections, which the sudience feel;
Aod jog them, test attention sink,
To tell thern how and what to think? |
Oh, where’s the bard, who at one view
CouM look the whole creation through,
Who Lravers'd all the human hemrt,
Without reeourse to Grecian ari?
Be scorn’d the modes of imitation,
Of alteriny, pilfering, and trapslation,
Nor painted horrour, gricf, or rage,
From models of & former age;
Tbe bright original he took, -
And tore the leaf from Nature’s hook,
‘Tix Stmkspeare, thus, who stands slone—
—Bat why repeat what you have shown?
How true, how perfect, and how well,
The fcelings of our hearts munt tell,

4N EPISTLE TO €. CAURCHILI,
AUTHOR OF THE ROSCIAD,

Ir ut a tavern, where yoo'd wish to dine,
They cheat your palate with sdulterate wine,
Weald you, resolve me, eritics, for you can,
Sevd fur the master vp, or chide the man?
The man no doubt & koarish business drives,
Bat tell me what's the master who connives?
Heoee you'll infer, and rare the doctrines brus,
Which wayn, *“ No quarter to a foul review.”
It matters not who venda the nanseous sop,
Master or *prentice ; we datest the shop.

Critics of old, 8 manly liberal race, -~
Approvd or censur'd with an open face:
Boldly pursn’d the free decisive task,
Wor stabb'd, concenl'd beneath n ruffian's mask,
To works, not men; with hooest warmth, severa,
TW impartial judges isvgh'd at hope or fear:
Theirs was the noble skill, with gen'rous aim,
To fan troe genius to an active Bame ;
Tobring forth mernt in its strongest light,
Or damu the bluockhead to his native night.
Rut, a9 all statas ave subject to decay,
The state of letters too will melt away,
Smit with the harlot charms of triting sound,
Softness now wantons e’en i Roman ground;
Where Thebans, Bpartann, sought their honour'd

raves,

Pehold 2 weak encrvate moe of glaves.
Io daxxic lore, deep science, languege dead,
Thoogh modern witlings sre hut scantly read,
Profewsors! fail rot, who will loodly bawl
In praisc of eitber, with the want of ali:

' The author takes thin cpportonity, notwith-
standing all insinuations to the contrary, to de-
darx, that he has po particular aim at a gentle-
man, whose sbillty be sufieiently sckoowledges.

EPISTLE TO C. CHURCHILL,

87
Hail’'d mighty crities to this present hour,
=—The tribune’s nume surviv'd the tribune’s pow'r,

Now quack and critic differ bot in nama,
Empirica frontless both, they mean the same;
This raw in physie, that in letiers frenh,
Both spring, like waerts, excrescence from the
esh:

Helf form'd, halfbred ju printers’ hireling schools,
For all professions have their rogues and fools,”
‘Though the pert witling, or the coward knave,
Casts po reflection om the wise or brave.

Yer, in these Jenden times, this idle age,
When, blind with duiness, or as blind with rage,
Author *gainst author rails with venom carst,
And happy he who calls out * blockhesd™ first ;
From the low Earth awpiring genius springs,

And saila triumphant, borz on eagle wings.
No toothless spleec, no venom'd critic's aim,
Shall rob thee, Churchill, of thy proper fame;
While hiteh'd for ever in thy nervous rhyme,
Fool lives, and shines cut fool to latest time,

Pity perhaps might wish a harmless focl
To scape th* observance of the critie school ;

But if low Malice, Icagu’d with Folly, rise,
Armn'd with invectives, and hedg’d round with lies ;
Should wakefal Dulness, if she ever wake,
Write sleepy nonsense but for writing's sake,
And, stung with rage, and piously severe,
Wish bitter comforts to your dying esr;
If some xmal wit, some silk-lin’d verseman, rakes,
For quaiot reflections, in the putrid jukes,
Taleats usurp'd demand a ceneor's mage,
A dunce is dunce proscrit’d in ev'ry age.
Courtier, physician, lawyer, parson, cit,
411, all are ohjects of theatrie wit
Are ye then, actors, privileg'd alone,
To make that weapon, ridicule, your ow'n }
Profexaions bleed not from his just attack,
Who laughs at pedant, coxcomb, knare, or quack;
Fools on gnd off the stage are fools the mme,
And every dunce is satire's lawfol game.  [room;
Precty yom thought, where thought has freest
Why then apologise? for what? to whom?
Though Gray’s-Inm wits with author squires
unile,
And seli-made giants club their lbonr’d mite,
‘Though pointless gatire make its weak escape,
Ta the detll babble of n mimic ape,
Boldly pursue where genius points the way,
Nor heed what monthly puny critics may. -
Firm fo thyself, with calm indifference mmnile,
When the wise vet’ran knows you by your style,
With critic scales weighs out the partial wit,
What I, or you, or h¢, or no one writ;
Denying thee thy just and proper worth,
But to give Falsho:d’a spurions jssue birth; .
Ard all self-wil'd with lawless band to raise
Malicious Slander on the bese of Praise.
" Disgrace eternal wait the wretch’s name
Who lives op credit of & bormow'd fame;
Whe wears the trappings of enother’s wit,
Or fatbers bantlipgs which he could not get!
Bat shrewd Suspicion with ber squinting eye,
To truth declar'd, prefers & whisper'd lie!
With greedy mind thetrmﬁer'd tale bedibves,
Relates her wishes, ond with joy deceives

The world, a pompous name, hy custom due
To the smali circle of a talking few,

With heart-felt glee th’ injurious tale repeats,
And sends the whisper boxaing through tho wtresls

*
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The prude demure, with sober saint-liks air,
Fities her nughbour, for she'l wondrous fair.
Arnd when temptations Jie before our feet,
Beauty is frail, and females indiscreet:

She hopes Lhe nvmph will every danger shun,
Yet prays demuﬂy that the deed were done.
Alean time sits watching for the daily lie,

As xpiders Jurk to cateh n single fy.

Yet is pot scandal o ope sex confin'd,
Though men would fix it on the weaker kind.
Yet, this great tord, creation's master, man,”
Will vent his malice where the blockhead can,
Imputing crimes, of which e’en thought is free,
For instance now, your Rosciad, all to ma.

If partial friendship, in thy lturhng leys,
Grows all too wanlon io another’s praise, [koown,
Critica, who _rlllge by wayw themselves have
5hall swear the praise, the poew is my own;
For *tis the method in these learped days
For Wits to scribble first, and aRer pralse,
Criticy and Co. thoa vend their wretched staff,
Apd belp out ponsense by a montbly puff,
Exalt to giant forms weak puny elves,

And descnnt sxeetly on their own dear selves;
For works per month by Learniog’s madwives paid,
Demand a puffing in the way of trade

Reserv'd and cauticus, with oo partinl aim
My Muse e'er sought to blast snother's fume
With willing band could bwine & rival’s bays,
Fromp candonr silent where sbe could not prise:
But if vile rancour, from (no matter who)
Actor, or mimic, printer, of reviaw;

Lies, oft o'erthrown,. with ceaseless venom sproad,
Still him out scandal from their hydrs bead;

If the dull malice boldly walk the town,

Patience herself would wrinkle to a froem.

‘Come then with justice draw the ready pen,

Give me the works, ] woald not know the men :
All in their turne might make reprimals tog,

Had all the patience but to read them threugh.
Come, to the utmost, probe the desperste’ wound,
Nor spare the knife whbere'er infection’s found!

Bat, Prudence, Chorchill, or her sister, Faur,
Whispers ¥ foibenrance” to my Iright'ned ewr,
Oh ! then with me forsake the thorny road,

Lest we should fiounder in some Fleet-ditch Ode,
- And sunk for ever in the laxy Aood
Weep with the Naiads heavy dropa of mnd.

Hiil mighty Ode ! which like a picture-framse,
Hodds any portrait, and with any name;

O, like your nitches, planted thick and thin,
Will strve to cram the rendom bero io.
Huil mighty bard toce=whatso'er thy name,

1 or Durly, for it's ail the mupe,
To brother bards shall equal praise betong,
For wit, for genius, comedy and song?
No costive muse is thine, which freely mkes
With ease familiar in the well-knowa jakes,
Happy in #kill to souse through foul snd fair,
And tos the dung out with & lordly air, .
So have [ seen, mumidst the grinning throng,
The sledge procession slowly drege’d slong.
Where the mock female shrew nnd hen-peck'd male
Scoop™d Tich contents from gither copious pail,
Call*d bussts of langhter from the rosring rout,
And dastyd aod splast’d the filthy graius ebout.

2 Murpby, who Jong waged upnequal war with
Chwretill, Lloyd, and Ce. (.,

POEMS.
Ruit then, my friend, the Muses’ lov'd abode,
Alaa! they lead not to t's youd.
Be solemn, sad, pot on the priestly frowa,
Be dull! *tis sncred, and becomes the guwn.
Leave wit to others, do s Christian dead, [nud
Your foes shalt thank you, for they know ther
Broad is the path by lesrning's sons passess’d,
A thousand modern mu might walk sbreast,
Did not each mourn hin Jackless doom,
Jostled by ts ot of elbow roown.
I, who nor court their Jove, wor fear their bate,
Must mourn in silence o’er the Muse’s fate.
No right of common now oo Pindus' hill,
While all our tenures are by eritice’ !ri!l;
Where, watehful guardians of the luly Mase,
Dwell moostrous ginnts, dreadfal tall Reviews,
Who, s we resd in fam'd romance of yore,
Bound bat & horn, press forward to the door:
Bin let soma chiel, some bold adventirous kuight,
Provoke thase champions Lo an equal fight,
Straight into sir to spacelom nothing fall
The carle, lions, giants, dwarf and all.
Al it befis with uodiscerning Tage,
To censure giants in this polish'd age,
No lack of genive stains these happy times,
No want of learning, and no dearth of rhymes,
The see-gaw Muse that flows by messar'd laws,
in tnnefu! numbers, and sfocted panse,
With sound alope, soand's happy virtue freaght,
Which hates the troubte and expense of thonght,
Omece, every moon throughout the circling yesr,
With even cadence chamms the critic ear.
While, dire promoter of poetic sin,
A Maguzins must hand the lady m. [wedl,
How moderus write, how nervous, strong and
The Anti-Rosciad’s decent Muoss doea tell:
Who, while she strives to cleanse esch actor hurt,
Daubs with ber praise, and rubs him into dirt.
Sure never yet was happy era known
S0 gay, 8o wise, 30 tasteful as our ownL
Our curicua histories riee st once complete,
Yet otill continved, an they're paid, per sheet.
Sew every acience which the world would knew,
Your magazines shull every month bestow,
Whose very titles fll the mind with awe,
Imperial, Christian, Royal, British, Law;
Their rich contents will every reader fit,
Statesman, divine, philosopher, mnd wit ;
Compendious schemes! which tmch all things at
And make » pedant coxcomb of a dupce,  [obce, -
But et oot anger with such frmzy grow,
Dmawcaosir like, to strike down friend and foe,
To real worth be homage duly paid,
But no allowance to the palury trade.
My friends | pame vot (though I boart a few,
To me an honour, sud to letters too) { e,
Fain would I praise, but, when wuch thmp op-
My praive of course mmt make them 'y fors.
If manly Johnsoo, with salyric rage,
Lash the dull follies of = trifting age,
If hiv ptrong Muse with gennine strength aspire,
Glows ot the rexder with the poet's fire?
His the true fire, where creep the witling fry :
To warm themselves, and light their rusblights by,
What Muse like Gray’s shall pleasing pensive
Attemperd sweetly to the rurtic woe? [Bow

| Or who like him shall sweep the Theban lvre, .

Aod, as hiv master, pour forth thonghts of fre?
E'¢n now tw guard aflicted Learning's cunse,
To judge by resson's Tuler, apd Nature's [sws,
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Boest we troe critics in their proper right,
While [owth and Learping, Hurd and Taste
ohite.
Heil macred pames)—Ob goand the Moses

Sare yoor lov'd mistress from a vuffian’s rage;

See bow she gasps and etruggles hard for life,

Her wouods all bleeding from the butcher's knife:

Critics, like surgeons, blest with curfous art,

Swould mark ench ge to the buman beart,

Bal ot nnskilful, yet with Jordly air,

Bemd surgen’s iectures while they senlp and tear.
To cames like these I pay the hesrty vow,

Proud of their worth, and not ssham'd to bow.

To thewe inscribe my rude, but honest lays,

Aund fee] the ph et of my ious praise;

Not that | mean to court each letter’d uame,

dnd poorly glimmer from ruflected fame,

But that the Mase, who owns no servila fear,

I prowd W pay ber willing ribute bere.

L —

EPISTLE TU J. B. EsR 1751

Acaix T urgs my ofd cbjectinn,
That midern rules obstruct perfection,
Awd the seveyity of taste
Hax 1sid the walk of grnius warte
Fancy™ a flight we deal no moure in,
Our suthors creep instead of sowring,
And ul] the brave imagination
L dwindled into declamation,
Bat still you cry in suber sddness,
' There ig discretion £'en in madpesa®™
A pithy sentence, which wante eredit!
Becanse 1 find d poet maid it:
Their verdict makes bat small impression,
Who are known linrs by profession.
Rise what exalted flights 1t will,
Troe genins will be genius still ;
And say, that horse would yon prefer,
Which wanots & bridle or & spuri
The metiled steed may lose hin tricks;
The jade grows caltous to your kicks.,
Had Shakspeare crept by modern rules,
Wed lost his witchen, fairies, fuols:
lowtead of all that wild crestion,
Hed form’d a vegular plantstion,
A garden trim, nnd alt enclesd,
Ia nicest symmetry dims.:;ﬂ-
The bedges cot in proper order,
Nor ¢’en & brunch beyond the border:
Now Bike & forest be appears,
The growth of twice three hundred years;
‘Where many & tree aspiring shrouds
I piry pammits in the clouds, )
While round its root till love to twine
The ivy or witd eglantine. :
= But Shakspeare’s all creative fancy
Mude others love extravagancy;
While cond-capt noosense was their nim,
Like Hurlothveanbo's mad lord Flame,”
Troe—whbo can stop dull imitators?
Thoee younger brothers of translators,
Those insects, which from geniue rise,
Avpd buzz aboat, in searms, like fies?
Fmshion, thel scts the modes of dress,
Sheds too ber influonos o'er the press:

b

As formerly the sons of rhyme

SBought Shakspeare’s fancy and sublime

By cool correcinesa now they liope

To smulate the praise of Pope.

But Pope and Shake; eare both disclaim

These low retaivers to their fome.
What task can Duolners e'er effect

8o eaxy, a3 to write correct?

Poeta, *tis said, are sure to split

By too much or too little wit;

80, ® avoid th' axtremes of either,

They miss their mark and follow neither;

They o exactly poise the scale

That neither measure will prevail,

And mediocrity the Muase

Did never io ber sons excuse

TTis true, their tawdry works sre grac'd

With ol the charme of modern taste,

And every semselees line is drest

In quaint Expression’s tinsel vest,

Say, did you never chance to meet

A monzsieur-barber in the street,

Whose roffle, as it jank depends,

Aod dangles o'er his fingers® ends,

His olive-tann'd complexion graces

With livtle dabs of Dresden laces,

While for the body moosieur Puff,

Would think e'en dowlas fine enougl!

S0 fares it with gur men of rhytnes,

Sweet tinklers of poetic chimes,

For lace, and fringe, and tawdry clothes,

Sure never yet were greater besux

But fairly sttip them to the shirt,

They're all made up of rags snd dirt.
And shall these wretchen bards commence,

Without or epirit, taste, or sense?

And when they bring o other treasure,

Shall I admire them for their mensure}

Or do 1 scorr. the critic’s mles

Because § will not learn of fools?

Altbough Longious' full-mouth'd prose

With sli the force of genius glows;

Though Dionysiay learned taste

Is ever manly, just, and chaste,

‘Who, like n skilful wise phywician,

Dissects each part of componition,

And shows how beauty strikes Lhe son]

From a just compact of the whole ;

Though Judgment, in Ruintillian's page,

Holds forth her lamp for ev'ry age ;

Yet hypercritics I disdain,

A race of blockheads dull and vain,

And laugh at all those empty fools, .

Who cramp & genius with dull rales,

And what their narrow science mocks

Damp with the name of het'rodox.

+ Thuse butchers of & poet’s Rme,
While they nsurp the critic's name,
Cry—* 'This is taste—that's m¥ opinion.”
And poets dread their murk dominion.

S0 have you seen with dire affright,
‘The petty monarch of the night,
Seated aloft in elbow chair,
Command the prisoners to sppesr,
Harengue an hour on watchmen’s praise,
And on the dire effect of frays;
Then cry, ¢ You'll suffar for yorr daring,
And d—u you, you shall pay for swearing.”
Theo turning, tell th* astenish’d ring,
I it W represent the king."

89
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EPISTLE TO THE SAME.

Has my goed deme a wicked child?

It takes the gentle.namne of wild;

If chests he breaks, if logka be picks,
*Tis nothing more than uscfal tricks:
The mother’s fondness stamps it meiit,
For vices are a sign <f spirit.

Say, do the prighbours think the same
With the good old indulgent dame?
Cries gossip Prate, | hear with grief
My peighbonr’s son’s an arrant thief.
Nay, could yeu think it, 1 am told,

e stole five guincas, alt in guld,
You know the youth was always wild—w
He got bis father’s maid with child;
And robb'd his master, to defray
The mouey he bad lost at play.

Al means to save bim must now fail.
What can it end in ?=—In a jeil,?

" Howe'er the dame doats ¢’et ber youth,
My gussip mys the very truth.

Dot as his vices love would hide,

Or torture them to virue's side,
So friendship’s glass deceives the eye,
{A glass too apt to magnify)
A mekes you think st least you gee
Some spark of genius, ¢eu in me.
You say I shou'd get fame : I doubt it:
Perhaps 1 am ay well without it :
For what’s the worth of empty praise?
What poet evcr dind on bayn?
For though the lpurel, rerest wonder!
May screen us from the stroké of thunder,
This mind I ever was, and am in, '

1737,

It iy no antidote to femine. *

And poets live on slender fare,
B ho, like cameleons, feed on air,
And starve, to gain an empty breath,
Wtich only serves them after drath,
Grant | sacceed, like Hornce rise,
And strike my head against the skies;
Common experivnce daily shows,
That poets have a world of foes;
Apd we shall find in every town
Gossips enough to ory them Jown;
Who meet in pious conversaticu
'I* analowpize a reputaticn,
‘With fiippant teague, snd empty head,
Who tatk of things tlw_v oever read. 7
Their idle ceisures [ despise:

Their niggard praises won't suffice,
Tempt me no more then Lo the erime
Ot dabbling in the fout of thyme.

* My Muse has answer'd all her end,
If her preductions please a friend.
The world is hurthen’d with a store,
Why need T a® ove scribbler more?

TO » * * »

ABOUT TO PUBLIIH A VOLUKE OF MISCELLARIES.

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1755.

SincE now, all seruples cast away,
Y our works are riging into day,
Porgive, though I presume to send
This honcat covnsel of 8 friend,

LLOYD'S POEMS.

Lot nok your verse, a5 vere now gocs,
Be a strange kind of igeasur’d prose;
Nor let your prose, uilch JUIrE i WOTSE,
Waot nought but measire to be verse
Write from yuur own imagination,

Nor curb your Muse by imitation:
Por copien show, howe'er exprest,

A barren genius at the beat,

—But imitation’s alt the mode—

Yet where one hits, ten miss the road.

The mimic bard with pleasare seet
Mat. Prior's unaffeeted ense:
Assumes his style, affects a story,

Sets every circomstance before ye,

‘The day, the hour, the name, the dwelling,
And mars a carious tale in telling :
Obeerves bow easy Prior flows,

Then runs bis numbers down to pross.

Others have sought the flthy stews
To find & dirty slip-shod Muse,
Their groping genius, while it rakes
The bogs, the common-sew’rs, and jukes,
Orduore and filth in rhyme exposes,
Disgusiful to our eyes and noses ;

With many & dn.h-—thnt must oﬂeml n!,

And much * .

" » - » . » LN

b4 * L Hintus non deflendus.

0 SwifL! how woul. -t thou blush to see,

Such are the bards who copy thee? -
‘This, Milton for his plan will choose:

 Wherein reserobling Milton's Muse?

Milton, like thunder, rolls along
In all the majesty of song;
While his low mim‘cs meanly rreep,
Nor quite awake, nor quite asleep
Or, if their thunder chance to rotl,
'Tis thunder of the mustard bowl.
The stiff expression, phrases strange,
The cpithet's preposterous change,
Fore’d numbers, rough aud anpolite,
Sneh a8 the judging ear affright,
Stop in mid verse.  Ye mimies vite!
i5°t thus ye copy Milton's style?
His faults religiously you trace, -
But borrow not a single grane,

How few, {ray, whence can it proceed 7}
Who copy Milton, e'er succeed! -
But all their labours are in vain:
And wherefore s0?— The reason's plain.
‘Take it fur granted, *tix by those
Milton’s the model most!y chuse,

Whe can’t write verse, and won't write prose.

Others, who &im ot fanry, chogse
To woo l.be gentle Spenser's Muse,
This poet fixes for bis theme
Ar allegory, or a dream ;

Fiction and truth together joins
Through a long waste of Rimsy lines:
Fondly believes his fancy glows,
And image upon image gTows ;

Thinks his strong Muse takes wond"rouf flights,

Whene'er she sings of peerless wights,
O dens, of palfreys, spells aad kmghlx,
Tl n!lcgory, Spepser’s veil
T instruet and jrlease in wnoral e,
With him's no veil the truth to uhroud
But one impenetrable clond,

Olhers, more daring, fix their bope
Ou rivnling the fame of Pope.



TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ.

Satire’s the word against the timesa—

‘These catch the cadence of his rhymes,

And borue from exrth by Popes strong wings,

Their Mase aspires, and boldy fings

Her dirt up in the fare of kings.

In these the spleen of Pope we find;

But where the greatness of his mnind?

His vumbers are their whole pretence,

Mere strangers to hin manty sense,
Some few, the fav'rites of the Mase,

Whom with ber kindert eye the views;

Roond whom Apollo’s brightest rays

Shine forth with apdimipish’d blaze;

Some few, my friend, have sweetly trod

Ie imitation's dung’roes road.

Loag as tobacco®s mild perfume

Shall scent each bappy curate’s room,

OR a5 in elbow-chair be mmokes,

And qoafls hix ale, and crueks bis jokes,

§o long, O Brown !, shall st thy prwise,

Crown'd with tobaceo-leaf for bays;

Apd whosoe’ey 4hy verse shall see,

2all fill another pipe to thee,

TO GEORGE COLMAN, ES2.
AFAMILIAR EPISTLE. WRITTEN JANUARY 1,176,

FHOM TIEPINGTON IN DERBYSHIRE,
Frrewossik with must is dead ond cool,
A dull, inactive, stagnant poo);

Yours like the lively current fimrs,

And shares the pleazure it bestows,

If there is anght, whuse lunient pow'e

Can soothe aMiction's painful hour,

Sweeten the bitter cup of care,

Aod smateh the wretched from despair,

ot to the sense of woes,

Prom friendship’s source the balsun fiows.

Rich then am ll: possest of thine,

Wbo know that happy balsam mine.
Iz youth, from Nature’s genuine beat,

The souls congenial spring to meet,

Aod emulalion’s infent stofe,

Cements the man in futare life.

. Oft too tie mind well-pleas’d surveys

Its progress from its childish days;

Sees how the current upwards ran,

And resds the child o’er in the man,

Por men, in Rewson's suber cyes,

Are children, but of larger size,

Have gtil} their idle hopes and fears,

.And hobby-=horse of riper years.
Whether & bleasing, or & curse,

My rattle is the love of verse.

Some fancied parts, and emulation,

Which still aspires to reputation,

Bade infant Fancy plume her flight,

Aod held the lanrel full to sight.

For Vunity, the poet's sin,

Hud ta’en pozsession all within;

And he whose brain is verse-possest,

I# in himself as highly blest,

An he, whose Jines and circles vie

With Hewv'n's direciion of the sky.

1 Innae Hawkins Brown, veq., suthor of a piece
alled the Pipe of Tobmory, & most excellent imi-
lation of six different autbers.

Huowe'er the river rolls #ta tidey,
The cork upon the surface rides
Apd on Jak's ocean, lighuy buoyd,
The cork of Vanity is Lloyd,
Let me tog use the common claim
And souse at once upon my name,
Which some have done with greater strews,
Who know me, and who love me less,
Poeta ate very harmless things,
Unless you temse one tilf it gtiogs;
And when affronts are plainty meant,
‘We're bound in henour to resent:
And what tribunal will deny
An injurd person to reply
n these familiar emanations,
‘Which are but writing conversations,
Where Thought appears in dishabilte, -
And Pancy does just what she will,
The sourest critic would excuse
The vagrant sallies of the Muse:
Which lady, for Apotlo's blensing,
Haas still ajtended our caressing,
An many chitdren round ber sees
As maggote in 8 Cheahire cheese,
Which 1 maintain at vasi expense,
Of pen and paper, time and senae ;
Apd surely *t was no amall miscarriage
‘When first J enter*d into marriage.
The poet’s title, which [ brar,
With some strange cartles in the air,
Was all my portion with the fair.
However narmowiy 1100k,
In Pheebuxs valorem bool,
1 canmot from inquiry find
Poats had much o leave behind,
They had a copyhold estate
In lands which they themuelves create,
A fuo'ish title to a fountain,
A right of commeon in a mountain,
And yet they liv'd amongst the great,
More than their brethren do of lute;
Invited vut at frasts to dine,
Eat as they pleas’d, and drank their wine;
Nor is it any where set down
They tipt the servants hulf-n-crown,
But pass'd amid the waiting throng
And pay’d the porter with & song;
As once, 1 wag, in modern days,
When ail are in these briling ways,
His shillings to dinpense unable,
Scrap'd half the fruit from off the table,

‘| And walking gravely through the créwd,

Which sroud obseqmiously, and bowd,
To keep the fashion up of tipping,
Dropt in each hand a golden pippin.
But there’s a difference indeed
Twixt ancient bards and modern breed,
Though poet known, in Roman days,
Fearless he walk’d the pullic wiys,
Nor ever knew that sacred name
Comtempiuous smile, or painful shame:
While with a foolish face of praise,
The folks would stop to gape and gase,
Arnd half untold the story leave,
Pulling their neighbour by the sleeve,
While th’ index of the finger showa,
—There—yondee’s Hurace—there he goex,
This fiuger, 1 allow it true,
Points at us modern poets too;
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But *tis by sy of wit and joke,
To laugh, or as the pbrase is, smoXke.
Yet there are thore, who're fond of wit,
A.lthough they never us'd it yet,
“Who wits and withings entertain;
Of taste, virtiy, and judgment wain,
And dinner, grace, and grace—cup done,
Expert a wond'rous deal of fun:
** Yes—be at bottoin—doo’t you know him ?
That's he that wrote the last new poem.
His humaour’s exquisitely high,
You'll hear him opem by and by.”
The man in print and conversation
_ Have often very sma!l relation;
And he, whose humour bita the town,
When copicd fairly, and set down,
Io public company may pass,
For little better than un asa,
Perhaps the fault is on hio side,
Springs it from modesty, or pride,
Those qualities asham'd to own,
For which he's happy to be known ;
Or that his patore's atrange and shy,
And diffident, he knows not why ;
Or from a prudent kind of féar,
As knowing that the worid's severe,
He would not snffer to escape
Familiar wit in easy shape:
Lest gaping fools, and vile repeaters,
Should eateh ber up, and spoil her features,
And, for the child’s vnlucky maim,
The fanltless parent come to ahame,
Well, but methinke 1 hear you say,

* Write then, my friend !"—Write what?—% a

Play.
The theatren are open yet,
The matket for ol sterling wit;
Try the strong efforts of your pen,
Aund draw the chidracters of men;
Or bid the bursting tear W flow,
Obedient to the fabled woe;
With Tragedy's severest art,
Anatomise the human heart,
And, that you may be understood,
Bid Nature speak, 23 Nature show'd.”
That talent, George, though yet untried,
Perbaps my gening bas dented;
While you, my friend, are sure to pleasq
With all the pow’rs of comic ease,
Aunthnors, like moidy at Bfteen years,
Are full of wisbes, full of feurs.
Oime might by pleasant thoughts be le.d
To lose u trifling malden-head;
But *tis s terrible vexalion
T'o give up with it nputation.
And he, who bas with plays to do,
HHeaa got the devil to go through,
Critics hiave resuon for their rules,
1 dread the cenmure of your fools.
For tell me, and consult your prids,
{8rt Qarrick for m while axide)
How coald you, Qeorge, with patience bear,
The critic proeing in the play'r?
8ome of that calling bave 1 known,
Who beld no judgment like their own;
And yet their reasons fairly scan, -
And separate the wheat and bran;
You'd be amagi indeed to Sod,
Wihat little ',hc"l is teft behinds

For, after o] their mirhty rout,

Of chatt'ring round and round about;

'Tis buk a kind of clock-work talking,

Like croming on the stage, and walking.
The form of this Iribunal past,

The play receiv'd, the parts all cast,

Each actor has hia own obyections,

Each charecter, new imperfections:

The man's is drawn too coarse and roegh,

The lady’a has not smut encugh.

It wants a touch of Cibhber's eans,

A higher kind of talk to please;

Such e your titled folks would choowse,

And lorda and ladyships might ose,

Which miyle, whoever would succeed in,

Must have sma}l wit, and much good bresding.

If thin is dislogue—mn foi,

Sweet sir, soy 1, pardonnez moi!
Anlong s life and business Jast,

The actors have their several cast,

A walk where ench his talent shows,

Ducens, purses, tymnts, jovers, beanx ;

Buppose you've found a girl of herit,

Would show your part in-all its spirit,

Take the whole meaning i the scope,

Some little lively thing, like Pope?,

You rob some others of n feather,

‘They've worn for thirty yeary together.
But grant the cast is a8 you like,

To sctors which you thiok will strike.

To mormow then—{but ad you know

Pve ne'er o wmedy to show,

Let me & while in conversation,

Make free with yours for apphcahoa)

The wrrow's fight can't be prevented—

To morrow then, will be presented

The Jealous Wife! To morrow? Right.

How do yoa sleep, my friend, to night?

Have you no pit-pat hopes and fears,

Roast-beef, und catcutls in your cars?

Mabb'e wheels ncross your temples crecp,

You toss ard tomble in your sleep,

A cry aloud, with rage and spleen,

“ That fellow murders all my scene.”
To morrow comes. | know your werit,

And see the piece’s Bre and spirit;

Yet friendship’s zeml is ever hearty,

And dreads the efforts of a party. '
The eoach below, the cluck gone five,

Now to the theatre we drive:

Peeping the curtzin's eyelet through,

Behold the bouse in dreadful view'

Observe bow close the critics sit,

And not one bonnet iu the pit.

With horrour bear the galleries ring,

* Noay! Black Joke! God save the King!”

Stickn clatter, cutcalls scream, *“ Encore '™

Cocks crow, pit hisses, galleries roar:

E'en * Cha’ some oranges,™ in found

This night Lo have a dreadful sovynd:

*Till, decent mables on his back,

{Your prologuisers ali wear black)

The prologue comes; and, if its mine,

Itz very good, and very fine:

Ifnot, [ take a pinch of souff,

Ard wonder where you got such stufl,
That done, a-gape the critics nt,

. Expectant ofthe comic wit

* Misa Pope, sillzn nuusof;uninemrit.



TWO ODES.

The fidBery play nguin pell-rmell:

~—Ruat hist —the prompter rings his bell.

= Down there! hats off ”—ihe cortain draws!
What follows is—itbe just applauae.

_——

TWO ODES"
HINANTA TTRETOIIIN. ET
Al TO ITAN, EFMENERN

AATIZEL Pindar, Olymp. IL

ODE I.

DaverrEs of Chaos aod old Night,
Cimmerian Mase, all bail!

That wrapt in never-twinkling gloom canst write,
Apd shadowest meaning with thy dusky veil !
What poet sings, and wirikes the strings !

It wus tha mighty Theban spoke,
He from the ever-living lyte
With omgic hand elicits fire,
Heard ye the din of modern rhimeni bray ?
it was cool M 0, OF WATm (G-,
Jovoly'd in Lenfold smoke.

The shallow fop in antic vest,
Tir'd of the beaten roud,
Proud to be singly drest,
Changes, with every chonging moon, the mode.
fay, shall not then the Heav'n-born Muses too
Variety parsue}?
Shall not applanding critica hail the vogue ?
Whether the Muse the style of Cambrin’s sons,
Or the rode gabble of the Huns,
Or the broader dialect
Of Caledonia she affect,
Or take, Hibernia, thy atill ranker brogue?

Om thia terreatriat ball
The tyrant, Paskion, governa all.
Sbe, fickle goddess, whom, in days of yore,
Toe ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine,
Unte an antic fool, hight Andrew, bare:
Loog she paid bim with disdain,
And long his pangs in silence he conceald:
At length, in bappy bour, Lis love-sick pain
Om thy blest calends, April, he reveal'u.
From their embraces, aprung,
Ever changing, ever ranging,
Fashion, goddess ever young.

Prrch'd an the dubjoun height, she loves to ride,
Upon & weather-cock, astride.
Each blast that blows, around she goes,
While nodding o’er her crest,
Emblem of ber magic pow'r,
The light camelion stands confeat,
Changing it’s hoes n thoesand tines an hour.
And ioa vest is she array'd,
Of many a dancing moon-bearn made,
Nor zoneleas is her waist;
Bot fair and beautiful, 1 ween,
As the cestus-cincturd
Is with the rainbow’s shadowy girdie brac‘d.

' [ take the liberty of inserting the two follow-
ing oden, though 1 cannot, with atrict pmpnety,
priot thewn s my own composition. The truth is,
they were writen in concert with a friend, to
whose laboars I am always bappy to sdd my own:
I enn the guthor of the Jealons Wife.

She bids purrue the fav'rite road
Of lofty cload-capt Ode
Meantime cach bard, with eager speed,
Ywults on the Pegasean stead :
Yei not that Pegasun of yore,
Which th' illustrious Pindar bore,
Baut one of aobler breed ;
High blood and youth his lusty veins inspire:
From Tottipontimoy he came,
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name?
The blocdy shonlder'd Arsb was his sire:
Ris Whitenose 3, be on fum’d Doncastris’s plains
Resign’d his fatal breath;
Io vain for Life the struggling courser straing.
Ah! who can run the mce with Death?
‘The tyrant's speed, or man or steed,
Sirives all in vain Lo fly.
He leada Lhe chase, he wins the race,
We ptnmble, fall, and die,

Third from Whitenose spriogs
Pegusus with eagle wings:
Light o’er the plain, as dancing cork,
With many a bound he beats the gnmnd,
While all the Turf with meclamation rings :
He won Northampton, Lincoln, Oxford, York:
He too Newmarket won:
Thete Granta's son
Seiz'd on the steed ;
Aud thence him led, (so Fate decreed)
To where old Cam, renown'd i poet’s song,
With his dark and inky waves,
Either bank in silence laves,
Winding slow his sluggish streams slong.

What stripling Deat, of visage swent,
In trimmest guisa arruy’d,
First the neighing steed uuy’d?
His band » taper switch adorus, his beel
Sparkles refolgent with clastic stee] :
The whiles ha wins his whiffling way,
Prancing, ambling, round and round,
By hill, and daie, snd msad, end greensward gay:
Till sated with the pleasing ride,
From the lofty steed dismounting,
e lies along, enwrapt in conscious pride,
By gurgling rill, or crystal fountain,

Lo! next, abard secure of praise,
His self | coun displaye.
His broad muatnchms ting'd with golden dye,
Flune, like a metcor, to the troubled air:
Proud his demeanor, and his eagle eye, [xlar:.
Orer-hung with lavish lid, yet shone with glorivus
The gnzzle grace
Of bashy peruke shadow'd o'er his face,
1n large wide boots, whose ponderous weight
Would sink each wight of modern date,
He rides, well-pleas’d: 5o large a pair
Not Garaguntua’s sedf might wear:
Not he, of nature Berce and cruel,
Who, if we trust to anciest ballad,
Devour'd three pilgrims in e sallad ;
Nor ke of fame germane, hight Pantagruel.

* The author in either mistaken in thiz place, ar
bag elsa indulged himself in & very unwarrantehle
poetical licenca. Whitenose was not the aire,
hut a son of the Godolph:n Arabum Ses my
Calendar, Heber
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Accoutred thas, th! sdvent'roms youth
Soeke wot the Jevel lawn, or velvet mead,
Fast by whowe side cicar streams meandring
But urges on amain the fiery steed [creep;
Up Spowdon's shaggy side, or Cambrian rock un-
‘Where the venerable herd [evuth:
Of goats, with Jung and sapient beard,
And wanton kidiings their blithe revels keep.
Now up the mountaio see him strain!
Now down the vale be's tos,
Now fsshes on the sight agein,
. Now jn the puipable obecure quite lost.

Man's fechle race cterunl danger wait,
With high or low, all, u]] is woe,
Dinseasc, mischance, pale fear, and dubious fate.
But, oer every peril boudiog,
Ambition views not all the ills surrounding,
And, tiptoe on the mountains steep,
Rellecta not on the yawning desp.

Bee, see, he soars ! 'With mighty wings outapread,
Auod long rescunding mane,
The courser quits the plain,
Aloft in aiT, see, see him bear
The bard, who sbhrouds
His lyrie glory In the clonds,

Too fond to strike the stars with lofty head!
He topples hesdlong from the giddy height,
Deep in the Cambrian gulph immerg’d in endless

nighbt. ' .

O steed divine! what daring wpirit
Rides 1hee now ! thongh he inherit
Nor the pride, nor self-opinion,
Which alate the mighty paic,
Each of Taste ihe iv'rite minion,
Prancing through the desert air;
By help mechanic of equestrian block,
Yet shall e monnt, with classic housingr grac'd,
And, ol unbeedful of the eritic moek,
Drive his light conrser o'r Lhe bowunda of Taste.

ODE 1L
O OBLIYIGHN.

Papent of Ease®! Oblivioo old,
Whe lov'st thy dwelling-place to hold,
Where scepired Pluto keeps his dreary sway,
W hose sullen pride the shiv'ring ghosts ghey !
Thou, who delightest still to dwell
By some hoar and moss-grown cell,
At whose dank foot Cocytus joys to roll,
Or Styx’ black strerms, which even Juve control!
Or if it suit thy better will -
To choose the tinkling weeping rill,
Hurd by whose side the seeded poppy red
Heaves high in air his sweetly curling head,
While, creeping in meanders slow,
Lethe's drowsy waters flow,
And licllow hlasts, which never cense to sigh,
Hum to each care-struck mind their lnlladulla by !
A prey no fonger let me be
To that gossip Memory,

_ 1 Aocording, to Lilleus, wbo bestows the pa-
rental function on Oblivicn.
Verta Obliviscendi regont Jenitivam.
Lib. xiii. cap. 8,
There is » similar passage in Bubzus

LLOYDS POEMS,

Who waves her bauperd trim, abd proolty ey
To spread sbroad ber bribble-brabble Liow
With thee, Oblivion, let me go,
For Memory's » frieod 10 woe;
With thee, Forgetfulness, fair silent qoeen,
The solemn siole of Grief is pever seen. -

All, all is thine. Thy pow'rful sway -
The throng’d poetic hosts obey:
Though in the veo of Mem'ry proud t appesr,
At thy command they darken tn the rear
‘What though the modern tragie strain
For nine whole duye protract thy reign,
Yet throogl the Nioe, like whelps of currish kind,
Scarcely it lives, weak, impotent, acd blind.
Sacred to thee the crambo rhyme,
The motley froa of pantomime:
For thee from exmuch’s throat still loves to flow
The scothing sadnesa of his warbled woe:
Eech day to thee falls pamphlet clean:
Each month & new-born magnzime: '
Hear then, O goddess, hear thy vol'ry’s pray'r!
And, if thou deign'st to take one moment’s cars,
Attend thy bard! who duly paye
The tribute of his votive lays;
Whose Muse still affers st thy suered shrine;—
Thy burd, who calls thee his, and makes him
O, sweet Forgetfulness, supreme [thine,
Rule supine ¢’er ev'ry theme,
Orer each sad subject, o’er gach soothing stratm,
Of mine, O goddess, streteh thine awful reign!
Nor let Mem'ry stea! one note,
Which this rnde hand to thee hath wrote !
Sa shalt thou mve me from the poet's shame,
Though on the letter'd rubric Dodaley post my

RAMme.

O come! with opinte poppies crown'd,
Sheddivz slumbers soft xround ! [sack!—
O come! fat goddess, drunk with laureatrs®
See, where ehe sits on the beoumb’d torpedo’s
Mc, in thy dull Elysinm lapt, O biess [back!
With thy calm forgetfulness! .
And gently lall my senses all the while
With plscid poems in the sinking style!
Whethcr the Herring-poet sing,
Grenat lnureat of the Gshes’ king,
Or Lycophron prophetic rave his i},
Wrmpt in the dorker strains of Johnny =;
Or, if he sing, whose verse affords
A hevy of the choicest words,
Who meets his lady Muse by mom-grown cell,
Ador’d with epithet and tinkling bell:
These, goddess, Jet me still forget,
With ell the dearth of modern wit!
So may’st thou gently o'er my youthful bremst
Spread, with thy wel baod, Oblivion*s fifendly
vent, ' :

]

THE PROGRE.SS OF ENVPY.
WRITTIN IN THE YEAD 1751,

AW me! uahappy state of mortal wight,
Sith Envy's sure attendant upon Fame,
Ne doth she rest (rom rancorous despight,
Untii she works him mickle woe and shame;
Unhappy he whom Favy thus dolh spoil,
Ne doth she ¢heck hor ever restlers hate:
Until she doth hij reputation foil ;



THE PROGRESS OF ENVY.

Ab! is ba, whose worth clata,
Forces him pay this heavy tax for being great.

There Rtood an ancient mount, yclept Farnass,

{The fair domain of sacred Poesy)

Which, with fresh odowrs ever-blooming, was

Besprinkled with the dew of Castaly; [glider,

Which now in soothing murmurs whisp’ring

Wat'ring with genial waves the fragrant soil,

Now rolls adoun the mountain’s steepy nidu,/

Teaching the vales full beaateowsly to smile,
Imme Natore's hacdy-work, not form’d by lab’ring

todl.

The Moases fuir, these pesceful nhades among,

With skilful fingers sweep the trembling strings;

Toe air i sitence listens to the song,

And Time forgels to ply bis lazy wings;

Pale-vismg'd Cure, with foul uubaliow’d feet,

Atteropts the muzmit of the hill to gain,

Ne can the hag arrive the blissiul sent;

Her unavailiog streugth is spent in vain,
Content its on the top, aod mocks ber empty jiain.

DR Pheebus nelf left bis divine abode, -
And hert enshrowded in a shady bow'r,
of his state, lay'd by the god,

Apd own'd sweet Music's more alluring pow'r.

On dilher side was plac’d a peerless wight,

‘Whose meTit long had 111'd the tromp of Fame;

This, Faocy’s darlinz child, was Spenser hight,

Whao pip'd full pleasing nn the bapks of Tame;
That no less fam'd than he, and Milton was bis

name.

In tme ¢ool bow’ra they live supinely calm;
Now barmbess talk, now emulously sing;

Whils Virtue, pouring round ber, sacred balm,
Mukes happiness ~ternal as the lpn’ns
Ahernately tbey sung; now Spenur gn,
Of _)m Qﬂ tour and i

Now Milt.ou stog of dischedient man,
And Eden lost: the bards sround them. throng,
Drawn by the wond'rous magic of weir princey’
Not far from these, Dan Chaucer ancient wight,
A lofty sest an Mount Parnassas held,
Who long had been the Muses® chief delight;
His reverend locks wers silver’d o'er wilh eld;™
Grave was his visage, and his habit plainp
. And while be sang, fair Natore he dnplay'd,
In verge albeit uncouth, and simple straio;
Ne mote be well be seen, o thick the shade,
Which clms and sged oaks had all arcand him
mndd. !

Next Shakspeare mat, irregularly great,
And in his band a magic md di hobd,
Which risionary beings did create,
And turn the foulest drosd to purest gold:
‘Whatever spirits Tove in earth orair,
Or bad or goad, obey bis dread command;
To bis hebesta these willingly repair,
Thawe aw'd by terrours of his magic wand,
The which not all their pow’rs united might with-
stand
Bewide Lbe bard there itoud « beauteour maid,
Whose glittering appearsnce dunin’d the eyen;
4§, Herthin-wrought vesture various tintd display’d,
Fancy hes ueme, yaprong of race divioe;

93 ..
Her mantie whphed ! jow, hér silken bair;~-
"Which, lovse sdown ker wc-il‘l.nrn'd shoulders

su'ly’d.
¢ She made a net to catch the wanton Air,”
Whose love-sick breezes all around ber play'd  ~
Aud seem’d in whispers soft tw court the heav'nly
maid.
And ever and anon she wuv'd in air
A zceptre, franght with sll-crestive pow'r:
Shy wav'd it Tound; eftspons there did appear
Spirits and witches, forms unkeown before:
.Again she 1ifts her wonder-working wand;
upon the fewr'ry plain wers seen >
The gay inbabitants of foiric land,
And blithe attendants upon Mab their gneen
1o mystic circles Janc'd along Lb' snchantad green,

Onth’ other side stood Nature, goddess fair;

A matron seem’d she, and of menners staid;

Reautecun her form, msjestic was her air,

In loose attire of purest white armay'd-—

A potent rod ahe bore, whese pow'r war such,

{ As from herdarling’s works may well be shown)

Thiat often with its svul-enchanling touch,

She ras’d or Jo) , or caung’d the devp-felt groan,
And each man’s passions made subservieot W ber

OFD.

LR ]

Bot lo! thick fozs from ont the earth arise,
And morky mists the buxom air invade,
Which with contegion dire infect the skies,
And all around their baleful infinence shed;
Th’ infected sky, which whilom was so fair,
With thick Cimmevian darkoess is O'erspread ;
The Sen, which whilom shone'without compane,
Muflies in pitchy veil his radiant head,

And fore the time sore-gricving sceks his wat'ry

.

" Envy, the daughter of fell Acherom,

{The fiood of deadly hate and glodmy night)
Had left precipitate her Stygian throne,

And through thé frighted heaveus wing'd ber

ftight :
‘With carcful rxe each realm she did explore,
Ne mote ahe odght of happiness observe;

For happiness, alas! was now. no more,
Sith ev'ry one from virtue's paths did swerve,
Andtmmple on religion base designs to serve,

At length, on blest Parnassus seated high,
Their temple circled with a laurel erown,
Spenser and Milton met ber scowling eve,
And turn'd her borrid grin iote a frown,
Full fast unto ber sister did she post,
There to anlond the venom of her briast,
T tell how all her happiness was crust,
Sith others were of appinues possest :
Did never gloomy Hell sond furth like ugly pest.

Within the covert of & gloomy wood,

Whare [un'ml cypredsstar-proofbranchesspread,
OPergrown with tang'ing briers & cavern stoud;
Fit place for melaucholy dreary-head?,

*Wimple A word used by Spenscr for hang
down. The line ancloged within ¢ is vme uf
Fairfax’s in his translation of Tosso.

* Dreary-head. . Giocowminews,
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Here 1 deformed moneler joy'd to won,

Whicl: on fell rancour ever was ybent,

All from the rising to the setting sup,

Her heart parrued spite with black intent,
Ne could ber iron miod at human woes relent.

In fowing sble stole vhe was yolad,~
Which with her countenance did well accord;
Forth from her mouth, like one throogh grief
gone mad,

" A frothy sea of nanseous foam wws pour'd;
A ghastly grio and eyes asquint, dirplay
The raucour which her bellish thoughts contain,
And how, when man is biest, she pines away,
Burning to turn his happioess to pain;

Malice the monster’s same, a foe to God and man.

Along thle floor black loatheoms tosds st
crawl, ,

Their gullets ewell’d with poison’s morts! bane,
‘Which everand anon they spit st all
‘Whom hapless fortune leads to0 near her den;
Around ber waist, in place of silken zone,
A life-devouring viper rear’d his bead,
Who oo distinction made 'twixt frievd and foen,
Bat desth on ev'ry side fiorce brandished,

Fly, reckless mortals, fiy, in vain is bardy-head?,

]b

V)

Impatient Envy, through th’ etherial waste,
With inwerd venom fraught, aod dendly spite,
Untn this cavern steer'd ber panting haste,

Ei in & darksome veijl of mghqﬂ?’
“>  Her iumost beart barnt with impetwous ire,
« And fell destruction sparided in her look,

Her forret eyes flash'd with revengeful fire,
Awhile contending passions oit’mace choke,
At length the Bend io furious tone ber silence

broke.

“ Siser, arise! 820 haw our pow'r decays,
No more our empire thou and 1 can boasi,
Sith mortai man pow gaios immortal praise,
Bith man is blest, and thou aod 1 are lost:
Bee in what state Purnsssus' bill appears;
Bee Phoebud’ self two happy bards atween;

Sae bow Lhe god their song attenlive bears;
This Sperwer hight, that Milton, well | ween!
Who can behold unmov'd sike hﬂn.-wrmeuu::g

scene?

 Sister, ariee | ne let our couruge droop,
Perfovce we will compel these mortals own,
That mortal force nato our foree shall stoop ;
Envy and Mali¢e then shall irign alope:
Thou best bas known to fite thy tongue with lies
And to deceive mankiml with specious bait;
Like Truth accoutred, spreadest forgeries,
‘The fountain of contention and of hate:

Arise, unite with me, and be as whilom great !

The fend obey'd, and with impatient voice—

“ Tremble, ye bards, within thet blissful seat;

Malice and Envy shall o'erthrow your joys, '

Nor Phabus seif ahall our designs defeat,

Ehull we, who under friendahip's feigned veil,

Prompied the bold archangel to rebel;

Ehall we, who under show of sscred zeal,

Plung'd helfthe pow'rs of Heaw'nin lowest Hell—
Buch vile disgrace of we vo mortal wan shall el

¥ Hardy-head. Courage,

POEMS,

Andww,mm}ndaoulmdemdtothedght,
By reasou of her mging cruelty,
She burnt to go, equipt in dmdﬁ.ll plight,
And find fit engine for her forgery.
Her eyes infiam'd did cast their reys asknnce,
‘While hellish imps prepare the monster’s car,
In which she might cut throogh the wide ex-
pause,

And find out oations that extended far,

Whea 'all ru pitehy dark, ne twinkled ove bright

Binck was her chlrlot, drawn by dragons dire,
And esch fell serpent had u double tongue,

- Which ever and anon spit Saming fire,
The regions of the tainted it mmong;
A lofty seat the sister-monsters bore, .
1o deadly machinations close combin'd,
Dull Folly drove with terrible uproar,
And cruei Discord follow'd fast behind ;

God belp the maa *geinst whom such caitiff foes
are join'd.

Aloft in air the mttlmg chariot fAlies,
While thunder harsbly grules upon its whesls;
Black pointed spires of snoke around them rise,
The air deprese’d uonenal burthen feels; .
 Detestad pight ! in terrible armay,
They spur their Bery dragons ou amnaiy,
Ne mote their anger suffer cold delay,
Until the wish’d-for region they oldain,
Aud lapd thejr dingy cur on Caledonian plain.

Bere, eldest son of Malice, long had dwelt
A wretch of all the joys of lifs forlorn;
Hin fame on doubls: falsities was built:
(Ah! worthiess son, of worthiess parent born !}
Under the shew of semblance fair, bk veil'd
The bleck intentions of his hellinh bremst;
And by these guileful means be mors prevaild
‘I'han had he open enmity profest;

The wolf more safely wounds when in sheep's

clothing drest,

Him then themnselves atween they joyfal place,
{Sure sign of woe when such are phu\i, alasr})
Then menrure back the air with swifter pace,
Until they reach Lhe foot of Mount Paroag.
Hither in evil hour the monsters came,
And with their new compenlon did alight,
‘Who long had lost all sense of virtucus shame,
Beholding worth with poisonous despight;

On his depends their impious delight.

Long barut he sore the summit to obtain,

Apd spread his venom oer the blissful seat;
Long burnt he sore, but still be burnt in vein;
Mole none come there, who come with impiouy

At lenth, at unawares, be ot doth spit
T'hat spite which else fiad w himpelf been bage;
X The venom on Uie breast of Milloo lit,
| Aod spread benumbing death through every vein;
The bard of life bereft fell senacless oo the plain, -

Ax nt the hanguet of Thyestes old,

The Sun is sanid ¢ bave shat his radiant eye,

Bo did he vow through grief his beama with.
hold

And darkness to be {1t o'erwhelm'd the sky;




PROLOGUES.
‘\

Forth ioed from their dismal dark sbodes
The birds attendant opon hidecus nigit,
Shrick-oxls and r“em,vhosefellcroukmgbode‘
Approaching death to miserable wigh

Ihd never minst of man bebold tike dremdfuol sight ?

Apoho wails his dariing done to die

By foul attempt of Enty's fatal bane;

The Muses spriokle bim with dew of Castaly,
And crown his death with many a liviug strain;
Hoary Parnansus beats his aged breast,

Agrd, yeL pe'er before did sorrow know;

The fiowers drgoping their despair atbent,

Th' aggrieved rivers gquerdlously fow;

All natnre sudden groan’d with sympathetic woe. |

Bat, 1o! the sky w gayer livery wears, o

The melting clonds begin to fade apace,

And now ths cluak of darkoess disappears,

{May darkness ever thus to light give ylace!)

Enst griev'd Apollo jocund lsoks restmes,

The Nine renew their whilom cheerful song,

No grief Parnassus’ aged breast consumnes,

For from the teeming earth new Gowers sprong,
The plenteous rivers Gow’d full peacefully along.

The etrickem bard fresh vitsl heat renews,
Whose blood, erst stagnant, rushes through bis
. TEIDA;
Life through each pare her apirit doth infuse,
Ao Fame by Malice unextinguish’d reigna:
And see, a form breaks forth, ali heav'nly hrlght
pl:ﬂdbjr one of inertal progeny,
A female form, yrlad in spowy-while,
Ne balf 6o fair at distance seen as nigh;
Douglas and Truth appear, Eovy and Lauder die.
.
FROLOGUE TO THE JEALOUS WIFE,
SPONEN BY MR. GARAICK.
Tux Jealons Wife! a comedy ! poor man!
4 charming ‘subject! but & wretched plan,
His skittish wit, o‘erleaping the due bound,
Canmits fiat trespass upon tragic ground.
¥mrrels, upbraidings, jealoosies, and spleen,
Grrw too familiar in the comic scene.
Timge bat the langnage with heroic cbime,
Tis passion, palhos, character, sublime!
What round big worde had swell'd the pampous
& king the hushand, and the wife a queen ! [scene,
Then might Distractiofl rend her gracefud bair,
Ser sightiesa forms, and stream, and gepe, and stare,
Draweapsir Dheath had ragid without control,
_Here the drawn dagger, thers the poison’d bowl,
What eyes had stream’d at all the whining woe!
- What hands hod thunder'd at each Hak, and O&/
But pesce! the gpentle prologue custom sends,
Like dmm and scrjeant, to beat up for friends.
At vics and folly, each a lawful game,
Our mthor fiies, bat with no partial aim,
He read the marniers, open as they lia
In Nature’s volume to the general eve,
Books too ke read, nor blos?d to use their Ftore—
He does but what hix betters did before.
Shakspenre haa done it, and the Grecian stage
Caught trath of character from Homer's page.
If in bis scenes an howest akill is shown,
Asd borrowing littke, much appears his own;
Y what's miaster’s huppy pencil drew
Be bringy more ﬁn'w'lrd in dramatic view;
oL XV,

Te yoar decision he submits his caune,
Secure of eandour, anxiouy fur apnlause.
But if all rude, his artiess scenes deface
The simple benutles which he meant w grace;
1f, an invader upun others’ land,
He spoil awd piunder with a robber‘s hand,
Do justice on him!—as on fools before,
And give to biockbeads past one blockhead more.

PROLOGUE,

INTENDED TO HAYE BREEN SPOKEN AT DRURY-
LANE THEATRE, JON HIy MASENTY'S BIATH.
DAY, 1761,

GENI‘U! neglecled, mourns his wither'd bays;

But goors to Heae'n from virtue's FENETOUE praise.

When kings themselves the proper judges sit

O'er the hhsr realma of ecience, arta, and wit,

Each eager breast beats high-for glurlom fame,

Aud emulation glows with active flame,

Thus, with Augustus rose imperial Rome,

Fdr arms renown’d abroad, for arts at home.

Thus, when Eliza 81d Bntannla‘s throne,

What arts, what learning was not then our owa?

Then sinew'd genius strong and nervous rose, .

In Spenser's numbers, and in Raleigh’s prose; A

On Bacon’s lipa then every science hnng, [tongue,

And Nature spoke from her own Shakspeare's

Her patriot smiles fell, like refreshing dews, .

To wuke to life ench pleasing vaeful Muse,

While every virtue which the gneen profless’d,

Beam'd on her subjects, but to make thern blest. .

O glorione times .0 theme of praise divine!

~=Ue happy, Britain, then—such timee are thine.
Behold e'tn now strong scismce imps her wing,

And arts revive beneath a patriot king.

The Musca too burst forth with double light,

To shed their lustre in a monarch's sight.

His checriug smiles alike to alt extend—

Perhapa thia spot may boant & royel friend.

And when a prince, with early judgment gruc'd,

Himself shall marshal out the way to taste,

Caught with the fame perhaps e’en here may rise

Some powerful genius of uneommeon size, -

And, pleas’d with Nature, Nature's depth explore,

And be what cur great Shakspeare was hefore,

! PROLOGUE TO HECUBA.
1761,

A Grecion bard, two thousand years ago,
Plann'd this sad fable of illustrious woe;
Waken’d each soft emnotian of the breast,
And callPd forth tears, that would not be supprest,

Yet, O ye mighty sirs, of jadgment chaste,
Who, lkcking zevius, have a dea! of taste,
Can vou forgive cur modern ancient piece, !
Wiich brings no chorus, the’ it comes from

Greecc?

Kind mocial ehorus, which all hnmoara merts,
And 2ings and dances up and dawn the streets,
——Oh! might true taste, in these unclossic daya, .
Revive the Grécian fashions with their plays! '
Then, rais'd on stitts, our players would stalk and

APOKEN BY MH GARRICE,

ase'
And, st three rieps, stride o'er & modern stage;
"
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Each gesture then would boast onosmal charms,
From lengthen'd lege, astuil*d body, sprawling arms!
Your eritic eye would then no pigmies mee,
But buskins make a giant 'en of me.
No features then the poet’s mind would truce,
But one black vizor blot out all the face,
Q! glorious times, when actors thus could wtrike,
Expressive, inexpressive, ail alike !
1.ess change of face than io our Punch they saw,
For Punch can rol! his eyes, and wag his jaw;
With one set glare they mouth'd therumbling verse ;
Qur Gog and Magog ook not half su fierce!

Yet, though depriv’d of instroments Like these,
Nature, perhaps, may Sod a way 1o please;
W hich, »heresoe’er she glows with geonioe fleme,
In Qrecee, in Rome, in Eugland, is the same.

OF raillery then, ye modern wits, beware,
Nor dmuon the Greeian poet for the plaver,
Theira was the skill, with hone-t help of art,
To win, by just degree, th~ yiclding hear.
Whal if gur Slakeprare crams the mnagie throne,
And in oot ingl ot makes es 2 his omng
They difter 0y in one paint o view,
For Sbalopearl’s natcie, was thelr nature too.

obE

$PUKEE ON A PUBLIC OCCASION AT WESTMINSTER-
SCHOOL,

Nou st Apollo's vnunted shrine,
Nar to the fablcd Sisters Nine,

Offcea the youth bis ineflectual vow,

Far be their rites!—Such worship Bts not now;
When at Eliza's sacred usme
Ench breast reciives the present flame:

While eager genius plumes her infant wings,

And with bold impulse strikes th' sccordant
Reflecting on the crowded line [strings,
Of mitred sages, burda divine,

OF patriots, active in their conntry’s canse,

‘Who plan bher councils, or direct ber laws,

Oh Memory ! how thou lov'st to struy,
Delighted, o'cr the flow'ry way
Of childhood’s grecoer years! when simple youth
Pour'd the pure dictates of ingenuous truth!
*Tis then the souls congenial meet,
Tospir'd with friendship's genuine heat,
Ere interest, frantic zeal, or jealous art,
Have taught the language foreigu to the heart,

*Twas here, in many an early strain
Dryden first try’d his cluseic vein,
Spurr'd his strong gemius to the distant goal,
In wild effusions of his manty soul;
When Busby’s sXill, and judgment sage,
Represyd the poet's frantic
Cropt his Inxnriance bold, and biended tanght
The flow of avmbers with the strength of thought.

Nor, Cowley, be thy Muse forgot! which strays
In wit's ambiguous Aowery mare,
With many a pointed turn and studied ari:
Though affectation blot thy rhyme,
Thy mind was lofty and sublime,
Apd manty honour dignifled thy heart:
Though fond of wit, yet Srm to virtue's plan,
The poet’s triflay ne'er disgrac'd Lhe man.

LLOYD'S POEMS.

Well might thy momls sweet sogege

Th' attention of the mitred sage,
Sinit with the plaia simplicity of trath.

For not ambstion's giddy strife,

The gilded toys of public life,
Which snare the gay nnstable youth,

Cunld lure thee from the sober cherms,

Which lapt thee in Hetirement’s arms,
Whernce thon, untainted with the pride of state,
Could’st smile with pity oo the bustling great,

Such were Eliza's sons, Her fost’ring cam
Here bade free genius tune his grateful soag,
Which else had wasted in the desert air,

Or doop'd wonotic’d "mid the vulgar throog.
—=No'er may her yonth drecoerate shame
Fhe glories of Eliza’s name !

But with the poet’s phrensy ho'd,
Such a&s iavpird her bards of 0ld,
Pluck the'z.cou buurel foum the huand of Fame!

IHE TEARS AND TRIUMPH OF PAR-
NASSUS:
SET TO MUSIC, AND PERFONMED AT
DRURY-LANE, I'TG:).
The roewe dircovers Apolio and the Nine Mumes in
Lheir proper halnls,
APOLLO.
Fate gave the word; the deed is done;
Augustus is nu more;
His great carcer of fame (s mn,
And o}l the loss deplore.
[ The Mums seur off their Logels,
CALLIDPE
Well, sisters of the sacred spring,
Wil may you rend your golden huir;
Well may you now yoar dirges sing,
And pierce with cries the troubled sir,
CHORDS.
Feate gave the word, &c
cLto.
Founded in justice was his sway;
Ambition never mark'd his way.
CALLIOPE.
Unlem the best ambition that can fire .
A monarch’s breast and all his sowd inspire,
The gen'rous purposs of the poble mind,
The best ambition—to serve haman kind,
APOLLD,
Yes, virging, yes; that wish soblime
Rank'd bim with those of earliest time,
‘Who for 0 people’s welfare strove;
‘Whoss spirits breathe etherial mir,
And for their meed of eartbly care,
Drink uectar with Olympisn Jove

AN CGDE.

. CALLIOPE. i
Oh Truth! fair danghter of the sky, ‘
And Merey l=that with asking eye '
Near the Omupipoteot do'st wlapd ;

And, when mackipd provoke his rage,

Do’st cluap bis knces, bis wrath souage, l
And win the thunder foom bis hand! |



THE TEARS AND TRIUMPH OF PARNASSUS.

¢rig,
©Ohb! white~rob™l Faith ! cebestial maid !
. Twin-born with Justice ! by whose ad
He [7v'd the guarding of the laws;
Dear Liberiy! roand Albion’r isle
That bid’st cterval sunshipe cmile,
Who now wil guard your sacred canse?
CHORDE,
Denr Liberty, &kc.

CALLIOPE,

Where were yo, Muses, when the fatal sheer
The Fary raiv'd, 16 close his rev’rend yean?
But ah! vain wish!—you could not stop the
hlow !
¥o omen warn'd ge of th* impending woe.
APOLLD.
Sec! where Britannie stands
With ¢lose infolded hands,
On yooder seu-beat shore!
Bekwdd bver lngoid nir!
Lo! ber disherell’d bair!
Mazjestic now wo more!
&ill on the sulien wave ber eye is bent,
The trident of the majo thrown idie by ;
Ol Thames, his sea-green mantle rent,
Iaverts his urn, and beares a doleful sigh,
Hark! to the winds and waves
FPrantic with grief she reves,
And, * Cruel gods 17 she cries;
Each chalky cliff around,
Esch rock returns the sound,
And “ Cruel gods!” replies.
CALLIOPR.
* Sce! the procession sad und slow,
Walks in a solemn pomp of wos
Through awfi! arches, gloomy ainles,
And rows of monurnental piles,
Where lie the venersble just,
Where heroes moalder into dust.
Now gaietiy inoro’d he les,
Pale! pale! manimale snd cold!
Where round bim baleful vapours rise,
"Midst bones of legislators old!
LI,
Of him who songht th' ambitious Ganl
0'er thick-embattled plains,
Who feft, who liv’d, and reigwd for all,
This ¢aly now remains,
APOLLO,
Bring, in handfuls, lilias bring ;
Bring me oM the Aow'ry spring.
Scatirt roses on his bier;
Ever homour'd, ever dear!
CHORDY.
Boatter roges, Ac.
MERCURY demends,
Ko more, barmanious progeny of Jove,
mNomoml.ut fan'mal accents riee ;
great, the good Angostus reigne ahove, |
Tranisted 1o his kindred akies.
Lo,
No more for my histeric page=s
CALLMWOPE.

Ro more for my great epic rege—

BOTH.
Will by the hero now be done—
CHOBUS,

His gresat carcer of fame ie run,
And all the losa deplore,

Enirr MARS.

Lo! Mars, from his beloved tand,

Where Freedom long hath fix'd her stand,

Bida ye collect your flowing bair,

And again the lanrel wear:
Por see| Britannis rears her drooping beed ;
Again resumes her trident of the main; - .
Thames taken his urn, and seeks his wat'ty bed,
While gay Coutent sita smiling on the plain,

Hark! & glud voice,

. Proclaims the people's cholce

CHORUS, aetkin the soenes,

He is our liege, cur rightful lord !
Of heart and tongue with one accord
We all will sing
Lang live the king!
He i3 our liege!—he ! —he alone!
With British heart he mounts the throna:
Arcund him throngs a foyal band;
He will protect his nstive land!

‘{ He is our liege, ke,

[The Muises ris ond padt on their [ocrels.
CALLIOPE.

The Muses now their heads ahall raise
The arts to Yifg shall spring;
Virgine, we’ll trim our wither'd hays, -
And wakr each vocal string;
Now shall the scuiptor's happy skill
Touch the rude stone to Life;
The painier shall bis canves 4,
Pieas’d with his mimic strife,
crio.
Sweet Mercy ! Faith! celestial Truth!
Now by your aid the royal youth
Sball live the guspdian of the taws;
Dear Liberty! round Albion's jsle
Thal hid’st eternal sunghine mmile,
He now will guard your sacred canse,

APOLLO.
Blest prince! whose subjects in each mdverse bour
For freedom siill have stood!
Blest isle! whoss prince but deems the sov'reizn
The pow’r of doing good ! [pow'r,
MARL

Now open all your Helicon; explore
Ofh the loftiert store; *
Let the dram beat wlarms,
Soch ax rouse us to armae;
The trumpet’s shrill ¢iangor shail pierce through
the sky !
Swoll the rapture, rwell it high;
And in notes gublime and clear .
Poor the rtrong meindy that Heav'n may hear.
APOLLO,
Nothing morial will I sound ;
Lo! the flame, the flame divine!

High 1 mount, I quit the gronnd,
Holy fary! I am thiue.



100

With roge possest

Pig sweils my breast!
In visions rapt, before my sight appears
A brighter order of incveasing ycara,

MARS. '

I see the Rhine devolve his flood
Deep.crimzon’d with the Gallic bood!

1 hear, 1 hear the di~tant roar

Of ruin en von hostile shore !

1 see, young prince, to thee I see

The savage Indian beud the knee!

Lao! Afric from her sable kings

Her richest stores in tribute brings!
And farthest Ind, beneath the rising day
Layy down her arms, and venerates thy sway.

CALLIOPE.

- 1 ece Bellona banish’d far!
~1 sec him close the gates of War.
While purple Rapge witlic
With ghastly irc shall grin,
And rolling his tervific eyes,
Where round him heaps of arms arise,
Tound with & hundred brazen cheins,
In vain shell foam, and thirst for sanguine plains.

cuo.

Sweet T'eace returns;
Oer Albien’s sona
She waves her dove-like wings;
On ev'ry plein )
The shepberd train
Their artless loves shall sing.
Pale Discord shall iy
. From the light of the skv,
To black Cocytus hurl'd;
There, there ghall feel
Ixioa's wheel,
The Furies with their serpents corl’d;
With the unceasing toil shall groan
Of the unconquerable stone,
And leave in harmony the British world.
APOLLO.
Proceed great days; lead on th” auapicious years;
Such years (w—for io! Lhe seene of fate appears!)
Buch years, the Destinies jave maid, shall roll:
Jore nods consent, awnd thunder shakes the pole,

ARCADIA. A DRAMATIC PASTORAL'.

S5cENE 1. A view gf the country.
Shepherds and Shepherdesses,
CHORUL

SpzenEnDpy, buxom, blithe and free,
Now's the time for jollity.

SYLVIA.
AIR.
Hither haste, and hring along
Merry tale and jocund song,
To the pipe and tabor beat
Feolic measures with your feet.

1 Performed st Drury-lane theaire, in honour
of their present majestiey’ martiage. The music
was compomd by Standey. &

LLOYD’S POEMS,

Ev'ry gift of time employ;
Make the most of proffer'd jov, v
Pleasure hates the seanty rules
Portion’d out by dresming fools.
CHORDA.

Shepherds, buxom, blithe and free,
Now's the time for jallity.
, [ 4 danee of aheplurda, &'
OVLYIA
RECITATIVE.
Rejoice, e heppy swuins, rejoice;
It is the beart that prompts the voice.
Be sorrow banish'd far away;
Thyrsis shal) make it holiday.
Who at his name can joy suppress ?
Arcadian-born to rule epd blens.

DAMON.

Al hark! from rock to rock the sound
Of winding horn, and deep-mouth'd hound,
Breaking with rapture on the ear,
Proclaims the blithesome Pheche near :

Sce where she hastes wilh eager pace,
To speak the joys that paint her face.

ScENE 1L Gpow tv o prospeet of rodk.
Huntimer, loenirese;, Xe. coming doam from thes.
FHELE.

Hither I speed with honest glee, B
Such as befits the mind that’s free;
Your cheerful troop, blithe youth to joia,
And mix my socisl joye with thine,
Now may cach nymph, acd frolic swaig,
{Per mountain steep, or level plain,
Court buxow Health, while joennd horn
Bida Echo weke the sloggard Morn.

AIR. -

‘When the Momnjng peeps forth, and the Zephyr*

coo] gale, fdnle;

Carries fragrance ard health over mountain and

Up, ye nymphs, and ye swaing, and together well

rove,

Up hill, down the valley, by thicket or grove:

Then follow with me, where the welkin resoonds

With the notes of the horns, and the cry of the
hounds. )

Lelthe wretched be slaves toambition and weaith;
All the blessing we ask is the blessing of health,
So ahall innocence self give a warraot to joys
Ne envy disturbs, no dependance destroya:

Then follow with me, where the wolkin resounds
With the notes of the horu, and the cry of the
honpds,

O'er hill, dale, gnd woodland, with rapture we
roam;
Yet returning, still find the desr pleasures at bome ;

Where the cheerful good humour gives honesty
ce, [face:

. grace,
Acd the heart spesks content in the mmiles of the

Then follow with me, where the welkin respunds
With the notes of the hom, and the ery of the
hounds.

DAMATAS,
BARCITATIVE.

Small care, my {riends, yoor y'outh WLLOYE,
W‘hich only looks to present joy s



ARCADIA.

PYLVIA.
Though the white locks of silver'd age,
And bong experience Imil thee sage;
L! wits it in thiz joy, to wear
A brow 0 over-hung with care,
Becter with ua thy voiee to raise,
Aad join & whole Arcadia’s praise.

DAMETAB.
Withyouo I joy that Thymis reigns
The guardian ofer his pative plains:
But praise in scanty to reveal
The speaking blesaings all must feel,

DANMON.
Troe, all must feel-abut thankless too?
Nurgive to virtoe, virtae’s due?
My qrateful beart shall ever show
The debt I need Dot biush to owe.

AIR, .
That T g0 where | list, that I sing what 1 please,
That my tabour's the prica of conteptment and
ae,
That no eare from abroad my retirement annoye,
That st bore 1 can taste the true family joys,
That my kids wanton safely o'er meadows and

Tocks,
That my sheep graze secure from the robber or
foxy .
These wre biezaings I share with the rest of th
rwnins,
For it Thyrvis who gave them, and Thyrsis
maintains, :
DAMUETAS.
RECITATIVE

Perish nxy voice, if e'er [ hlame
Thy duty to our goandian’s name!
Hm wetive tulents ] revere,
Bt eye them with a jemlous fear,
lotent to orm oar bliss alope,
The generous youth forgets bisown;
Nor ¢'er his bury mind employs
To find & partoer of his joys.
So might his bappy offspriog own
The virtae which their sire hath showr,

AR
With joy the parent loves to truce
Resemblance in his children's (ace:
And a3 be foroms their docile yooth
To walk the steady paths of truth, -
Observes them sbooting into men,
-And lives in them life o'er again.

While active sons, with eager Aame,
Calch virtae at their {ather’s pame;
When full of glory, full of age,

The parent guits this busy stage,
What i the sons we most admire,
Calla 10 new Life tw: bonourd sire,
FYLYLA,
RECITATIVE

O prudeut sage, forgive the zeal
Of thoaghtless youth. With thee I feel,
The glories now Arcadia shares
May but embitter fature cares.

Oh mighty Pan! attend Arcadia’s voioe,
Inepire, direct, and manctify his choice.
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AlR.
So may all thy sylvan train,

Dryed, nymph, and rustic faun,
To the pipe and wmerry strain,

Trip it o’er the russet jawn!
Muy no thorn o7 bearded grass
Hurt their footsteps as they pass,
‘Whilst in gambols round and round
They gport it oer the shaven ground!

Though thy Syrinx, like a dream,
Flying at the face of day,
V¥anish'd in the limpid stream,
Bearing uil thy hopes away,
i again thy heart should burn,
In caressiug, -
Blest, and blessing,
May’st thou Gnd a wish’d return.

CHORLS,
O mighty Pan! attend Arcadia’s voice,
Inspire, direct, and sanctify his choice.
[d dimce of Aunteman and dortresses.

DAMXETAS.
RECITATIVE.
Peace, shepherds, peace, with jocund air,
Which speaks a heart unknown to care,
Youna Delin hastes. The glad surprise
Of rapture: Aashiog from ber eyen

Enter Delia,
DELTA
AIH,
Shepherda, shepherds, come away
Saduess were n #in to day. .
Let the pipe's merry notes aid the skill of the
voice |
For cur wished are crown’d, and our hearta shall
rejuice. :
Rrjoice, and be glad ;
For sore be i mad
Who, whers mirth and good humour, and har-
mony’s found,
Never catches the amile, por lets pleagsure go
round.
Let the stupid be grave,
- *Tis the vice of the alave;
Buot cap never agree
With a maiden like me,
Who it bora io & country that’s kappy and free, |

DAMETAL,
RECITATIVE '

What mesnu this rapture, Delin ? Show
Th' event our bosoms burn to know.

DELIA,

Now a5 1 trod yon verdant side,

Where Ladon rolls its silver tide,

Al gayly deck’d in gorgeous state,
Sail'd @ proud barge of richest freight:
Where sat a nymph, more fresh and fair
Than blogsoms which tbe morning air
Steals perfume from ; the modest grace
Of maiden blush bespread her face,
Hither it made, and on this strapd
Pourd iLs rich freight for shepherds’ fand.
Ladon, for this, smooth Bow thy tide!
The precious freight was Thymis’ brids.
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DAMSTAL
RECITATIVE.

Stop, shepherds, if aright 1 hear,

The sounds of joy prociaim them near:
Let’s meet them, friends, 11l Jend the way ;
Joy mules me young aguin to day.

Scenx IIL
A view of the sea, with g vead af a distonce.

( Here follows & pastoral procezion ta the wedding
of Thyreic.]

PRIEST.
BECITATIVE
Mighty Pan! with tender care,
View this swain apd virgin fair;
May they ever thus impart
Just return of heart for heart.
May the pledges of their bliss
Climb their kores to share the kisn
May their steady blooming youth,
‘While they tread the paths of truth,
Virtues catch from either side,
From the bridegroom and the bride
CHORDS.
May their steady blooming youth,
‘While they tread the paths of truth,
Virtues catch from cither side,
From the bridegroom snd the bride,

AN EPISTLE TO MR COLMAN.
WHITTEN IN THX YRAR 1756,

You know, dear George, I'm noue of those
That condescend to write in prosd;
Inspir'd with pathos and sublime,

1 always soar—in doggrel rhyme,

Amd scarce can ask you how you do,
Without a jingling line or two.

Besides, 1 always took delight in

Wehat bears the same of eany writing:
Perhaps the resson makes it plesse

1s, that I And it’s writ with ease.

I vent  notion here in private,

‘Which public taste can ne’er connive nt,
Which thinks no wit or judgment grester
Than Addison snd bis Spectator,

Who says (it is no matter where,

But that be saysit, I can swear)

With ewsy verse most bards are mmitten,
Becanse they thiok it's easy writlen;
‘Whereas the ensier it sppears,

The grester marks of care it wears;

Of which, to give an explanation,

Take this by way of illustration:

The fam’d Mat. Prior, it ju szid,

Oft bit his pails, and scratch’d his head,
And chang’d a thought a hundred times,
Because he did not like the rhymes,

To make my mesning clesr, and plense ys,
In short, be ladowr'd to write ensy.

And yet no critic e'er defines

His poems into Jaboor'd lines,

! have a simaile will bit him;

Hia verme, like clothes, was mnde to At bim,
Which (ws oo taylor e’er denied)
The better fit, the more Lhey're tried.

i
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Though I have mentioned Prior’s name,
Think not I aim at Prior's aina,
"Tis the result of admiration
To spend itself in imitation;
If imitation may be wmid,
Which is in me by nature bred,
And you have better pruoh than these,
That ’'m idolster of cae,
Wha, bat & madman, woold enguge
A poet in the present age |
Write what we will, cur works bespeak o
Imitatores, servum pecus
Tale, elegy, or lofty ode,
We travel in the beaten roed:
The proverb still sticks closedy by us,
Nil dictum, quod oon dictnm prive.
The only comfort that I know
Is, that *t was said an age ago,
Ere Milton soard in thonght sablime,
Ere Pope refio'd the chink of rhyme,
Ere Colman wrote in style so pure,
Or the grest Two the Connoisseur;
Ere | burlesqu'd the ruml cit,
Proud to hedge in wy scraps of wit,
And bappy in the close convection,
T sequire some oame from their reflection;
So (the similitude is trite)
The Moon still shines with borrow'd light,
And, like the mace of modern beanx,
Ticks with the Sun for her lac'd clothes,
Methinks there is no better time
To show the nse ] make of thyme,
Than now, when I, who from beginniog
‘Wae always fond of conpletasinning,
Presuming oo good-nature’s score,
Thus lay my hantling at your door.
The first adventage which | ses,
Is, that I ramble loose und free:
The bard indeed full oft complains,
That rhymens are fetters, links, and chaine,
And when he wants to lesp the fence,
Sl keep hita pris'ner to the sonme.
Howe’er in common-place he rage,
Rhyme's like your fetters on the stage,
Which when the player onee hath wore,
It makea him only strut the more,
While, raving in pathetic strains,
He shakes bis legs to clank hix chains.
From rbyme, as from a handsome face,
Nonsense ncquires & kind of grace;
1 wherefore give it all ils scope,
That sense may unperceiv'd elope:
So ministers of basest tricks
(1 tore a fling st politica)
Amuse the nation, court, and king,
With breaking Fowke, and banging Byng;
And make sach puny rogue s prey,
While they, the greater, slink away.
This simile perhaps would strike,
If match’d with something more alike;
Then take it dress'd & second time
In Prior's ease, and my aublime,
Say, did you never chance to mest
A mob of people in. the street,
Ready to give the robb’d relief,
And 8l! in baste to catch a thief,
While the sly rogue, who filch™d the prey,
Too close beset to run away,
 Stop thief! stop thief 1" exclaims alood,
And so escopes among the cromd ?
So miaisiers, &c,



THE PUFF.

0 Eoglawd, how [ monm thy fate !
For sure thy logses now arc grent;
Twu such, what Briton ¢an endure,
Minorca and the Connoisseur!
To day, before the Sun goea down,
Will die the censor, Mr. Tawn!
He dies, whoe’er takes pains to con him,
With biushing honours thick upon him;
0 muv kit bame these verses sawe,
Be the st inserib’d apon his grave!
Knww, render, that on Thursday died
The Connoissenr, a suicide?!
Yet think nat that his soul is Ged,
Nor rank him mongst the vulgar dead,
Howe'er defunct you get him down,
He's okly going oert of Towm,

Po—
THE PUFF.

4 DIALDGUE HETWEEN THE BOOKSKELLER
AUPHOR

PREFIIED TO THEX iT. JAMIS'S MAGAIINE,
LEFTEERER, 1764

AND

ROOKIELLER.

Mouxow, sic! that's oot enough.
New works, we know, require & pufl;
A title to entrap the eyes,
And cuich the resder by sorprise:
As pudy Bigne, which hang before
The tavern or the alebouse door,
Ritch every passer’s observation,
Mugnetic in their iovitation.
~That Shakspeare is prodigions fine !
Bball we wep in, and taste Lhe wino?
Mea, women, honses, horses, books,
Al borrow credit from their [ooks,
Exterraly bave the gift of striking,
Apd lure the fancy into liking,
AUTHOR.
Oh! I perecive the thing you meane
Call it S, Junes's Magazine.
HOOKJELLER,
Or the New British—
AUTMOR

Oh! no more.
Oer same’s ns good as halfa score,
Ané titles oft give nothing less
Than what they staringly profess,
Puffing, 1 grant, is all the mode;
The common hackney turnpike road :
Buat eustom in the blockhead's guide,
And koch low arts disgust my pride.
Baccets on merit's force depenis,
Kol on the partial voice of friends;
Kot on the moar, that bully sin;
But that which peussth chotr witim :
Which bids the warmth of friendship glow,
And wrimgs cunviclion from a foe.—
Deserve roccem, sod proodly claim,
Not stesl & passage into fams.
BOORSELLER,
Your method, sir, will never doj
You're right in I.hmry, it’s trus,
But then, experience in our trade
%aps, there's 0 harm in some parsde,
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Suppose we aaid, by Mr, Lioyd?
AUTITOR.

'I"be very thing I would avoid;
And would be rather pleas'd to own
Myself unknowing, and unknown:
What could th’ unknowing Muse expect,
But information or neglect?
Unkrown—perhaps her reputation
Ezcapes the tax of defamation,
And wrupt in darkoess, laughs unhurt,
While critic biockheads throw their dlrl:
But he who madly prints his name,
In¥ites his foe to take sure aim.
ROOESELLER.
True-—bot & name witl alwaya bring
A betwer ganction to the thing:
And all your scribbling foes are such,
Their ceasere cannot hurl you muoch;
And, take the matter ne’er so iil,
If you don’t print i, sir, they will.
AUFHOR
‘Well, be it so—that struggie’s o’ete—
Nay,—this shall prove one spur the more,
Pleasg'd if saccess attends, if pot,
I've writ ney Rame, awd mads o bot,

ROOEKAXLLER.
But = good print,
AUTHOR.

The print ? why there
I trust to honest Leach’s® care.,
What is"t to me? in verse or prose,
I find the stuff, you make the clothes:
Add payper, print, aad wll such dress,
Wiil lose no credit from his press.

BOOKIRLLER,
You quite mistake the thing I mean,
—TI'll fetch you, &ir, B magnzine;
You see Lhat picture there—the queen.
AUTHOR

A dedication to her too!
‘What will not folly dare to do?
O days of art! when happy skill
Can reime a likeness whenee it will;
When portraits sk no Reynoide’ aid,
And gueens and kings nre reedy made.

No, no, my friend, by helps like thesa,
I-cannot wish my work should please
No pictures taken from the life,
Where all proportions are at strife;
No humhming-bird, no painted Aower,
No beast just landed in the Tower,
Neo wooden notet, no colour'd map,
No country-dance shall stop & gup ;
O Philomath, be not severe,
1f not one problem meets you here;
Where gossip A, and neighbour B,
Pair, like good friends with C sud D;
And EF G, HI K join;
And curve and incidenta line
Fall out, full in, and cross each other,
Juat like a eicter and = brother.
Ye tiny poets, tiny wits,
Who frisk about on Hiny tits,

1 Dryden Lesch, & printer of note wt tham
time. C.

H
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Who words disioin, and sweetly sing,

Take one thinl part, and take the thing;
_'Then close the joints again, to frame

Sounte lady’s or some city’s name,

Enjoy your own, yout proper Phaebus;

We geither make, nox print 2 rebus.

No crambo, no acrostic fine,

Great letters lacing down each line;

No strange copundruin, no invention

Hevond the reach of comprehension,

No riddle, which whoe’er unties,

Claims twelve Museums for the prize,

Shall strive to please you, at th? expense

Of simple taate, and common sense,

BOORSELLER.

But would not ornament produce
Some real grace and proper use §
A frontispiec would bave its weight,
Neatly engrav’d on ¢opper-plate,

ALUTHOAR.

Plain letter-press shal] do the feat,
What need of foppery to be neat?
The paste-board Guard delights me more,
That stands 10 walch a bup-bouse door 2,
Than such a muckery of grace,
And oruament 3o out of place.

BOOKSELLER.

But ene word more, and I have done—
A patent might cosure its run,

AUTHOR,

Patent! for what! can patents give
A geniua? or make blockheads jive?
If 30, O hail the glorious plan!

And buy it at what price you can,
But what, alas! wifl that avail,
Beyond the property of sale ?

A property of little warth,

If weak onr produce at its hirth,
For fame, for honest fanc we strive,
But not to struggle half alive,

And drag a miserable being,

1Lx end still fearing and foreseeing.
Oh! roay the Aame of gentus blaze,
Enkindled with the breath of praise!
Bat far he ev'ry froitiess pnfl,

To blow to light a dyingz anuff.

BOOEAELLER.

Put should not something, air, be said,
Particalar on ev’ry head?
What your originals will be,
W hat infigite variety,
Multum in parvo, as they pay,
And something neat in every way?

AUTHCR.

1 wish there could—but that depends

Not on myself, so much as friends.

I but set up e new machine,
With harness tight, and furnish’d clean ;

1 This paste-board Guard might have heen seen,
unti) within these few yeam, at various bun-houses
and tea-gurdens in the vicinity of the metropalis.

C.

Where such, who thiak i oo disgrace,
To send in time, and take a place,
The book-keeper shall minuie down,
Acd 1 with pleasure drive 1o tosm.

BOOESELLEM .

Ay, tell them that, sir, and then say,
What letters come in every day;
Awd what great wits your care procwres,
Ta juin their social hands with your

AUTHOR,
What! must I hugé proposats priet,
Merely to drop some saucy hint,
That real folks of real fame
Will give their works, and not their nume 2
—This pufP’s of use, you say—why let it,
We'll boast such frieadahip when we get it

BOOKSELLEN.
Getit! Ay, sit, you do but jest,
You'll have assimance, and the best.
There's Churchili—will pot Churchill bend
Assistanca?
AUTHOR-

Sarely—o his friend
HOOKSELLER.

And then your interest might procurs
Something from either Connviseenr.
Colman aad Thornton, both will joia
Their social hand to strengthen thine
And when your name appear in print,
Will Garrick never drop & hint?

AUTHOR,

True, P've indulg'd such hopes before,
From those you name, and many more;
And they, perhaps, again witl join
Their band, if not asbam'd of mine.
Bold is the task we undertake,
The friends we wish, the work must make:
For wits, like adjectives, are known
Ta cling to that which stands alone.

BOCKSELLER,

Perhaps, Loo, in our way of trade,
‘We might procure some usefun) aid:
Could we engage some wble jn,
To farnish matter now and then;
There’s—what's his name, sir? wonld campile,
And mewhodize the pews in sipls.

AUTHOR-

Take back your newsman whence he came,
Carry vour crutches to the Jame,

BOOESRLLTA.

You moust enrich your book, indesd!
Bare merit nerer will succeed ;
‘Which readera are 5ot now a-days,
By half s0 apt to biry, as praise;
And praise is hardly worth pursuing,
‘Which tickles muthors to their min.
Booka shift about like Iadies’ drevs,
And there's a fashion in success.

But could not we, like little Bayes,
Artnies imaginary raiset

And bid our generals take the field,
To head the troops that lie conceal’d?



CHIT-CHAT.

Bid peneral Essay lead the van,
Br=-Oh! the style will show the man;
Bd major Science bold appear,

¥ith all his pot-books in the rear.

ATUTHOR.

Troe, true,—OUT DEWS, OUT Prose, our rbymes,
Sall show the coluur of the times;
For which most sslutary ends,
We've fellow-woldiers, fellow-friends. .
for city, and For court affairs,
¥y lord duke’s butler, and the mayor's.
For politics—eternal talkers,
Profomud ob-ervers, and park-eralkers.
For plays, great actors of renown,
{Lately of Just arriv'd in towe)
r some, in state of abdication,
Of oratorial yeputation ;
Or those who live op seraps and hits, .
Mere green-room wasps, apd Temple wits;
Hall teach you, in & page or twy,
What Garrick should, or should not dae -
Tritn poets from the city desk,
Derp vers'd in rural picturesque,
Who minute down with wond'rous paing,
What Rider's Almanac contains
On fow’r aod sced, and wind, and weather,
And bind themn in on ode together;
Bball through the seasons muntbly sing
Maret Winter, Autumn, Summer, Spring.

BOOESELLER.
Ah, sir! ¥ see you jove Lo jest,
Jdid bart hint things for the best.
Do what you pluase, Lis your design,
And if it fails, no blame i3 mine;
1 kea¥e the management to you,
Your servant, sir,
AUTHOR. '
I'm yours,—Adiew

CHIT-CHAT.
AN IMITAXION OF TMECCRITUL.
In¥eL XV. Erla Dgfiws, &e.

MRS, BROWN,

Iy Mistress Scot at home, my dear?
SEAVANT,
Ma'm, is it you? 1’m giad you're here,
My micen though resolv’d 10 wait,
bs quite wmpotions—'t 15 80 late,
She fncy’'d you would not coma down,
=Bt pray walk in, ma’m—Mre Eroon,
E&§. 3COT.
Yoor servant, madem. Well, 1 swear
I giv'n you over—Child, & chair.
Prey, ma’m, he seated.
MES. BrOWD.
Lard! my deat,
1 vow Pm wlmost dead with fear.
There i such arooging and mich smeeging,
The folis are ali so disobliging ;
Avd then the waggons, carts aod drays
%a clog up all thepe narrow ways,

What wilh the bustle and the throng,
1 wonder how 1 got aluong.

Besides the walk is 80 iromenso—

Not that I grudge & coach expense,
But theg it jumbies me to death,
—Aund 1 was always short of breath
How can you live so far, my dear?
It’s quite a jouricy to come here.

MRS, $COT.

Lard! ma'm, 1 ieft it a!l to Aim,
Husbands you koow, will have their whim.
H# touk this bouse.~-Thig house ! chis den —
See but the temper of ame men.
And 1, forsooth, mn hither burl'd,
To live quite out. of all the world
Husband, indeed!

MHAS. PROWN,

Hisiw lower, pray,
The chiid hears every wond you say.
Ses bow ke 100k s

MRD. $COT.

Jucky, come here,
There’s a good boy, look up, my dear,
*Twad not papa we talk'd about,
=—S3urely e cannot find it oul

* MRY. BROWN.

See how the urchin holde hiy hands.
Upon my life he understands,
=—There’s a kweet child, come, kisa me, came,
Will Jacky have a sugar-ploim ?

MRy, SCOT.

Thia person, madam, (call him se
And then the child will never know)
From house to house would ramble out,
And every night a dmoken-bout.

For at & tavern he wilt spend '

His twwventy shillings with a friend.

Your rabbits fricasseed and chicken,

With curious choice of dainty picking,
Fach night got resdy ut the Crown,

With port and punch to wash *em down,
Would scarcely serve this beily-glntion,
Whilst we muit siarve on mutton, mution.

MERY, BROWN.

My good man, too—Lord bless us! wives
Are born to lead unbappy lives,
Although hia profits bring him clear
Almost two hundred pounds a year,
Keeps me of cash so short aad hare,
That 1 have not & gown to wear;

Except my robe, and yellow sack,

And this old lutestring on my back.
—But we've no time, my dear, to waste.
Come, where's your cardinal, make hasta,
The king, God bless his majesty, 1 say,
Gioen to the house of lords to day,

In » fine painted corch and eight,

And rides along i all his state,

And then the goeeDm—

MR3S. &COT.

Avye, aye, You mow,
Great folks can always make s show,
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But tall me, do—{"ve never seen
Her present majesty, the queen.

MAL BROWN,

Lard! we've no time for talking now,
Rork l——ontmelwo—threp=='tis twelve I vow.

MRL 3C0T.

Kitty, my things,—I'il soon have dooe,
It’s time enough, you know, st ope,
—Why, girl! see how the cresture siands!
Some water here to wash.my hapda,

—Be quick——why sure the gipsey sleeps’
w~Look how the drawling daudle creeps.
That bason there—why dun’t you pour,
Go on, I say—stop, stop—n0 More-—
Lud! I could bent the hussey down,

She's pour'd it all vpon my gown,
—Briug me my wuffles—can'st not mind?
And pin my haudkerchief bebind.

Bure thou baat awkwarduess enough,
Gom=fetch my gloves, and fan, and moit
~¥¥ell, Heav'n be prais‘dw—this work is done,
I'm ready pow, my dear—let's nin.
Girl,—put that bottle o the shelf,

Apd bring-me back the key yourself,

MRS BROWN.

That elonded silk becomes you mach,
I wondet how you meet with such,
But you’ve a charmiug taste in dress.
What might it cost yom, medam ?

MHS,. SCOT-
Goem
MRE. BROWN.
Oh! that's impoasihle—for
Am in the world the worst to buy,

MRN. 5COT.

I never love to bargain herd,
Five abillingw, as 1 thiok, & yand,
=1 was afraid it shonld be gone—
T was what I'd st my heart upon.

NRS. BROWE,
Indesd you barghin’d with succens,
For its & most delightful drese,
Besiden, it Bts you to u hair,
And then "tis slop’d with mch an wir,

MRS. 300T,

Pm gtad you think so,—Kitty, here,
Bring we my cardinal, my dear.
Jucky, my Yove, nay don't you ery,
Take you shrosd !—Indeed not 1
Yor all the bugnboen to fright ye—
Besides the neaghty horse will bite ye;
‘With such & mob about the street,
Bless ine, they’ll tread you under fest,
‘Whine a» yon please, I'll have no blame,
You'd better blubber, than be lame.
The more you cry, the less you'll—

me, come then, give mamme a kigs,

Eitty, I say, here take the boy,
And fetch bim down the 1ast new toy,
Maks bite a3 merTY &9 You Can,
——There, g0 t0 Kittys=there™ & man,

LLOYD'S
[}

-\ Oh Lard!

POEMS.
Call in the dog, and shut the dosr,
Now, me'm.

MRE. BROWN,

MHS. 8COT.
Pmay go before.
\ MES. RROWN.
-\1 can’t indeed, DOw.
MES. BCOT.
l\ Madam, pray,
, MRS, BROWN,
Wil then, for once, '] lead the way.
: MHJ. 8COT.

Lard! what an uproar! what a throng!
How shall we do to get atong?
Whet wili become of ns?—1ook here,
Here's il the king’s horse-guards, my deer.
Let us crom over—haste, be quick,
—Pray, sir, talie care—your horse will kick.
He'll kill his rider—he's s0 wild
—¥'m glad 1 did oot bring the child.

MRE BROWN.
Don't be afraid, my dear, come on,
Why don't you see the guards are gone?
MRE. WCOT.
Well, 1 begin to draw my breath;
Dut [ was almost scar'd to death;
For where & horse years up and capery,
It always puts me in the vapours.
For us ] live,—~nay, don'l you laugh,
I'd rather see & tond by half,
They kick and prance, and lovk %o boid,
1t makes my very blood run eold.
Bat let’s go forward—come, be quick,
The crowd again grows vastly thick.
MHS. BROWN.

Come you from Palace-yard, old dame?
OLD WOMAN.
Trath, do I, my yowng ledies, why?
' MRS, BHOWN. )
Was it much crowded when yon came }

MRS, SCOT.
Ard is his majesty gone by ?
MRS BROWN,
Crn we get in, old lady, proy,
To see him robe bimself to doyt
MRY #COT.
Can you direct us, dame?

OLD WOMRAN,
Eodeavour,
Troy could not stand a sicge for ever.
By freguent trying, Troy was woo.
All thiage, by trying, may be done,
MRS. BROWR.
Go thy ways, Proverhe—well she’s gomgwe
Shall we turn back, ¢r venture on?




CHIT-CHAT.

Look how the folke press on before,
And Lhrong mmpatiest at the door.

MAS, 4C0T.

Pesdgiows ! 1 can bardiy stand,
Lord blews me, Mrz. Brown, your hand;
Apd yon, my dear, lake hold of hers,
For wt must stick as close as burrs,
Or m this mcket, noise and pother,
We crrtuinly shall lose ench other.
=] Guod! my aardioel and eack
Are aimost torn from off 10y back.
Lard, 1 shall faint—0h Lud-—my breast—
T'm cramhid to stoms, T protest.
God bless ma—I| have dropt my fan,
~—~Pray did you see it, honest man?

MAN,

I, oadam! po—indeed, [ fear
Yol mveet with some misfortune bere,
=Stand back, I say—pray, sir, forbean—
WLy, don’t youo see the Indies there}
Pot yourselves under my dircetion,
Ludien, I'I} be your safe protection.

) ERA. 300T.

You're vary kiod, sir; truly few

Are balf 0 complnisant as yon.
We shall be glad at suy day
This cbligation to repay,
Apd you'll be always sure to meet
A welcome, sir, in—lard! ihe street
Bears such » name, [ can't tel] bow
To tell bim where I live, I vow.
=Mercy! what’s ali this noiee rad stir?
Pray is the king s coming, sir?

MAN.

No—don’t you hear the people shout?
T Mr, Pitt, just geing out

MES. BROWH.

Aya, thers he goes, pray heav’n bless him!
Well may the people all caress him.
=—Lord, bow my husband us'd to git,
And drink saccese to kooest Pitt,

A bappy o'er his evening cheer,
Cry, “ you shall pledge this {oast, my dear”

HAN.
Hist—rilemce —duom't you hear the dromming?
Kow, ladies, now, the king’s a coming.
There, don't you see the guards approach?
. MAS, BEROWYN.
Which iy the king?
MRS, $COT.
Which is the conch?

SCOTCHMAN.
Which ir the noble eart of Bute,
Grod-faith, 1] g bim a slwte.
For be's the Laird of sw awr elan,
Troth, be's & bommy soockis oarn,

MaAN

Here comes the coach, so very slow
As if it neer was made to go,
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In all the gingerbread of stats,
And staggeniag under s own weight,

MHuS, 00T,

Upcen my word, it’s monstrous fine !
Would half the gold upon were mine!
How gaudy all the gilding shows!

It puts one’s eyes out s it goes.
What a rich glare of various haes,
What shining yellows, scariets, biuss!
It must have cost @ heavy price;

*Tis like & mountain drawn by mice.

MES. BEROWN.
So printed, gilded, avd po large,
Bless me! 'tis like my lord mayor's burge.
And 30 it in—look bow it resls!
'Tis nothing else—a barge on wheeis,

MAN,

Large! it can’t pass St. Jamen's gute,
8o big the comch, the arch so struit,
Jt might be wade to ramble through
And pazs 83 other coaches do.
Could they a bodyroschman got
So most preposterowsly fit,
Who'd undertake (and no rare thing)
Without a bead to drive the king.

.

MEDE, SCOT.

Lard! what are thoss two ogly things
There—with their bauds upon the springs,
Filthy, as ever eyes bebeld,

With naked breasts, sod faces swell’d ?
What coald ithe sancy maker menn,
To put soch things to fright the queen?

MAN,
Oh! they are gods, me’am, which yom me,
Of the Morine Society,
Trilons, which in the ccean dwall,
And only rise to blow thair shell,

MAL. BOOY.
Gods, d'ye call those Gitiry men ?
Why don't they go to res aguin}
Pray, tell me, sir, yoo understand,
What do thess Tritons do oo lnnd ?

HRa RROWN.

And what are they? those hindmort things,
Men, Qah, and birds, with desh, scales, wings?
MAN,
Oh, they aro gods too, like the othery,
All of one family and In-::t.hni,
Creatares, which seldam come
Nor men aboat the king before
For show, they weoar the yallow hun,
Their proper colour is trutwblua,

MNAR. BOOT.

Lord blem us! what's this noiss.aboutd
Lord, what a tumnlt and & out!
How the folka hollow, hiss, and hoot]
Well=-Heav'n presorve the earl of Bute !
1 canuot stay, indeal, oot 1,
If there's & riot I shall die.
Let’s make for a0y house we can,
Do—give us shelter, hovest man.
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MRE.- BROWYN,

I wonder'd where you was, my dear,

I thought 1 should kave died with fear.
This noiee and racketing and hurry
Has put my nerves in sch a flurry!
1 could not think where you was got,
f thought I'd lost you, Mrs. Scot;
Where’s Mra. Tape, and Mr, Qrin?

, Lard, I'm so glad we're all got in

A DIALOGUE

BETWEEN THE AUTHOR AND HIS FRIEND.

FATENIL

You say, « it burts you to the soul

To brook-confinement or controul”*
And yet will voluntary run

To that confinement you woutd shun,
Content to drodge aloug the track,
With bells and haroess on your back
Alas! what geniug cun admit  *

A monthly tax on spendihrift wit,
Wkhich often flings whole slorea away,
And oft bas not & doit to pay!

—Qive us & work, indeed—of leppth—
Something which speaks poelic strength ;
Is sluggish fancy at a stand?

No scheme of consequence in hand ?

1, nor your plan, por book condemn,
But why your name, and why A. M.?

AUTHOR.

Yes—it stands forth to public view
Within, witbout, on white, on blue,
In proper, tall, gigantic letters,

Not dash’d—emvuwell’d=—like my bettars.
And though it stares me in the {ace,
Reflects po shame, hinls oo disgraca
While these unlabourd trifles plense,
Familiar chaing are worn with ease.
—Behold! to yours and my sarprise,
These trifies to a volume rive.

Thus will you see me, & 1 go,

Still gath’ring balk like balls of épaw,
Steal by degrees upon your shelf,
And grow a giant from an e¥f.

The curvent studies of the day,

Can rarely reach beyond a play:

A pamphlet may deserve & look,

But Heav'n defend us from & book!
A libel Bies on scandsi's wings,

But works of length are beavy things.
muNot ope in twenty will succeed——
Consider, sir, bow few can read.

FRIEND.
1 mean a work of merit——
* AUTUOR.
True.
PRIEND.
A man of taste must bay.

AUTHOR
Yes;——You

And half o dozen more, my friend,
‘Whom your good taste shall recommend.
Experience wilt by facta prevail,

When argument and reason fail ;

The nuptials now—

FHIEND,
Whowse nuptials, €ir?—
AUTHOR,

A DOEt'Scmmmdid that poem stir?
No—fixt—tho' thonsand readers paas,
1t ptill looks through its pane of glans,
And seewns indiguant to exclpim
“ Pase on ye sons of taste, for shampe !

While duly each revolving Moon,
Whick often comes, God knows too soon,
Continual plagnes my soud molest,
Aud magazines distarb my rest,

‘While scarce a night I steal Lo bed,
Without a couplet in my head.

4nd in the moring, whan 1 sir,
Pap comen = devil, “ Copy, 2ir.”

I cannot strive with daring flight

To reach the bolid Parnassian beight;
But at it’s foot, content to mray,

Iu easy unambitious way,

Pick up those Sowers the Muses send,
To make a nosegay for my iriend.

In skort, 1 lay no idle claim

To genius strong, and poisy fame
But with a hope and wish o please,
I write, as 1 would live, with ease.

FHRIEND.

Bot yon must have a fund, & mine,
Prose, poems, letters,

AUTHOR,

Not a line,

And here, my friend, I rest secure;
He can’t lose much, who's alwwys poor.
And if, a8 now, through numbers fve,
This work with pleasure kept nlive
Can till its currency afford,
Nor fear the breaking of i1s hoard,
Can pay you, as at pundry times,
For self per Mag, two thousand chymes,
From whence should apprehension grow,
That self should fail, with richer co?

No doer of a monthiy grub,
Myoelf alone = learned club,
1 ask my veaders to no treat
Of scientific hashd-up meat,
Nor seek to please theatric friends,
With scmps of plays, and cdds und ends—

FRIERD,

Your method, sir, ix plain envugh;
And all the world has read your Puff®,
Th? silusion’s neat, expression clesn,
Abcut your travelling machine,

But yet—it is & maguzine.

AUTHOR.

Why let it be, and wherefore shame?
Az Juliet pays, what's in & name?

' See the Pufl
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Bewides it is the way of trade,

Through which all science is comrey'd,
Thas knowledge parcels out her shares;
The conrt bas hers, Lhe lawyers theirs.,
Something to scholars sore is dud =
Wky not one maguzine for you?

That's su Herculean task, my friend,
Yoa toil and Iabour-—to offend.
Part of your schemre—a free trandlation,
To reholury is & profanation;
What! break ap Latin! pull down Greek!
{Peace to the soul of sir John Cheeke!1)
And zhall tbe gen'rous liquor rum,
Browchd from the rich Falernian tun?
Will you pour out to English swine,
Neat a5 imnported, old Greek wine?
Alus! mch beverage only fits
r 11, -y & s " “d 1 H 'it"

AUTHOR.

1 seek pDot, with mtyric siroke,
To strip the pedant of hig cloak;
No—bet him cull and spout gouotatioas,
Aod call the jabber, demonstmtiona,
Be his the grest concern to show,
¥ Roman gowns were tied or no;
Whether the Grecians took a slice
Four times a-day, or only twice,
Stll ket him work about his hole,
Poor, sy, blind, laborious mole;
Sl [et bim puxzie, read, explain,
Oppogn, remark, aud read again.

Sach, thongh they waste the midnight oit
Is dull, minute, pecplexing toil,
Not onderstanding, do oo good,
Nor can do harm, oot onderstood.

By scholare, apprebend me right,
1 mean the hearned, and polite,
Whoee knowledge umaffected dows,
And sits ax ensy ax their ciothes;
Who care pot though an ac or sd
Misplac'd, endanger Priscine’s hend ;
Nor think his wit & grain the worse,
Who canpot frame a Latin rerse,
Or give the Romian proper word
To things the Romans never beard,

'Th true, except among the great,
Latters are rather out of date,
And quacking genius more discerniog,
Scoffy at your regulars in learning.
—Pedants, indeed, are learoing’s carse,
But ignorance in something worse:
Al are not blest with reputation,
Bailt on the want of edocation,
Asd s0ine, to Jetters duly bred,
Mayn't write the worse, because they've read.
Though books had better be noknown,
Than not poe thought sppear our own;
Arsome can never speak themeelves,
Bot throagh the authors on their shelves,
Whose writing smacks too moch of resding,
Ax affectation spoils good breeding.

% The fint restorer of Greek learning in Eng-
hod )
3 See Sigonins and Maputius.
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FRIEND.

True; but that fault is eldom known,
Save in your bookish college drone,
Who, congtant (as I've heard them my)
Study their fourteen hours a-day,
And squatting close, with duli attention,
Read themselves out of apprehension;
Who scaree con wash their hands or face
Far fear of losing time, ar place,
Ard give ane hour to meat and drink,
But uever half a one to think.

AUTHOR,

Lord! Ihave seen a thoumad suck,
Who read, or scem to read, toe much.
S0 have I known, in that rare place,
Where classics always breed disgrace,
A wight, upon discoveries hot,

As whether flames have heat or not,
Study himséif, poor sceptic dunce,
Ento the very fime at once,

And clear the philosophic doubt,
By burning all ideas out,

With auch, eternal books, sutcessive

1 Lead to no sciences progressive,

While cach dull 8t of study past,
Just Jike 2 wedge drives out the last.
From these I ground no expectation
Of gennine wit, or free translation;
But you mistake me, friend. Suppose,
{Tranalations are but modern clothes)
1 dreza my boy-—{for instance sake
Maintain these children which I maie)
I give him coat and breeches—

FRIEND,
Truee
But not a bib and apron toc!
You would not let your child be seen,
But drest consistent, neat, and clean.

AUTHOR.

S0 wonld I clothe a free translation,
Or an Pope calle it, imitation;
Not pull down authars from my shelf,
To epoil their wit, and plague myself,
My learning studious 1o display,
And Jose their spirit by the way.

FRIEWID.

Your Homce now—e’en barrow thence
His easy wit, hit mmanly sense,
But jet the moralist convey
Things in the manners of to day,
Rather than that old garb asrume,
Which only suits & man at Rome.

AUTHOR,

Origisaln will alvays please,
And copien too, if done with enne
Would not old Plautus wish Lo wear,
Turn'd English bost, an Eoglish nir,
If Thoraton, rich in native wit,
Would make the modes and dietion t?
Or, as 1 know you hate to roam,
To feteh an instancs nearer bome ;
Though in an jdicn most unlike,
A similarity must strikes,
Where bouh, of simple natare fond,

Ltnartmdgeniuscarmpond;
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And naive both {allow the phrasa
‘Which no one English word conveys)
Wrept up their rlories peat and clean,

Eaty as

FRIERD.

Denis’s you mean?,
w-The very man—not mere translation,
Bat La Pentaine by trassmigration.

AUTHOR.

Acthors, as Dryden’s maxim runs,
Hare what he calls poetic sons,
‘Thus Milten, mors correctly wild,
‘W richer Bpenver’s lawful ehild:
And Churchill, got on all the nine,
Is Dryden’s heir in ev'ry line.
Thus Denis proves bis parents plain,
The child of Kase, and 1.a Foolsioe

FRIERD.

His muse, indeed, the work sarures,
And nsks cur praise as much as yours
For, if delighted, resders too
May pay their thanks, a8 well as you.

But you, my friend, {no folks complain)
For ever in this eary vein,

‘This prose in verse, this messor'd talk,
This pace, that's neither trot nor walk,
Aim at no flights, nor strive to give
A real poem fit to live,
AUYHORL
(T'o erities no offence, [ hope}
Prior shall live as long as Pope,
Each in his manner sure to please
While both bave rtrength, and both have ease;
Yet though their various beauties strike,
Their eass, their streagth is oot alike.
Both with consummate horseman's skill,
Ride as they list, about the hill; .
But take, pecaliar in their mode,
Their favourite horse, and favourite voad.
¥or me, once ford of author-fame,
Now forc'd to bear its weight and shame,
I have no time to run & race,
A truveller’s my only pace.
‘They, whom tLheir steeds unjaded bear
Around Hydepark, to take the air,
May frisk and prance, and ride their 81,
And go sl paces which they will;
‘We, hackney titp=—nay, never emile,
‘Who trot cur sitage of thirty mile,
Murt travel in a constsnt plan,
And run our journey, as we cal
- FRIEND.

A critic says, npon whase aleeve
Bome pin more fith than you'll believe,
That writings which as eary please,
Are-not the writings wrote with ease,
From whence the inference is plaim,

Your friend Mat Prior wrote with pain

AUTHOR,
With pain perhaps bs might correct,
With care sopply esch loose defect,
4 Charles Dexis, the aathor of Pables sad other
poeticsl pieces, now fwgot. €.

LLOYD'S POEMS.

Yet sure, if thyme, which seerns to Sow,
Whether its master will or no,
1f humour, not by study sooght,
But riting from immedhate thought,
Are proofs of ease, what bardy name
Shall e'er dispute & Prior's claim
But still your critic's observation
Strikes at vo poet's reputation,
His keen reflection ouly hits
Your rhyming fops und pedliag wits.
As some take stiffioess for u grace,
Aond walk & dancing-masier's pace,
And others, for familiar air
Mistake the slonching of w bear;
S0 some will fnically trim,
And dress their lady-muose too prim,
Others, mere siovens in their pen
{Tke mob of lords and gentlenen)
Fancy they write with ease and pleasore,
By ramnbling cot of rhyme and meamre.
And, on your critic’s judgment, these
Write easily, end not with ease,
There are, indeed, whose wish purmees,
And inclination courts the Muse;
Who, happy in a partial fame,
< while possess a poet’s name.
But read their works, examine fair,
==Show me invention, fancy there:
‘Taste [ allow; but is the flow
Of gepius in them? Surely, no.
*Tis labour from the classjc hmin.
Read your own Addison’s Campeigo.
E'en he, nay, think me not severe,
A critic fine, of Latin ear, -
Who toss'd his classic thoughte aroand
With elegance on Roman ground,
Just simmering with the Muse’s Same
Woos but & cool and sober dame;
And ati his English rhymes express
But beggar-thoughts in royai dress,
ln verse his geains seldom glows,
A poet only in bis prose,
Which rolls luxurisnt, rich, and chaste,
Improv'd by fancy, wn sad taste.

FRIEND.

I task you for yourself, my friend,
A mbject you can ne'er defend,
And you cajole e all the while
With disscrtations upon style.
Leave others’ wita and works alone,
And thiok a little of your own,
For Fame, when all is aaid aad done,
Though a coy mistress, may be won;
And half the thought, and pains, and time,
You take to fingle easy rhyme,
Would make an ode, would make & play,
Dove into English, Malloch’s way.
~Stretch out your more hercic feet,
And write an elegy complete. .
Or, not & more laborious task,
Could you oot pen & classic masgne

. ADTHO&.

‘With will st large, and ouclogg'd wings,
I dursl not scar to such bigh thinga,
For 1, who bave more phlegmn than fire,
Muost saderstand, or not admire,
But whban 1 read with sdmiration,
Perbaps Pl write in inctation.



FRIEND.

Rat basivess of this monthly kind,
Keod that aloce eogross your mind
Amishnce must pour in a-pace,

Kew passengery will take & place,
Aod then yoar friends——

AUTHOR.

Aye, they indesd,

Might make a better work succeed,
Aod with the helps which they shall give,
) nott the magarine shall live.

FRIEAD.
Yes, live, and eat, and nothing more.

AUTROL
M live as——authors did before,

| ———]

THE POET.

AN EFIFTLE TO ¢ CHURCHILL.

Wi —stiall I wish you joy of fame,

That loadly echoes Churchill’s name,

And wets you on the Muses’ throe,

Which right of conquest made your own?

Or shall I (knowing bow uofit

The world esteems & man of wit,

That wheresoever be appeass,

They wonder if the kmave has exrs)

Address with joy and lamentation,

Condplence and congratalation,

As collewes, who duly bring

Thetr mess of verse to every kiog,

T economical in taste,

Their sorrow or their joy to waste:

Mix both Logether, sweet and sour;

Amd bind Lhe thorn up with the Gow’s}
Sometimes *tis olegy, or oda

Epistle zow’s your only moda,

Whether that style more glibly hits,

The fancies of our rambling wits,

Whowince and kick at all oppression,

Bat love to straggle in digression ;

Or, that by writing to e great

In letiers, hooours, or estate,

We dip more easy into fame,

By clinging to amother's name,

Asd with their strength or weaknems yoke,

As tvy climbs about 8o ouk;
As toft-hosters will buzs sod parr
Ahmukﬂo-—commoner,
Or crows will wing & higher Gight,
Wien sailing round Lhe Boating kite.
Whate'er the motive, "t is the moda,
And I will travet in the road,
The Fuhiooable track pursee,
Ard write my simpie thoughta to you,
Just us they rise from bewd or heurt,
Not marshall'd by the hersld art,
Ey vagity or plessore led,
From thirst of famne, or want of bread,
_ Stall any start up soue of thyme
Pathetic, easy, or sublime?
—Youd think, to bear what eritics my,
Their labour was ne more than play:
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And thet, bat sach s paltry station
Reflects disgrace on education,
(A3 if we could al once forsake
What education helps to make)
Each reader has superior skill,
And cen write better when ha will,

In short, howe’er you Loil and drwdge,
The world, the mighty world, is judge,
And nice and fanciful opinion

Sways all the world with strange dominion ;

Opinion! which on erutches walks,
And sounds the words another talks,
Bring me eleven critics grown,
‘Ten have uo judgment of their own
But like the Cyclops watch the nod
Of some informing master god:
Or ag, when near his latest breath,
The patient fain woold juggle Desth,
When doctors sit in conmltation
{Which msans no more than conversation,
A kind of comfortahle chat
‘Mongwt social friends, on this and that,
An whether stocke get up or down,
And ittle-tattle of the town;
Books, pictures, politics, and news,
Who lies with whom, and who got whose)
Opivions never disagres,
One doctor writes, all taks the fioe.,
But eminence offends at once
"The owlish eye of critic dunce,
Dullness alarm’d, coliecta ber force,
And Foily screams till she is hoarse,
Then far abroad tha Libel fics
From all th’ artillery of lies,
Malice, delighted, Saps her wing,
And Epigram preparea her sting,
Arcund the frequent pelluts whirtle
From satire, ode, and pert epistle;
While every blockhead strives to throw
His share of vengeance tm his foe :
As if it were a Shrovetide game,
And cocks and poets were the saine,
Thus sbould a wooden collar deck
Some woeful 'squire’s embarmas’d neck,
When high ahove the crowd he stands
With equi-distant sprawliog hands,
Avnd without hat, politsly bare,
Pops out his head to take the air;
The mob his kind acceptance begn
Of dirt, and stones, and addle-eggs.
O Genius! though thy noble akil?
Can guide thy Pegasus st will;
Fleet let him bear thee us the wind-—
Dulloess mounnts op and clings behind.
in vain you spur, and whip, und moack,
You carmot shake her from yoar back.
Iti-natare springs as merit grows,
Close an the thorn is to the rose.
Could Herculsneuny's friandly earth
Give Mgvius’' works a second birth,
Malevolence, with lifted eyes,
Would sauctify the noble prize.
While madern critics shoald bekold
Their near relation to the old,
And wondring gupe at cne another,
To see the likeness of w brother,
But with u» rhyming moderss here,
Critiew nrw not the only fear;
Tha poet's bark meets sharpey chocks
From other sands, and other rocks.
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Not such alone who nnderstaud,
‘Whose beok and memory are at band,
‘Who scientific skill profess,

And are great adepts—inore or less;

{ Whether distinguist'd by degree,

They write A. M. orsign M. D,

Or make edvances somewbat higher

And take o gew degree of *equire)

‘Who read your anthors, Greek and Latin,
And bring you strange quotations pat in,
Az if each gentence grew more terse
¥rom odde end endy, snd scrape of verse;
Who with brue poetry dispense,

So social sound snjts simpie sense,

And load ane letiter with the labours,
‘Which should be shard amoag its neighbours,
Who koow that thought produces pain,
And deep reflection mads the brain,

And therefore, wise and prudent grown,
Have no ideas of their own.

But if the man of Nature speak,

Advence their bayonets of Greek,

And keep plain Sense st such a distance,
She paonot give a friend assistance,

Not these alone in judgment rise,

And shoot at wenius as it Diee,

Pat those who cannot speli, will talk,

A women scold, who cannot walk.

Your man of kahit, who's wound up
To eat snd drink, and dine and sup,

But has not either will or pow'y
‘To break out of hia forma) hour;

Who lives by rule, snd ne'er oulgoes it;
Moves like & clock, and bardly knows it;
Who is a kind of breathing being,
‘Which has but half the pow'r of seeing;
Who stands for ever on the brink,

Yet dure not plenge enoagh to think,
Nor has oune reasun to supply
‘Wherefore he does a thing, or why,
But what he does proceeds mo right,
Yoo'd think bim alwaye guided by’t;
Joins poetry and vice together

Like sun and rain in Apri] weather,
Holde rake and wit ax thiogs the same,
And all the difference but a name,

A mke! alas! how many wear
The brow of mirth, with heart of care!
The desperate: wrelch reflection flies,

Apd sbuns the way where madpess lics,
Dreads each incrensing pang of grief,
And runs to Folly for relief,
‘There, "midst tbe momentary joys
Of giddy mirth and frantic nojse,
Porgetfulness, ber cldest born,
Smootha the world’s hate, and blockhend’s Eqorn,
‘Then Pleasure wins upon the mind,
Ye Cares, go whistle to the wind ;
‘Then welcome frolic, welcome whim!
‘The world is all alike to bim.
-Distress is all in apprehension;
T4 censes when ’tis past prevenbion:
And happiness then presses nesr,
When bot a hope's left, oor & fear,
» —But you've enougb, nor want my presching,
And ]| was never form'd for teaching.

Male prudes, we know, (those driv’ling things)
Will have theit gibes, and taunts, aod fijoga.
How will the sober cit abuse,

The sallies of the culprit Muse;

LLOYD'S POEMS.

To her and post shut the door—

And whip the beggar, with his whore!
Poet!-—a fool! a wretch! a koave!

A mere mechanic dirty slave!

W hat i3 his verae, but cooping sense

Within an arhitrary fence?

At teat, but ringing thet in rhymoe,

Which prose would say in half the time?

Measure and numbers! what ace those

But artificial chaing fior prose?

Which wechanism quaint!y joins

Ia pamailels of sec-saw liaes,

And when the frieky wanton writes

in Pindar's (what d'ye call ‘em)}—flights,

Th' uneven messure, sbort and tall,

Now rhyming twice, now notat al,

In curves and aogles twirls abuut,

Like Chinese railing, in and out,

Thus when you've labour'd hours'on hours,

Cull’d al]l the sweets, culi'd all the flow’rs,
The churl, whose dufl tmaginattoa
Is dead to every fine sensation,

.| Too gross to relisk Nature's bioom,

Or wste her simple tich perfume,
Shall cast them iy =s useless staff,
And fly with keenness to his——anuff.

Look round the world, not one in ten,
Think poets good, or honest men.

*Tis true their condost, not ofer mice,
Sits often loose to eary vice.

Perhaps their temperance wiil not pass
The due rotation of the glm H

And gravity denies ‘e pow'r

T unpeg their bata at such an hour,

Some viced miust to ail appear

As constitutional as fear;

And every morslist wili find

A ruling passion in the mind:

Whiely, thongh peot up and barricado’d
Like winds, where Aolus bruvado'd;
Like them, will mlly from their dea,
And rzise a tempest now and then;
Unhioge dame Pnidence from her plan,
And ruffie all the world of man.

Can authors then exemption draw
FProm Nature's, or the common law?
They err alike with a1} mankind,

Yet not the vame iodulgencr God.

Their lives are more conspicuous growm,
More talk'd off, painted at, aod sbown.
Tilh ew-ry errour seems to Tise

To sins of most gigantic size.

Thus faves it still, however bhard,

With every wit, and ev'ry bard.

His public writings, privaie life,

Nay more, his mistress, or his wife,

And ev'ry social, dear connection,

Must bear g criticai dimection;

While friends conuive, and rivals hate,
Scoundrels traduce, and blockheads bait.
Perhaps you'll readily sdmit

There’s danger from the trading wit,

-And dunce and fool, and such as thoee,

Must be of course the poet’s foes:

But sure no sober man alive,

Can thiok thet friends wou!d e'er connive.
From just remarks on eadiest time,

In the Brst infancy of rhyme,

It may be firly uoderstood

There were two serts—Lhe had, the good.



Motk fdl togelber by the earu,
Asd both beat op for volumiesrs,
By ioterest, or by birth altied,
Numbers fiock'd in on either side.
Wil o bis wenpors ran at once,
While alt the cry was ** Doon with Dunce!”
Oowerd be bed bis social bands,
The common canse had join'd their hands.
Yet even while their zeal they show,
Amd war agatost the gen’ral foe,
Boweer their rage fam'd fierce aod cruel,
Toey'd stop it w1l to Oght a duel.
Axd vach ool wit would meet hix brother,
To piok eod tilt at one another.
Jealow of every puff of ame,
The ie whist’ling of a name,
The property of half a line,
Whether & COMMA'Y FUuT's OT mine,
Shafl make & bard & bard engage,
And shake the Friendebip of wn age.
Bt difSdent and modert wit
b always resdy to wulmnit;
Feuful of press and publication,
Coosptus & brother's observation,
il of the maggot of his braios,
Js berdly worth the critic painy;
* If oaght disgusts the sense or ear,
You canceot, sit, be too scvere,
Lypangr, cqrrect, do what you will,
| kemve it to puperior skill;
Exert the office of & friend,
Yoo may oblige, but can't offend.”
This bard too has bis private clan,
Where be's the great, the oely mao.
Bere, while the bottie and the bowl
Promote the jorous flow of soul,
{ind seaw of mind, no donbt, grows stronger
When filing leys cxn stand no longer)
Emphatic judrment takes the chair,
ind damns about her with an air.
The each, self-puff™d, and bero grown,
Abe to cope with hosts alone,
Dreweansir like, his murders blends,
First stays hin foes, aind then his friends.
While your guod wurd, or conversation,
Can letd 3 brother reputation;
While verse or preface quaintly penu'd,
Cao raite the consequence of friend,
How risibie the kind affection!
Bew close the partial fond connection!
Toen be s quick, sl Pm discerning,
And I bave wit, and he han tearniog,
My jpdgment’s strong, and hia 79 chaste;
A+ botb—aye both, ere men of taste.
Should you nor etes! nor borrow aid,
Aot wt op for yourself in trade,
Rewhrd imprudently to show
Thal "y oot always Wit and Co.
Faing, before enknown, arse,
A Gepins looke with jealous eyes.
Though thovsands may arrive st fame,
Yet pever take oue path the same,
Az ruthor's vanjty or pride
Cant bear m neigbbour by bis side,
Akboogh he bat delighted goes
Alorg the track which Nature shows,
Norever madly runs astray,
To crom his brother in his way.
Aad some there ave, whose narrow minds,
Center'd i peif, s61f alwayn blinds, -
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Who, st a friend’s re-echoed praise,
Which their own voice conepir'd to raise,
Shall be more deoep and inly hurt,

Than from a foe's insulting dirt-

And some, too timid to reveal
That glow of heart, and forwan! zeal,
Which words are scanty to expres,
But fricnds must fee! from friend’s succes,
Wheg full of hopes and fears, the Muse,
Which every breath of praise parsues,
Wou'd open ta theit free embrace,
Meet ber with such s blasting face,

‘That all the brave imagination,

Which seeks the mun of approbation,

No more its early blossoms tries,

But curls its tender leaves, and dies,

Is there a man, whose genins strong,

Rofts like o rmpid streaw along,

Muse, long hid in cheerless night,

Pours on us like a flood of light,

Whose acting comprebensive mind
Walks fancy's regions, unconfin’d ;
Whom, nor the surly senre of pride,

Nor eifectation, warps aside;

Who drazs no anthor from his shelf,

To ik on with an eye to self;

Careless alike, in conversation,

Of censure, 6r of approbation;

Who freely thinks, and freely speaks,
And meets the wit he never gneks ;.
Whose reason calm, and judgment cool,
Can pity, but not bate a fool;

Who can a hearty praise bestow,
1f merit sparkles in-a foe;

Who bold and open, firm and troe,
Platters no fri yet loves them too:

Chuarehill will be the last to know
His is the portrait, 1 would show.

_

THE TW¥0 RUBRIC POSTS.
4 DIALOGUE

In Kuasel-street, ensued of late
Between two posts & sirenge debate.
= Two posts=—ayc posts—=tor posts cap spesik,
In Latin, Hebrew, French or Greek,

One Rubric thira address’d the other:
“ —A noble situation, brother,
With authors lac’d from top to toe,
Methinka we cut a loing whow,
The Dialogues of famous dead !,
Yon know how much they’re hought apd remil.
Suppose sgain we Taise their ghonts, .
And make them chat throuch us two posts;
A thing's half fuisk'd well begun,
S0 take the autbore a3 they run,
The list of names is mighty fine,
You look down thie, and I that line.
Here's Pope aud Swift, and Steele and Gay,
And Congreve, in the modern way. .ot
‘Whilst you have those 1 cannot speuk,
But sound most wonderful in Grevie
oA dinlogue~1 should adore it,
With such 8 show of names befare It.”

« Modern, your judgment wandors wide,"”
The ancient Rubric steaight reply'd.

WLy,

1 By lord.Lyttelton.
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“ It grieves me mach,.indeed, to find
We never can be of a mind,

Before one door, and in one street,
Neither ourselves nor thoughts can meet,
And we, s brother oft with brother,
Are at a distauce from each other,

- Buppose amonest the letter'd dead,

Some author should erect bis bead, .
And starting from his Rubric, pop
Directly into Davies' shop,

Turn o’er the leaves, and ook mhunt

‘Fo nd his own opinions out;

IFye think ane author out of ten

Would know his sentiments agen
Thinking, your suthors differ less in,
Than in theiz manner of expresing.
*Tis style which makes the writer known,
The mark he sets upon his own,

Let Congreve speak as Congreve wril,
And keeg the ball up of bis wit;

Let Bwift be Swift, nor e’er demean

The sense and bumour of the Dean.

F’en let the ancients rest in peace,

. Nor bring good folks from Rome or Greece
To give » cause, for past transactions,
They never dreamt of in their actiona,

T can’t help quibbling, brother post,

"Twere better we should Jey the ghost,

But *twere a task of real merit

Couid we contrive to raise their apirit.”
* Pumce, brother, peace, though what you say,

1 own has teason in its way,’

Ou distogues to bear so hand,

¥s playing with 2 dangefous card;

Writers of rank are gacred things,

And crush like arbitmary kings.

Perbapa your sentiment is right,

Heav'n gram we may not suffer by't.

For should friend Davies overhear,

He’ll publish onrs ancther year,”

BGNG.
Thoousr Winter its desolate train
Of frost and of tempest may bring,
Yet Flora steps forwand aguio,
And Nature rejoioes in Spring.

Thoogh the Sun jn his glories dexresst,
Of his beams jn the evening is shor,

Yet be rises with joy from the east,
Avd repuirs them ngwin in the moen

Bt what can yooth'y sunghine reeall,
Or the blossoms of beanty reatore?

When its lesves are begioning to fll,
It dies, and is beard of po more.

The spring-time of love then employ,
*Tis a leszon that’s easy 1o leamn,
For Cupidis & xagant, a boy,
And hiz reaspns will never retum., -

—

A FAMILIAR EVISTLE TO J.B. ER%.
SHatL I, from worldly friends estran d,
Emhitter'd much, bat nothing ¢ j
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In that affaction frm sod troa,
Which gratitude excites to you;
Shail 1 1odulge the Muase, or stifls
Thin 'meditation of a trifle?
Bat yon, perbapa, will kindly take
The trifle for the giver's sake,
Who only pays his grateful mite,
The just acknowledgment of nght,
As to the landlovd duly sent
A pepper—corn shall pam for rent.
Yet trifles ofien show the man,
More than his setlled life and plan:
These are the storts of inclination;
Those the mere glosa of eduration,
Which bas a wond'rous knack at turning
A blockhead 10 2 man of learning;
And, by the help of form and pluce,
The child of sin to babe of grace.
Not that it slters Nature quite,
And scts pexverted reasom right,
But, like hypocrisy, conceals
The very passions which she feels;
And claps a vizor on the face,
To hide o3 from the world*s discrace,
Which, as the Srat appearance strikes,
Approves of all things, or dixlikes.
Like the fond ool with eager gles,
Who sold his ail, and pot to sea, -
Lur'd by the calm which sestned {0 sleep
On the smooth surface of the deep;
Nor dreamt its waves could prowlly rise,
And toss up mosotuins at the akies,
Appeatence i the only thing,
A king’s s wretch, 2 wretch a king.
Undress them botb—Yoa king, suppose
For once you wear the beggar's clothes;
Clothes that will take in every air;
=—Bless me! they it you to & hair.
Now you, sir Vagrant, quickly don
The robes bis mujesty bad on.
And now, O world, 30 wond'rous wise,
Who see with such discerning eyes,
Put observation to the stretch,
Come—which is kiog, and which is wretah)
To cheat this warld, the hardest tagk
Is to be constant to our mask,
Externals make direct impressions,
And marks are wom by all professions.
What need to dwell oo topics staled
Of parons drunk with wine or ale?
Of lawyers, whe with face of brass,
For learned rhetoricians passi
Of scientific doctors big, )
Hid in the pont-house of their wigd
Whose conversation hardly goes
Beyond half words, and hums! and olis}
Of acholara, of superior taste,
Who cork it up for fear of waste,
Nor bring one bottle from their shelves,
But keep it always for themselvea?
Wretches [ika these, my soul dindains,
And doubts éheir haarts as woll as beaips
Suppase a neighbaor ghould desire
To light & candle at yonr fire,
Wonld it deprive your Bame of Hght,
Because snother profits by't?
But youth must often pay its court,
To these great scholarw, by report,
Who live oo hoarded reputation,
Which dares o risque of conrermtiong:




A PAMILIAR EPISTLE TO ). B. ESQ.
{ Who could oot understand one word

And boasts within 2 store of knowledge,
Safficient, bless ua! for a college,

Bat ake & prodent care, no doubt,

That oot » grain shall straggle out;

And nre of wit too Dice and fine,

To throw their pearl and gold to swine;
Asd therefore, to prevent deceit,

Thiok every man a hog they meet.

Theae may perhaps as scholars shine,
Who bang themselves cut for a sign.
What sgnibes a Lion’s skin,

If it conceala an ass within?”

H thoo’rt m Jion, prithee roar;

If sm—bray once, and stalk no more;

In words m3 well as looks be wise,

Silenee is folly in disgaisk;

With po moeh wisdom bottled up,

Uscork, and give your frieodsa sup, |

What need you nothings thus to save?
Why place the dial in the grave?

A fy for wit and repatation,

Which toeaka from all commumication.
50 in a post-bag, cheel by jole,

Lettery will go from pole to pole,

Which may contain & wond'rons deat;
Buat then they travel under seal,

Asd though they bear your wit about,
Yet who shall ever find it out,

THl trusty wax foregoes ita use,

4nd setn tmprison’d meaning loose?

Yet id)e folly often deerns
What man must be from what he seems;
A i, W look & dwelling o%er,

You'd go wo farther than the door.

Mark yoo round person, fat and slesk,

Who preaches pnly once a week,

Who claret, sloth, sed venon join

To make an orthodox divine;

Whoee boliness receives its bemuty

Fram income large, end little duty;
Who loves the pipe, the gless, the amock,
A keeps—a corate for his flock.

The world, obsequious to bis wod,

Shall hail this oity mao of Qod,

While the poor priest, with balf a scors
Of prattling infenta at his door,

Whase sober wishes ne’er n?ale

Beyord the bomely g of ale,

It hardly deenv’d enmpanion Bt

For man of weailth, or man of wit,
Thtagh learn’d perbaps and wise an he
Who signs with staring 8. T. P.

And full of mcerdotal pride,

Loy God and doty both aside.

* This cerate, sa¥ you, fearn'd and wise!’

“ Why does not then this curate rise ?7
This curate then, at forty-three,

{Years which become a curacy

At o great mart of letters bred,

Had strange odd noticus in his head,

That parts, and books, and application,

Furnithed all means of education;

Axd that » polpiteer should know

More than his gaping flock below;

That leanfiog was not got with pein,

To be forgotten all agaio;

Tt Latin Words, and rumbling Greek,

However cherming sounds to speak,

Aptor in esch quotation,

Were oul & congregation,

1
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Of all the learned stuff they heard;
That something more thau preaching fine,
Ebould go to make a sound divine; '
Thst church and pray'r, and boly Sunday,
Were no excuse for sinfal Monday;

That pious doctrine, pious life,

Should both make one, as man epd wife

Thicking in this uncommon mpde,

So out of al] the priestly road,

What man slive can e’er suppose,
‘Who merks the way Preferment goes,
That she shonld ever find her way

To this poor curate’s house of clay?

Such wos the priest, so strangely wise!
He could not bow—how should he rise?
Learned he was, and deeply read;

—But what of that ?——not duly bred.

For he heit suck’d 100 grammar rules

From royal founts, or public schools,

Nor guin'd a single corn of knowledge
From that van granary—a college,
A grapary, which food supplies

To vermin of uncommon size.

Aye, now indeed the matter's clear,
There is & mighty errour here,

A pubfic schools the place atone,
Where talents may be duly known.
It has, Do doubt, its imperfections, .
But then, such friendshipa! such connectional
The pareat, who has formd his plan,

And in his child consider’d man,

What i hia grand and golden nile?

" Make your connectiony, child, at schoo).
Mix with your equals, fiy inferiors, !
But follow closely your superiors;
On'them your ev'ry hope depends,

Be prudent, Tom, get uscful friends;

And thercfore like n spider wait,

And spin your web aboot the great,

1 my lord's genius wants supplies,
Why—you must make his exercime.

Let the young marquis take yoor place,
And bear a whipping for his grace.
Suppose (such things may happen once}
The nobles wits, and you the dunce,
Improve the means of education

And learn commudicus adulation.

Your master scarcely holds it sin,

He chocks his lordship on the chin,

And would oot for the warld rebuke,
Beyond 8 pat, the school-boy duke.

The pastor there, of —— what*s the place}
With smiles eternal in his face,

With dimpling cbeek, and snowy hand,
That shames the whiteness of his band ;
Whose mincing dialect sbounds

o hums apd habs, and half-form’d sgunds;
Whose elocution, fine and chasts,

Layy hin commezinds with judgment wazr;
And lest the company ahould henr,
Whispers his rothings ia your ear;

Think you *twas seal, or virtue's care

That placed the smirking doctor Lhere?
No—-'twns connections form'd at school
With some rich wit, or n:;Ohh :inl,

O nious fiattery, and atte

Ab:ﬁqfni, useful, base dopendanc?;m'

A mupple bowing of the kuees

To any hunan god You pleass.
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{ For {rue good-breeding’s so polite,

T wou'td call tire very devil white)

*Twas watching others? shifiimg will,

And veering to and fro with skill:

These were the ineans that made bim rise,

Mind vour connections, ond be wise”
Methinks I hear son ‘Tom reply,

« I'it be a bishop by and by.”
Canpections at a public school

Will ofter serve a wealthy fool,

By lesding him » jctter'd knave

T'o bring bim crcdit, or to save;

And knavery gets a profit real,

By giving parts and worth ideal.

The child thet marks this slavish plan,

Will make his fortune when a man,

While bonest wit's ingenuous merit

Enjoys hia pittance, and his spirit.
The atrength of public education

s quick'ning parts by emulation;

And emulaticn will create }

[y narrow minds a jealous state,

‘Which stifled for a eourse of years,

From want of skill or mutuat fears,

Breaks out in manhood with a zeal,

Which none but rival wits can feel.

For when gnod people wits commence,

"They lose all other kind of sense;

{The maxim makes you smile, 1 see,

Retort it when you please on me;)

One weiter always hates another,

As emperorf would kill a brother,

Or emprese quien to rate alore,

Pluck down & husland from the throne.
When tird of friendship and ailtance,

Tach sicle springs forward to :leﬁ.auce,

Invetersie hute and resolution,

Faggot and fire and persecotion,

Ix all their aimy and all their ery,

Though neither side ran tell yon why,’

‘['o it they run like valiant men,

And slasb about them with their pem.
What inkehed springs from altercation?

What leppinge oﬂ[of repotation! -

You might as svon hush stormy weather,

And bring the norih and snath together,

As reconcile your letierd focs,

-1¥ho come to all things bat dry hlown,
Your desperate lovers wan and paie,

As needy culprits in a jail,

Who muse and deat, and pine, and die,

$corch'd by the light’ning of an eye,

{For ladies’ eyes, with fatal stroke,

Will biust the veriest heart of oak)

Wil wrangle, bicker, and complain,

Merely to make it up again.

Though swain look glum, and misg look Aery,

*Tis nothing but amantium ire,

And ail the progress purely this—

A froum, a pout, a tear, a kiss.

Thus love and guarrels {April weather}

Like vinesar and oil together,

Jein iz an easy mingled strife,

To make the sallad up of life.

Love settles best from altereation,

Ax liquors efter fermentation.
In & stage-coach, with umber cr&mm'rl

Between two bufky budies jamm*d,

Did you pe'er writhe yourself about,

"T'v Bad the seat agd cushion out? -

How disagrecably you sit,
With b—m awry, and p!nce unl‘it,
Tl same kind jolt o’er ill-pav'd rown,
Shall wedge vou close, and pail you downy,
S fares it with your fondling dults,
And all tove’s quarrels are but jolts,

When tiffs arise, and words of strife
Turn one to twe in man and wife,
{ For that's a inatrimonial conrse
Which yoke-mates must go thrpugh perl'orc!a
And ev'ry mapied man is certain
T’ attend the lecture eall'd the cwrtain}
Though not ancther word is maid,
‘When once the couple are in bed;
‘There things their proper ahanne] keep,
{They make it up, &l ga Lo slevp)
These fallings in spd failings out,
Sometimes with cause, bot most without,
Are but the common modes of sirife,
Which oil the spriugs of married life,
Where sameness wonld create the spleen,
For ever stupidly screne.

Observe yon downy -bed—te make it,
You tosg the feathers up acd shake it
So fundness springs from worde and scafling,
As beds lie smoothest after shuffiing.

But authory’ wranglings will creats
The very quintessence of hate;

Peace i3 a fruitless vain endeavaour,
Sworn foes for once, they're foes for ever,
=0h! had it pleas’d my wiser beiters

That 1 had never tasted letters,

Then no Pamassian maggots bred,

Like faucies in 2 medinan’s bead,

No graspings at an idle name,

No childish hoy.e of futare fame,

No impotence of wit had ta"en

Possessjon of my musc-struck brain.
Or had my birth, with furtune ht,

Varnish'd the dunce, or made the wit;

1 had not held a shameful place,

Nor Istters paid me with disgraces
—0! for 8 pittance of my own,

‘That I moight live unsvugbt, unkuown!

Retir'd from all this pedgont strife,

Par from the cares of bust'ling life;

Fat from the wits, the fools, the great,

And ali the Jitue workk 1 hate

- _—

THE MILK-MAID.

Waorsx for pl re plans a .
Will find it vanish like a dream,
Aflording nothing sonnd ur real,
Where bappiness is sl ideal;
In grief, in joy, or either state,
Faney will always antedate,
And when the thoughts on evil pore,
Anticipation makes it more.
Thus while the mind the fisure sees,
It cancels all its present esse, .
12 pleasore’s scheme the point in view;
How eagerly we all purnel
Well—Tuesday is th’ appointed day;
How slowly wears the time away!
How dull the interval between,
How darken'd o'er with clouds of epleen,

»



EPISTLE FROM MR. HANBURY'S HORSE, i

1rd ot the mimd anlock her treasoye,
Ard fancy feed on promis'd plezsore,

Delin qurveys, with curious eyes,
‘The clouds collected in the skies;
Wishes 0o rlorm may rend the air,
And Toesday may be dry and Fair;

Awd | lock round, my boys, and pray,

Tiot Tuesdzy may b holiday.

Thiogx duly mttled.—what remaips?

Lo! Tutsday comes—alas! it ming;

And alour visionary schemes

Hare died away, like golden dresme,
Ouee oo m time, & rustic dame,

{Ko matler for the lady’s nuine)

Wmpt up in deep imagination,

Induly'd her pleasing contemplation;

While on a bench she took her seat,

And plac'd the milk-pail at her feet,

Oft in her hand she chink’d the pence,

The profits which arcves-from thenue;

While fond ideas B11°d her brain,

Of syiogs up, and monitrous gain,

Till every pery which she told,

Creative Fancy turn'd to pold;

And ressoning thus from computation,

be Fpake alond 'ber meditation,

“ Please Heav'n but to preserve my heaith,
Nodoubt T shall have store of wealth;
It must of conequenre cnsue
I shall bave state of lovers too,

Oh! bow I'll break their stubborn hearts,
With all the pride of female arta,

What saitors then will kncel before me!
Eords, earls, and viscouants shatl ayere me,

" Whenin my gitded coach 1 ride,

My Lody at Lis lorel2ip’e side,

How wilt I laugk at all 1 meet

Clat'ring in pottens down the atreet!

And Lodbin then I’)] mind no more,

Howe'er I lov*d him hertofure;

Or, if be talks of plighted truth,

[ wil 5ot bear the siaple youth,

But rise indignant from my scat,

Aod spurn the lubber from my fent.”
Action, alas! the speaker’s grace,

Neer came in more improper place, -

For in the tossing forth her shoe,

What faacied bliss the maid oerthrew!

Whila down at unce, with hideoes fall,

Cawe lorers, wenlth, and wilk, and all,
Thu fancy ever jores to ruami,

Te briox the pay materials home;

Imugination fomms the dream,

And acrident destroy s the scheme.

F—

4 FiMILIAR EPISTLE,

MM THE REY. MA. HANRURY'S HOESE, TO
THE REV, MR. {UT,

Amonger yim bipeds, reputation

i o rank and situation;
And men increnre in fame and worth,
Nut from their merits, bot their birth,
Thow be is burn to live sbsenre,
Who has the sin of being poor;
While wealthy Dulluces Jolls at ease,
And jtas willy as you please.

=

=" What did his Iordship 1y ?.—(}! fine!
The very thing! brave! divipe!"
And then tis buzz'd from route ta route,
While ladies whisper it about,
** Well, 1 protest, a charoiog hit!
His Jordship has a deal of wit:
Huw ale ant that double sense!
Ferdigious! vaistly fine! immepse /'t
When all my lord has aaid or done,
Waa but the letting off a pun .
Mark the fat cit, whosc good round sum,
Amounts at least to half a plumb; .
Whose chariot whbirls him up and down
Some threw ar four miles out of town ;
For thither sober folks repair, |
Te take the dust, whicb taey call air.
Dull Polly (not the wanton wild
imagination’s younger child)
Has taken lodginge in his face,
As finding that a ‘vacani place,
And peeping from his windows, tells
To ail beholders, where she dwells,
Yet once a week, this purse-proud cit
Ebail ape the'sallies of a wit,
And after ev'ry Sunday’s dinner,
To priestly saint, or city sinoer,
Shall Leli the story o'cr and o'er,
H'hos told a thourand times e ore:
Like gamesters, who, with eager zeal,
Talk the game t'er between the deal,
Mark! how the fools and knuves admire
And chuckle with their Snaday *squire:
While be looks pleas'd at every guest,
And laughs muoch loader thao the rest;
And cackling with incessant grin,
Triples the duuble of his chin.
Birth, rank, and wealth, have wond’rous skill ;
Malke wits and statesmen when they will ;
While Genius holds po estimation,
From lucklers want of situation; . -
And, if through donded seenes of life,
He takes dawe Poverty to wife,
Howe'er he work and tegse his brain,
His pound of wit scarce weighs & grain;
‘While with bis Jonlship it abounds,
And one light graie swells out to pounds,
Rercive, good sir, with aspect kind,
This wantou galle) of the mind;
But sinre al) things increase in worlh, - .
Proportion’d to their rank and birth
Lest you showtd think the lelter base,
‘While [ supply the poet's place,
Tl teil you hence and what [ am,
My breed, my Bood, my slre, my dam.
My sire was Pindar's Eagle, sun
Of Pegasus of Helicon;
My dam, the Hippogryph, which wbirld -
Astolpho to the lunar world,
Both high-bred things of mettled blood,
The br=t in all Apollots stud.
Nuow eritics bere wayld bid me apeak
The o1d horse language, that is, Qreck;
For Hemer made us tatk, you know,
Almost three thousand years ago; )
And me. of tdste and jodgment fine,
Allow the pasmge ia divine,
They were {ine mettled things indeed,
And of peculinr strength avd breed, B
What teaps they took, how far and wide!
=They'd lake » couttry at a stride, -
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How great each leap, Loaginas koew,
Who from dimensions ta’en of two,
Affirms, with equal ardour whiri'd,
A third, good lond! would clear the workd
But txll some tearned wight shall show
If accents must be urd, or go,
A doubt, which porgles ull the wise
. Of giant »od of pigmy size,
Wko warsie their ime, and fancies vex
With asper, lenin, circumflex,
. And talk of mark and punctustion,
As "were o matter of mivation;
For when your pigmies take the pen
'Fhey fancy they grow up to men,
And think they keep the world in awe
Ry brandishing a very straw;
Till they have cleas’d this weighty doubt,
Which they'l]l be centuries about,
As z plain nag, in homely phruse,
Y'H use the language of our days;
And, for this first and only time,
Just make a trot in easy rhyme,

Koz tet it shoek your thought or aight,
‘That thus a guadruped shonld write;
Read but the papers, and you'll see
More prodigies of wit than me;

Grown men and sparrows tanght to dance,
By moosieur Passerat from France ;

Tha tearned dog, the'learned mm,

‘The fearned bird, the learned hare;

And all are hshionable too,

Apd play at cards as well as yoo

Of paper, pen, and ink possess'd,

. 'With faculttes of writlng blest,

"Why should not 1 then, Hownanyhwm bred
{A word that must be seen, oot saxd}

Rid youn of ull that apxious care,

‘Which good folks fee! for good and fair,
And which your looks betray'd indeed,

'To more discerting eves of steed ;

When o the shape of useful hack,

¥ bore & poet on my back?

Know, safely rode my master's bride,
The bard before her for my guide.

Yet thiok not, rir, his awkward care
Enzur'd protection to the fair.
No=—constious of the prize I bore,
My wayward footsteps alipt no more.
For tbough 1 scorn the poet’s ekill,
My mistreas guidea me where she will,

Abstract in wound‘rous speculation,
Lowt in laborious meditation,

As whether "t would promote sablime
If ilver could be pair'd iu rhyme;
Or, an the woid of rweeter tune,
Month might be cliuk'd instead of mopn:
No wonder poets bardiy know

Or what they do, or where they gzo,
Whether they ride or walk the street,
Their bends nre plways on their feet;
They now apd then may get astrida
‘Th* ide-al Pegasus, and ride | .
Prodigious journeys round @ room,
As boys ride cock-horse on & broom.

Whether Acrostios tease the brun,

Which goesa hunting words in vain,
{ For words most capilally sin,

Unlesa 'heir Jetters right begin,}
Since how to man or woman's name,
Could you or 1 perostic frame,

Or make the staring letters jom, -

To form the word, that tells us thine,

Unless we'nd fight initialy got,

8, C, 0, T, and so made Scot?

Or whether Rebus, Riddle's brother,

(Both which hisd Dullpess for their mother)

Employ the gentle poets care,

To celebrate some town or bair,

Which all ad libitum he slits

For you to pick it up by bits,

Which bits together placd, will frame

Some city’s or some lady’s name ;

Az when & worm is cut in twein,

It joins mnd is a worm again;

When thoaghts so weighty, mo inten e,

Above the reach of common sense,

Distract and twirl the mind about,

Which faiz would hpmmer something out

A kind discharge relieves the mind,

As folks are eas’d by breaking wind;

Whatever whime or maggots bred

Take place of sease in poet’s head,

They fix themselves without mntrol,

Where'er its scat is on the soul

Then, like your heatben idols, we

Have eyes ipdead, but cannot see.

{(We, for I take the poet's

And for my blood, am h:?n heart)

For in reflection deep immerst,

The man muse-bitten and be-verst,

Neglectful of externale all,

Will ron bis bead againgt a wall,

Walk through u river as it flows,

Nor mee the bridge before his nose.
Are things like theae equesirians it

To mount the back of mettled git?

Are-—hut farewal, for here comes Bob,

And I must serve some hackney job;

Petch letters, or, for recrsation,

Transport the bard to our plantation.
Robert joins compta with Burobam Black,

Your humble servant, Hanbury's back.

THE NEW-RIVER HEAD.
A TALE

ATTEXPFTED IN THE MANNEE OF HA. T. DENIL
INKCRIERED TO JOHN WILKEY, E¥Q

Labitur & labetuy in amoe volubilis wrum.  Her

Dgar Wilkes, whose lively social wit
Disdaing the prudish afectation
Of gloomy folks, who love to sit
As doctors shonld at consaltation,
Permit me, in familiar strain,
To steal you from the idle hoor
Of combating the northern thane,
And all hiz puppet tools of powr.

Shame to the wreleh, if sense of shame
Can ever louch the miscreant's breast,
Who dead to virtue as Lo fame,
(A monster whain the gods delest)
Turne traitor to himsell, to court
Or minister or-mooarch's amile ;
And dares, in insolence of sport,
lovede lh: charyer of our isle,
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But why shouid [, who only sirive

By teiling of an easy tale,
To keep attention half alive

‘Gamst Bolgolam snd Flimnep rail ?
Tor whether England be the name,

{Neme which we're tanght no more to prize}
Or Britain, it is al the same,

The Lilliputian statzsmen rise

To malice of giguntic size,
Let them enjoy their warmth a while,
Truth shalt regard them with a =smile,
While you, like Gulliver, in sport
@ out the fire, and save the coort
Bat to return—The tate is old;

Ladecent, traly wone of mine—
What Beroaldus gravely told;

[ resd it in that sonnd divioe.
Aod for indecency, you know

He had a fashionable turn,
As prim observers clexrly show

I ¥ other parson, doctor Sterne,
Yet Pope denies it all defence,
And calls it, blean us! want of sense.
Bul ¥len the decend Pope can write

Of bottles, corks, and maiden sighs,
Of charming beanties less in zight,

Of the mare ecret precious hairl,
* And somethiog else of little size,

You kpow where 2,

I mach wuthorities prevail,

To varnigh o’er this petty #in,
(pead » pardon for my tale,

Aod haviog bemm'd and congh'

A Genjus {one of thase | mean,
We'read of im th* Arabisn Nighta;
Kot such 3 every day are seen
At Bob's or-Arthur’s, whilom White's;
Yor bowsoe’er you change the name,
The clobw and meetings are the eame;
Nor those prodigions learned foiks,
Your haberdashers of stale jokes,
Who dress them up so neat and clean
Fox pewspaper or magazine;
But one that could play wood’rous tricks,
Changing the very course of Nature,
Bot Assodens pn two aticks
Or sage Urganda could do greater,}
Once oo’ time incog came down
From bis eqoivocal dominions,
And travell’d oPer m country town
To try folke’ tempers and opinions.
When L; accomplish his intent
(Por bad the cobbler known the king,
Lore! it wonld quite lave spail'd the thing)
In strange divgoise be alily went
And stump’d along the high-way track,
With greasy knapseck at his beck; .
Anod ow the night was pitchy dark,
Withiot, one star’s indalgeat sperk,
Whether he wanted sleep or not,
b of no conseqnence to teil;
A bed nnd Yodgimg must be got,
Yor geminges live always well.
4t the best homze iz all the town,
(It was the mitornes’s yon may ‘swear) -
He moek'd as he'd have baat it down,
Knock as fon would, ho entrance there.

! Rape of the Lock,

1 Pope's Letions,

119

Bat from the window cried the dame, s
“ (3o, girreh, go from whence you came,
Here, Nell, John, Thameas, see who knocks,
Fellow, I'tl put you in the atocks,” -
“ Be Gentle, ma'm,” the Genins cried;
“ Have mercy on the wand’riug poor,
Whe knows not where his bead to bide,
And asks a pittance st your door.
A mug of heer, & crust of bread—
Have pity on the houseless hend;
Your husband keops a lordly table,
I ask but fur the offal crumbs,
And for m lodging—barn or stable
Will shroud me GH the merning comes.”

*T'was all in vajn ; she rang the beill,
The servants trembPd at the koell;
Down flew the moids to tel] the men,
To drive the vagrant back agen.

He trodg'd away in angry mind,
And thought but ¢heaply of mankind,
Ti!l through & casement’s dingy pane,
A rush-light's melancholy may,
Dad him e'en try his luck again;
Perhaps beneath a houss of clay
A wand'ring paarenger might find,
A better friend to homan Xind,
And far more hospitable fare,
Though not so costly, nice, or rare,
An smokes upon the silver plate ’
Of the Juxurions pamper'd great.

So to this cot of homely thatel,
In e same plight the Genius came:
Down comca the dave, lilts op the latch;
[ W hat want ye, sir?”
* (Jod save you, deme.”
And so be told the piteoun Lale,
L Which you have heard him Lell before; .
Yonr patrence and my vwn would fail
Were 1 to tell it o'er and o'er.
Suffice it, tbat my goody's care
Brought forth her best, though simple fure,
And from the coruer-capboard’s hpard,
Her stranger guest the more to please,
Benpread her hospitable brard
With what ske had-—'twas bresd and cheesa.

« *I'is honest thongh but homely cheer;
Much good may't do ye, eat your filt,
Word I could treat yon with strang beer,

Rut for the action take the will,
You see my cot is clean, though small,
Pray Heav'n increase my rlender stock!
Youwre welcome, friend, you e my a'l;
And for your bed, sir, there’s m flock,”
No matter what was after said,
He cat and drank aad went to bed,

And now the cock his mattine euog,
(Howe'er such sinzing’s light esteam’d,
'T'is preciond jn the Muses’ tongue, .
When sung, rhymes better than he scream'd;)
The dame and pediar both arose,
At early dawn of rizing day,
She for her work of folding clothes,
And be to travel on hin way;
But wuch he thought himeelf to blame,
1f, a» in daty surely bound,
He did not thank the careful damp
For the paceptivn be had found
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* Hostess,” quoth,be, be!'orel £
I thaak you for your hearty fore;
Would it were in my pow'r to pay
My gratitude a better way;
Bot money now runa very low,
And 1 have not g duit to spare;
Buot if you’|l take thiz piece of stuff—"
- Np,” quoth the dame, ' I'm poor as you,
Your kindest wishes are enough,
You're welcotne, friend, farewel— Adiew,”
# But first,” reply’d the wand'ring guest,
¢ Por bed aud board and bomely dish,
May all thingy turn out for the best,
So take my blessing and my wish:
May what you first begin te do,
Create auch profit and delight,
That you may do it all day through,
Nor finish till the dapth of pight.”

# Thank you,” she aid, and shut the door,
Tumn’d 1o her work; acd thought no maore.
A now the napkin, which was spread
To treat her guest with good Lrown bread,
She folded op with nicest care;

When lo! another naplin there!

And every folding did beget

Angther and another yet.

Hhe folds lhlﬁ:—by strange increass,

The remoant swells ioto & picce,

Her capa, ber laces, ull the same,

Till sach a quaotity of lince,

From much a very simall beginning,
Flow'd in at once upon the dame,

Who wonder'd how the deuce it came,
Thut with the drap’ry she hed got
Within ber little ajgabby cut,

She might for all the fwn provide,

And break both York-street and Cheapride,

It happen’d that th’ attorney’s wife,
Whe, to be sure, tovk much upon ber,
As being one in higher life,
‘Wha did the parish mighty houour,
Somt for the dame, who, poor and willing,
Would take a job of chariug work,
And sweat and toil like any Turk,
To earn e sixpence or & shiliing. 1~

She could not come, uot she indeed!
She thaok her much, but had no need.

Good news will Ay as well 23 bad,

Yu put this womb' rous story came,
Abmut the pediar and the Jame,
Which made th’ sitormey’s wife so pad,

That she resolv’d at auy rate,
Bpite of ber pride and lady airs,
To get the pedlar tétevd-téte,
And mike up all the pest officirs:
And though she wish*d him at the devil,
When he came there the night hefore,
Dretermin®d Lo be monstrors civil,
Agd drop her curtsie at the dodr

Now all waa rock-1, noise and potier,
Netl rauning one way, Juhn another,
Aud Tom was yo the eoach-horse senot,

' 'Ta learn which way the pediar went.

Thumas retumil;~—the pedlar brought.
—What vould my daiuty madam say,

Fer nut behaving as she nught,

And wiiving hoaest Tolks gway ?

LLOYD’S POEMS,

“ Upon my word, it shocks me much,
—Dut there’s such thieviug here of late—
Nat that [ dream’d Lhag you were such,
When you came knocking at my gete-
I must confess myself to hlame,
Aod I'm afraid you Jutely met
Sad treatmment with that homely dame,
Who lises on what her bands can get.
Walk in with me at least to night,
Aud let us set o)l matters nght.
| know my duty, and indesd
Would help a {riend in time of need.
Take such refreshimont s you find,
I'm sure ] mean it for the best,
And give it with & willing mind
To such a grave sad sober guest,

S0 in tbey carme, and for bis picking,
Behold the tuble covers spread,
lnstead of Goody's chieese aud bread,
With taits, and fish, and flesh, and chicken.
And to appéar in gwater state,
The knives eud forks with silver handles,
The candlesticks of bright { Frenchb) plate
To hold her best mould (tallow) camdles,
Were all:brouzht forth to be display'd,
In femate bimirewifcy parade.
And more the pedlar to regale,
And make the wood'rous mao her fricod,
Decunters foam'd of mantling ale,
And port and clyret without end ;
They hobb'd and nobb'd, and smiitd znd laagh™d,
Touchd glasses, nam’d their toasts, and qmﬂ"d-
Talk'd over every friend snd foe,
Till eating, dnnkmg, talkirg past,
The kipd house-clock struck twelve at last,
When wishing madam bon repos,
The pedlar pleaded weary head,
Muade his low bow, aud went to bed,
Wishing him then at perfect eane,
A good pott bid, a good sound sleep:
Now gentle reader, if you plense,
Well at the lady take o poep:
She could ‘nut rest, but turn'd and tossd,’
Whila Fancy whisper'd in her brain,
That what her indiscretion lost,
Her art and cunning might regaio.
Such liren to so poor a dame!
Por such coarse fare! perplex’d her head ;
“Why might not she expert the rame,
S0 cuurtevus, civil, aod wetl-bred?

And now she rrchon’d wp her store
Of cambrics, Hollands, muslias, Inws,
Frov gifts, and purchases, and plm,
Resolv'd to multiply them more,
Till she had got & stock of liven,
Fit for a dowager to zin in.
The morning came, when up she got,
Must ceremoniously inclin'd
To wind up ber sagacions plat,
With atl that civil stuff we find
*Mungst those who talk a wond*rous deal
Of what they nejther mmean nor foal

* How shall I, ma’m,” reply'd tho guest,
“ Make you & suitable returu
For your attention and concern,
And such civilitier exprest
To ove, who must be still in debt
Fur a}l the kiudoess bre han met ?
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Por this your eatertainment! a‘::n.te,
I of my wish can .
‘H‘f:twh::::m firet shall undertake,.
Lart without Cemaing alt day through,”
Masdam, who kindly nnderstood
His wish effecteally good,
Straight dropp’d & curtsie wond'rous Jow,
For much ahe wanted him Lo go,
That ske might [ook up all her store,
Asd turn it jato thousands more,
Now all the maids were sent to lock
Je every crannyy, hole and nook,
For every rag which they could find
Of any size, or quy kind,
Dne'n, boxes, closets, chests and cases
Were all unlock'd at ance to get
Her point, ber gauze, ber Prosain-pet,
With ity pames of fifty kinds,
Whith s0it variety of minds,
How shall 1 now my tale pursue,
S0 paming strange, S0 passing truc?
When every bit from every hoard,
Was brought wod leid upon the board,
Lest some more urgent obligation
Might interrupt ber pleasing toil,
And marring balf her application,
The promz’d hopes of profit spoil,
Before she foide & single rag,
Or takes 2 cap from board or bag,
That aothing might ber work preveat, '
{Poc shp was zuw resolr’d to laboar,
With earnest hope and full inteqt
To get the betler of ber neighbour)}
Int the gurden she woild go -
To dothat necessary thing,
Which mast by all be done, you know,
* Byrich and poor, and high and low,
By muale and female, queen and king;
She little dremm'd a common &etiom,
Practis’d ag duly as ber pray'mo,
Swald prove so tedious a trunsaction,
Or cost her quch a sea of cares
Lo thort the streams so plentcons Aow'd,
That in the dry 2nd dusty weather,
B might have water'd all the rosd
For ten or tywenty miles together,
What could she do ? a1 it began,
TV involuntary torrent ran.
lostead of fulding cap or mob,
& drendful wus this distillation,
That from w simple watering job,
Bbe fear'd a general inundation,
While for her indiscretion’s crime, .
And eovetiog too great a stors,
She made & river at & time,
Which sure was never dune befure®,

4 FAMILIAR LETTER OF RHYMES
TO A LADY.

Yoi coud rifle grove aud bow'r
And wrip the beds of every Bow'r,

* This story, which ocgnrs in the confemence
between a papish priest and Villiers duke of
Bockingham (see the works of the latter) bas boen
venified by, My. Mectick, Dodsley’s Poems, volLv.
M0, C .
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And deck them in’thdir fairext huve,
Merely to be oul-btushd by you,
The lily, pale, by my direction,
Should fight the rose for your complexiou:
Or | could make ap sweetost posics,
Fit fragmuoce for the ladies' noses,
Which drooping, on your breast reclining,
Should nll be withering, dying, pining,
Which every songater can display,
I've more authorities than Gay;
Nay, [ could teach the globe its duty
To pay all homage to your beuuty,
And wit's crestive pow’r to show,
The very fire should mix with snow;
Your eyee, that brandish burning darty
To seorch and singe our tinder hearts,
Should be the lnmps for lover's rain,
And light them to their own undoing
While all the soow about yoar hreast
Should leave them hopelens and distrest.
For those who rarely sear above
The art of coupling love and dove,
In their conceits and amorous fetions,
Are mighty fand of contradicijons,
Above, in gir; in earth, bensath
And thiags that do, or do not breathe,
All have their parts, aud separate place,
To point the fair one’s variows grace.
et chieek, ber eye, her bosam show
The rowe, the lily, diamond, enow.
Jet, milk, and amber, vales and mountaina,
Stars, rubies, suns, and mossy fountains,
'T'he poet gives them all a share
In the deseription of his fair.
She burie, she chills, she pierces bearts
With locks, and bolts, aod flames, and darts.
Aad conid we trust to? egtravagancy
Of every poet’s youtbful funcy,
They'd make canh wymph they love so well,
As cohl ms encw, as hot as—1o
~=(} gentle lady, spare your fright, :
Na horrid rhyme shall wound your wight,
1 would not for the world he heard,
To utter such wumsmly word,
Wiich the politer parson fears
Te mention w politer ears.
But, could o female form be shown,
(The thought, perhapa, ia not my own )
every circnmstance shoald meet
To make the poet's nymph complsie,
Formn'd to hie fancy’s ntwost pitch,
She’d be ax ugly as a witch,
Cowm then, (b Muase, of trim couceit,
Muse, always fine, but pever neat,
Who tp the dull vneated ear
Of Prench or Tuscan sonneteer,
Tak’st up the same unvaried tous,
Like the Scotch bagpipe’s favourite drone,
Squeezing cut thoughts in dittiea quaint,
To poat’s mistress, whore, or saint;
Whether thoo dwelPst ou v'ry grace,
Which lights the world from Laura’s face,
Ot amarvus praise expatistes wide
On beauties which the nymph muat hids;
For wit nffected, loves to show
Her every chart from top o toe,
And wenton Fancy ofk parsaes
Minuta descripijon from the Muse,

.Come and poartray, with pancit figs,

The poet's mortal pymph divine.

10
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Hey golden locks-of classic hafe,
Are nets to cateh the wanton airj
Her forehead ivory, and her ayes
Each s bright mun to light the skies,
Ort’d in whose contre, Cupid aims
His darts, protect ua! tipt with Gummes;
While the sly god’s unerring baw ~ «
J= the balf circie of her brow.

Each lip nruby, putmg, abows

‘The precioas pearl in oven rows,

And all the Loves and Graces sleck
Bathe in the dimples of her chaek.

Her breasts pure mw, or whita ss milk,
Are ivory npples, smooth as silk,

Or else, a3 Fancy trips on fasier,

Fine marble hille of alabaster,

A figure made of wax would plesse
Mors than an sggregate of these,
‘Which though they are of precioas worth,
And beld in great esteem on Earth,
‘What are they, rightly understood,
Compnar'd to real fash and blood ?

Axnd 1, whe hate to act by rules
Of whining, rhyming, loving foals,

Can néver twist my mind about

To find such strange resesablance onk,

And simile that's only it

To show my plenteous lack of wit.
‘Therefore, emitting Bames pod darta,
‘Wounds, sighs aed teays, snd hleeding heurts,
Obeying, what | bere declare,

Makes balfl my happincas, the fair,

The favourite subject 1 porsos,

And write, a3 who wounld not, for you.

Pachaps ray Muse, & commoen curse,
Erre in the manver of her verse, -
‘Which, stouching in the doggrel Iny,
Goen tittup all her eany way.

Yes—un sarostic had been better,

‘Where each good natared prattling etter,
Though it copceal the writer's amn,

Tells all the world his lady’s wame,

But all acrostics, it s waid,

Show wond’rous pain of epty hewd,
Where wit is cnmp*d iD hard coofinep,
And Fancy dare not jump the l.l.nu.

1 lore & fapciful disorder,

And straggling out of rule and order;
Impute not then Lo yarant head,

Or what I've writ, or what Pre uid,
Which imputation cun't he trae,
‘Whero hend and heart's so full of you

Like Trivtram Shandy, 1 could #rite
From morn to ooet, from noco o nizht,
Sometimes obscure, and somelinyy leaning,
A little sideways tp & menning,

And unfatign®d wyself, punme

The civi)] mode of teasing you

For as your folks who lose the divelling
On ciccumstance i story telling,

And to give esch relation grace,
Describe the time, the folks, the place,
Awd ara reigionsly exect

To point out easch unmeaning fact,
Repeat their wonders undesired,

Nor think ope beprer can be tinad;

So they who take a method worse,

And prose awoy, like me, in verse,
Worry their mjstress, friends or bottersg,
‘With satire, sonnet, ode, or Jetters,

'] And think the knsek of pleasing fatiows

Esch jingling pupil of Apoltos,
~—¥et let it be o venial erime
That ! address you thos in vhyme.
Nor think that I am Pboebus-bit
By the tarantula of wit,

But as the meanest critic known
All females have a knack at proee,

-| And ietters are the mode of writing

The Iadies take the most delight i ;

Bold is the man, whose savcy aim .

Leada him to form a rival | claim;

A double death the victim dies,

Wounded by wit as well sy eyes.
—With mine disgrace a lady’s prose,

And put a pettle next u roae?

Who would, so long as taste prevails,

Compere 5t. Jumes's with Versailles?

The nightingale, ss etory goes,

Farv'd for the muasic of his woes,

i} In vain against the nrtist tryd,

But strain'd bis taneful throat—and died,
Perhaps I sought the thyming way,

i For reasons which bave pow'rful sway,

The swain, Do doubt, with pleasure sues
The nymph he’s sure will uot refuse,
And mors compussion may be found
Amongst thege godiesses of sound,

| Than always happens to the share

Of the more cruel haman fair;

1 Wko love to fix their lover's pains,

Pleas’d with the mitling of their chaing,
Rejoicing in their sarvant’s grief,
A 'twere u #iti to give relief,
They twlst each easy fool abouat,
Nor let them in, nor let them out,
But keep them twiriing on the fire,
Of apprebenaion and desire,
As cock-chafers, with cerking pin
The uchool-boy stabs, to meke them spia.
For 'tis a maxim in love's school,
To make a man of seuse & foal;
I mean the man, who Yoves indeed,
And hopes and wishes to succeed ;
But from hiy fear and apprehension,
Which always moars his best intention,
Can ne’er address with proper eame
The very person he would plesse,
Now poets, when these mymphs refuse,
Straight go & courting to the Mo
But atill some difference we find
Twixt goddesses and hwnan kind ;
The Muses' favours are idenl,
The ladies’ scarce, but always real.
The poet can, with little pain,
Create a mistress in his brain,
Heap each attdaction, every grace
That shonld adorn the miod or face,
On Delia, Pbyllis, with a score
Of Pbyllisses and Delins more.
Or as the whim of passion bums,
Caxn coart esch frolre Muse by tums;
Nor shal! one word of blame be said,
Altho' he take them ali to bed.
The Muse detests coquetry's guilt,
Nor apes the manners of » jilt.
Jitt! £ dishonest beteful name,
‘Your sex’s pride, your sex’s shame,
Whieh often bait their trescherona hoalk
With smile endearing, winnlng [dolr,
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And wind them jn the casy heart

Of man, with most ensnaring art,

Ouly to tortuze spd betray

The wirtch they mean to cost awny.

Mo doobt "tis charming pleasant angling
To moe the poor fond crestures dangling,
Who rush like gudgeons to the bait,

And gorge the mischief they should hate.
Yot sure such cruelties deface

Your virtues of their fairest prace.

Awd pity, which in woman's bresat,
Sheokd swirg at 1op of all the rest,

Must sach inaidigus sporl condemn,
Which play to yom, is dealh 10 1hem.

50 bave 1 often rewd or heard,

‘Though both upon & trav'ller’s word,
{Authority may pasw it down,

8o, vide Travels, by Ed Brown)

At Metz, & dreadful eogine stands,
Form'd like » maid, with folded hands,
Which finely drest, with primmest gmce,
Receives the culprit's first embrace;
Botat the secomd] (disma) wonder!)
Unfokds, clasps, cuts his beart asucder,

YouH say, perhaps, I love to rail,
We'll end the matter with a tale:

A Robin once, who lov’d w stray,
Apd bop about from epray to spray,
Familiar an the folka were kind,
Noe thooght of mischiet in bis mind,
Sight favours make the bold presume, -
Woald Autter round the lady's rocm,
And carvless often take his stand
Upon the Iovely Flavia’s band,
The uymph, *tie said, his freedom sought,
—In short, the trifling foc] was caught;
And happy in the fair one’s grace,
Would not accept an cagle’s place.
And while the nymph was kind as fair,
Wish'd not to gain bis native air,
Bat thouyht he bargain'd to his cost,
To gain the liberty be lust.

Tiil at the last, a fop was seen,
A pustot, dress’d in red and green,
Wheo conld pot boast one genuine note,
Bat chatier'd, swore and ly’d—by role.
# Nonsense apd poise will oft prevail,
When honour and sffection fail,”
The lady Hik’d her foreign guest,
For ovelty will please the best;
And whether it is lace or fan,
Or rilk, or china, bird or mau,
Moot sure can thiok it wrong, or stanpge,
That ladies should admire s change.
The parrot now came nite play,
The Bobin ! be had had his day,
Bat could not brook the nymph's disdain,
B0 Bed=—and ne'er came back agam.

THE COBBLER OF TESSINGTON'S LETTER
70 DAYID GARRICK, E3Q. 1761,

My predacessors often ase

To cobble verme as well as shoes;

At Partyidge (vide Swift's disputes)
Who tursd Bootes into books,
Ab'—Partridge !— 1] be bold to my
W s e wholar io his day ;
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He'd tell yoo whan *t would min, and whea
The weather would be fine agen;
Precisecly when your bonea should ache,
And when grow sound, by th' almenack.
Por he know ev'ry thing, d'ye mee,

By, what d'ye call't, mstrelogy,
And skill'd in sll the staurry system,
Foretold events, and often mist’em..
And then it griev’d me sore to ook
Jumt at the beei-piece of his book,
Where stood a man, Lord bless my beart!
{No doubt by matilew srtics art,}
Naked, exposid to poblic view,
Apd darts piack in him through sod throogh,
1 warrant him some hardy fool,
Who scorn’d o follow wisdom's ruk,
Aml dard binsphemiously despiss
Our doctor's knowledge n the sighes.
Full dearly be sbides bis laagh,
I'm sure 'tis Swift, or Bickerstafl
Excuse this bit of a digvession,
A cobbler’s is & learn'd i
Why may not 1 teo coaple riyimes }
My wit will not disgrace the times;
I too, forsooth, among the rest,
Claim cne sdvantage, aod the best,
| xcarce know writing, have no reading,
Nor soy kind of scholar breeding;
And wanting thai’s the sole foupdation
Of half your posis' repatation.
While genius, perfoct at its birth,
Springs up, like mushréoms from the exrth,

You know they send me o aml fro
To CATTY MEMages o7 §0
Aund though Pon somewhat old and crexy,
I'm still of ssrvice to the laxy,

For our good squire has po grest notion -

Of muoeh alacrity in motion,

And when there's miles betwist yon know -
Would rather send by balf than go ;' R
Then I'm dispateh'd to travel hard,

And bear myself by way of cand,

I'm & two-legy’d excnse to show

‘Why other people cannot go;

And merit sure 1 most assame,

For once 1 went in Garricks roomr.

In my old age, "twere wond'rons hard
To come to town, as trav’ling cand.
Then let the post convrey me there,

The clerk's direction tedl him where,
For, though 1 mmble at this mte,

He writes it all, sed 1 dictabe; '
For 1'm resvlv'’d—by help of ncighbouy,
{ Who keeps a school, and goos to lmbour}
To tell you all things as they past;
Cobblers will go beyond their last,

And so I'm told will wnthors too,

==But thut’s 8 point I }eavs to yoo;
Cobbling extends a thousand ways,

Some cobbla shoes, some cobble playy
Some—but this jingte's vastly clever,

It makes a body.write for ever. ~ -
While with the motion of the pen,
Method pops in and out agen,

S0, nb | mid, ] thought it batter, .

To set me down, and thiak a detier,

And without any mote ndo,

Seal op my mind, and sexd it you.

Yoo'll ssk me, master, why 1 choose

To piague your worship with my Muse;
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Pl tell you thenw—will troth offend *

Though cobbler, yet I love my friend.

Besider, [ like you therry folks, -

Who make their puns, and crack their jokes;

Your jovial hearts are never wrong,

I love a story, ot & »ong;

But always feel moat grievous Ima,

From Wesley’s hymns, or Wi ’s peima’,
My father often told me, one day

Waa for religion—that was Sundny,

‘When I should go to prayers twice,

And hear our parsan buttie vice;

And dress'd in all my finest clothes,

Twaug the pralmody through my uoss.

But betwixt churches, for relief,

Eat bak’d plumb-puddmg, and mut-beef

And cheerful, without sin, regale

With good hgme-brew'd, and nappy ale,

But not one word of fasting greetings,

Axnd dry religious singing meetings.

But here comes folks a-preaching to w

A saving doctrine to ondo us,

Whose notions fanciful end seurry,

Turn old religion topay-turry,

Pll give my pleasure up for 6 man;

And an't 1 right sow, mmster Show.man ?

You seem’d to me a person civil,

Our parson gives you to the de\ul

And says, a5 bow, that after g-nme,

You laugh'd divectly in-his face;

4y, Iaugh'd out-right (a8 Pm & sinner)

I should have lik’d ¢’ have been at dinngr,

Not for the sake of master's fare,

But to bave seen the doctor atare.

Odzooks, 1 think, he's perfect mad,

Scar'd ont of all the wits be had,

For wheresoe’er the ductor comen,

He pully his wig, and hites bis thumba,

And mutters, in & broken rage,

The Minor, Garrick, Foole, the stage;

(For I must blab it out—but hist,

His reverence is & methodist)

And presches like an errant fury,

*Gainat all Your shuw fulks about Drury,

Says aclors all are hellish impe,

And mansgers the devil’s pimps.

He knows not what he sets about ;

Puts on his surplice inside out,

Mistakes the lessons in the church,

Or ieaves & collect in the lurch;

Aod tother day—God help hie head

The gardoec's wifc being Lrought to bed,

When seat for to baptize the chikl

His wig awry, and sturiag wiid,

He luid the prayer-Louk (at Liefore him,

And read the burial service o’er him.

~—The folks must wait without their lhnu.

For 1 must tell you sll the news,

For we have had @ deal 10 do,

Qur squire's. became a show-man too!

Awd horse and foot armive in Socks,

To sex his worship's famous rocks,

Whilst he, with homorvus delight,

Waiks all about and showa the nght,

Points ont the place, where trembling you

Hud like ¢’ have bid the world sdieu;

LLOYD'S POEMS.

Tt bears the =d remembrunce still,

And people calt it Garrici’s Hill.

The goats their usual distance keep

Wha uever have recourse to sheep;

And the whole scene wants nothing 10w,
Except your ferry-boat zud cow.

I had a grest deal more to say,

But [ am sent expre:s away,

To fetch the squire’s three children dywn
To Tissinglon from Derby tawn;

And Allen says be'll mend my royme,
Whene'er I write: a second time.

| ————]

THE

COBBLER OF CRIPPLEGATE'S LETTER

TO BOBERT LLOYD, A, BL

Ukoe'n to verse, and tir'd, Hear'n knows,
Of drudging ou in heavy prose,

Day after dny, year after year,

Which I haeve sent the (Jazetteer ;

Ngw, for the first time, | casay

Ta writa i your own easy way.

Aod now, O Lloyd, [ wish I bad,

To go that road your ambling pad,

While you, with all o poet’s pride,

On the great horse of verse might ride
You leave the road that’s roagh and sopey,
To pace and whixtle with your poney ;

Sad proof to us you're lazy grown,

And fear Lo gall your buckle-bone,

For he who rides a nag so small,

Will soon, we fear, ride nooe at all.

There are, and nocght gives more offence,
Who have some fav'rite excellence,
Which evermore they introduce,

And bring it into constant wse,

Thus Garrick still in ev'ry part

Has pause, and sttitude, and start:
The pause, | will allow, is good,

And so, perhups, the attitude;

The start too’s fine: but if not scares,
The trogedy becomes a farce. -

1 bave too, pardon me, some quarre],
With other branches of your laurel.

1 hate the style, that still defends
Yourseif, or praiges all your friends,

Au if the ciul of wits was met

To bake eulogiums on the set;

Say, must the town for cver hear,

And no reviewer dare to eneer,

Of Thorntoe's humour, Garrick's nature,
And Colman's wit, and Churchill’s sutire?
Churchill, who—et it wot offend,

If 1 mnke free, though he’s your friend,

And mure we cunoot want excuse,

When Churchill’s nam’d, for emart abuse—
Churchiill who ever Joves to yuise

.Ou slander’s daog his mushroom bays:

Tae priest, | frant, has something clever,

A wmething that wili iast for ever:

T.et him, in part, be made your pattern,
VWhose Muse, now qneen, und now a shattern,
Trick'd nut in Roscind ruas the roaxt,

1 Robert Wisdon was en early tramaiator of
the Paalme Wood says, be was n gped latin
and Engliah post of bis tims.  He died 1568,

‘Turns trapes and trollop in the ghoat,
By turns both-tholdes us, and warms,
And, drugk or seber, has ker charma,
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Garrick, to whom with Iath and plaster
You try to raise & fioe pilaster,
Aol boagd oo Lear and Macheth,
Ho mogameat e*en after desth,
Gurrick’s & dealer in grimaoces,
A mberdscher of wry faces,
Liypocrite, ja vl hnig stages,
Wix leghs and crivs for hire and wages;
Asundertakers’ men dmw grief
From onlon in their handkerchicf,
Lie real mourpers cry and sub,
Aod of their pastious make u job.
and Colmen too, that little sioner,
That estay-weaver, drima-spinner,
Too mach the comic sock will use,
For 't the law must find him shoes,
And thoogh be thinks on fame’s wide ocean
He awims, and has a preity motion,,
Inforta bitn, Lloyd, for all his grin
That Harry Fielding bolds his chin.
Now Iigher soar, my Muse, and higher,
To Bonoel Thornton, hight esquire!
The mly man to make us laugh,
Arery Peter Paragraph;
The grand cooducter and ndviser
In Cloonicle, and Adverticer,
Win still deligbts to run his rig
Ou citiren aud periwig!
Hod sense, I Enow, though dash'd with od-
dity, -
I Twrnton i3 no scarce commodity :
Yuek: learning too 1 can desery,
Beneath his peniwig dolb lie,——
—1 bex his pardon, 1 declare,
Hia grizate’s gune for greasy hair,
Which now the wag with ease can kCrew,
With disty ribband iv & queue—
Bai why neglect (his trude foraking
For scribbling, and for merry-making,)
With tge to overshade that brain,
Which might hove shone in Warwick-lane?
Wiy not, with spociacies on noda,
Tactariot lazily repose,
ml. ponpols, dne-e;:llJ phyn;cian.
f 2 sign- exhibition
But hoid, myp;{'tusc! you run a-hesd :
Amd where's the clus that shail unthread
The maze, wherein you are entangled?
While oat of tuse the bells are jangled
Thruagh thyme’s rough road that serve to deck
My jaded Pegasus his neck
Ny Mo with Lioyd alone contends:
Wiy then fall foul upon his ftiends;
Undess to show, like handy-derdy,
Or Churchill's ghost, or Tristram Shandy,
Now heve, now there, with quick progression,
How smartly yon can make digression:
Yoor mpubling spirit now confine,
Aidpeat 1o Lioyd in ev'ry line.
Tell me 1heu, Lloyd, what is't you mean
By cobbling up & magngine?
A pamazine, & wretched ofio
Parkin'd from quarto and from, folio,
Trom pamphlet, newspaper, and book;
Which tost up by a monthly cook,
Borrows Goe shapes, and titles new,
0 icasee and dob ragout, -
Which durces dress, as well a2 you,
Bay, & for you, your wit to coop,
4dnd tomble throngh this narrow hoop?

The body thrives, rud o the mind,
When both are free and oncondn'd;
But haruess’d in like hackney tit,
To run the monthiy stage of wit,

-The racer stumbles in the shadt,

And shows he was not msant for deaft.
Pot-beliied gluttons, slaves of taste,
Who bind it leathern delt their waist,
Who lick their lipa at ham or hauoch,
But hate to ace the strutting paunch,
Full often rue the psin that'e felt

From circumseription of the belt.

Thus women toa we idiets call,

Who lace their shapes too close nnd small.
Tight stayw, they fiod, oft end in humps,
And take, too late, alas! to jumps.

The Chinese ladies eramp their feet,
Which stem, indced, both small and pent,
‘While the dear creatares Jaugh and talk,
And can do ev'ry thing—bat walk ;’
Thus you, ** who trip it aa you go

On the light fantastic toe,”

And in the ring are ever seen,

Oz Rotten-row of Magazine,

Will cramnp your Muse in four-foot verse,
And find at last your ease your curve.
Clio already humbly begs

You'd give her leave to stretch ber legs,
For though sometimes she takes a leap,
Yet quadrepeds can only creep.

While namby-pamby thus you seribble,
Your manly genius x mere fribble,
Pinn'd down, aud sickly, rannot vapoar,
Nar dares to spring, or cut 4 caper. '

Rouse then, for ahame, your ancient spirit!
YWrite o great work! a work of merit!
The conduct of your friend examine,

And give a Prophecy of Famine;

Or like yourself, in days of yore,

Write actors, ax you did before : .
Write what may pow'rful friends create yom,’
And meke your present friends all hate you
Learu not & shuffling, shambling, pace,

But go erect with manly grace;

For Ovid says, and prythee beed it,

O3 bomini sublime dedit.

But if you atll waste al your prime

In spinning Litliputian thyme,

Too leng your genius will bie failow,

And Robert Lloyd be Robert Shallow.

——
ON RHYME.
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A FRUEND.

Brinc paper, Ash, and let mé vend
My hearty service Lo my frfend,

How pure.the paper tooks and white!
What pity tis that folks will write,
Anid on the face of candour scrawl
With desperate ik, and heart of gal]!
Yot thus it often fares with those

 Who, gay and easy in their pross,

Incur tl-nature’s ugly crime,
And ley about *em in their rhyme.

No maa more generous, frank and kinl,
Of mote ingeanoua sacial mind,
Than Churchill, yet thoagh Charchill hear,
1 will pronounce him too seveye,
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Por, wbether scribbled o or not,
He writes no oame without a blot.
Yed Yet me urge one honest plea:
Say, is the Muse in fanit or he?
The man, whose geniua thirsts for praise,
Who boldly plucks, nor wajta the bays;
‘Who drives his rapid car llong,
And fecls the eneryy of soug :
‘Writes, from the :.mpnloe of the Muse, -
‘What scber reason might refuse
My Jord, who lives smd writes at case,
{Sure to be pleas'd, ns mre to plexse)
And draws from silver-stand his pen,
“To scribble sonpets now and then;
Wheo writes not what he truly fecls,
But rather what he slily l'l’.el.'ll,
And patches up, in courtly phrase,
‘The manly sanse of better days;
Whose dainty Muse is only kint;
But as his dainty lordsbip list,
‘Who treats her like » mintress still,
To turn her off, and keep at will;
Kunows not the Iabour, peins, snd sirife
Of him who takes the Muse to wife.
For then the poor good-natur'd man
Muyt bear his burthen as ke can;
Apd if my lady prove » shrew,
‘What would you bave the hasband do?
Say, should be thwart bher inelination
To work his own, and ber vexstion}
Or giving medam all ber rein,
Muke marrizge but & silken chain?
Thur we, who lead poelic lives,
The hen-peck’d culls of vixen wives,
Receive theii orders, and obey,
Like hosbands in the common way:
And when we write with too mnch phlegm,
The favlt is not in us, but
True servants always at command,
We held the pen, they guide the hand,
Why need I urge »o plmn n fact
T you who catch me in the act?
And see me, (ere I've raid my grace,
That is, put sir in proper place,
Or with epistolary
Have prefactd, as 1 scam koow bow,)
You see me, as 1 said before,
Run up and down & page or more,
Without ope word of tribute due
To friendship®s altar, snd to youw
Accept, then, in or out of time,
My hopest thanks, though writ in rhyme.
Aond these once paid, (to obligations
Repeatad thaoks grow siale vexations,
And hurt the libersl donor more
Than all his lovish gifts before,)
1 akip about, as whim prevails,
Like your own frisky goats in Wales,
And follow where the Muse shall lead;,
et hedge and diteh, o'er hill or mead,
Well might the lordly # writer praise
The first inventor of Essays,
‘Where wanton Fancy paily mmbler,
Walks, paces, gallopa, trots, and ambles;
And ull things may be sung or maid,
While drowsy Method's goue to bed,
And blert the poet, or the rhymist,
{Feor murely pone of the soblimest)

} Shafteury.

‘Who preivcing io his easy mode,
Down this cpistolary roed,
First taught the Muse to pixy the fool,
A truant from tbe pedant’s ackool,
And skipping, like a tasteless dunce,
O’er all the nnities at once;
(For so we keep but clink and riryme,
A Bg for action, place, and time.)

But critics, (who still jodge by rofes,
Tranamitied down us guidres to fools,

"And howsoe’er they prate nbout ’am,

Drawa from wise folks who writ withoat ‘em )
Will blame this frolic, wild excarsion,
Which Fancy takes for ber diversion,
Ap incomsistent with the L,
Which keeps the sober Muase io awe,
Who dares not for her life dispense,
With such mechanic chaics for sense.
Yet men are often apt to blame
'I'hooeerrounlhey’dbeprondtnchm.
And if their skill, of pigmy size,
To glorious dnrmg: capnot rise,
From critic apleen and pedant phiegm,
Would make all genius creep with them.
Nay, e'en professors of the art,
To prove their wit betruy their heart,
spesk against themseives, to sl:o-'.
What they woulrl hate the world shond know.
As when the measur*d coupleta curse,
The manscles of Gothic verss,
While the trim bard ip easy straiws,
Talks much of fetters, cloge, and chains;
He only zims that you should think,
Mow charmiogly be makes them clink,
fo have [ seen in agic stride,
The hero of the Mourning Bride,
Sullen and sulky tread the stage,
‘Till, fixt attention to engage,
He flings hin fetter'd nrms about,
That alt may find Alphonso oot
Oft have I hourd it said by those,
‘Who most should blush to be her foes,
That rhyme’s impertinent vexution,
Shackles the brave imagination, ‘
Which longs with eager zaal o try
Her trackless path abore the sky,
But that tha clog upon her feet,
Restrains her flight, and damps her heat.
From Boilean down to bis usnslators,
Drull paraphrasts, and imitators,
All rail st metre at the time
They write und owe their sense to thyme.
Had & 20 maul’d his gentle fos,
But for that lucky word Rizineaat?
Or had his strokes baen half 30 fine
Without that closing name Catin?
Yet, dares he oo this very theme,
Hies own Apolio to blaspheme,
And talk of wars twixt rhyme and sense,
Awd morders which ensu’d from thence,
A3 if they both resolv'd to meet,
Like Theban sons, in mutnal heat,
Forgetful of the ties of brother,
To maim and maassero ench other,
*Tis tros, sometimes to costive braios,
A couaplet costa huedm; pains;
But where the fancy waits the «kil]
Of Bnent easy dress at will,
The thoughts sre oft, like colti which
From fertile mowds, and lom thelr way,’
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Giupt ap snd furten’d inthe pound
Of pessur'd rhyme, and barren sound.
—What xrethese jartiag notes 1 bemy,
Gmticg harsh discord ob my ear!
How shrill, how coarse, LI unsettled tone,
Akercate *twixt & squeak and drone,
Worse tham the scoannel pipe of etraw,
Or musi¢ grinding on u saw!
Wil nooe that borrid fiddle break }
—0 spare it for Giardini’e sake,
'Tis his, and only errs by chance,
May'd by the hund of Ignomace.
From this albasion | infer,
Tus oot the art, but artins err,
And thyme’s & Addle, sweet indeed, -
When toucl'd by those who well can Jemd,
Whose varied notes harmonicus Bow,
in \ooes prolong*d from sweeping bow;
Pet barsh the sounds to ear and mied,
Froea the poor Sidler lame and blind,
Who begs in muzic at your door,
Asd thrums Jack Latin o'er and oer.
Some, Milton-mad, (sn affectation
Glesnd op from cqliege education)
Approve no vere, but that which flows
Iz epithetic memnsur'd prose,
With trim expressions deily drest
Soi'n, mimpply*d, and not confest,
Aed call it writing in the ftyle
Of that great Homer of our isle.
Wiido, what tima, ofisoons and erel,
gpme is oftentimes beverst)
inkled with quaint fntastic pl
Uncoath to ears of modern days,
Mike up the metre, which they cail
Blagk, classic biank, their all in all.
Can ooty blank admit soblime?
G0 rend and measure Dryden's rhyme.
Admire the magic of his song,
Sce bow his numbers roll along,
With ease and strength avd varied paues,
Ner cramp’d by sound, nor metre’s laws,
Is barmony the gift of rhyme?
Resd, if you can, your Milton’s chime;
Where taste, not wantonly severe, -
May find the measure, not the ear.
As rhyme, rich thyme, was Dryden's choice,
And blapk has Milton's nobler voice,
I deem it a9 the subjects lead, -
Timt either meazure will succoed.
That thyme will readily admit
Of fancy, numbers, force and wit}
Bat though each cooplet has ity strength
it palts m works of epic length
For who can bear to read or bear,
Though not offensive to the ear,
The mighty Blackmore gravely sing
Of Arthor Prioce, nod Arthur King,
Hervic poemy-without number,
Limg, lifeless, feadea, lulling lumber;
Net pity such lahorious toil,
And loss of midnight time and oil?
Yet gilly runs each jingling line,
Bumoothey, perhaps, than yours or mine,
But still, (though peace be to the dend)
The duli, dull pocms weigh down lead.
80 bave 1 seen qpon the road,

m of a mountain’s lcad,
whepl’d apd drawn by horees sight,
Pard likn great folks whe. stvet im state;

i,
While the gay stéedd, 20 prood us strong,
Drag the slow tottering weight along,
Each a3 the stoep ascent he climbs,
Moves to his bells, and walks in chimes,

- The Muases dwelt on Ovid’s tongue,
For Ovid never said, bat sung,

And Pope (for Pope affacta the same)

In oumbers lispd, for nnmbers came,
‘Thus, in historic page I've read

Of some queen’s daughter, falry-bred,
Who could pet either coogh or spit,
Without some precions Gow of wit,
While her fair Lips were as a spout,

To tnmble pesris and dinmonds ont

Yet, though dame Natare may bewtow
This kanck of verse, and jingling tow:
{And thonsamds have that inmpuise felt,
With whom the Muses never dwelt)
Though it may save the lab’ring braln
From many a thought-perplexing pain,
And while the thyme presents itself,
Leaves Bysshe untouch'd npon the shelf;
Yet more demands the eritic ean,

‘Than the two catch-words in the rear,
Which stand like watchmen in the close,
To keep the verse from being prose,

Bat when reflection has reffwd

‘This boist’rous bias of the mind,

‘When barmony enriches sense,

And borrows stronger chars feom thence,
When geniua steers by judgment’s laws
When proper cadence, varied] pouse -
Show Nature's strenglh comhin’d with art,
And through the ear passess the heart;
Thén nambers come, and all before

Is bah, dab, scab—mere 5 ore.

Some boast, which none could e'er impart,
A secret principle of art,

Which gives & melody to thyme
Unknown to bards ia ancient time,
And Boileau leaves it ag a rule

To a!l who enter Phiebay’ school,

To make the metre strong end fine,
Poetu, write first your secood line,
*Tis fally all—No poet flows

In tueneful verse, who thinks in prose;
And ul] the mighty secret bers

Lies in the niceness of the ear,

E’en in this measure, when the Muse,
With genuine wase, her way purmes,
Though she affect to bide her skill,

And walls the town in dishabille,

Somethiog pecnline will be seen

OfF nir, or grace, in shape or mieon,

Which will, though carelessly displaydd,

Distinguish madam frum her muid.
Here, by the way of critic sample,

I give the precept and exumple.

Four feet, you know, in ev'ry line

Is Prior’s measure, and is mine;

Yet taste wow'd me'er forgive the crime

To talk of mine with Prlor’s rhyme.

* Yet, take it on & poet’s word,

There are who foolishly have err'd,

And marr*d. their proper reputation,

By sticking closc to imitation,

A double rhyme is often songht

At strange expense of time and thought;

And though sometioves & laeky hit

May give a 3cat 1o Butlers wit;
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Whatever ronkes the measure Linlt

Is besuty seldom, oft a fault,

For when we see Lbe wit aod peins,

The twisting of the stubborn brains,

‘To cramp the sense within the bound

Of some queer double treble sonnd :

Havd ia the Muse’s travail, and tis plain

' *Tis pinion’d sense, and ease in pain;

*Tin like a foot that’s wrapt about

‘With fiannel in the racking gout.

But here, methinks, "tis more than time

T'o wave both simiie and rhywe;

For while, 22 pen and Muzes please,

I talk »o much of case and ease,

Thongh the word's mention'd o'er and o'er,

I scarce bave thought of yours before,
*Tis troe, when writing to ove's frlend,

*Tin & rare science when to ond,

Aa ’tis with wits & common sin

‘To want th’ atlention to begio.

5o, nir, (at lest indeed) adieu,

Believe we, as you'll find me, true;

And if henceforth, at a0y time,

Apolle whispers you in rhympe,

Or Indy Pancy should dispose

Your mind to saily oot in prose,

1 shal] receive, with ballow’d awe,

The Muse’s mail from Flexpey's? drow.

A FAMILIAR EPISTLE.

TO ATRIEND WRO SENT THE AUTHOR A HAMPER
OF WINE.

Decipit Exemplar vitiis imitabile. Hore

Fanp of the loose familiar vein,

‘Which neither tires, nor crackn the brain,
The Mose is rather truant grown

To buckram works of higher tone; -
And though perhaps her pow’rs of rhyme,
Might rise to fancies more mblime,
Prefers this ensy down-hill mad,

To dangercus leaps at five-barr'd ode,

Or sterting in the clamsjc race
Jack-booted for o epic chace,

That bard, as other bards, divine,

‘Who was a axris to the Niee,

Dan Prior | mean, with natural sase,

{ For what's not nature cannot pledse)
Wonld sometimes make bis rthyming bow,
And greet his friend us 1 do now;

And, howsoe'er the critic traia

May bold my judgment rather vain,
Allow me ong resemblance troe,

1 bave my friend, & Shepherd? too,

You know, dear sir, the Muses nine,
Though sober maids are woo'd in wine,
And therefore, ns beyoud a doubt,
You’ve found my dangling foible ous,
Send me nectareous inspiration,

Though others read iotoxication.
For there are those who vainly use
This grund elizir of the Mum,

% The bookselter who published meat of Chureh-
{i*s and Lioyd's C.

¢ Dr, Richard Shepherd author of a didactic
poem called The Nuptials.

And fancy in their upish fit,

Ap idle trick of maodlin wit,

Their genius takes & daring flight,

’Bove Piodos, or Plinlimmon's height,
Whilet more of madman than of poet, .
They're drunk indeed, and do pot know it

The bard, whose chanting measure flows
With all tbe native ense of prose, -
Who, withoot flashy vain pretence,

Has best adorn’d eternal sense,

Aud, in his cheerful mornl page,
Spesks to mankind in every age;
Tells us, from folks whose situxtion
Makes them the mark of ohservation,
Example oft gives folly rise,

Apd imitation elings to vice.

Ennins conld never write, s smid,
Without a bottle in his head ;

And your own Horace quafi®d bis wine
In plentecus dreughts at Bacchus’ shrine 3
Nay, Addison would oft anbend,

T mdulge his genios with a friend ;
{For Pancy, which iy often dry,

Must wet her wings, or cannot Ay}
What precedents for fools to follow
Are Ben, the Devil, and ApoHo!
While the great gawky Admiration,
Parent of stupid Imitation,

Intrinsic proper worth neglects,

Apd copies ermours defects,

The man, secure in strength of parts,

Han no reconrse to shofling arts,

Seeke pot his nature to disgoise,

Nor heeds the people's tongues, or eyes,
His wit, hin faults at once displays,
Careless of envy, or of praise;

And fuibles, which we often find

Just oo the surface of the mind,

Strike commnn eyes, which can't discern
What to avoul, and what to learn.

Errours in wit ennspicuous grow,

To uss Gay's words, like specks in spow;
Yet it were kind, at least, to make
Allowance for the merit's sake;

And when such beauties flil the eye,

To et the blenvsbes go by.

Plagme on your phitosophic sotal

I'} view the Swn without it spota.

Wits are peculiar in their mode
They cannot bear the hackney ruad
And will contract habitaal ways,

Which sober people cannot praise,
And foola admive: msuch fonls 1 hate;
— Begone, ye slaves, who imitate.

Poor Spurius’ eager to destroy
And murder honra he can’t enjoy,

The lnst of witlings, next to dunce,
Would fain turn genius all ut cace,
But that the wretch mistakes his mim,
And thinks & libertine the same,
Connected as tha hand and glore,

Is madam Poetry and Love;

Shall not he then possess his Muse,
And fetch Corinna from the stews,
The burthen of hiz smorons verse,
And charmiog melter of bis purse,
While happy Rebus Lella the name
Of his and Drury's commen Sane?
How will the wretch at Bacchus’ shripe,
Detray the canse of wit and wine, .
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ind waste in bawdy, port, end pun,
Tu {aste & very Ooth or Hum,
Those little hoars of value more
Then all the round of time before:
Woen faaey brightens with the flagk,
And the heatt speaks without = mask?
Nust thon, whose genius, dull and cool,
1o owddy 93 the stagnant pool ; .
Wiose torpiq soul and aluggish brains,
Dolines pervades, and wine disdains ;
Mt thou to rightly tavems rap,
Apullo's guest, and Johnson's son ?
Aed in thy fully’s beastiy At,
Attempt the sallien of 2 wit?
Art thess thee child of Phosbus' choir)
Thizk of the adage—ass and lyred.
If thon wounldst really succeed,
And be v mimic wit indeed, - )
Lt Dryden {end thee Sheffteld's blows,
Ox like Will. Daveoant Jose yonr nose,
0 Lurian, sire of ancient wit,
Who wadding humour, didst beget
Tiose doctors in the Jsughing school,
Thoe gumt sons of ridicule, .
Switt, Rab’lais, and that favouorite child?,
Wio, fer eccentrically wild,
Isrerts the misanthropic plan,
ind kating ¥ices, baten not man:
How do tlove thy gibing veiu !
Wiick glances at the mimic teain |
O sot, who proud e modern beaux
Ofbirth-day mits, and tinsel clothes,
Afecting cynrcnl grinmace
With philewsphic stopid face,
In ity hoe, with naked feet,
g avd tetters, stroll the street;
Osteomitely exceeding wise; )
ol kmaves, and foolt, and welking lies,
Enernal mimiery theiz plan,
T mookey’s copy mfter man.
Wits ton possess this affectation,
Aad lise » life of imitation,
Are dosens, revellers and brutes,
Laerions, sboent, prattlers, morey,
From soroe exumple hanged down
0f mene great geniny of repown.
If Addisom, from habit’s brick,
Card bite bis fingers to the quick,
Sl bot | nibble from design,
4ol be an Addison ro mine? |
If Pope moat. feelingly complains
Of wching bexd; and throbbing paiuns,
My besd wnd ann his posture hit,
And [ already acha for wit,
¥ Chorchill, llowing Nature’s rall,
Has bead that never aches at all,
With burning brow, and heavy eve,
I ive myy looks and pein the lie.
H buge Latl words of terminatjon,
Whith ek a eritic’s expisnation,
{ome rolling oot along with thought,
4od mem to stand jost where they ought;
lf‘_'- Fuage more in g drest,
* With grester emphakis exprest,
Umtndied, apaffected fiows,
luwee great withs conversing prove; .
I from the tomgue the period round
Fall ints iyle, and swel) to sound, -
Y Ay ud Lyram. .
i T: lstz infmilable Henry Pielding, esq,
LKV,

LS

*Tis Nature which herscH displays,

And Jobnson speaks a Johason’s phrase.
But can you hear, without u amle,

The formal coxcomb spe hix style,

Who, most dogmaticaily wise,

Attempds to ceushre, and despise,

Affecting what be cannot reach,

A trim propriety of speech?

What though his pompous language weas

The grand decisive solemn air, ;

Where quaint antithesis prevails,

And sentences are weighed in scules,

Crn you bow down with reverend awp

Before this puppet king of straw?

Or hush'd in mute attention sit,

To hear this eritjc, poet, wit,

Philosopher, all, all ut onee, o

And to complete them all, this—dunce}

~=All this you'll say is mighty fine,

But what haa this to do with wine?
Have patience and the Muse shall tell
“‘What you, my friend, know full us well,
Vices in pocts, wils and kings,
Are catching, imitable thingsg
And fruilties standing out to view,
Bi-come the ohiects fools purgue.
Thus have I pictures often seen,
Where fentures neither speak nor mean,
Yet spite of all, the face will strike,
Antl meds us that it should be like,
Wheo all the near resemblance grows,
From scratch or pimple cn the aose.
To poets then (I mean not herk
The scribbling drudge, or scribbling peer.
Nor those who have the monthly fit,
The lunatics 6f medern wit)
To poeta wine is inspiration,
Blockheads get druok in imitetion,
As different liguors, differcot ways
Affeet the body, sometimes raise
The fancy to an eagle's fight,

And make the heart ful mugdrons light; .

At oiher times the circling mug,

Like Letbe’s draught, or opiate drug,

Will strike the senses on » Geap, .

When folks talk wise, who talk aslesp; )

A whimsical imagination,

Might form & whimsicel relation,

How ercry author writes and thinks

Analogoua to what he drinks, ]

While quaint conjecturc’s lueky hit,

Finds ont his bev'rage jo his wit.
Ye goodly dray-nymph Muses, hail !

Murn, Porter, Stinzo, mild and slale,

And chicly thou of boasted fame,

Of Roman and Imperia! name;

0O Purl! all hail! thy vot'ry steals,

Hiz stockinTs dangling at his beéls,

To where some pendemt heed invites

The bard to st his own tn rights,

Who secks thy influence divine,

And pours libations on thy shrine,

In wormwood draughts of inspiration,

To whet his soal for defanation.

Hail toa, your domes! whoee master's akiil

Takes up illustrious folks at will,

And carclea gr of place or ueme,

Beherds and hangs to public fame

Fine garterd knighty, Dlue, red, or green,.

Lords, earls nod dakes, nay king, or quost,
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Aund sometimes paits them both together,
To dangle to thet wind and weather;
Or claps some mighty genernl there,
Who hos not any hemd to spare,
Or if it more his fancy suit,
Pourtrays or fish, or bird, or brute,
And hores the gaping, thirsty guest,
To Scott's entire, or Trueman's best.
Ye chaguer’d dotes thrice heil ¢ for hence
The fire of wit, the froth of sense,
Here gentle puns, ambiguous joke,
. Bumt forth oracular in smoke,
And inspirstion pottle deep
Forgets ber sons, and fa)ls asleep.
Hence issue treatises and rhymes,
The wit and wonder of the times,
Hepce scandal, piracies and lies,
Defensive pamphleta on excise,
The murd'rous articles of newy,
And pert theatrical reviews,
Hither, s to their urns, repair,
Band, publister, and minor play'r,
And o’er the portér’s foaming bead
Their venom'd malice nightly shed,
And aim their batterles of dirt
At genius, which they cannot hurt.
Smack not their works, if verse or prose
Offend your eye, or eor, or node,
8o frothy, vapid, stale, hum-drum,
Of stingo, porter, purl and mum ?
And when the Muse politely jokes,
Cannot you find the lady xmokest?
And spite of all her inspiration,
Petmyn har alehouse adueation !
Alna! how very few are found,
Whose style tastes neat and fult and sound |
In Wilmot’s Joose ungovern'd vein
There is, I grant, much bnrnt Champaign,
And Dorset’s lines ail palates hit,
The very Borgundy of wit. -
But when, obedient to the mode
Of panegyric, courtly ode,
The bard bestrides hin annual hack, *
In vain | taste, and sip and smack,
1 fiod no Aavour of the sack
But while ] ramble and reflne
On flavour, style, and wit and wine,
Your claret, which § would not wastd,
Reralls me to my proper taste;
B0 ending, 2 ‘tis more than timey
At once my letter, glass and rhyme,
1 take this bomper off to you,

#Tis Shepherd's healthamdeas friend, adiea

IIE CANDLR AND SNUFFERS
A FARLE

' No authot ever spar'd a brother:
Wita are game cucks tu one another.”
But no anlipathy m strung,

Which scls #0 Bercely, lasts so iong
Ag thet which rages in the breast

Of crtic, and of wit profest:

When, eager for some bold emprise,
Wit, Titan-like, nffects the akies,
When, full of anergy divine,

The mighty dupa of all Wbe Nine,

" LLOYD’S POEMS.

Bids his kite soar an paper wig,

The critic comes, and cuts the sring;
Hence dire contention often grows
"Twixt man of verse, and mon of prose;
1Vhile prose-man doems the yerwe-man fool,
And measurcs wit by line and rule,
And, as be lops off fancy's limb,

Turns executioner of whim;

While genius, which too oft disdsins

To bear e'en bonourable chains;

{Such ax a sherifi’s self might wear

Or grace the wisdom of a way™r)

Tums rebel to dame Reason's throme
And holds no judgment like his owp,

Yet while they spatter mutoal dirt,
o idle threats that caymot hurt,
Methinks they wasle a deal of time,
Bota Fool in prose, and fool in rhyme;
And when the angry bard exclaims,

And calls a thoumand paltry names,
He doth his critic mighty wrong,
And horts the dignity of song.

The prefatory matter past
The tale, or story, comes at last,

A Candle stuck in Haring state
Within the nozzle of French plate,
Tow'ring aloft with smoky tight,

Thke snuff and flame of wondrous herght,

{For, virgin yet of amputation,

No foree had check’d its inclmation)

Sulten address’d with ious pride,

The dormant Snuffers sk his side.

¢ Mean vulgay tools, whose envious aim

Strikea at the vitals of my flame,

Your rude assaults ahal) hort ao more,

Ser how my beams triumphant soar !

See bow [ gaily blaze atope

Wilth streogth, with lastre all my own,”
¢ Lustre, good air!? the Snuffers cried,

‘ Alas! how ignorant is pride!

Thy light which wavers round the room,

Shows as the counterfeit of gloom,

Thy snuff which idly tow'rs so high

Will waste 1hy essence by amd by,

Which, s I prize thy lustre dear

I fain would lop to make thee clear.

Boast not, old friend, thy random rays,

Thy wasting strength, and quiv’ring blase,

You shine but as a beggay's link,

To bum away, and die in stink,

No merit waits imstesdy light,

You must burn nie as well a2 bright”

Poeta like candles ali ure puffers,

And critics are the candle snuffers.

THE TEMPLE OF FAPOUR.
TO WILLIAN KENEICK.

Twougr pilst in thy ehip no more,
To bring the cargo safe to shore?;
Permit, as time and place afford,
A passenyger to come aboard,

The shepherd who surveyd the deep,
When lf ils tempests were asleep,

! When thiz was published in the Saint J
Magazine Mr, Lloyd bad relinguished the
iluet of that work to Mr. Keorick,
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Dreamt not of denger; glad was be
To setl bis Bock, and pat to sea
The consequence has Hsop toid,
Helost bis venture, sheep and gold.
8o fares it with us sons of rhyme,
From doggrel wit, to wit sublime;
Ou ink’s ca'm ocean a1l seems ciear,
Ko mands affright, no rocks appear;
Nolightnings blast, no thunders roar}
X0 sarges lash the peaceful shore;
Till, ol toor vent’rous from the land,
The tenpests dash us oo the strapd:
Then the low pirate boards the deck,
And wus of theft enjoy the wreck,
Tie haziot Muse 30 passing gay,
Bewitches only to betray;
Thoogh for & while, with easy air,
e muouths the rugged brow of care,
And laps the mind in fow'ry dreams,
With fancy's transitory glenma,
Foud of the nothings she bestows,
We wake of last to real woes.
Throngh ety age, in ev'ry place,
Congader well the poet's case;
By tarms protected and carcss’d,
Defun'd, dependent, and distress'd;
The joke of wits, Lhe bane of slaves,
The curee of fools, the butt of knaves;
Too provd 1o stoop for servile ends,
Tolacquey rogues, or flatter friends;
With prodigality to give,
Too carelext of the yneans to Live:
The habble fame intent to gain,
Avd yet too lazy to maintaing
He quits the world he never priz'd,
Fitied by few, by more despisd;
Awd Jot ta friends, oppress'd by foes,
Siekz to the nothing whence he roses
0 glotions trade, for wit's a trade,
Where men ate ruin’d more than made.
Let emzy Lee, neglectsd Gay,
The shabby Otway, Dryden grey,
Those tunefal servunts of the Nine,
(N0t that I blend their name with mine)
Repext their Lives, their works, their fame,
And teach the worll some useful shame.
Atfirst the poet idly steays
Ahong the greensward path of praise,
Till oa hls journeys up and dowa,
Tame, and to be seen, in town,
What with illoatured flings and rubd
Prom fippant bucks, and hackney scrubs,
Histoilsthrougbdugt, through dirt, through grarel,
Take off his appetite for travch
Trzusient is Fame's immediate breafb,
Though it blows stronger after dedth;
Own then, with Martial, after fate
¥ Glory comes, she comes too Jate.
For whod bis time and laboar give .
For peaise, by which be cannot live !
Bot in Apollo's court of Fame
{To thiz a2} courts are much the same}
By Favoor folke must make their way,
Favour, which lasts, perhaps, a duy,
wheu youre twirl’d yourself about
To wriggie in, yourre wriggted out.
T from the gunshine of ber eycs
Each egurtly ingect lives of dies;
Tia sbe dispenses all the graces
Of profits, peasions, honouss, places;

And in her light capricions fity
Makea wits of fools, and fools of wits,
Qiven vices, folly, dullness birth,
Nay stamps the currency un worth;
'Tis she that lends the Muse a spur,
And even kissing goes by her.

Par in the sea a temple stands
Huilt by dame Errour's hasty hands,
Where in her dome of lucid shells
The visionary goddess dwells,

Here o'er ber subject sons of Farth

Regardless or of piace, or worth,

She rules triumphant; and supplies

The gaping world with bopes and lies:

Her throne, which wesk and tot'ring seems)

I built opon the wings of dreams ;

The fickle winds her altars bear

Which quiver to the shifting air; -

Hither bath Reagon seldem Lronght

The chiid of Virtue or of Thought,

And Justice with her equal face,

Finde this, alus! no throze of O mce,
Caprice, Opinion, Fashion wait,

The porters at Lhe temple’s gute,

And as the fond adorers press

Pronounce lantastic happiness;

Wkile Pavour with o Syren’s smile,

Which might Ulysses? self beguile,

Presents the sparkling bright libation,

‘The nectar of {ntoxication;

And summeoning her ev’ty grace

Of winniog ¢barms, and cheerful face,

Seiles axay Reason from his throne,

And makes his votafiea her own:

Instant resounds the voice of Fame;

Canght with the whistlings of their name,

The fools grow frantic, in their pride

Contemning all the world beside :

Plear’d with the gewgaw toys of pow'r,

The noisy pageaat of an hour,

8trats forth the statesman, haughty, vain,

Amidet a supple servile tmin,

With shrug, grimece, nod, wink, and stafe;

So proud, he alimost treads in air;

While levee-fools, whe rue for place,

Crouch for employment from his grace,

And e’en good bishops, taught Lo trim,

Forsake their God to bow to hii

The poet ia that happy hour,
imaginstion in his pow'r,

Walks all abroad, and unconfiu’d,
Enjoys the liberty of wmind:

Dupe to the smoke of flimsy praise,
He vomitz forth sonorous lays;
And, in bis Ane poetic mye,

Planning, poor soul, a deathlass page;
Endulges pride's fantastic whint,

And all the world mas: wake to him.

A white from fenr, from envy free,
He sleeps ou & pacific sca;

Lethargic Errvar for 4 while

Deceives him with ber specioas nile,
And Batting dreams delusive shed |
Gay gilded visions rvund his head.

‘When, awift as thought, the goddess lewd
Shifts Lhe lght gale; and tempests e,
Such g3 the northern skies deform,

When fell Destruction guides the storm,
Transport him to some dreary isle
Where Faiour never deigo'd to snile.

13}
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Where waking, helpless, all alone,
' Midst craggy steepes and rocks unknown;
Sad scenes of woe his pride coufound,
And Desolativn stalks aroand.
Where the dull mooths uo piénsures bring,
And years roll round without a spring;
Whure he all bopeless, lost, undune,
Sees chrerless dayy that Know no sun;
Where Jibing Scorn her thrune maintaing,
Midst mildews, biights, and basts, and rains.
Let uthers, with submissive knee,
Capricivus guddess! Low to thee;
et thon with fixt incessant aim
Court fickle Favour, faithleas Pame ;
Let Vanity's fastidiows sinve
Losc the kind mownents Nature gave,
* In invocntivng o the shrine
Of Phebus and the fabled Nine,
Ag anthor, to his latcst days,
From hunger, or from thirt of praise,
Let him through every suhject roam
Tu bring the useful morsel home ;
Write upon Liberty opprest,
On happiness, when most distrest,
Turn bookseiler's obsequivas toul,
A monkey's cat, & mere fools fool ;
Let him, uwnhatlow’d wreteh! profane
The Muse's dignity for gain,
"Yield to the dunce his sense contemus,
Cringe to the knave his heart condemus,
A, at a blockhead’s bidding, fopee -
Reluctant genive from his course;
Write uvde, epistle, essay, Jibel,
Make notes, or steal them, for the Bible;
Or let him, more judicial, sit
The dult Lord Chief, on culprit Wit,
With rancour read, with passion bjame,
Tatk high, yet fear w0 put bis name,
And from the dark, but wseful shade,
- (Fit piace fur murd’rour ambuscade,)
‘Wenk monthly shafus at wevit harl,
The giiden of some modern corl.
. For me, by adverse fortune pinc'd
Far from the collegrs of taste,
1 jostle no poetic name;
1 envy none their proper fame;
Avd if sometimes an eany vein,
With no desigu, and Jittle pain,
Form'd into verse, hath pleas'd a while,
And canght the reader's transient smile,
My Muse hath answerd all her ends,
Pienasing herself, while pleas’d her friends;
But, fond of liberty, disdains
To bear restraint, or ¢link her chains;
Nor would, to gin a monarch’s favour,
Let Dulness, or her vons, enslave her®

THE SPIRIT OF CONTRADICTION.
A TALE.
THz very silliest things in lifs
Creale Lthe moat maleria! strife.

What searce will suffer a debate,
Will oft produce the bilteresi hate,

* Thess two lasi lines were added by Mr.
Kenrick; to whom the piece was originaliy ad-
dressed, :

LLOYD'S POESS.

1t ia, you say; I say 'tis not—

Why you grow warm—and you are hob
Thus each alike with passivn glows,

Apd words come first, and, aler, hlows,

Fricnd terkin had an income clear,
Some fiftren pounds, or wore, a year,
Aud rented, oo the farming plan,
Grounds at much greater sume per ann.
A man of consequence, no doubt,
"Mougst all his neighbours round about;
He waa of frunk and open mind,
Tro honest to be much refin'd, !
Would smoke his pipe, and tell his tale,
Siug a good song, and drink his ale,

His wife waw of aoother mould ;
Her age was neither young nor old;
Her features strong, bot somewhat plain;
Her air not bad, but rather vain;
Her temper neither new nor strange,
A woman's, very apt to change;
What she most hated was conviciion,
What she most lov'd, Hat contrediction

A charming housewife n-'¢rtheless;
—Tell me 8 thing she could not dress,
Soups, hashes, pickles, puddings, pies,
Nought came amissw—she was 50 wise,

For she, bred twenty miles from town,
Had brought a world of breeding duwn,
And Cumberland had seldvrn seen

A farmer's wife with such a mien;

She could not bear the sound of Dame;
—No—Mistress Jerkin was her name,

She could harangue with wond’rous gram
On gowne and mubs, and caps and lace;
But though sbe ne'er adornd his brows,
She had & vast contempt for spouse,

As being one who took no pride,

And was a deal too countrified.

Such were our couple, man and wife;
Such were thiir means and ways of life.

Onee on & time, the a-aaon fair
For exercise and cheerful air,
it happen'd in his morning’s roam,

He kill'd his birds, and brought them home,
-t Here, Cicely, take away my guo—

How shall we have these starlings dove "

« Dooe! what, my love? Your wits are wild;
Sturlings, my dear; they're thrushes, child,"

* Nay now but look, consider, wife,

They*re starlingy™w="¢ No-—upun my life:_
Sure 1 can judge as welfl as you,

[ know a thrush and slerling too.”

“ Whao was it shot them, you or I?

They're starlings"—"¢ thrushes"—" zounds you
* Pray, sir, take back your dirty word, [lie?
1 scorn your language &s your bind;

1t ought td make a husband blush,

To treat a wife so 'bout a thrush.”

“Thrugh, Cicoly !"e=t Yes"~ ' Stading’—"'Fo,"
The lie again, and then a blow,

Blowe enrry strong and guick coaviction,

Ard marthe pow’rs of contradiction.

Peace mooit ensued, aud a1l was wellc
It were impradence to rebet,

Or keep the ball up of debate
Agninst these arguments of weight,

A year roll'd on in perfect ease,

*Twas as you like, and what you please,
*Till in its course and order due,
Came March the fwenticth, fifty-twe

v



A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO s*s1e,

Pacth Cicely, * This is charming tife,

No tumalts now, no blows, no strife.

Wint fools we were this day lest year!

Lord, how you best me then, my dear!”

% _Sare it wad idle and abwsurd

To wrsngle so mbout & bird;

A bird pet worth s single rugh—

1 garting®—"* wn, my love, a thrush,

Thi Pl maintain"e=' that 1) deny.” [lie.”

= You're wrong, good husband”—* wile, you
Again the seif-iame wrangle rose,

Apin the Jie, axpin the blows,

Thas every year (tree man and wife)

Earues the wame domestic atrife.

Thea every yesr their quarrel cnds,

They umoe, fight, and buss, and friends;

Tia sarding, thrush, and thrush and starling;
You dog, y0a bee; my dear, my darling.

e —
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO ssstas

Weir, three monthe gone, and never send
A vnpe bettes 10 & friend ?

ikt time, suce, we might have known
Whether you fat or lean wag grown;
Whetber your host was short or tall,

Hd marrmers good, or none at all;

Wheiber the neighb’ring squire yow found
1 weve o brute ws fox or hoond;

Or if the parson of the place

(Wikh ail Jue rev’rence to his grace)

Tock much more pains himself to keep,
Thaa to imstract and feed his geep; -
At what hour of the day you dine;

Whether you drink beer, punch, or wine;
Wiether you hunt, or shoot, or ride ;

O, by some ml*!_v ditch’s side,

_ Which von, in visionary dream,

Call bubbling rill, or puriing stream,

Sich for some awkward country lass,]

Who must of consequence surpass

AN that is beautifo! and bright,

A murh as day sarpasses night;

Whether the people eat and drink,

(7 ever talk, or ever think;

I, ta the honour of their parts,

The men have heads, the women hearts;

If e Moon riscs and goes down,

And changes ms she does in town;

If you're returns of nirht and day,

And wasons sarving roll away;

Whether your miod exalted wooes

TY embraces of a revious muse;

Or H you write, as 1 do now,

The L—d knows what, the § —d1 knows how.—

Thesr, and & thousand things Jike these,

The fricodly henrt are surc o please.
Kow will my friend turn up his eyes,

And look muperlatively wise;

Wonder what all this stufi®s about,

And bow the plogne I found kim out!

When he had takem so much paios,

Ix oeder to yegale his braing

With privacy aod conntry air,

To pm, no sonl alive know where !

Besides, 't is folly to suppose

That wpy persou breathing goes

On ruch & scheme, with & design .

To writa or read such stufl as mine,

And idly waste his procions time
In all tI* impertinence of rhyme.

My good, wise, vanerable sir!
Why about nonsense oll thia stir!
Ta it, that you would Mand alone, :
And read no ponsense but yonr owny ¢
Though you're (to tell yon, by the by)
Not half 50 great a fool a3 1;
Or in it that yon make pretence,’
Being & fool, to bave: nome scnse !

And would you reatlly have my Musa
Employ herself in writing news,
And mést unconscionably tease her
With rhyming to Warsaw and Weser ;
Or toas up a poetic olio,
Merely to bring in marshal Broglio?
Should T recite what now is doing,
Or what for future times in brewing,
Or trinmph that the r French see all
Their hopes defeated at Montreal, -

| Or should [ your attention carry

To Fred'ric, Perdinand or Harry,

Of flying Russian, dastard Swede,

And bafled Austria let yon read;

Or gravely tel! with what desigy

The youthfu! Henry pass’d the Rhine?
Or should 1 shake my empty head,

And tell you that the king ia dead,
Ohserve what changes will enme,

What will be what, and whao'll b who,
Or Jeaving these things to my betters,
Before you set the miate of letlers?

Or should I tell domestic jars,

How authar against anthor wars,

How both with muteal envy rankliog,
Frerk=—n damns M—rp—y, M—tp——y Fr—k—n?
Or will it more your mind engage

To talk of actors and the stage,

To tell, if any words could tell, .
What Garrick scts still, and how well,
That Sheridan with all his care

Will always be a labour'd play'r,

And that his acting at the best

12 all but art, and nrt confest;

That Bridet, if reason may premnne

To judge by things past, things to come,
I future times will tread the stage,
Equally form'd for love and rage,
Whilst Pope for comiv humour fam'd,
Shalt live when Clive no more is nam'd,

Your wistdom I supposr can’t bear

About dull pantomime to hear;

Nor woald you have a single word

Of Harleguin, and wooden sword,

Of dumb show, fooln tricks, and wry faces,
And wit, which Yicg all in grimaces,

Nor shonld L any thing advance

Of new invented romic dance.

Callous, perhaps, to things like these,
Would it your worship better please,
That 1, more loaden than the camels,
Should erawl jo philosophic trnmimels?
Should I sttack the stars, sl siray .

In triumph p'er the wilky way,
And like the Titans try to move
From seat of empire rayal Jove,

! Miss Bride an Actrers then nf Drury-Lane
theatre, who soon after quitted the slage. Bee her
charqcter in the Rosciad,
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‘Then spread my terrours atl around,

And bis satellites confound,

Teach the war fur and wide to rage,

And ed'ry Etar by tarn engage }

The danger we shouid share between us,

You fight with Maes and 1 with Venus.
Or should I mther, if [ cou’d,

Talk of words little nuderstood,

_ Centric, eccentric, epicycle,

¥ine words the vulgar ears to tickhle!

A vacuum, plenum, gravitation,

And other words of like re¢lation,

Which may agree with studious naen,

But hart my teeth, and gag my pen;

Things of such grave and serious kind

Puzzle my bead and plague my wind;

Besides in writing to a friend

A manp may any nonsense wend,

Ard the chief merit's to impart,

The bovest feelings of his heart.

p—————
CHARITY. A FRAGMENT.

INSCRIPED TO THE REY. MR. HANBUAT.

WortH is excisrd, and Virtue pays
A beavy tax for barren praise,

A friend to universal man,
s universal good your plan?
God may perhaps your project blesk,
But mar shall strive to thwart suecess,
Though the grend scheme thy thoughus pursue,
Bespeak a noble generous view,
‘Where Charity o'er all presides,
And Sense approves what Virtue goides,
Yet wars and tumults will commence,
Fur rogues hate virtue, blockheads sense,

Believe me, opposition grows
Not always from our real foes,
But (where it seldom ever ends)
From cur more dangerous seeming friends.
I hate oot foes, for they declare, -
*Tig wer for war, and dare who dare;
But your sly, snesking, worming souls
‘Whom Fricudship scorns aud Fear controuls,
Whe preise, support, and help by halves,
Like heifers, neither bulls, nor colves;
Who, In Hypocrisy's disguise,
Are truly as the scrpent wise,
But cannot &li the procept love,
And be as harmlcss as the dove.
Who hold each charizable mecting,
Tu mean n¢ more than gooed sound eating,
While each becomes a hearty fellow
Acconling os he waxes mellow,
And kiudly helps the main design,

¥ drinking its success in wine;
And when bis feet and senses reel,
Totters with corvespondent zeal;
Xay, would appenr a patron wise,
T'ut that his wisdom®s in disguise,
And would haranguc, but that his mouth,
Which ever hates the sin of drowth,

atching the full perpetual glags,
Cannot afford a word to pass,

Such, whe liketrue churchwardens eat,
Feeanse the parish pavs the treat,
And uof Lheir bellyful secure,
O erser, O grer-jook the poor;

LLOYDYS POEMS,

Who would po doubt be wond*rous just,

And faithful guardiana of their trust,

But think the deed might run mare clever

To them and to their heirs for ever,

That Charity, too apt to roam,

Might end, where she begins, st home;

Who make all public good a trade,
Benevolence n mere parade,

And Charity a ¢loak for #in,

To keep it snug and warm withio;

Who datter, only to betray, '

Who promise much and never pay,

Who wind themwelves about your heart

With hypocritic, knavish art,

Tell you what wond'rousd things they'ee doing,
And andermine you to your vuin;

Such, or of low or high estate,

To spenk the honest truth, I hate:

1 view their uicks with indignation,

And loath each fulsome protestation,

An 1 wonld Joath s whore's embrace,

Who smiles, and smirks, and strokes my face,
And ail so temder, fond, mod kind, )
As free of body, as of miod,

Affects the softness of a dove,

And p=zes me to show ber love,

The maiden wither’d, wrinkled, pals,
Whose charms, the' strong, are raLher stale,
Will une that weapon cull’d w tongne,

Tao wound the beauteons and the young.
-~ What, Delia handsome |—well '—1 awn
P’m either blind or stupid grown,

—The girl is well enough to pess,

A rosy, simple, rustic lass,

«~—But there's no meening in ber face,

And then her air, 50 void of grace !

And ali the world, with ha!f an eye,

Muxy see her shape grows quite awWry.

I speak nat from an ill design,

For she’s u favourite of mine,

—Though i could wish that she woold wear
A more reserv’d becoming air;

Not that [ hear of indiscretions,

Such folka, you know, make no confersions,
Though the world says, that parson there,
That smock-fac’d man with darkish hair,
He who wrote verses on her hird,

The simplest thinga [ ever hemid,

Mekes frequent visits there of late,

And is become execeding great;

This 1 myself aver ia true,

1 saw him lead ber to his pew.?

Thus Scandal, like a false quotation,

Misrepresents in defamation;

And where she haply cannot spy

A loop whereon to hang a lie,
Tures every action wrong side out
To bring her paltry tale about.

Thus excellence of every kind,

Whether of body or of mind,

Iy but a mark set up on high,

For knaves to guide their aiTows by,

A mere Scotch post for public itch,
‘Where hog, or man, they scrub kis breech:

But thanks to Nature, which ordains
A just reward for all our paios,

And makes us item, with secret pride,
Hourse Disappointment’s rugged tide,
And like a lordly ship, which hraves

The roar of winds, wnd rush of waves,
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Weatber all sorms, which jealoos Hats
Or frantic Malice may create.

Tis Conscience, a reward slone,
Comscienrce, who plac'd on Virtae’s thrope,
E’ungingm,m_'ngingnu,

From her dark cave, though Envy rise
With hollow cheels, and jaundic’d eyes,
Though Hatred leagwe with Polly vain,
dod Spieen sod Raocout join the tram;
Rall Virtoe shrink, shayh’d, afraid,

And iremble st axn dle shade?

Foar works upon the fool, or knave,
Ap hopest aan is always brave,
Wiile Opposition’s fruitless aim
I as the bellows to the Aume,

And, like 8 pagnn persecution,
Eglocces faith and resolution.

Though Prejudice ip narrow minds,
The meutal eye of reagon blinds;

Though Wit, which not e’en friends will spare,
Affect the soeering, langhing air,
Thoegh Dolloegs, in her monkish gown,
Diusplay the wisdom of & frown,
Yet Trath, will force herself in spits
Of all their efforts, ioto light.
See bigot mouks in Spain prevuil,
See Galilmo dragy'd to jail :
Hear the grave doctors of the school,
The Golgotha of learned fools,
Ardamoable and imnpious brend
That art they cannot noderstand,
Aod out of zeal pervert the Bible,
Arif it wore a standing libel,
On tvery good and neeful plan
Thal rises in the byain of man,

0 Bigotry ! whose frantic rage
Bas blotted balf the classic page,
And in Religion’s drunken fik,
Murder'd the Greek and Roman wit;
Who zealons for that Faith’s incrense,
Whose ways are rightacusness and peace,
With rods aad whips, and yword and axe,
With prisoas, tortuves, flames and racks,
Wilh Persecution’s fiery goad,
Enforcing some new-fungl’d mode,
Wouldst plack down Reason from her throne
To rise some phantom of thy own;
Alax! the fary undisceming,
Which binsts, and stunts, and hews up learning,
Like un ill-judging zealous friend,
Blampheimes that wisdom you defend,

Go, kick the prostituted whores,
The nine stale virgins out of doors ;
For et Lhe sbbewa bent ber drum,
Beven thonsand troope shadl comes
AD female forms, and virgioe true,
As ever muint or poet knew,
And piorions be the honour’d nume
Of Winifrede, of sainted fame,
Whe to the ebarek like light'ning sped,
Ard ran thres miles without her head ;
(Well might the modest Iady run,
Sace 'twas to keep her maiden one)
And when beforn the congregaiion
The prince fell dend for reparation,
Secure of life as well a» hononr,
Ran back with both ber heads upox ber.

No matter of what shape or size,

il down the legendary lies,

Believe, what neither God oniwins,
Nor Christ allows, nor sense maintains;
Make saint of pope, or saint of thief,
Believe almost in unbelief;

Yot with thy solemn priestly air,

By book and bell, and candle swear,
That God hes made his own elect

But from your stem and favourite sect;
That he who made the world, has blest
One part alone, to damn the rest,

As-if th* Alhmerciful snd Just,

Who form'd us of ove common dost,
Had render'd up his own decree,

Aud lent hiv attributes to thee

Thus hir own eyes the bigot blinds,
To shat out light from human minds,
And the clear truth (o emanation
From the great Author of creation,

A beam tranamitted from on high,

To bring us pearer to the sky,

While ev’ry path by Science trod,
Lexds us with wouder up to God,)

Is doom’d by ignorance to make
Atonement ai the martyr's stake;
Though, like pure gold, th' illustnons dame,
Comes forth the brighter from the fate
No persecution will avail;

No inguisition racks, nor jail 5

When learning's more enlight’ned ey
Shall drive thess sickly fogs away ;

A thankful age shall pay her more,
Than all her troables hurt before,

See shame and scorn await on those
Who poardy dar’d to be ber foss,

But will the grateful voice of Fame

Sink truth, and Galiieo's name?

How wilful, cbatinete, and blind,
Are the main herd of buman kind !
Well snid the wit, whe well had tried
That malice which his perts defind;
When merit's sun begins to break,
The dunces stretch, and strive to wake,
And amity of dunce with dunce, '
Pingers out genius all at omee.

Az you may Suod the boney oty

By seeing all the flias about,

All ugly women hate a toast ;

The goodliest fruit is pick’d the most ;
The ivy winds abont the osk,

And to the fairust comes the smoke,

Escap'd the dangers of the deep,
When Gulliver fell fast nsleep,
Streteh’d on the Lilliputian strand,

A giant in 2 pigmy land;

‘Watchful ageinet impending harms,
All Lilliput cried vat, ** To arma;"
The trumpets echoed all aronnd,

‘The captain slept exceeding sound,
Though crowds of undistinguish’d sixe,
Assail’d his body, legn, and Lhighs,
While clouds of srrows ilew apacs,
And fell like feathers on bis faca

THE WHIM.
AN EPISTLE TO MR. W. WOTTT.

The praise of genins will offond
A foe wo doubt, sometimes a friend;
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But curse on gehius, wit, and parts ;
The thirst of sience, love of arts,
If inconsisls pt wilh the plan

Of social good from man to man.
For me, who will, may weur the bays,
I value pot such idie praise: .
Let wraogling wits abuse, dofame,
And guarrel for an empty name,
What's in this shuffing puce of rhyme,

Or grand pes siride of stiff sublime,

That Vanity her trump shonld blow,

And lovk with scorn on folks below ?

Are wit and folly close allyd,

And matehtd, like poverty, with pride?
When rival bands for fawe contend,

The poet often spoils the friend ;

Geuius sell-center'd feels alone

That merit he esteems his own,

And cold, o'er-jealuus, and severe,  *
Hates, like a Turk, a brotber near;

Malice steps in, good nature flies,

Folly prevaile, and friendship dies.

Peace to all such, if peace can dwell

Wilh thuse who bear about a hell,

Who blast all worth with envy’s breath,

By their own feelings stung to death.

Noae but & weak amd brainless fool,
Undisciplin’d in furtune’s school,

Can hope for favours from the wit:

He pleads prescription to forget,

Unnotic'd jet him live or rot,

And, as forgetful, be forgot,

Most wagy, whose pleasure is to smoke,
‘Would rather lose their fiiend, than joke;

A man in rags looks something queer,

And there’s vast humour in & sueer;

That jest, alike all withings suits,

‘Whieh lies vo further than the boots,

Qive me the man whose open mind

Means social good to all mankind ;

‘Who when his friend, from fortone's roond,
Ts toppled beadlong to the pround,

Can meet him with a warm embrace,

And wipe the tear from sorrow’s face;

‘Who, not self-taught and proudly = ise,
Seeks more to comfort than advise,

‘Who less intent Lo shine than please,

‘Wears his own mirth with native ease,

And is from sense. from Nature's plan, .
The joviel guest, the honest man;

In short, whose picture, painted irue,

In ev’ry point resembles you,

And will my friend for once excuss

This off 'ring of & lazy Muse?

Most lazy,—lest you think her not,

VIl draw ber picture on the sput.

A perfect ease the deghe enjoys;

Three chairs her indolence employs:

On one she rquats her cushion’d bum,
Which would not rise, though kings should come;
An arm lolls dariling o’er another,

A leg lies couchant on its brother.

To meke hey jook supremely wise,

At leart like wisdom in disguise,

The weed, which Bret by Raleigh broogbt,
Gives thinking took inetesd of thought,

She stnokes, and emokes; without all fexling,
Save os the eddies climb the cieling, :
And waft abont their mild perfume,

Ste marks their pasags round the room.

LLOYD'S POEMS.

When pipe forsaken. the vacant mogth,

A pot of beer preventa ber drowth,

Which with polaticas poiile deep

Luils the poor meudlin Muse to sleep,

Her beoks of which sh'ss wond'rons need,

But neither pow'r nor will to read,

In cpter'd tomes lie all around

Upon the lowest shelf—the ground,
Such ease no doubt suits exsy rthyme;

*Folks walk about who write sublime,

While Recitation’s pompous sound
Drawls words sonoreus sll arcund,
And Action waves her hand and head,
As those who breed and butter spread.

You bards who feel pot fancy’s dearth,
Who strike the roof, amd kick the esrth,
Whose Muse superiatively high
Takes lodgings always near the sky;

Ard like the lark with daring flight
Still soars and siogs beyond our sight;
May teumpet forth your grand sullime,
And scorn our lazy lounging rhyme
Yet thuugh the lark in ether Goats,
And trills no doubt diviner notes,
Carelesly perch'd on yonder spray,
The linmet sings a pretty Iny.

‘What horrid, what tremendons sight
Shakew all my fabric with affright |
With Argug’ hundred eyes be marks,

With triple mouth the monster barks;
And while he ecatters Saming brands
Briareus lends him all his hamds,

Hist! *tis a critic.—Yes—tis he
What would your gracelees form with me?
1t is t' npbraid me with the crime
Of spinning unlaborious thyme,

Of atringing various thoughts together
In verse, o1 prose, or both, or neither?
A vein, which though it must offod
You lofty sirs who can't descend,

To fame has often made ita way

From Buticr, Prior, Swilt, end Gay;
Is it for this your hrow austers
Frowns me tF stone for very fear?
Hear my just reason first, and then
Appruve ne right, or aplit my pen,

Iseck not by more labour’d lays

To catch the slipp'ry tail of praise,

Nor will T run & mad rareer

*Gainst geniny which I inost revere ;
When Phebus bursts with genuine fire,
The little stars at once retire ;

Who cares a farthing for those lays
Which von can neither blame, nor praise?
I cannot match a Churchiil's skill,

But may be Langhorne when | will: .

Let the mere mimic, for each season bears
Your mimic bards as well as mimic play'm.
Creep servilely along, and with dull pains
Lash his slow steed, in whose enfechlad veins
The ¢old hlood lags, let him with fruitiess sim
By borrow'd plumes assume a borruw'd fame,
Wilth studied forms th incautivus eav beguile,
Ard ape the pumbers of a Churchill's siyle.
Slaves tmay some fame from imitation hope;
Who'd be Paul Whiteheed, the' he honours Pope?
If clinking couplets in one endless chime
Be the sole benuty, and the praise of rhyme;
If found alone an easy triumph gains, .
While Faucy blceds, and Semse is hung in chaiek
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Te bappy wrifiers hall the rising mode;
See, all Parnasaus 1 a turnpike roud,
Where each may teavel in the highway track
Ou mae bred bunter, or on common hack,
For me, who lbour with poetic sin,
Wi often woo the Muse 1 cannot win,
Wiom pleasure firet a willing poet made,
ind folly spoilt by takiog vp the trade,
Pless’d | bebold muperior genius shine,
Nor ting'd with envy wish thit geniue mine,
To Charchill's Mose can bow with decent awe,
Admire bis mode, nor wake that mode my law:
otk may, perbaps, have various pow'rs to plesse
Be bis the strength of numbers, mine the ease,
Ease that rejects not, but betrays no care:
Lo of the coxcomb than the sloven’s air.

Yoar taste, a2 mine, all metre must oifend
When imitation iz its only end.
1coald perbaps that scrvile 1ash parsue,
And copy Churchill ma 1'd copy you,
Bot that my dippant Muse, too saucy grown,
Prifery that manner she con vall ber bwa,

' ODE TO GENIUX '

Trocrchild of Natare, Genias strong,
Thoa muaster of the poet’s dong,
Before whose light, Art's dim and ferble ruy
Gleams Like the taper in the blase of day:
Thot lov'et to steal along the secret shade,
Where Pancy, bright a#rial maid !
Awiits thee with her thousand charms,
Aod revels in thy wanton arms;
She to thy bed, in days of yore,
“Tha sweetiy-warbling Shakspeare boreg
Wiom every Mnse endow'd with cvery skill,
And dipt him in that saored rill,
Whoss siter streams Row musical along,
Where Phochus® ballow'd mount resounds with
mptor'd shog.

Forsake nut thou Lhe vocal choir,

Their breasts revisit with thy genial fire,

¥ise vain the studied rounds of mimic art,

Tikie the ear, but cume not near the heart.

¥ain every phrase in curigus onder set,

On each side leaning on the [stop-gap] epithet.

Vain the quick rhyme, still tinkling in the close,

While pure description shines in measur’d prose,
Thou beaPst aloof, and Yook'st with high div-

Upon Lhe dull mechanic train; dain,
Whoee nerveless strains Aaz on in Janguid tone,
Likless and lumpish as the bagpipe's drowzy
droae.

No longer now thy altars blaze,
No poet offers up his tays; .
tnspir'd with eneray divine,
To warship at thy sarred shrine.
Since Taste!, with abolute domain,
Extending wirde her [eardem reign,
Kitls %ith her melancholy shade,

The blacming seyons of fair Faney's tree;
Whick emst full wantouly have strag’d

1o many a wreath of richest poesic.

' By Taste, is here meant the modern affectation |,

dit
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For when the oak denies her stay,

The creeping ivy winds ier humble way;
No mure ahe twists ber branches rosnd,
But drags her feebhe stem aiong the barren ground.

Where then shall exil'd Geniug go?
Since only thuse the laurct elaimn,
And boast them of the poet’s name,

Whose sober rhymes in even tenour fiow;
Who prey on words, and all their flow'rets
Coldly correct, and regularly dulh [eull,
Why sleep the sonid of Genius now ?

«  Why, Wortons, rests the lyre unatrung?

And thou, blest bard®! around whose cacred

G reat Piadarsdelegated wreath is bung: [brow,
Artise, aud snatch the majesty of sung

From Dulness' servile tribe, and Arl's wohal-

lowed thrung.

PROLOGUS. 1751,

Ear schola rhetorices, celebrat quam crebrn ja.
Ll tumido inflatos ejicit ore aonos. {ventas,

ui quisque assumit tragicas novus histrio partes,
Nee loquitur, verbum quin rapit ooine, pathos.

Ingenia hic crescunt, mox successura theatris,
Regis, amatonis, prompta subire vices,

Maltua ibi furiis Macbetha agitatus iniquis,
Elusi tefum prendit inane many.

Multus ibi, infuscat eui vultns suber sdugtum
Immodicis ssevit raucus Othelto minin, .

Omnin queis tragicis opus est, hic arma parantor;
Auribuy insidi® sunt, oenlisque suse :

Conatus manuumque, pedumgue, orisque rotondi,
Certatim et vultls vis, laterumguo labor.

Buarn sibi, dum gest stat fixns quisque silenti,
2uam placet B apeculo forma reflexs wui!

Hac studeant, cordi quibusa ars et pompa thestn.!
Mon tamen est nobis inde petendus honor,

Ingenua ut pubes vultum sthi sumat apertam,
Et zensim assuescat furtiug ore logui;

Ne dubiis tandem verba eluctantia labris
Occlydat timidus prepediatque pudor,

Ingredimur scenam ; nec ¢lum vos, docla eorona,
Commuoda ab hoc temui quanta lebore fluant,

Hint sapere ot fan discit generosa juventus,
Dum pavida acrendit pectora laudis amor.

Freti Lis, majorem mox ingrediciur aronam ;
Hic stabilita vigeot curia, rostra, forum,

[ —————

PROLOGES. 1758,

Hire nitit ad populum-—oon pomps hic yana thea-
Funlem ore attonito plehe inhiare solet: [, -

Non scena hic splendet magicd variabilis arte,
Et sumit formas prodigiosa povas:

Non bic, labrato subvectus fune per anras,
Mercuriui ecleres itque reditque vims:

Nec freta caruled turgeat undosa papyro,
Nee resinato fulgurat igne polus:

Janua nec caecos aperit furtiva recessus,
Unde minutatim proferat uinbra caput,

Duin valeant levia bme vulgl crepitacula ! jactamt
EX propriwm, et simplex, npatra theatra decas,

% Dr, Akenside,
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ewHens! nemdm’ eodit?—fac mrscm sules trw-
hantur!

—En! qualis qualis sit, acve scena patet.

En [lize, ques vor semper coluistiz, Athens,
Gratie quas voluit, quas aibi Musa domum,

Hic fese ostendunt prisci monumenta laboris,
Fueis ura est modulis Vitruviana manus;

Hic stat Ventorum, Theset hic venersbile Fanum,
Hic arce in summi, Casta Minerva tuum.

Omnin jam votis respondent.  Attica jam sunt
Ompia. Peraone, fabula, scena, sales.

Suoque etinm magis hxe nostra letentur Athene,
Cecropidas jactant vos, recoluntque mpos

——

PROLOGUS. IN ADELPHOS. 1759,

Cum patres populumque dolor communis haberet,
Pleret et Xmilium Maxima Roma sunm,
Punebren inter ludes, his dicitor ipais
Scenis extinctum condecorfsse ducem,
Ecquis adest, scenam bocte bic gui spectet san-
Nec nobis luctum sentiet esse parem?  {dem,
Utcunque arrisit puichris victoria ceptis,
2ui Sol extremas visit uterque plagas,
Successfls etiam medio de foale Britannis
Surgit amari aliquid, legitimusque dolor,
8 Am> generosa sitis, s bellica virtus,
Ingeniam feli:, intemerata ﬁd.eu,
Difticiles laurus, ipsoque in fore Jjuventm
Heu! nimium lechi prcipitata dlei, [are
Hi quid babent pulchram haec, vel mi quid amabile,
. Esto toa heec, Wolf, laus, propriumque decus,
Nec moriere omnis—2Ruin usque corona vigebit,
Unanimis Britondm quam tibi nectit amor.
Regin quin pietas mn:mur tibi pobile ponet,
fuod tua perpetuis praedicet acta motis.
Coufloet bue studio visendi martin pubm,
Sentiet et Aammi corda calere pari;
Dumgue legit mediis cecidisse heroa {riumphin,
Dicel, sic detar vincere, si¢ moriar.

| ——————
EPrioGUs IN ADELPHOS

AYRUS LOQUITUR

QuanTa intes turba est! quanto molimine sudat,
Accinetus cultro et foreipe, quisque coquua!
Monstrum informe maris—Testulu—in prapdia

fcrtnr,
Ruw, varis, et simplex, omnia sola sapit.
Pultina esca placet > —vituline ?— suilla - bovina?
Prwstoest. Hee quadrupes singula pisces babet,
De pente Ethiopum conducitur Archimagirus,
Bui secet, et coquat, et coucoquat, arte novi,
Qui doct? contundat mromata ; misceat apti
Thus, apium, thyma, sal, cinnama, cepe, piper,
My jecur et pulmonem in frusta minutula scindat,
Curetque ut penitus sint saturata mero.
Multo ut ventricules pulchré favescat ab ovo;
Ut trematug, circutn viscera, vernet adepa,
His rité instructis conche sint fercula! nam tu,
Testudo! et patinis sufficis, atque cibo,
Quim cuperem in 1audes utrinpgue excurrere con-
Sed vereor Calipash dicere—vel Calipee. [che!
Yon etiam ad cenam mecum appellare juvaret,
Vellcm et rellicuas participare depum.
At sunt conrive tam multi, tamgue gulosi,
Restabit, metuo, nil nik ¢oncha mihi,

M39,

LLOYD'S POEMS.

RECTE STATUIT RAXTERUS DE SOMNY-
ORUM PHENOMENIS.

Cum nox tellurem fuseis amplectitur slis,

Misbbe atomos jungit celeres, et vocta per auras

Inchoat assnetos simulatrix regin lndok

Huic aorign culex tortum quatit wxoe Aegellone,

Acceleratque fognm tardin; retinacula currbs

Eruzese sunt texta bevie, raduqm rotarum

Cruecula nrenesli ; currus, quam dente scivrns

Finxerat & coryli fractn, primseva vetnstas

Hunc Mabbe artifioss memorst: swb nocle sikesth

Hoe jnstracts modo egreditur, nequs cernitur olli,

Noobunquam levitey oerebrum perstringit Anwortia;

Somniat ille faces fonlari et vulnern aceflos,

Malaram lubriqme rosss, perforagoe collo

Lilin: mox Medici digitos tititlet, avarus

Mereedis dextram qui pandit, ot acritur aqrom

Ter captat; ter vans manus eludit imago,

Nunc quogue sopites demnloet labra Puellm ;

Somniat illa procumn, pulvinogque oscula libans

Abaens abeentem teneris amplectitur ulnis ;

Ve tibj, ai Lempurum videst regiza colorem

Mentitom fuco, vultnagne ex arte nitentes!

FPrmcipitas aget ira wmanus, lacerabit meuto

Ungue genas, timul amissd duicedine somnd,

Osculaque, &t tenunes yapsecit ammator in eares

Ampla Sacerdotin nounonquam transvolat ora;

Continwo rostrum conscendens hie thema trines

Dividet in partes, exponendoqus laborat,

Vel vigikem credas, adeo dormitat,  Ad anres

Militis hine nlgllt turmtur imagioe beli

Fortiv eques, gemitusque aodit, strepitusgne, te-
ue,

Exilit, et plulnm trepidans, insommis diris

Devovet, in looto prohb:wr,—obdormuest.

Nunc rabulam palmié muleet, qui litibas aptns,

Defensoris 2git cansam, sctorisque peritus,

Inuectensque morns ad finem decipit amboa,

Sin case visat facilis pegine poctam,

Hune sibi plavdentem deludit amiabilis esror,

Et riguos fontes, et amenos somniat hortos ;

Cum vero vigil ille domnm exploraverit omnem,

Viderit et tristis guam sit sibi curta supeliex,

2uam veflet semper dormire!—Volubifis inde

Judices invehitar trans nasum, et naribus ilti

Emuneto sabolet causa.  !nterdum Dea fesso,

Blandlitor Servo, qui libertate vagatur,

Exultans redit at patriam carosque pemates,

Et gremoto uxoris longis amplexibus heret

Deinde rotd steepitante fremit per colls Tyrannij

Umbrarum ante oculos surgit chorus, improb.s

orco

Fuas dedit insontes; fariis azitatur acerbis
Conscia mens, lectoque guiea sioial exulat. lade
Si currus flecist, Plac:dlsslm mMuNeTe 50mui
Rud carpit Scetenis Purus; non territas ille
Spectrorutn est cmtn, et funan:m ultricibus iris,
Sad malli potitur mquie, aut 5j somoiat umbre
Delectant oculos grate; prasduleis imago
Virtutis reficit mentem, et tellure relictE
Radit iter liquidem celi, froiturque deorum
Colloguoio felix. 0 ! guicungue beatum
Te velis, ot tuto trapqguillum carpere somoum;
I, peie, quo virves ducit! oe vindice curra
Mabba ferox instet, vexentque cebilia curm,
1, pete, quo virtus ducet! te numine molli
M nbba teget, rrdetqne levi tun pectora carre.

In Comitiis Posteribus, Apr, 5, 1733, !



LATIN VERSION OF GRAY'S ELEGY IN A CHURCH-YARD.

CUANINA AD NOEILISTINUN THOMAM HOLLES
DOCEN DR NEWCAITLE INSCRIPTA, CUM ACA-
BENTAM CANTABRIGIERIEN BIPLIOTHECE RB-
FITTUER R CAUSA INYISERET,

Pri, Kalend. Maias, 1753,
DB REGE.

Aperymin, artinm osque faator optimns,

Hic mernis haud insuspicato numine

Coodi imperarit consecrata lileris;

Bo nitoro & partiam eleganiid,

M ioridenda mnt vel illis edibus

Sur seculorum voce comprobantiam

Prx cwteris superbiant, justissima

Raae recentis &k vetuste glorin,

Nec his supalies digns desrit meenibus,

Et Vaticane, Bodleanwque gmula;

Id ille aband? caveral, novissimus

39
Dedit volemti jurs qui Britanpie,®

Brunsvichianis scilicet sanctissimum est
Legesque tulari & fovere Bteras.

AD CANCELLARIUM,

O Tu, qui doctas, Cami feliciter artes
Protegis, Aonii dnxque decusque chon,
Fuod domus inciptat tam I=to heec omine condi,
2um nec Bodleio cedat, id omne tuum est,
Muners dant numerosa manus procerumique pe-
Exemplo & monitie exstimulats tais, [trumque,
Perge, fovere artes, nec venum urgere laborem:
Tam pulchrum pulchre Mosa rependet opus.
Hwc moles quanquam ipss ret; monumenta, Ca-
2ux condent, nullo supt raitura die, {menas

b

AN ELEGY,
WRITTEN IN i COGNTEY CHURCH-YARD.
BY MB. ORAY.

Toe curfew tolls the knell of panting dny,
The lowing berd witds slowly o'er the lea,

The plowmsn homeward plods bis weary way
And leaves the world to darkness and to me.

Kow fades the glimmering landscape on ihe sight,
Apd all the air a solemn Fillnexs holds,

fave where the beetle wheels his drony flight,
"And drowwy tinklings lull the distant folds;

L
fave hat, from vonder ivy-mantled tow'r
The moping vwl does to the Moon complain
Of ruch, s wand'Ting pear her sicret bow'r
MNolert ber ancient solitary reign,

Beneath those rugged cims, that yew-tres™s shade,
Where beaves the turf m many & moubl'ring
Each m bie narrow cell for ever laid,
The rude forefathers of the hamlet aleep.

Thbe hreexy call of incemse-breathiog Morm,

The swnllow trritt’ring from the straw-bailt shed,
The cock'y shrill clarion, or the eehoing horn,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall bamn,
Orbusy bousewife ply her evening care:

No chikiren tan to lisp their sire’s return,
Or cliznb his knees the envied kiss to share.

OA did the harvest to their sickle yield,
Their furraw oft the stubborn glebe has broke!
How jocund did thay drive their team afleid!
Howbow'd the woods benenth theirsturdy struke!

CARMEN ELEGIACUM.
TN CEMETERIO RUSTICO COMPOITUM.

AvpusTin! guam lenka xonans campana per sgros,
Krato mgidnam nuntiat ore diem. pet '

Arments impellnnt crebris mugitibas wuras,
Lassatusque domum rusticus urget iter.

Solus ego in tenebris moror, & vestigia solus
Compono tacitd nocie, vacoque mihi,

Omnia pallescunt jan decedentia vien,
Et termm & crelum, qud patet; omne rilet.
Cancta silent, nisi mmaca suam sub vespere sero
Raucisonans pigram qud rotat orbe fugam;
Cuncta silent, nisi qud faciles campanula somnos
- Altieit, & lento murmure maicet oves,

Buique hedera antiquas socii complectitue umbd
Turres, feralig lugubre cantat avis;

Ei strepit ad lunam, 3i quiz sub nocte vagetur
Imperium violans, Cyothia diva, tuum

Has propter veteres ulmos, taxique snb umbri
Sua putris multo cespits turget homus,

Dormit, in sternum dormit, gens prisca colomim,
Ruisque siid angusid conditus usque domo.

Hos pec mane povum, Zepbyrique fragrentior
Mexc gallusg vigili qui vocat ore diem, [aum,

Nee circumvoiitapa qum stridule gorrit hirepdo
Straminenmque altd sub trabe Hgit opus,

Undique nec cornu vox ingeminata sonantis
Aterno elicient hos, repetentque Lora,

Ampling his bunquan conjux bene fdn marito
Ingeret erdenti grandia ligna foco;

Nec reditam expectans domini sub vespers sero
Excoquet agrestes officioss dapes;

Ner curret raptim genitoriz ad oscula proles,
Nec reducem agnoscent emula turba patrem.

2uam smpe hi rastris glebam fregere ferncem ?
Sepe horum cecidit falce resecta seges,

2uem lmti egerunt stridentin planstra per agros,
E:t stimulis terdos increpuere boves!

- Horum sylva vetus quam concidit icta bipenni,

Lot not Amhition mock their useful toil,
Toeir bomely jays, and destiny cbecure;
Kor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile,
The sbort and simple unnals of the poor.

RQuaque ruit laté vi tremeficit homon !

Ne tamen Ambitio risu male leta maligno
Sortemve, ant lusus, aut rmde temnat opns!

Nec fronte excipist ventosa Saperhia torvi
Pauperis apnalces, listoriasque breves!
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. The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r,

And all that bewuty, all that weslth c'er gave,
*Await alike th' inevilable bour:

Tte patha of glory tcad but to the grave,

Nor youn, ve proud, impute to these the fault,
I Mem'ry o'er their tomb ne trophies raise,
Wherethrough thelong-drawn jsie and fretted vault
T'se pealing antham swells the note of praise,

Can storied wm or animated bust
Back to its mansion call the floeting breath
Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dnat,
Or Platt'ry south the dull cold ear of Death#

Perhapa in this neglected spot is Tad
Some beart once preymant with celestial firos
Hands, that the rod of empire might bare swayd,
Or wak'd to ecstasy the living Jyma

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page,
Rich with the spoils of Thoe, did ne’er uaroll;
Chill Penury repress'd thair noble rage,
And froxe the genial current of the sonk

¥ull many a gem of purest ray serene
The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear;
Full meny a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste ity sweetness in the desert qir.

Some village~-Hampden, that with danntlsas breast
The litte tyrant of his Geids withatood ;

Some mule joglorious Milton here may rest,
Sampe Cromwedl guiltess of his country's blood,

'Th? appiause of lirt'ning senates to commaend,
The threats of pain and roin to despise,

To scatier plenty v’er o smiling land,
And read their bistory in a nation's eyes,

Their lot forbad : nar circumacrib'd alone
Their growing yirtues, but their eritoes confin'd;
Forbad to wade through slanghter to a throne,
And shut the gates of mercy on mank od ;

The straggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,
To quench the blashes of ingenuvus sh

Or beap the shrine of luxury awd pride
With incensa kindled at the Muse's (ame

Far from the madding crowd’s igooble strife,
Their sober wisbes paver lasdrm'd to stray ;
Along the cond sequester'd vale of life
They kept the noisclens tepour of their way,

Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect,
Some frail memorial etill erccted nigh,

Witk uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture
Tmplores the pasming tributc of a sigh. {deck’d,

Their name, their years, spelt by the unleiter'd
"The.place of fame and clegy supply: [ Muse,
Aud many a holy text around she sticwsy
‘That Leach the roatic moralist to die,
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Et generis jactatus honos, dominstio regumh,

uicquid opes, quicquid forma dedéfe boni,

Supremam simul hane expectant omnia noctem:
Scilicet ad lethum ducit bonoris iter.

Nolite hos humiles culp® insitulare, superbi,
fuod domini ostendant nulla trophas decas,
2ud canit amizsum longo ordine turba patronum,

Clarosque ingeminant claustra profunda sonos,

Anp venis inseripta notis angustior uma,
Phidiacnumve loquens nobile manuor opas,

Ab revocent apimam fatali a sede fupacem ?
Detque iterum vitd pomse priore fmi?

Powit aduiantum sermo penetrare seputchram ?
Evocet aut manes laus et inanis honor?

Forsan in hoc, olim divino semine pregnans
Ingenii, hoe aliquis cespite dormit adhue,
Neglecto hoc forsan inceat mub cesnite, scuptra

Cujus tractirint ¥nperiosa manns.
Vel quales [pso forsan vel Apolline digne
Pulsdrint docto pollice fils 1y re.

Doctrine horum oculis ant'qua volumina prisca
Nunquam divitias explicundre suas.

Horum autemr ingeninm torp fecit egectas
Aspera, & angyste wors inimice dami.

Mualta sub oceano pellucida gemma lateacit,
Et rudis ignotum fert & inane decun

Plurima negiectos fragrans rosa pandit odores,
Puait & occideo pendula sole caput.

MEmules Hamdent hic aliquis requiescat agrestis,
fuem patrie indignaos exstimulavit amor;

Aums hic exiguo est ville cppugnare tyranno,
Asserere & forti jura paterns manu.

Aut mutus foreadPfatoque inglorius alter
Hac vel Miltono par, requiescat humo.

Dormist aut aliquis Cromueiti iic emolas andax,
Sui patriam poterit vel jugulasse suam, :

Eloquio arrectom prompto mulcere senatom,
Faxilii immoto pectore ferre mipms,

Divitias largd in patriam diffundere dextrs,
Hioriam ex populi colliger: ore suam,

Illorwm vetnit sors improba ;—nec tamen areto
Tantum ad virtntem limite ¢'ausit iter,

Yernm etiam & vitia olterius transire vetabat,
Nec dadit his magnum posse patrare scelus.

Hon vetuit temere per stragem invadere regoum,
Excipere & surdd supplicis aure preces.

Sexntire ingenuum nec dedidicere ruborem,
Coparis sulfusug qud potat ora pudor.

Luxuriad hi punquam sse imur-rere superbd,
Nec Muse his landes prustituere suns,

At placid® illorum, proen! a cerfamine turbse
Spectabant propriam sobria vota demom;

Buisque sthi vivens, & sponte ingloring exul,
Dum tacito elabens vita tenore fnjt.

Haxc tamen a damno qui ferret tutins ossa,
En tumulus fragitem preb-t amicns opem !

Et vern agresti eliciunt suspiria corde
Incult= effigies, indocilesque mali.

Atque locum snpplent elegorum nomen & anm)
Rup formd inseribit rustica Musa vodi:

Multa etiam sacri diffundit commatp textds,
Zucis meditans discst vulgus agreste mori.



LATIN VERSION OF A SONG.

Yer who, to dumb Fargetfoiness & prey,
Thix plessing anxious being e’er resign’d,
Left Lhe wnrm pregincts of the cheerful day,
Nor cast e looging ling'ring took behind ?

On some fond breast the parting soul relivs,
Some pious dpops the closing eye requires ;

¥ens from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,
E'tt in our ashes live their wonted fires.

¥ thee, who, mindful of th? unhonour'd dead,
Dost in thewe Tines their artless tale retate;
If chance, by lonety Contemplation Jed,
Somc kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate,

Baply somve hoary-hended swain may my,
*OfL have we meen him at the prep of dawn

Brashiog with hasty staps the dews away
Tomeet the Sun upon the upland lawn,

* There at the foot of yonder nodding beeeh
That wresthes its obd fantastic roots so high,
His Listless length at noontide woald he sreich,

Aod pore upoa the brook that bubbles by.

“ Hard by yon wood, now smilmg as in scomn,
Muli'ring his wayward fancies be would rove;
Kow drooping, woeful wan, like one forom,
Or crap’d with care, or croat'd in hopelass love,

* One morn [ mis’d him on the curtom™ hill,
Along the heath wnd near his fav'rite tree;
Awcther came; not yet beside tha rill,
Nor up the lawn, nor st the wood was he

“ The orxt with dirges due, io wd array,
Sow through the church-yand path we saw him
borne,
Approsch aod read {for thou can’st read) the lay,
Gnavd on the stobe beoeath yon aged thorn”

THE EPITAPH.

Hune rests bin bead npon the lap of Earth,
4 youtb 1u fortune and to fame uokbown,

Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth,
And Melancholy mark'd bim for ber own.

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere,
Beav'n did & recompense as larzely send:
He rave o Mis*ry, al be had, a tear,
Be gaind from Heav'n ('t wes ali he wisk’d) &

L3
i

No farther seck bin merits to discloos,
Or-demw bis frailties from their dread abade,
{There they alike in trembling bopa repose)
The bosom of hiv Father and his God.
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Heu! quis enim dubif hlle dnlciqoe excedere vitd
Jussus, & erternas jam sobiturus aguas,

Descendit nigram ad noctem, cupidusque sopremo
Non saltem gecidusm respicit ore diem?

Decedens aliclii saltem mens Bdit amico +
In cyjus blando pectore ponit opem;

Fletum aliquem expoacunt jam deficicntia morts
Lumine, amicorutn quj riyet imbre genas;

Ruin etiam ex tumulo, veteris non inscia flammee,
Natura exclamat Sda, memorgue sui.

Ad tibi, qui tenni hoc dedacis carmine xortem,
Et dfunctorum ruslica [3ta gemis,

Hue olim intentus 51 quis vestigio Rectat
Et fuerit qualis sors tua forle roget,

Huic aliquis forsan senior respondent ultr
Cui niveis albent tempora sparsa coming
« Vidimus bune quim sepe micantes roribus berbas
Verrent ido, mane rubents, gredo,
Ad roseum solis properabat mepins ortom,

Summaque tendebat per juga leetus iter.

© Sgpe sub hic fago, radices undique circum
2ue yurid antiquas implicat slta suss,

Stratus humi meditans medio procumberet wetu,
Lnstmretque inbians ficbile murmur aqua.

¢ 3mpins hanc sylvam propter viridesque recessas
Urgeret meditans plurima, lentus iter,

Intentam hic multd oblectaret imagine megiem,
Musmaramque frequens sollicitarct opem,

Jun veluti demens, tacitis erTaret in agris,
Aut cujus stimulat corda repulsus amor.

“ Mane aderat nuper, tanves hunc nec videratarbos,
Nec jugs, nec saliens fons, tacitumve nemus;

Altera lux oritur; nec aperid hic valle videtur,
Nee tamen ad flgum, nec prope foatis aquam,

% Tertia successit—lentoque exaugoe cadover
Ecce mepulchmali est pompa secuta gradu.

Tu lege, namque potes, caelatum in mannore care
®uod juxts has vepres exhibet iste lapin' [men,

EPFTAPHIUM,
Cut nunquem farit fama aut fortona seronde,
Congrate hor juvenem eespite servat humus.
Huic tamen arrisit jucunda Scientia vultn,
Selegitque, hahitans pectora, Cura sibis

Largos opom fuit, & sincero pectore fretus,
Accepit pretinm per, tribuente Deo, -

Indoluit miseraos inops, Inchrymasque profadit,

==Seilicet id, mizerts quod daret, omne fuit.

A Celo interea idum acquisivit smicam,
Bcilicet id, ouperet quod magis, omne Foit,

Ne merita ulterius defuncti exquirere pergas,
Nec vitia ex sacril sede referre petas,

Utrague ibi trepidi pariter spe condita restant,
In gremip Patris scilicet atque Dei,

e ———— ——__

‘SONG,
EY A PERSON OF QUALTITY,
Firrramie spresd thy purple pinions,
Genle Cupid, o’cr my heart;
13 save in thy dominjuns:
Natore must give way to art

! From Pope's works,

CARMEN ELEGANS.

Tuous adro roseas expande volatilis alns,
Et leviter pectus lange, Cupido, meum,
Jmperiis, puickelle, tuis ego servulus ultro;

Naturam wr rictrix scilicet wsque domat.
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Mild Arcadians, ever blooming,
Nightly nodding o'er your flocke,
See my weary dayg consuming,
All beneath yoo dow'ry rocks
Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping,
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth:
Him the boar in silence creeping,
Gor'd with onrelenting tooth,
Cynthia, tune harmonious nambers;
Fair Discretion, string the Iyre;
Sooth my ever-waking siembers:
Bright Apollo, lend thy chair!
Gloomy Pluto, king of terronts,
Arm’d in edamantine chains,
Lead me to the crystal mirrors,
Wat'ring soft Elysinn plains.
Moumnifnl cypress, verdant willow,
Gilding my Aurelia’s hrows,
Morphews hoviring o'er my pillow,
Hear me pay my dying vowe.
Melancholy, smooth Meander,
Swifly purling in a round,
On thy margin lovers wander,
With thy fiow'ry chaplets crown'd,
Thus when Philomela dreoping,
Soflly seeks her silent male,
See the bird of Juno stooping;
Melody resigos to fate,
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Arcades, eterna vicrdantes flore juvenise,
Nocte innutantes qualibet inter oves,
Aspicile, ut sepsim languens juvenilior mtas,
Hec juxts, bee, inquam flores zaxs perit !
Ante omnes carnun #i¢ levit Adonids Cypris,
Deceprurque Deam trirtius ursit pmor;
Hunc, tacitd adrepens per densa ilentia noctis
[ocautum sevo dente momordit aper.

Siringe iyram inicrea pulchré Prudentia ludens,
Harmonismque graves, Cynthin, fande modos!
Docle ambe vigiles curas sopire canendo,
Tuque tum imperti, Prases Apollo, chorum !
Tuque adamanteis, Pluton’ armale catenis,
O tu terrorom rex, metnende Deus,
Duc me, qud paasim chrystallina iumina corrunt,
Elysiiqua larat Jucida iymphs pamus,
Voa etiom mesti salices, tristesque copressi,
Aurelire mternum seriz dicata mew; [phea,
Auvdi etiam, WMorpheu, divum placidissime Mor-
Ut queror, ut penilof maceror igne oovo,
Triste Auens, sed len2 Aluens, Maander, am®no
Murmure qui cursum Bexilis orbe rotas!
Margine sepe etism quam plorimus ermat amotor,
Cui tua submittunt fores dona denm
Bic quando sersim langnens Philomela, silenten
Mollior aggreditur, mec sine Toce, procuim ;
Aspice, de calo interea Junonjus ales
Descendens, fato cedit inane Melos.

T ——

PART OF HOMERS HYMN TO APOLLD,
TRANSIATED FROM THE OREEK.

Gop of the bow ! Apolls, thee I sing;

Thee, as thoo draw’st mmatn the sounding etring,

Th’ immortal pow’rs revere with homnage low,

And ev'ry godhesd trembles at thy bow.

All but Latona: she with mighty Jove

Eyes thee with all a tender parent’s love;

Closes thy quiver, thy tough bow unbends,

And high amid th’ etherial dome suspeids,

Then swiling leads thee, her all-glerious son,

To share the mighty Thund’rer’s awful throue,

Qoblets of nectar thy glad sire prepares,

And thee, bis fairest, noblest son declares;

Wehile ev'ry gud sits rapt, Latona’s breast

Beats with superior joy, and hails ber son confest.

Thrice blest Latona! from thee, goddess, sprun
Diana chaste, and Pheehng ever-young: :
Her in Ortygia'nisle!, mod him you bore -
At Cynthius’ bill on Delos® ses-girt shore
‘Where the tall palm uprears jts lovely head,
And clear Incpus laves the flow'ry mead,

O Pheebus, where shall 1 begin thy praise?
Well ¢con’st thou rule the poet’s artless lays.
Oft on the cruggy rock, of mountain hoor,
By river side, or on the sen’s boarse shore,
Waunil’ring weil- pleas'd, with music’s mnagic sound,
And ajrs divine, thou chartn'st the region round.
Sy, shall I sing how firet on Delos’ shore,

Thee, gloricus progeny, Latona bored?
How flrst from other ieles, beset with grief,
Ju vain thy tortur'd motber sought refief.
Fach to her out-cast woe denied abode,
Mor durst one ikle receive the future god,

! Delys und Ortygia are meationed ay different
istands in the original.

3 Herp seversl versen containing nothing bate
mere list of the names of slacds are omitted,

At length to Delos came the labring fair,
Ard suppliant thus bescught her neeadful care:

« Debos! receive Apolle, and Q! ime
A glarious tample Lo record his praine!
Then shall he gevern thee with gentle vony,
And only Pheebus shull thine isle obey.
‘What thongh no flocks, nor herds, nor juicy vine,
Nar plants of thousand natures shall be thine,
Swift to the temple of the Bowyer-king?,

] Oblations rich shall every nation bring;

For ever from thy altars shall arise
The fragrant incense of burnt-sacrifice.
No longer then regret thy barren soil,
Reeeive the god, and live by others® toil!”

She spake ; with inward rapture Delos smil’d,
And s0oth'd the suppliant pow'r with answer mikd

“ Latone ! mighty Ceeu#’ daughter fair,
‘Pull willingly would Delos ease thy care,

ull willingly behold her barmen earth
\hi_:ness the glories of Apollo’s birth:
e mighty god wonld raise my owly name,

Andl consecrate his uative isle to fame.
One fear alone distracts my beating lvearl §
That fear, O goddess, List while I impart.
Second to none awmid th’ etherial skies,
Apollo soon all territhe shall rise ;
All nations shaijl adote the snighty god,
And kiugs wnd kingdome tremoble at his nod
Raply (for ah! dire fears my soul infest,
And fil} witb horrour my tumultuous bresst)
Soon a8 the glorious godhead shall be borm,
My desert regicn will he view with scorn,
Indignant spum me, curse my barren soil,
And plunge into the waves my hated isle.

3 Bowyer-king and Bowger-god are expressions
frequently used by Dryden, W bin version of the

first Liad, to signify Apolbo.
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Triumphast then to happier climes remove,

There £x his shrine, piant there his sacred grove,

Whehin'd in the briny main shell Delos lay,

To all the Snny brood a wretohed prey,

Bat, O Latona! i, to quell my feur,

Yoo'll deign & solemn macred oath to swear,

That bere the god his glorious seat shall hold,

Aod bere his sapient oracles unfold,

Your sacred tmrthen here, Latons, lay,

Here view the godhead bursting into day.”

Thus Dedov pray’d, nor was her pray’r denied,

But won with solemn vowd thus ratibed :

“ Witnets O Heaven aod Earth! O Styginn lake!

Dire sdjaration, that no god may break!

e Dedoa shall Apollo’s sbrine be rear'd, [verd.”

Deos, his best belov'd, most honour'd, most re-
Tsu vow'd Latoon: Delos hail’d her earth

Elest in the glories of Apollo’s births

Nie bapless days and nights, with writhing throes,

And pll the anguish of a mother's wous,

Latoga tortor*d lay; in sorrowing meod,

Arnnd ber many a sister-goddeas stood,

Aloft in Heaven imperial Funo sat,

Avd view’d relentiess her unhappy fate,

Licisa too, the kind nasunging pow'r

That tends the lab’ring mother's child-bed hoar,

4nd mitigates her woes, in golden clouds

High oo Olynipus® top the goddess ahrunds,

Her huge full eyes with indignation roll,

And livid envy seig'd her haugbty soul,

Thet from Latona's loins was doom’d to spring

S great & won, the mighty Bowyer-king.

The milder pow'rs, that near the lab'ring fair,

Vier'd afl her pangs with unavailing care,

Puir [ris sent, the maoy colour'd maid,

To min with goodly gifts Lucina's sid,

But charg’d her beed, lest Juno shounld prevent

With probibition dire their kind ntent,

Fleet a3 the winged winds, tha flying fair

With zimble pinion cat the liquid air.

Oiympus guin'd, apart she call’d the maid,

Then sought with many & pray’r her needful aid,

And movid her sounl: when soom with dove-like

pace

Seifily they measur'd back the viewless siry space.
Soon a8 to Dwlos* isle Lucine came

The pangs of trawail seisd Latora's Frame,

Her twining arms she threw the palm around,

Ang prest with deep-indeuted knee the ground:

Thea into day sprang forth the jolly boy,

Earth amil'd beneath, and Heaven mng with joy. -

. The sister pow'rs that round Latona stood.
With chuste ablutions cleans'd the infant-god,
His lovely limbe in mantie white they bound,
And geotly drew a golden swathe nrovnd.

He bung not helpless at bis mother's brenst,

But Themis fod him with an beavenly feast.
Fess¥d while Latonn views the heavenly boy,
Aod fondly glows with all a mother's joy,

‘Tbe fusty babe, ¢trong with ambrosial food,

In vain their bonds or golden swathes withslood,
Bands, swathes, and ligamments with easg he broke,
Avd thus the wood'ring deities bespoke :

“ The tyre, and sounding bow, and to declare
The Thund'rer's counsels, be Apolio’s care.”

He spake; and onwards all majestic strode;
The queen of Heaven awe-struck view’d the god,
Delon bebeld him with a tender smile,

And baild, eurichd with gold, her happy isle ;
Her happy iste, Apollo’s nutive sest,
His sacred bhannt, his best-belov'd retrest.

.
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Grae’d with Apollo, Delos glorious shines,

As the tall mountain crown'd with stately pines,
Now stony Cyutbus would the god ascend,

And now his course to various istanda bend.

Full meuy s fane, aod rock, and shady grove,

River, and mountain did Apollc love;

But chiefly Delos: the Jooians there,

With thelr chaste wives and prattling babew, repair,

There gladly celebrate Apollo's name

With many a solemn rite and sacred game; .

The jolly dance and boly hymn prepare,

And with the caatus nrge the manly war,

If, when their macred feast th Ionians hold,

‘Their galiant sports u stranger should behold,

View the strong merves the brawny chicfs that

Ur eye the softer charme of female grace; [brace,

TiAn mark their riohes of a thoussod kinds,

And their tall ships born swift before the winds,

So goodly to the might would all appesr,

The fair assembly gods be would declare,

There to the Delinn virgins, beautesus choir,

Apollo’s handmaids, wake the living lyre;

Teo Pheebua firat they consecrute the lays,

Latons then and chaste Diana praise,

Then heroes old, and matrons chaste rehearse,

And soothe the mptur'd heart with sacred verse,

Each vojce, the Delan maeids, eech buman sound

With aptest imitation sweet resonud :

Their tongue 5o justly tune with accents new,

That none the false distinguish from the ke,
Latorm ! Phoebus! Dian, lovely fair!

Blest Delian nymphs, Apollo's chiefest care, -

All bail! and O with praise your poet crown,

Nor all hig 1sbonrs ip oblivion drown!

1 haply some poor pilgrim shall inquire,

“ Q, virgine, who most skilful smites the lyre?

‘Whose lofty verse in sweetest descant rolls,

And charms to ecstasy the beaters soula?™

O nnewer, ¢ A blied bard in Chios dwellg,

In all the arts of verse who far excels,”

Then o'er the earth ghali spread my glorious fame.

And distant natione shall record my name,

But Phabus never will I ceasa to sing,

Latona's noble son, the mighty Bowyer-king.
Thee Lycia and Mmonia, thee, great pow'r,

Tha hlest Miletus’ habitants adore ;

But thy lov'd haunt is sen-girt Delos’ shore..
Nowr Pytho's stony soil Apolio treads,

And all aroupd ambrosint fragrance sheds,

Then strikes with mutchless art the golden strings,

And ev'ry hill with heavenly music riugs.
Olympus now and tbe divine abodes

Glorions be pecks, sod mixes with the gods,

Each heovenly bosom pants witk fond desive

To hear the lofty verse and golden lyre,

Drawn by the magic sound, the Virgin-Nine

With warblings sweet the sacred minstrel join:

Now with glad heart, loud voice, and jocuid laye

Full aweetly carol bounteons Heaven's praise;

And now in dirges sed, and numbers alow

Relale the piteans tale of human woe;

Woe, Uy the gods on wretched mortals cast,

Who vainly shon affliction’s wintry blast,

Aod all in vain attempt with fond delay [away.”

Death’s certain shaft to ward, or chase old ace
The Graces there, and smiling Houra are secy,

And Cytheres, langhter-loving queen,

And Harmony, and Hebe, [ovety band,

To sprightliest measures dancing hand in hand,

There, of no common port or vulgsr mien,

With heavenly radiance, shines the buntiess-gueen,
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Wearbles responsive to the polden lyre,

Tuoes her gl notes, and jomms the virgin choir,

‘There Mars and Mercury with awkward play,

Avd uncouth grinbols, waste the live-long day.
There as Apoliv moves with graceful pace

A thousand glories plsy around his face;

To splenduur drest he joins the festive band,

And swerps the goiden lyre with magic band.

Mean while, Latona and imperial Jove

Eye the bright godhead with parental love;

And, s the deities aronnd him play, IR{L AR

‘Well pleas’d his goodly mieu and awful port sur

f————

FROM CATULLUS.
Cravoe, that dear bewitching prude,
Still ealls e saucy, pert, wnd rde,
Amnil sometimes almost strikes me;
And yet, [ swear, 1 cant tell how,
Epite of the Rnitting of her braw,
I'ni very eure she likes me,

Ask you me, why | fancy thoe? -
Why, I have calPd her jitt, and puas,
And thouzht myself obove ber;

And yet 1 feel it, 4o my cost,
That when | ruil against her most,
'm very sure I love her.

TRE FIRST BOOK OF
THE HENRIADE,

TRANMLATED FREOM THE FRERCR OF M. DE
YOLTAIRE

Tur chieftain, Prance, of try'd illustrious worlh,

Ry right of conquest, king, by right of birth,

Ising. Whao, tutor’d in misfortunc’s schoat,

There learnt the noblest science, how to rule;

Bad faction’s furlous discord ccase to rave,

Valiant to conquer, merviful 1o save;

Baflled the daring teague’s rebellious schemes,

Mayenue’s proud hopes, and Spaiu's amnbitious

dreams:

‘With civil prodence blest, with martial fire,

A nation's copqueror, and a nation’s sire. [height
Truth,, heavenly maid, from th’ Empyrean

Descend, and with thy strong and purest light

My verse illume! and O, let mortals hear

‘Thy sacted word, and awfully revere!

Be thou wy guide! thy sage experience brings

Unerring maxims to the ear of kings,

*Tis thine, blest maid, ard only thine, to show

What most befits the regal pow'r to know,

Purge thou she film from off a nation’s eyes,

And show what ills from civil discord rise!

. * The trapsiator, w hen be began this picee, had
some thoughts of giving a compl:te Engiish ver-
ston of all Hower's Hiymns, being the nnly parts
of his works never yet translated; but (v smy
nothing of his opinion of tbis epecimen of his
translatjon) fearing that thie species of poetry,
thungh it has its beauties, and does not want ad-
mirers emong the learned, would appesr far less
agreeable to the mere English reader, be desinted.
They, who would form the justest idea of this sort
of compogition amung the ancients, may be better
informed, by perusing Dr. Akenside's most classi-
¢al Hymao to the Naiads, thao from any trlpalation
of Humer or Cailimachus,
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Nor apare with decent boldnesx to discloss

The prince’s errours, aod the people's woet ;
And () if Fubla g'r, in times of vore,

Mix'd her soft acoents with thy sterner lore,

If @er her hand sdorn®| thy tow'ring bead,

And o'er thy front et milder graces spresd;

If @er her shedes, which lovingly anite,

Bad thy fair form spring strooger into light,
With me, permit her al! thy steps w trace,

Not to conceal thy beauties, but to grace! Tbow'r,

Still Valois reign’d, and sunk in pleamrets
(rer a thad state heid loose the reins of pow'r:
‘The trampled law had lost its ancient force,
And right confounded, miss’d her even course.
"'was thus when Valois France's scepire bore,
Scepterd indeed, but pow a king no more;

Not glory's minion now, the voice of fame,
Swelld the loud truompet to the hero’s pame;
His laurels wither'd, and il blasted pow,
Which conquest hung upon hie infant brow;
Whose progress Furope mark'd with consciou
fear,
Whose loss provol’d his country’s common Lesr,
When, the Iong trmin of all his virtoes koown,
The WNorth admiring cali’d him to the throne
In second rank, the light which strikes the eyen,
Rais'd Lo the firrl, grows dim, and feebly diev
From war’s steru scidier, active, firm, and brre,
He sunk a monarch, pleasure’s abject siave.
LulPd with soft ease, forgetful all of state,
Hia weakness totter'd with a kingdom’s weight;
Whilst lost in sloth, and dead to glorious fame,
The sons of riot govern'd in his name.
Buelus, St Maigrin, death-cemented pair,
Joyeuse the gey, and I’ Esperon the fair,
The carelces king in pleasure plung’d with thes,
In lust intemperate, and lethargic ease.

Mean time, the Guises, fortanate und brave,
Cuteh'd the fair moment which his weaknes gave.
Then rose the fotal keague in evil hour,

That dreadful rival of his waning pow'r.

The people blind, their sacred moparch bras'd, -
Led by those tyrants, who their rights enstav'd
His friends forsook him, belpless and slooe,
His servants chas'd him from his royul throne;
Revolted Paris, deaf to kingly awe,

Within her gates the crowding stranger my.
Through all the city burst rebelilion’s fame;
And sll was loat, when virtnous Rourbon came;
Crrmoe, full of warlike apdour, to restore

That light his prioce, deluded, had no more.
His nrtive prestuee breath’d an instapt ame;
No longer now the sJugxish sons of shame,
Onward they press, whers glory calls, to armi,
And spring to war from pleasure’s silken charms:
To Paria’ gates hoth kings sdvaurce ansin,
Home felt th' alarm, and tremblad haughty Spain:
Wlile Europe, watching where the tempert falls,
With anxious eyes beheld th? unbappy walis

- Within was Discord, with her heli-bom tran,
Stirring to war the league, and haughty Mayue,
"The people, sod the church ;: and from on high
Calbd out to Spain, rebellion’s prompt sHy,
Discond, dread monster, deaf to human woe,

To her own subjects an avengeful foe,

Bloody, impetuous, eager to destroy,

In man’s misfortune fonnds ber hateiul joy;

To neither party vught of mervy shown,
Well-pleas’d she stabs the dagger in ber own;
Diwells  fierce tyrant in the breast sbe fres,
Apd smiles 1o punish what berseff inspires,
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West of the city, near those borders gay,
Fbere Scine obdiquely winds ber sloping way,
Seepes now, whern Ploasgre's sofl retreats are

Vhere trmmphs Art, and Nature smiles around,
'han. by the will of fute, the blooedy stage

‘or war'a flern corpbat and relentless rige}
‘h*unbappy Valois bad bis troops advanve,

There resb’d at once the gepercus strength of

Frunce.

i thousand heroes, eager for the fight,

3y sects divided, from revenge unite,

Ihese virtuous Bouben leads, their chosen guide,

Their rause confedérate, and their henrts allied.

[t wem'd the army felt one cummon Rame,

Their taal, redigion, cause, and vhicf the same.
The mored Luuis, 3irc of Bourban’s race,

Prom nzure ekice, beside the throne of grace,

With holy joy beheld bis future heir,

Al e5°d the hero with pateroad care;

With sach as prophets fecl, s blest presage,

He mwr the tirtucs of hiz ripening age:

%aw Glory roand him ail ber lanrcis deal,

Yel wail'd his errours, though he lov’d his zeal;

With eye prophetic be beheld o'en now,

'The crown of France adoro his royal brow;

He jnew the wreath was destin'd which they

[ .
More wiur‘:!‘lh'a taint, the lipht which siines to
mve.
Sul! Heory™s stepa mov’d onward to the throne,
By secret ways, v'en to himsell nukhown;
His bedp froan Henven the boly prophet sent
Bet bid the arm his wise indulgence lent:
Lrit sure of conquest, he had slack’d his fame,
Xor grappled danger for the meed of fame,
Alreedy Marg had dono’d his cost of mail,
And doubtfu] Conquest held her even scale;
Camage with blood had mavk'd his parple way,
And danghler'd hespn jn wild confusion [ay,
When Va'ois thus his partoer king addrest,
Toe tigh deep-beaving from his anxious breast,
“You wes what fate, what humbling fate is
mine,
For yet alunie,mthe injary is thine
The daunthess league, by hanly chieltaing led,
Which bisses faction with her Hydra head,
Koitly confederate by & desperate cath,
Aims pot at me alone, but urliken ?t both.
i1 since the repel circle wear,
T“:::h t\l‘h:‘i:y rank svecved my mghiful beir,
Pans disowns us, zor will homage bring
To e their present, you their future king,
Thine, well they know the pext ilkustrious claim,
Prom law, from birth, and deeds of londecst
I'lm

Tel from that throne’s hereditary right

Where 1 bat totter, woutd exclude thee guite.

Religion huris her furious bolts on thee,

And boly counc:ls juin ber firm decrre:

Racee, though she raise no soldicrs martial band,

Yt tindis war through every awe-struck land;

Beoeath ber banaorra bids esch host repair,

And trusta her thunder Lo the Spaniard’s care,

Fay from my bopes cach summer friend is Aown,
- Wu subpects bail me or my #acred throne;

. No kindred pow the kind affction shows,

ta 85 their king, abandou, or oppose:

Rich m my spoils, with greedy treacheronn baste,

While the sz Spanizrd leys my country waste.
ToL 1V,

Midst foes like Lhege, sbandon’d, end betray'd,

france in ber turn shall seck a fnn:xm aid:

Shell Brinin's court by scerct methods try,

And win Eliza for o frm ally.

Of oid I kpow hetween esch pow'rfir] state,

Sabsists a jealous and immortal hate ;

That London tifts ita tew’ring front on hirh,

And looks on Paris with a rival eve ;

Nut I, the monarch of each pagemit thtoni,

Ha\'u now no subjects, and no conntry own !

Veungeanceaione my stem resolves avor,

Who gives me that, to me is Frenchman now,

The wmil-pac'd agents, whuse deliberate way,

Creepy on in trammels of prescrib'd delay,

Such fit not now; "tis you, great prince, alone

Must haate a sappliant to Eriza's throne,

Your voice alonw shall necdful succoum bring,

Aud urm Britannia for an injord king,

To Albion hence, and let thy happier name

Plead the kmg 9 cause, and rajve their gemercus
flame !

My foes' defeat upon thy arm deponds,

Bat from thy virtse 1 must hope for friends.”

Thus spoke the king, while Henry's looks con-

fest,
The jealous ardonr which inflam*d hin breast,
Lest others’ arma might urge their glorious clatm,
And ravish from him half the meed of fame,
With deep regret the hero number’d o'er
The wreaths of glory he had won before;
When, withomt succours, without skill's intrigue,
Himself with Conde shook the trembling leagne.
When those commsand, who hold the regal sway,
It is o subject’s virtue to obey.
Resolv'd to follow what the king commandn,
The blows, suspended, fell not from his bands;
He rein’d tbe ardour of his noble mind,
Aud parting left the gather'd wreaths bahind.
Th’ astonizh’d army felt 4 deep concern,
Fate peem'd depending on the chief's retum.
His absence still unknown, the pent-np foe
1o dire expectance dread the sudden blow;
While Valois’ troups still feet their hero’s inme,
Apd ¥irtue tridmphs in her Henry’s name.

Of all his fv'rites, nooe their.chinf attend,
Save Mornxy brave, his soni's famibar friend,
Mornay of steady faith, and menners plaio,

Avd truth, untainted with the flatt'rers straing
Rich in desert, of valout mrely tried,

A virtugus champion, though on errour's side;
With: signal prudence blest, with patrivt zesl
Firm to his church, and to the public weal;
Cepdor bf courtiers, but by courts belov'd, ¢
Rome’s fierce asrailant, and by Rome approvid,

Across two rocks, where with tremendous roar,
The foaming ocean lashes either shore,

To Dieppe's strong port the hero's steps Tepair,

The ready sailors ply their busy care.

The tuw’ring ships, old Ocean’s lordly kings,

Aloft in oir display their canvas wings;

Not swell’d by Borear nuw, the lassy sean .

Flow'd calmly on, with Zephyt's gentle breeze.

Now, anchor weigh'd, they quit the friendly
shore,

. And land receding greets their eyea no more.

Jucund they saiPd, and Albion's chalky height
At distanoe rose full fairly to the sght.
When rumbling thunders rend th' affrighted,

pole, .
Lond roar the winds, and seas tempestuous roll;
L
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The li~id lightnings ¢leave the darken'd air,

Apd all aronud reignus borrour and dempair.

No partial fear the hero's bosom knows,

‘Which only trembled for his country’s woes,

It seent'd his looks toward her in silence bent,

Accus'd the winds, whih crom'd s great in-
tent.

8o Ca:ar, striving for 8 conquer’d world,

Near Epire’s bapks, wiLh ardverse tempaosts hurl'd,

Trusting, undeuntel, and securcly brave, -

Raome's and the world's fate w the swelling wave,

Though leagu'd with Poiupey Neptune's mif en-

€
Oppus‘gatﬁs,furume Lo doll Ocean’s mge,

Mesn time that God, whose power the tempest

binds,

Who rides triumphant on the wioge of wiods,
‘That (Jod, whose wisduni, which presides o'er all,
Can raise, protect, or crush this earthly ball,
From his bright throne, beyoud the starry skies,
Beheid the hero with considering eyes.
Gol waa his guide, and *mid the tempesis roar
The tossing vessel reach'd the ueighbouring shore;
Where Jersey rises from the Qoean’s bed,
There, Heaven-comducted, was the bero led.

At a small distance from the shore, there stood
Tae growth of many yeari, & shadowy wood,

A neghbouring ruck the calm retirement mves

Fronithe rudeblasts, and hoarse-resounding waves.

A grotto stands behivd, whose strueture knows

The simple grace, which Nature's hand bewtows.

RBure fur from court reiaov'd, & holy srpe

Speut the mild evdnins of declining age.

Wiitie free from worldly wils, and worldly woe,

His only study was himeelf to know:

Here mus'd, tegrotling on hin tispent days,

Or lost in love, or pleasure’s lowTy maze,

Nu gusts of folly awell the dangerous tide,

While all his passions to a calm subside;

"The bubble life he held an empty dream,

His foud the simple herb, his drink the stream;

Tranquil and calm he drew his aged breath,

And lock’d with patience toward the port of
death,

When the pure soul to blissful realms shall soar,

And join with God himself Lo part no 1more,

The God he worshipp'd ey'd the zealous mapge,

And bleasd with wisdom’s lore his silver’d nge:

QGave him the skill of prophecy Lo know,

And frum Fate's volume read events balow.’

The sage with consciuus juy the prince sddrese’d,
And spread the wble for his royal guest;

The prompt repast, which simple Nature suits,
The stream's fresh water, apd the forest’s roots,
Not unaccustomn’d to the homely fare,

Tlie warriour sat; for oft from busy care,

Froin court retir'd, avd puomp’s fastidious pride,
The hero dar'd to throw the king aside:

And in the rustic cot well-pleas'd partook

OF labour's mean repast, and checrful louk ;
Found in himscti the juys to kitigs uaknown
And setf-depos'd furgut the lordly throne,

The worid's contention to. their minds supplies
Much converte, wholesome to the goud nod wis.
Much did tiey talk of woes in humon life,

Of christian kingdoms torn with jarring strife,
The xeal of Morany, like & stubborm fort,
Attach'd 1o Caivin stood his frn support,
Henry, still doubting, suught th' induigent skies,
That light's elear my might barwt upon bis eyes,
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* Must then,” said be, ** the trath he slways foand,

To mortals weak with mista encompase’d roand?

Muet | atill err? my way in darkness trod,

Ner know the path which leads me 1o my God?

If a}l ulike he will'd ug to obwy,

The: God who witl'd it, had wescrib'd the way.”
 Let us nol vainly Gud's designs explore ™

(The sage reply™d) “ be humble and adure!

Arrsign not 1madly Heav'n’s unerning lsws

Fur faule, where monalsere theuselveathe canse,

I'hese aged eves bebeld in days of yore,

Whoen Calvin's dockrine meach'd the Gallic shore,

Then, though with biood it now distains the earth,

Creeping in shade and humble in te birih,

I mw it bunisk'd by religion’s lews,

Without one friend to combat in the cause,

Through ways oblique 1 saw the phantom tread,

Slow winding, and ssham’d to rear ber head,

Till, et the lnst, upheid by pow'rful arms,

'Midst cannun's thender, and *mid war's alarms,

Burst forth the monster in the glare of light,

With tow'ring front full dreadful to the sight;

To scoul at mortals from her tyrant seat,

And spurn our allare at her impicus fect.

Far then from courts, beneath this peaceful cot,

I wail'd religion's aud my coantry's lot;

Yet bere, to comfort my declining days,

Some dawp of hope presents its cheerful mys

S50 new a worship cannot long survive, )

Which man's capricr alone has kept alive.

With that it-ros, with that shall die awny,

Man’y works and mmo are bubbles of n day.

The God, who reigne for ever apd the same,

At plessure blasts & worldd presumptucus abm.

Yain is our malice, vain our streogth display’d,

‘I'o sap the city his right hand hatb made;

Himself bath fix*d the strong fomuiations low,

Which brave the wmeck of Tune, and Hell's fore-

terate blow ¢

The Lord of Lovds shall bless thy purged sight

With bright eflulgence of diviner light;

On thee, great prince, his mercies he'll bestow,

And shed that truth thy bosom pants to know.

That God hath chose thee, and his band slome

8afe through the war shall lead thoe to w Uhrooe,

Conyuest alveady (for his voice is fate,}

For thee bids Glory ope het golden pate.

if on thy sight the truth unnotie’d falla

Hope not adinimion in thy Paris’ walls,

Thourb splendid Eage invite thee b her arms,

0 whuw, great prince, the syren’s poison'd charms!

Oer thy strung passions hold a glorions reign,

Fly iove’s soft lap, bresk pleasure’s silken chain?

And when, with efforts strong, all foes oerthrowa,

A ltdgue's great conqueror, and what’s more your

own,

When, with united hearts, and trinmph’s voice,

Thy people hail thee with one common choiee,

From & dremd sicge, wo fame for ever known,

To mount with glory thy paternal throne,

That tine, AMiction shall Iy by her rod,

And thy gluid eyes shaoll seek thy father's God:

"Then shatt thou see from whence thy wrms prevail

Gu prince,=—who trusts in God,—can never fail”
Each word the sage’s hoty lips impart,

‘| Falls, like a flame, on Henry’s generous beart.

The bero stood tmusported in his mind

To times, when God held couverse with mankind,
When simple Yirta: taught het heav’n-born Jore,
And Truth cominanding had e'en kings sdore.
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His eager armys the reverend mge embrace,

Apd the warm tear fast trickled down bis face,

Untouct’d, yet logt awhile in deep surprise,

SBood Mornay brave; for still on Mornay’s eyes

Hozg errour’s mist, and God's high will conceal’d

The gifta from him to Henry’s breast reveal'd,

His wisdom idly would the world prefer,

Whaee lot, though rich in virtues, was to err,

While the rapt sage fulfiling God's behest,

Spoke inspiration to the prince's breast,

Hush'd were the winds, within their caverns bonnd,

Smogth Bow’d the seas, and Nature smil'd around.

The sage his guide, the hero sought his way

Where the tall vessels sale ot anchor lay:

The ready sailora quit the friendly strand,

Hoist the glad sails, and make for Albion’s land.
While o'er her coant his eyen admiring rmoge,

He praie’d in silence Britain’s happier chanye:

Where Inws, abus’d by fou! intestine foes,

Had enst entail’d a heap of dreadfol woes

Ob prince nnd people; on that bloody stage,

Where simughter'd heroes bled for civil mge;

Ou that bright throne, from whence descended

__ springw

Th* illnstricons limeage of a hundred kings,

Like Henry, long in adverse fortune schoul’d,

Oer willing English hearis a woman rul'd:

And, rich in manly courage, fumale grece,

Clos’d the long instre of ber crowded race,

Eliza theq, in Britaio’s happiest hoar,

Held the just balance of contending pow'r;

Made Eaglish subjects bow the willing koee,

Whao will not serve, and are not bappy free.

Beneath hior sacred reigo the nation knows

No sad remembrance of its former woes;

Their flocks securely graz’d the fertile plain,

Their rurners bursting with their golden prain.

The stately ships, their swelling sails unfurl'd,

Brought w;lt.h apd homage from the distant
wOorh:

All Eorope watch'd Britannie's bold decree,

Dresded by iand, aud monarch of the sea,

Wide o’er the waves her fleet exulting rode,

And fortune triumph’d over ocean's god,

Proad London now, no more of babarcus fame,

To arns and cummerce urg'd her blended claim.

Her pow'ry, in uniop leapu’d, together sate,

King, Jords, aud commoons, in their threefold
sate,

Though separmte ench their several interest draw,

Yet afl united furm the stedfast law.

All three, ope body's members, Grm and fit,

Make but one pow'r in strong conjunction knit;

Pow'r to itself of danger often found,

But spreading terroar to its neighbours round,

Best, when the people duty’s homage ghow,

And pay their king the tribute which they owe!

More bicst, when kings fur milder virtucs known,

Protect their peopies ireedom from the thrune!

“ &b when,” erg'd Bourbon, ** shall our discord

cense,

Ouar glory, Albion, rise, like thine, in peacc?
Eragh, hlush, ye kings, ye tords of jarring states,
A woman bid, and War hath clos'd its gates:
Your countries bieed with factious rage opprest,
‘While she reigns happy o’er o people blest,”

Mean time the hero reach’d the sea-girt isle,

re Freedom bids elernsl plenty smile;

Kot far from William’s Low’r at distance seen,
Biood the fam'd palaca of 4be virgio yucen.

137

Hither, the faithiful Mornay at his side,
Without the noise and pageant pomp of pride,
The teys of grandeur which the vain pursue,
Buat glare unheeded to the heros view,
The prince arriv'd: with bold 2nd manly sense
He spoke; his frankn-un all his eloguence ;
Told big sad tale, end bow'd his lofty heart,
For France's woes, to act submission's j art;
For necdful mid= the British queen addrest,
While, 1n the suppiiant, khone the Xing confest,
¥ Com'st thow,” reply'd the yqueen, with strangg
BUTpYise,
* Com’st thou from Valois for the wish'd nllies?
Azk’at thou protection for a tyrant foe,
Whose deadty bate work’t all thy forlune’s woe }
Far as the golden Sun beging o risc,
To where be drives adown the western skies,
His atrife and thine to sll the world s known:
Stand’st thou for hiin a friend at Britain’s throne?
And is that haad, which Valois oft hath fenr'd.
Arm’d in his esuse, and for his venzeance renrid ¥
When thus the prince; ' A munarch’s adversd
Wipcs all remembrance out of former hate, [faty
Valvis was then a slave, his paysion’s slave,
But new bimsiif a monarch irm and brave;
He bursts ot once the igneminious chain,
Resumes the hero, ond aaserts his reign,
Blest, if of nalure more assur'd and free,
He'd sought wo aid but from himsell nod mel
Dut led by Ffrowd, and arts, sl insincere,
He was my foe from weaknesa gnd from fear.
His faislta die with me, when his woes | view,
I'vé gzin'd the conquest—grant e vepgeancl,
you;
For know the work is thine, illustrious dame,
To deck thy Alhion's brows with worthicwt fame,
Tet thy protection spread ber ready wings, -
And fizht with ine the injur'd cause of kings!*
Efiza then, for much she wish'd to kuow,
The varions turns of Prance’s long-felt woe,
Whence ristng first the civil discord came,
And Paris kindled to rchellion's fame—
T me, great prince, thy griefs are not unknodri,
Though bronght imperiect, ond by Fame alone;
Whose mpid wing too indiscreetly. fies,
And spreads abroad her iudigested lics.
Deaf to her tales, from thee, illustdiovs youth,
Prom thre alonc Eliza seeks the truth,
Tell me, for you have witness'd all the woe,
Valais’ berve fHend, or Valois’ conquering foe,
8ay, whence this friendship, this albhance grew,
Which knits the happy bond *twixt him and youy _
Exj;lain this wond'rous cliange, *tis you alone
Can paint the virtues which yourself hath shown,
Teach me thy woes, for knew thy story briegs
A moral fesson o the prile of kings.!'
¢ And must my memory then, illustrious quesn,
Recall the horrours of each dreadful acene?
O hod it pleasd th* Almighty Pow'r {which knaws
How my heart bleeds o’er all my country's woes)
(Rilivion then bad smateh'd them from the light,
And hid them buried in eternal night, :
Nearest of hlood, must I alodd proclaim
The princes’ madness, and expose their shame?
Refleetion shaken my mind with wild dismay—
But *tis Eliza's will, and 1 obey,
Uthers, in spealing, from their smocth address,
Might tnake their weakness ar thuir crimes seem
The flon'ry art wax never made for me, ‘pe!l.
1 speak & soldier's language, ploio and free
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AN IMITATION FROM THE SPECTATOR.

A moNTH Bath roll'd its lazy hours atvay,
Since Delia’s presence hlessd ber longing
swain;
How could he brook the sluggish time's delay,
What charm ould soften such an age of pain?

One fond reflection still bis bosom cheer'd,
Aund moth'd the torments of a lover's care,
*T teas that fur Delta’s weli’ the bow'r he rear'd,

And Pancy ploc’d the nymph already there,

O come, deat maid, and ¥ith a geutle smile,
Such as lizhta up my lovely fair one’s face,
Burvey the product uf thy shepherd's toil,
Nor rob the villa of the villa’s grace,

* Whate'erimprovements strike thy curions sight,
Thy taste hath form’d-=let me not call it mine,
S.nce when | muse on thee, ard feed delight,
1 form no thought that is not wholly thice,

“ THW npartments destin’d for my ¢harmers une,
{For love in trifles in conspicuous shown)

Can scarce an object to thy view produce,
But Wars the dear resemblance of thine owa.

¢ And trust me, love, T could almost believe,
This little spat the mansion of my fair;

But that awak’d from fanty's dreains I grieve,
To lind its proper owner is not there.

“ Oh! I could doat apon the rural scene,
. Its prospect over hill end chappaign wide,
But that it marka the tedions way between,

‘That paris thy Damon from his promis'd bride.

“ The mardens bow put forth their blossoms sweet,
In Naturt's flow'ry mantle gayly drest,

The ¢lose-trimm*d hedge, and circling border neat,
Aliask my Delia for their dearest guesL.

** The lily pale, the purplesblushing rose,
In this fair spot their mingled beauties join;
The woodbine bere its curling tendrils throws,
In wreaths fantastic round the mantling vine.

** The branching arbour here for lovers made,
For dalliance met, or song, or amorvus tale,

Sha!l oft protect us with its cooling rhade,
When sultry Pheebus burns the lovely vale.

¢ *Tis all another paradise arouml,

_ And, trust me, so it would appear to me,

* Like the Grst man were I pot lonely found,
And but helf blest, my Delia, wanting thee.

# Por two, but two, I've form'd a Tove'y walk,
And | have call'd it by my fair one's name;

Here hirst with thee, t'enjoy thy plensing talk,
‘While fuols and madmen bow the knee to fame.

“# The runic path aleady bave | try’d,
Oft at the sinking of the setting day;

And while, my lave, | thought thee hy my side,
With careful ateps bave worn ils edge away.

* With thee I've beld discourse, how passing
sweet !
While Fancy brought thee to my rapturd
, dream, .
TWith thee bave prattied in my lone retreat,
Amd wlk'd down suns, on bove’s delicious theme,
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O ga T wander through the rustic crowdy,
Mwaing with downcast 1ook, and folded sms,

They stere with wonder, when 1 rave aloud,
Aud dwell with mpture on thy artless charms

* They call me mad, and oft with finger rode,
Point at me lecring, as 1 heédless paks;
Yet Colin knows the cause, for love is shrewd,
And the young shepherd courts the farmer's
LTER

“ Among the fruits that grate this little sent,
And all arpund their clustring foliage spreed,
Heve mayst thou cull the peach, or nect’rine yweet,
And pluck the strawherry from its pative bed.

“ And all along the river's verJ- ot side,
I've plunted elms, which rise 1n even row;
Aand Bing their lofty branches far and wide,
Wiich float reflectad in the loke belo...

* 8ince I've been ahscat from my lovely fair,
Imagination forms s thousand schenes,
For O! my Delia, thou art all my care,
4nd all with me iz love and golden drewm,

“ O fatt’ring promise of secure delight;
When will the lazy-pacing hours be o'er?

That 1 may fly with rapture ta thy sight,
And we shal! mect again to part no more®

A BALLAD.

Ye shepherds so careless and cay,

Who sport with the uymphs of the plain,
Take heed lest you frulic awmy

The pence you con never regoin,
Let not Folly your bosoms ennoy;

A of Tove, the dear mischief bewars,
You way think *tig al! sunshine and joy,

{ koow 'Lis o'crahadow'd with care.

Love™s momning how blithesome it shines,
With an aspect deceitfuliy fair;
Its day oft in sorrow declines,
And it sets in the night of despair.
Hope paints the gay scene to the sight,
While Pancy her visions bestows,
Aod cilds every dream with delight,
But Lo wake us to sensible woes,

How hard #s my lot tn comphin
Of a nymph whom [ yet must adore,
Thongh she love not her shepherd again,
Her Damon must love her the more,
Fur It was aot the pride of ber sex,
That treated his vows with dimlaia,
For it was not the pleasure 1 vex,
That made her delude ber fond swain,

"T'was his, the fatr nymph to behold,

He hop'd—and he rashly believ'd ;
*Twas her’s to be fataliy cold,

~=tle lov'd—andwas foudly deceivd;
For such iz of lovers the doom,

While passions their reason beguile,
*T'is warrant enough to presume,

If they catch but a look or a smile,

Yet surrly my Phillis would seem
To prize me most skephends abore;
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Bat that might be only sdesm,

While [ foolishly constrw'd jt lova
Yet others, like Damon, believ'd

The symph might bave favour'd her swain,
Acd others, like him, were deceiv'd,

Like him, though they cannot complain.

0f Phyllis was elways my mong,
For she wos my pride and my care;
And the folls, o8 we wander'd slong,
Woald call us the conjugul pair.
They mark'd how I walk'd at her side,
How ber hand to oy bosom 1 prest,
Exth terder evadearment 1 try’d,
Aud [ thought nope was ever a0 blest

But pow the delnsioa is o'er,

These day-dreams of plessure are fled,
Now her Laalion is pleasing no more,

And the hopes of her shepberd are desd.
May he that my fair shall obtain,

May he, us thy Damon, be true;
{r haply thouPt think of that swain,

Who bida thee, dear maiden, adiew,

70 CHLOE.

Ir Chloe week one verse of mine
[ ol oot on the tenaful Nine
With aaeiess invocation ;
Eocugh for me that che should mak
§ iy with pleasare 1o the task,
And ber's the inspiration.

Whea poeta sung in ancient days,

The Muses that nspir'd their lays,
Of wham there such parade is;

Their deities, let pride confess,

Wers nothing more, and nothing lcss,
Than earth-boro mortal ladies

D ary nymph ber subject choose ?
§he Hraight commenc’d inspiring Muse?
And every mald, of lovely face,
That struck the heart of wounded swain,
Exsited to yon starry plain,
Was register’d a Grace.

These were the compliments of old,
While pyinpha, emong the gods enroll’d,
Chim'd love’s obsequious duty ;
Thus, while &ach bard had favourite views,
Exch nymph became & Grace, or Muse,
A Yenus every beauty.

Sy, in these latler daya of our,
When Love exerts his usual powers,
What difference lies batween us?

Ia Chloe*s elf at onec 1 hoast,
What hards of every age might toaat,
A Mue, u Grace, a Venus,

In Chioe wre a thousand charms,
Twagh Eovy call her sex to amms,
Aod giggling girls may Aout her,
The Muse inhabita in her mind,
& Yenus in her form we find,
The Graccs all about her

TO THE MOON.

ALL hait! majestic queen of night,
Bright Cynthia! sweetest nymph, whose pre-
sence brings
The pensive pletsures, calm delight,
While Contemplation smooths her ruffled wings
Which fully’s vain turirhituous joys,
Or business, care, and buzz of lusty day
Have all too rufied.—Hence, away
Stale jest, nnd flippant mirth, and strife-tn-
gendering noise.
When Evening dons her mantle grey,
Pl wind 1ny solitary way,
And hie me to some lonely grove
(The baunt of Fancy and of Love)
Whose social branches, far outspread,
Possess the mind with plewsiog dread.
While Cynthia quivers through the trees
That wanton with the summer breeze,
And the clear brook, or dimpled stream,
Reflcets oblique her dancing beam, ’
How often, by thy silver light,
Have lovera® tungues beguil’d the night?
When forth the bappy pair bave stray'd,
The amorous swain and tender maid,
And a3 they walk’d the groves slong,
Cheer'd the still Eve with various song.
While evry artful struin confest
The inutuel passion in their bresst,
The lovers' hours fly swift away,
And Night reluctant yields to Day.
Thrice happy nympb, thrice happy youth,
When beauty in the meed of trath!
Yet nat the happy Loves alone,
Has thy celestial presence known,
To thee complains the nymph forlorn,
Of broken fuith, and wows foraworn;
And the dull ewain, with folded arma,
Still musing on his false one’s charmas,
Frames many & sonnet to her name,
{As fovers use to express their flame)
Or pining wan with thoughtfui care,
To dowaocast silence feeds despair;
Or when the air dead stilloess keeps,
And Cynthis on the water slpeps;
Charms the dnll ear of sober Night,
With love-barn Music’s sweet delight.
Oft as thy orb performs ite round,
Thou list'nest to the various sound
Of shepherds' hopes and maidens’ fears
{Those conscions Cynthia silent hears,
While Echo, which stiii loves to mouck,
Bears them about from rock to rock. )}
But shifl we now the pensive secne,
Where Cynthia silvers o’er the green.
Mark yonder spot, whote equal rim
Forme the grecn clrele quaint eud trim;
Hither the fairivs blithe advance,
And lightly trip in mazy dance;
Beating the pansic-paven ground
In frolic measures round and round ;
These Cyntlia’s revels gayly keep,
While lazy mortals snore asleen;
Whom ot they visit in the night,
Not visible to human sight;
And as old prattlieg wives relate,
Though now the fashian's cut of date,
Drop sixpence in the housawife’s shoe,
And pioch the slattern black and blue
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They flll the mind with airy echemes,
And bring the ladies pleasant dreams,
Who knows not Mah, whose cheriot glides,
And athwart men's nuses rid s ?
" While Oberon, blithe fairy, trips,
And hovers et the ladies’ lips;
And when he steals ambrosial blies,
4and sofl imprinta the cherming ki,
In dreams the nymph her swain pursues,
Nor thinks 'tis Oberm that woor
Yet, sportive youth, and lovely fuir,
From hence, my lesson read, beware,
While Innocence and Mirth preside,
We care uot where the faivies glide;
And Oberon wihl pever miss
To greet his fav'rites wth a kive;
Nur ever more ambrosia sips,
Than when he visits —————— lips.
When all things else in silence sleep,
The blithesome elfs their vigils keep;
And alwavs hover round about,
To find our wurth or frailties out,
Receive with joy these elfin sperks,
Their Kizces leave no tell-tate marks,
But breathe fresh beauty o’er the face,
Where all ia virtue, all is grace.
Not onty cliin fays delight
To hail the sober queen of night,
But that sweet bird, ®*hose gurgling throat
‘Warblez the thick melodious note,
Duly as evening shades prevuil,
Renews her soathing love-lom lale;
And sa the lover pensive goes,
Chents out her symphony of woes,
Which in boon Nature’s wiider tone,
Beggar all sounds which Art hay known.
But hist———the melancholy bird
Among the groves no wore is heard;
And Cynthia pales her silver ray
Before th’ approach of gotden Day,
Whtich on yon mountain’s misty height,
Stands tiptoe with his gladsome light,
Now the shrill lerk in ether Roats,
And carols wild her liquid notes;
‘While Plisbus, in bis lusty pride,
His flazing beams Bings far and wide,
‘Cynthia, fareweli the pensive Muse,
No moive her focble flight pursues,
But all unwilling takes her way,
Apd mixes with the buzz of day.

- ————

SONG,

Tare besuty which the gods bestow,

Did they but give it for a show?

. No——twas lent thee from sbove,

Teo shed ils lustre o'er thy face,

And with its pure and native grace
Te charm the soul to love.

The Aaunting Sun, whose western beams,

'This evening drink of Oceans® streams,
To morrow springs to light,

But when thy beauly seis, my fair,

" No morrow shall its beam repair,

T4 all eternal might.

See too, my love, the virgin rose,
How sweet, bow bashfu’iy it blows

LLOYD’S POEMS, -

Bemeath the vernal skios!
How soan it blooms in full displpy,
Iis bosom opening to the day,
Then withers, shrinks, diea,

Of mortal Jife's declining hour,

Such is the leaf, the bud, the flow'r;
Then ¢rop the rose in time.

Be blest and blesa, and kind impart

The just return of beart for hemrt,
Ere love becomes u erime,

To pleasure then, my charmer, haste,
And ere thy vouth beqius to waste,

Ere beauty dims its ray,
The profler'd gift of love employ,
Improve ench moment inoto joy,
Be ha;py, whilst yoa may.

T3 THE REV. MR. HANBURY,

OF CHORCH-LANGTON, LEICEFTERSHIRE, O MDY
- FLANTATIOER

WHILE vain pursuits s trifling race engage,

And Virtue stambers in a thriftlesa age,

Thy glorious plan’, on deep foundations laid,

Which niding Neture, Nature's bonnd to aid,

The wise man’s study, though the hlockhesdh
scorn,

Shatl speak for ages to & world ooborm.

Though fools deride, for Censure®s still at hapd

To damp the work she cannot understapd,

Pursue thy project with an ardoor fit;

Fools are but whetstones to a nran of wit,

Like pnling infants seem’d thy rising plan,
Now knit in strength, it speaks an active man,
So the hroud esk, which from #iy grapd dexign
Shall spresd aloft, and tell the world t was thine,
A siriplieg fArat, just peep’d above the ground,
Which, ages hence, shall fling its shade sroand,

SENT TO A LADY, WITH 4 SEAL

T impressicn Which this seal shall make,
[' The rougher hand of force may break;

Or jealour Time, with slow decay,

May all all its races wear away ;

But neither time nor foree combin'd,

Shall tear thy image from my wmind;

Nor shall the sweet i on fade

Which Chloe’s thousand charms have made;
For spite of time, or force, or art,

'Tis seeld (or ever on my heart

EPISTLE TO A FRIEND.
" Do, sludy morr——discand that siren, Ease,
Whose fatal charms are murd’roas while they

please.

Wit's scanty streams will fret their chu!nd dry,
If Learning’s spring withbold the fresh supply.
Turn leaf by leaf gignntic volumes o'er,
Nor blash to know what socients wrote befor

! Ses Mr, Hanbury’s Essay on Plestiop
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Why not, sometimes, regale admiving friands
With Greek and Latin sprinklings, odds mud ends ?
Exert your Lalemts; rend, and read to write!
As Hormoe says, muix profil with delight.”

Tis mre advice: bt I am slow to mend,
Twegh ever thankful to my partial friend:
Pl of stracge fearsefor bopes are banish’d all—
1tist' o moove to Phorbus’ sacred call,
Smit with the Muse, *tis troe 1 sought her charms;
Bat rame no champion, cled o cumb’rous arms,
To pall each rival monareh from his throge,
Aud swear 0o lady Clio like my own. .
Al mambitious of snperior praise,
Ny foud amusement ask’d 8 sprig of bays,
Bome little fume for stringing harmless verse,
Asd een that |ittle fame has prov'd a curse;
Hitchd imto rhyme, sod dmgg'd through muddy

prove,

By bateher eritice, worth's confed'rate foen.

If then the Muse no more shall strive to please,
LelPd in the happy lethargy of ease;
¥, mmidvent'rous, she forbesr to sing,
Yor take one thought to plume her rufled wing;
'Tis that she hates, howe’er by natare vain,
The searril nonsense of & venal train,
When desp’rate robbers, issuing from the waste,
Maks such rade inrosds on the Jand of Taste,
Genios prowy sick bemeath the Gothic mage,
Or seeky her lanrels from some worthier age.

s for mywei, 1 own the present charge ;
lazy and lounging, 1 confexs ut large:
Vet Ease, parhaps, may loowe her silken clmins,
Aod the next hour becomes an hour of paine
We wtite, we rend, we act, we think, by Bts,
dnd foliow ult things as the humour hita,
For of all piemsures, which the world can bring,
Vurietyem( ! dear variety’s the thing!
Oxt lewrned Coke, from whom we seribblery draw
Al the wise dictums of poetic Jaw,
Layv dowu thin truth, from whence my maxim

follows,
(3o Horace, Ode Dec. Sext.—the case Apollo's)
“The god of verse disclaips the plodding wretch,
Bor keepu bis bow for ever on Lhe stretch.?
However great my thirst of hovest fame,

TYow with rev'rence to emch letter'd Dama;
T worth, wheve'er it hm, wilh joy sabmit,
But own 0o curst monopolies of wit,
Nor think, my friend, if 1 but rarely quote,
Auj fitthe reading shines through what 1've wrote,
That I bid peace to eviry learned shelf,
Becane | dare form judgments for mysell
=0h! were it mine, with bappy skill to Jook
Up to the one, the universal Look!
Open W ali—to him, to me, 1o you,
=For Nature’s open 1o the general view—m

woald T woorn the mocients® yannted slore,
lll:::tmythehl, where they but Tobb’d be-

1leel the fame mount motive in my bresst;
o"hln.-ithjtry,l torn the Roman page,

1 Eve, in fancy, in th* Augustan nge!
mlﬂltdﬂl&viu‘ornhltﬁm'm,
Damcid by the Muse to evertasting fame,

b the mind in foreigu climes to roam,
4 bringy e back to our own fools at homa,

i

SONGCS
IN THE CAPRICIOUS LOYERS,

Al8 I
Wi the cool and gentle brows
Whispers fragrance through the trees,
Natore walking o'er fhe scene
Ciad in robes of lively green,
From the sweetness of the place
Labour wears » chearful face.

Sure [ taste of joys sineere,

Faithfis] Colin ever near;

When with ceaseless toil oppressd, *
Wearied Nature sinks to rest,

All my labouars to beguile,

Love shall wake me with a smile,

AIR 5L

THouoH my featores I'm told
Are grown wrinkled and obd,
Dull wisdom I hate and detest,
Not a wrinkle ia there
¥Which is furrow'd by care,
Ard my beart is s Jight as the best.

When 1 ook en my boys

They renew all my joys,
Myseil in my children I see;

While the comforts 1 find

fn the kingdom my mind,
Proncunce that my kiogdom is fres,

In the days I was young,

0! 1 caperd and sung;

The lesses came fAocking apace.

But now turn’d of threescure

I can do 0 no more,

——Why then let my boy take my place.

Of cur pleasures we crack,

For we still love the emack,
And chuckle o’er what we have been;
Yet why should we repine,
You've youry, I've had mine,
Aod now let our children begin.

AR 111

FT18 thus iu thowe toge
Tuveated for boys

To show how the weather will prove,
Tbe woman and man

Op a different plan

Are always directed to move.

One goes out to roam

While t' ather keeps home,
Howipid, and dull as & droue,
Though near te each other
As sister and brother,

They both take their airing alone.

AR LY,

WHES the head of poor Tummar was broke
By Roger, who play’d st the wake, ’

And Kate wav alarmy’d at the stroke,

" Amd wept for poor Tummas's sake;

When his worsbip guve noggios of ale,

And tbe liquor was chamming and stout,

© those were the times to Tegale,

And we fouled it rarcly about.

151
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Then cur partners were buaom &5 does,

And we all were a5 happy as kings,
Each lad In his holyday clothes,

And the Jasseg in all their best things,
‘What metriment 2ll the day long!

May the feast of our Colin prove such.
Odzooks, but I'll join in the zong,

And I'll kobble about with my crutch.

AIR v,

WHEN vapourt o’ar the mesdow dis,
Aud Morning streaks the purple sky,
1 wake to love with jucund glee

To think on him who doats on me.

When Eve embrowns the verdant grove
Apnd Philotnel iaments hey love,

Each sigh [ hreathe, my love reveals
And tells the pangs my bosem feela

With seeret pleasure I survey

The frolic hirds in amorous play,

While fondesl cares my heart emplay,

Which dutters, jeaps, and beauws for joy.

AlR VI,

Yes that's a magazine of arms?
Ta triumph over Time;

Wheuce Beauty borrows balf her charms
And sioays keeps her prime.

At that the prude, coquettc, and saint,
Industrious sets her face,

While powder, patch, and wuh, and paint,
Hepair or give a grace.

To arch the hrow there lies the brush,
The comb to tinge the bair,

‘The Spanish woel to give the blunb,
The pead to die them fair,

Hence rise the wrinkled, old, and grey,

In {reshest beanty mrong,
As Venus fair, as Flora gay,

As Hebe ever young,

AIE WL

@o! seck some nymph of humbler lot,
To share thy board, and deck tby cot,
With jov T fly the simple youth
‘Who holds me Light, or doubta my truth.
‘Thy hreast, for love teo wanton grown,
Rhall mourn it’s peace and pleasure flown,
Nor shali my fith reward o swain,
Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain,

AIR Y1 ll‘

len lzugh'd at, jilted, and betray'd,
I stamp, § tear, | rave;

Capricious, light, injurious maid,
I'li be oo more thy slare,

P11 rend thy image from my heart,
Thy charms ne more engage;

My sout sball Lake the juster pari,
And love shall yield to rage.

AIR IX.

Tliurx you, Iadies, for your care,
But I pray you hoth forbear,
Bure 1 wm all orer scratches!
That your curious handz most place,
. ‘Buch odd spots upan my face
With your pencils, paint, and patches

! The wilctte

LLOYD'S
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How I totler in my gmit,
From a dress of a0 much weizht,
With my robe too dangling after;
Could my Colin now but see
What a thing they've made of me,
Oh he'd split his sides with laoghter.
: AIR X.
THE Aowers which grace their native beds,
Awhile put forth their blushing heads,
But ere the close of parting day
They wither, shriuk, and die away,

Bnt these which mimic skill hath made,
Nor scorch’d by suns, ner kitl'd by sbade,
5hail blush with less inconstant huoe,
Which urt or pleasure can renew.
AlR XI.

WHEN tate a simple rustic lams,

I rov'd without restraiot,
A stream was zll my Jooking-glass,

And heslth my onaly paint

The chatms I boast (alas! how few!)
I gave to Nature's care,
4s vice ne’er spoilt their native hue,
They could not want repair.
AIR XIL

How strange the mode which truth negleets,
And reste atl beauty in defecta’

But we by bomely Nature taught,

Though rude in speech are plain in thoughh

AIR XIIIL
Fok various nurpose serves the fam,
A3 thus ——— a derent Dind,

Between the sticks to poep at maa,
Nor yet betiay your mind.

Each actien has a meaning plain,
Resentment’s in the snap,

A flirt cxpresses strong dixlain,
Consent a gentle tap.

All passions will the falr disclose,
All modes of ferpale art,

And to advantage swsetly shows
The haod, if not the heart,

*Tin Folly's seeptre firsl design'd
By VLove's capticious boy,
Who knows how light'y sil mankind
Are govern'd by a tay.
AIR X1V,

IF tgrant Lovn with cruel dart
Transfix the maiden’s tender heart,
Of endy faith and fond belicf,

She bugn the dart, and aidx tbe thief.

Till left, her helpleas state to mourn,
Neglected, loving, and forlom ;

She finda, while grief her bosem stingsy
A8 well ag dants the god bhas wioge,

AIR XY,

ALnNG your verdant Jowly vale
Calm Zephyr hreathes a gentle gale,
But rustling through the lofty trees

1t swekls beyond Lhe peaceful hreeze.
Thus free from Envy’s poison’d dait,
You boast & pure unrufied beart.
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While jarring thoughts cur pesce deform,
And awell our passions to s storm.
ALR X¥I.

Teo' my dress, ws My manuers, i3 simple and
4 ruscal § hate, and a koave | dislain;  [plain,
My dealings are just, and my ennscience is clear,
Jod 'm richer than those who have thousands a

year. ’
Th' bent down with age arnd for sporting unconth,
J feed no remorse from the llies of youth;
il tedl my tale, and rejoice in my song,
And my boys think my life not & momeat Lo long.

Let e courtiers, those dezler in grin andgrimace,
under, dance over, for title or place;
Above uli the titles that flow from a throne,
That of bonest ] prize, and that titie’s my own.
AIR KYII.

From Bow'r to flow'r the butterly,
Ofer Grlds or gandens ranging,
Sps sweels from each, and flutter by,
Apd all his life is changing.
Thas roviog man new obyccts sway,
By varicus charms delighted,
Whike she who pleanes most to day
To morrow shall be slighted
AIR LY¥IIF,

wWoanx far from fashion’s gilded scene
1 breath’d my native air, ’
My thoughts were ealm, my mind serene,
No doubtiogs harboard there

Bt 00% Be Mot Mmyself 1 find,
Disteartion rends oy brenst
Whiixt hopes and fears disturb my mind,
And murder all my rest
AIR XLX.
TIATTERING hopes the mind deceiving
Ewsy ith too often chent,
Woman, fond spd all believing
Loves and hugs the dear deceit
¥ooy show of pomp and riches,
CupsPs trick Lo catch the fair,
Lowly maids koo oft bewitches,
Flattery is the beauty's soare.
AlR IX.

WHiTS oll the pomp of gandy courts,
Bat vain delighia and jingling toys,
While plewsore crowns your rural sports
With calm content and tranquil joys.

ATR .‘l I,
Frrean, sweel luag, to flocks and swains,
Where sipple Nature mildly reigns;
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Where love ia every shepherd's care,
And every nymph is kind a3 fur,

The court has only tinsel Loy,

lnsipid mirth and idle poise;

But rural joys are ever new,

While nymphs are kind, and shepberds troa,

AlR KXIi.
AGAIR in rustic weeds array'd,
A simple swain, a simple maid,
O'er rural scenes with joy we'll rove,
By dimpling broak, or cooling grove.

The birds shall strain their little throats,
And warble wild their merry nates;
Whilst we converse beneath the shads,
A happy swain, and happy maid,

Thy haods shall pluck, to grace my bowy,
The luscious fruit, the iregmnt flow'r,
Whilat joys shall bless, for ever new,

Thy Phaebe kind, my Colin trua

A1R XXl
WHT shoold I now, my love, complain,
That toil awaits thy cheerful rwain,
Since labour oft a wweet bestows
Which lazy splendour never knows?

Hence springs the purple tide of health,

The rich man’s wish, the poor man's 'ull.h,
And spreads those blushes o'er the face,
Which come and go with native grace,

.The pride of dress the pamp of show,

Are trappiuge olt to cover woe;
Put we, whose wisher uever roam,
Shall taste of real joys at home.

AIR EXI1V,

No doubt tmt yoar fool’s-cap has known
His highness obligingly kind,

—dzonks 1 could knock the fool down,
Was e'er iuch e cuckoldy hind?

To be sure, like  good-natur’d spouse,
You've lent him a part of your bed;

He has ftted the horns to your brows,
And 1 eee them sprout out of your head,

To keep your wife virtuous and chaste
The court ia a wonderful schoul,

=My lord you've an excelient taste,
—And, son, you're a cuckoldy fol

If your lady should hring you an heig,
The blood will flow rich in his veins,
Meany thanks to my lord for his carew—
—You dog, | conld knock out your baips,
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LIFE OF MATTHEW GREEN.

BY MR, CHALMERS.

'\ Fox the only information I bave been able to procure respecting this poet, \
Iam indebted to a short notice in the last edition of Dodsley’s Poems, and
the communication of an anonymous writer in the European Magazine for
July, 1785.

Matthew Green was descended from e fatmly in good repute among the
dissenters, and had his education in some of the sects into which that hody is
divided. He was a man of approved probity, and sweetness of temper and
menners.  His wit abounded in conversation, and was never known to give
offence. He had a post in the Customehouse, where he discharged his duty
with the utmost diligence and ability, and he died at tbe age of forty-one
years, at a lodging in Nag's Head court, Gracechurch-street, in the year
1131,

Mr. Green, it is added, bad not much learning, but knew a little Latin,
He was very subject to the hip, had some free notions on religious subjects,
and, though bred amongst the dissenters, grew disgusted at the preciseness
and formality of the sect. He was nephew to Mr. Tanner, clerk of Fish-
monger’s-ball, His poem entitied the Spieen was written by piece-meal, and
would never have been completed, had he not been pressed to it by bls friend
Mr. Glover, the celcbrated author of Leonidas, &c. By this gentleman it
was committed to the press soon after Green’s death,

This very amusing author published nothing in his life-time. In 1732, he
printed a few copies of the Grotto, since inserted in the fifth volume of
Dodsley’s collection; but, for reasons which cannot readily be guessed at,
the following introductory lines are omitied:

We bad & water-poct once,
Nor was he register®d & dunce,
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Tl lay awhile my toiling by,
And hang abroad my pets to dry,
And stow my apoatolic boat,
And try to raiee a swan-like note;
For fishing oft’ iu Twick’nam reach,
" I've heard fine strains slong the beach,
‘That tempt to sing & ceve’s renown,
And fetch from thence an ivy crowm.

Again, after the line
That ials, unack'd, k' orjurions tale
Of tresty of intriguing kind,
‘With secret article here sign'd;
And beds, conceal'd with bushy trees,
Planted with Juno's lettuces,
After the line

‘We bapt what iy broe patare find,
these two lines should follow:

Chymists and cards their process suit,
They metaly, these the mind Lranamuta,

The following anecdotes are given from indisputable authority

Mr. Sylvanus Bevan, a quaker and a friend of Mr. Green, was mentioning;
at Batson’s cofiee-howse, that, while he was bathing in the river, a waterman
saluted him with the usual insuit of the lower class of peoplé, hy calling out,
% A qusker, & quaker, quirt!” He at the same time expressed his wonder,
bow his profession conld he known while he was without his clothes. Green
immediately rephed, that the waterman might discover bim hy his swimming
against the stream.

The department in the Custom-honse to which Mr. Green belonged was
under the control of the duke of Manchester, who used to treat those
immediately under blim once a year. After one‘of these entertainments,
Mr. Green, seeing a range of servants in the hall, said to the first of them,
« Pray, sir, do you give tickets at your turnpike ?”

In a reform which took place in the Custom-house, amongst other articles,
a few pencs, paid weekly for providing the cats with milk, were ordered to be
struck off. On this oceasion, Mr. Green wrote a humorous petition as from
_the cats, which prevented the rcgulation in that particular from taking place.

Mr. Green’s conversation was as novel a his writings, which occasioned
one of the commissioners of the customs, a very dull man, to observe, that he
did not knuw how it was, but Green always expressed himself in a different
manner from other people.

Such is the only information which the friends of this poet have thought
proper to hand down to posterity, if we except Glover, the author of the
preface to the first edition of The Spleen, wbo mtroduces the poem in these
words:

+"Mpe author of the following poem had the greatest part of his time takes
up in business: but was accustomed at his leisure hours to amuse himself
with striking ont small sketches of wit or humour for the entertainment of his
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friends, sometimes in verse, at other times in prose. The greatest part of

these alluded to incidents known only within the circle of his acquaintance.

The sabject of the following poem will be more generally understood. It was
at first & very short copy of verses ; hut, at the desire of the person to whom it
is eddressed, the aythor enlarged it to its present atate. As it was writ
without any design of its passing beyond the hands of bis scquaintance, s
the author’s unexpected death soon after disappointed many of his most
intimate friends in tbeir design of prevailing on him to revise and prepare it
for the sight of the public. It therefore now appears under all the disadvags
© tages that can attend a posthumous work. But it is presumed, every im-
perfection of this kind is abundantly overbalanced by the peculiar and nn.
berrowed cast of thought and expression, which manifests itsglf throughout,
and secures to this performance the first and principal character necessary to
recommend a work of genius, that of being an original.”

The Spleen had not been long published before it was admired by those
whose opinion was at that time decisive. Pope said there was a great deal
of originality in it. Mr. Melmoth (in Fitzosborne's Letters) after remarking &
double beauty in images that are pot only metaphors but allusions, adds, ¢ §
was much pleased with an instance of this uncommon species in a little poem,
etitled, The Spleen. The author of that piece (who has thrown together
more original thoughts than I ever read in the same compass of lines) speaking
of the advantages of exercise in dissipating those gloomy vapours, which are
o apt to hang upon some minds, employs the following images

Throw but a stoue, the giant diee—

* You will observe that the metaphor here is conceived with great propriety.

of thought, if we consider it only in its primary view: but when we see it
pointing still farther, and hinting st the story of David and Goliath, it receives
a very considerable improvement from this double application.”

Gray, in his private correspondence with the late lord Orford, obnej'ves of
Green’s poems, then published in Dodslcy’s collection, ¢ There is a profasion
of wit every where ; reading would have formed his judgment, and harmo-
nised bis verse, for even his wood-notes often break out into strains of real
poetry and music,”

The Spleen was first printed in 1737, a short time after the author’s death,
and afterwards was taken, with his other poems, into Dodsley’s volul:nes,
where they remsined until the publication of the second edition of Dr.
Jobnson’s Poets. In 1796, a very elegant edition was published by Messrs,
Cadell and Davies, which, besides some beautiful engravings, is enriched
with a prefatory essay from the pen of Dr. Aikin,

* The writer before us,” says this ingenious critic, ¢ was neither by edu-

wtion nor situation in life qualified to attain ekill in those constituent points.

of poetical composition upen which much of its elegance and beauty depends.
Hebad not, like a Gray or a Collins, his mind early fraught with all the stores

L]
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of elassic literature; nor could he devotc months and years of learned leisuro
to the exquisite charms df versification or the refined ormaments of diction.
He was & man of business, who had only the intervals of his regular employ-
ment to improve his mind by reading and reflection; and his powers appear
to bave been truly no more then hasty effusions for the amusement of himself
and his particular friends. Numbers of works thus produced are born and
die in the cirele of every year; and it is only by the stamp of real genius
that tbese have been preserved from a similar fate. But pature had bestowed
on the author a strong and quick conception, and a wonderful power of
bringing together remote ideas, so as to produce the most novel and striking
effects. No man ever thought more copiously or with mote originality ; no
man ever less fell into the beaten track of common-place ideas and expressions.
That eant of poetical phraseclogy, which is the only resource of an ordinary
writer, and which those of a superior class find it difficult to avoid, is scarcely
any wheére to be met with in him. He has no hacknied combinations of
substantives and ep:thets none of the tropes and figures of a school-boy’s
Gradds. Often negligent, sometimes inaccurate, and not unfrequently pro-
saic, he redeems his defccts by a rapid variety of beauties and brilliancies all
his own, and affords more food to the understanding or imagination in a
line or a couplet than cominon writers in half a page. - In short, if in point
of vemification, regularity and correctness, his place is scarcely assignable
among the poets: in the rarer qualities of variety and vigour of sentiment,
end. novelty and liveliness of imagery, it would not be easy to find any, in
modern times at least, who has & right to rank above him."

This opinion, which belongs chiefly to The Spleen, may be adopted with
safety ; but the praise bestowed afterwards by the same judicious critic on
the author’s system, or the philosophy of the poem, although gualified by ex-
ceptions, is, perhaps, yet highcr than it deserves, To me it appears that
Green had no regular or scrions purpose in writing this poem, unless to
make It tbe vehicle of satire on opinions and subjects which he had relin.
quished or disliked. There is so httle knowledge of the nature or cure of
the Spleen in what he advances, that whoever is induced by the title to
consult it, may be occasionally dwerted by its wit, but will not benefit by its
prescriptions.

What, indeed, is his theory of the disorder, and what his remedy? He
begins, not improperly, by informing his friend that he does not mean to
write a treatise on the Spleen, hut to acquaint that friend with the course he
bad himeelf tuken to drive the Spleen dway and to live quietly. He first
udopted the commonly received remedies, temperance, chastity and exercise,
and then he expatiates on the use of mirth, but how is mirth to be procured
by the mel:mcholy snfferer? By laughmg, he tells us, at witlings, bad tra-
gedies, dissenters’ saymg grace, a clergyman preaching for a lectureship, and

* other common topics, some of which are surely improper topics fur I.aughter,
und could excite it only in those who are predlsposed to throw rididule upon |
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. what is serious, which is very far.from being the case with persons of a me-
lancholic temperament. He then recommends the playbouse, or a concert;'
during rainy weather, books, or a visit to the coffee-honse, the tavern, the
ad-table, or a joco-sexious cupy and the company of the fair-sex, but with
the exception of marriage, Such sre the remedies he professes ta bave
aken; snd he proceeds next to enumerate the causes of the Spleen which
we to be avoided, o which he avoids. He never goes to a dissenting meet-
ing, or to law ; never games, rarely bets; does not like to Jend money, or
tomun in debt, by which means be nvoids that undoubred cause of melan-
choly, dups and bailifis ; never meddles with politics in church or state;
avoids both the regular clergy and the puritans, but cenforms to cburch and
state © both for diversion and defence;™ abhors all reformers, and especially
the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel in foreign parts, which he re-
yiles, 1 do mot hesitate to say, with contemptuous maligoity. In addition te
ol this, e never dances attendance at the levees of the great; avoids poetical
enthosizsm and all its evils, and has no ambition. He then addresses Con-'
fentment, EXpresees a wish for a amall farm in the country, has no expecta-’
" tions from a state of future existence, and concludes with a hacknied alle-
on human life. . )
i It may be doubted whether, since the days of the Theriaca, 8 medicine
' has been composed of such heterogeneous ingredients, or a cure for hmt-
fesness and melancboly recommended, which has a more direct tendency to
induce insanity, by overthrowin all established opinions, aud substituting
drknessand perplexity, indolencetowardstheconcerns of our fellow-creatures,
wd indifferenge to all the sywmpathies of civil and social life. If its tendency
, should fall short of this, it must at least increase that selfish Sécurity which"
x often drives the splenctic intp solitude, or renders them inactive members
of society. S
As an apology for Green's opinions on religious subjects, so freely ex-
presed in this poem, it has been said, that he was bred among puritanical
dimenters, whose principles tended to inspire a gloomy, unamisble and un-
weial disposition, Of whatever avail this apology may he in the present
@, it is not much in its favour that we find it usvally advanced by those
,who are glad of an excuse for looseness of principle and contempt for re-
vealed religion. It may, however, be said, with confidence, that if no other
existed than what is induced by strictness of religious principle, it
would not be of sufficient consequence to require the aid either of the poet .
or the physician.  The disorder, all experience and obscrvation show, exists
among two classen, those who inherif a constitutional melancholy, or those
who frop defect of education, posdess weak minds: it has no natural con-
pection with any system of religion or politics, but much with folly and
vice, and most of all, with that waste of time and talents which, in many
conditions of life, fashion commands and countenances,
Bat enough has been said of a system, if it deserves the name, the evil
YOL. XV, _ »
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tendency of which is too obvious and too absurd to create much miﬂ‘.h'd
The poetical beauties of The Spleen, its original and happy imagery, and
its many striking allosions and satirical touches, will ever securo it & plact
a.mong the most popular collections of English poetry’,
Of Green’s lesser poems, The Grotto only was printed in his Jife-time, and
dispersed privately among his friends. When queen Caroline built bes
grotto, it became a fashion with the minot poets of the day to write verses oa
it, some in & courtly and some in a satirical strain. A considerable pomber of
these may be seen in the early volumes of the Gentleman’s Magazice. G
pn this occasion, contributed the poem before us, under the pame of Peter
Drake, a fisherman, with a playfui sllusion to Stephen Duck, the thresher,
to whose cnstqdy the grotto was committed, but with no assumption of the
bumble character of 2 fisherman. The author’s 2im, indeed is not very clear,
mnless to introduce a variety of common tepics, which he illustrates in a
manner very novel, and pleasingly fanciful. ‘The same opinion may be given
of the Jines on Barclay’s Apology, which have yet less regularity. The rest
of his pieces require little notice. That entitled Jove and Semele is omitted
in this edition on account of its indelicacy.

' Atmhﬁﬁﬂmm&e&plmm-ﬁm long before, by Anne, countess of Winchelses,
1t may be seen in her article m the General Dicticnary, fol. yol X.
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POEMS

o

MATTHEW GREEN.

THE SPLEENY,
AN EFIFTIR TO MRA. CUTHBERT JAC{SON{

Tl]ls motley piece to you 1 send,

Who slways were o faithful frend;
Wio, if disputes shouvld happen hence,
Cun beat expliin the author’s sense ;

And, spwicus for the public weal,
Do, what [ sing, so often feel.
The want of metbod pray excuse,
ABlowing for & yapour'd Muse;3-
Nor to & parrow path confin'd,
Bedge in by rules a roving mmi
The child is genuine, you may trace
Thougbont the sire’s transmitted face.
Kuthing 13 sto¥’n: my Muze, though mean,
Drswy from the spring she finds within;
Nor vainly bays what Gildon® sells, /.
Portic buckets for dry wells,.
School-hatps T want, to climh on high,
Where all Lhe ancient tremmires lie,
And there unseen commit 8 theft
On wealth in Greek exchequera lel
Thea where? from whom ! what can I steal,
Wi coly with the moderns deal ?
This were attempting to put op
Baiment from naked bodies wond:/
They safely sing before a thief,
They canoot pive who want relief;
Some few excepted, names well known,
Aud jusily laurel’d withi renown,
Whose stamp of genius merks their ware,
And theft detecty: of theft beware;

1% 1o Uvis poem,” Mr, Melmoth says, © there are
miwe (tigioal thooghts thrown together than he
Imd ever read in the same compnas of lives.”

Fitzusboroe's Letters, p. 114

1 Oddon's Azt of Poetry.

3 A painted vest Prince Vortiger had on,
Which from & naked Pict his grandsire won.
Howards British Princes.

From More* no lash'd, example #it,
Shun petty larceny in wie

First know, my friend, 1do not mean
To write a trenhw on the sploen ;
Nor to prescribe when nerve convulse ;
Nor mend th’ alaram watch, your pulse,
I T am right, your question lay,
Wiat coarse I take to drive away
The day-mare Spleen, by whose false pleas
Men prove mere seicides in ease;
And bow I do myself demean
1o stormy world to live serene.

When by its magic Jantern Spleen /
With frightful figures spreads life’s scene,
Amd threat'ning prospects urg’d my fears,

. A stranger to the luck of heirs;

Reason, some quiet L0 reslore, ] ,
Show'd part wogs substance, shadow more;
With 5pleen’s dead weight though beavy grown, f-
1n life's rough tide I sunk not down,
But swam, ‘Lill Fortune threw a rope,
Buoyant on htadders fili'd with hope. !
1 always choose the plainest fuod ™}
To mend viscidity of bloed.
?Haﬂ' water-gruel, healing power,
Of easy nccess to the peor;
Thy help love’s confessors implore,
And doctors secretly adore;
To thee, [ fly, by thee dilute—
Through veins my blocd doth gwicker shoot,
And by swift curreat throws off clean
Prolifie particles of Spleen.
I never sick by driuking grow,
Nor keep mynelf a cup too low,
And seidom Cloe’s lodgings haunt,
Thrifty of spitits, which I want.
Huntiog I reckon very good
To brace the perves, and stir the blood:

+James Mare Smith, esq.  See Dunciad, B, ii.
§ 30. and the notes, where the circumstances of
the trapwactivn bere allvded to wre very fully

explained.
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. But witer 5o Geld-honours itch,
Achiev'd by leaping bedge and ditch.
hile Spleen lies soft relaxd in bed,
< o'er coal Ares inclines Lie head,
ﬁxﬁm n3 with hound and horp,
nd juriel cry awake the Moro.
These sev ier from (v dusky plight,
Smesr’d by th’ embrages of the Night,
With roral wash redeem lier face, = .
And prove henelfof%
And, mounting in loose © akies,
- Shed light and fragmance as she Aics.
‘Then horse and hound fierce joy dwp!ay%
Exuiting at the hark-away,
Apd in pursit o’er tainted priund
From lunga robust fiedd-hotes réasund,
Ther, an S George the dragea slew,
Spleen piercd, trod down, and dying vlew,
While all their spirits are on wing,
And woods, and bilis, &nd valleys ring.
To cure the mind’s wrong bias, Spleen,
Some recommend the bowling- -green;
Some, hilly waiks; all, exercise;
\~ Pling but & sicne, l.'he giant dies;
Jangh and be ﬁell Monpkeys Lave been
innme good doctors for the Spleen; -
od kitten, if the hurnour hit,
Has InrleQum’d away the fit,
Since mirth is good in this' behalf;
At some partic'lars let us laugh,
‘Witlings, brisk fools, curs'd with half sense,
That ptimulates their impotence;
Who buz m,rhyme apd, like blmd ﬂlss,
Err with their wings for want of eyes.
\ Poor euthors worshipping a calf,
Deep tragedies that make us laugh,
A strict dissenter saying grace,
A lect’rep preaching for a place,
Folks, things prophctic to dispcnse,
Making' the pist the futury tense,
The popish dubbing of  priest,
Fins epitaphs on knaves deceavd,
Green-aprun'd Pythumssa s MREE,
Great Esculapius on bis stage,
A miser starving to be rich,
The prior of Newgaté’s dying speech,
A jointer’d widon's ritual state,
Two Jews disputing téte-3-tére,
New alroanscs compos'd by seers,
Experiments on Tolons' ears,
Disdainful prudes, who ccascless ply
The supert muscle of the eye,
A coquet’s April-weather face,
A fueenb’rough mayor behind his mace,
Aod fops in military shew,
Are wov'reign for the case ia view. q
If spleen-fogs rise at close of duy,
I clear my er’ning with a play,
Or to some concert take my wey.
e company, the shine of lights,
scened of buhour, music’s flights,
Adjust and set the soul to rights-
Life’s moving pictares, well-wrought plays,
To others” grief attention raise :
Here, while the tragic. fgtions glow,
We borrow foy by pitying woe; .
‘There guily comic scepen deu’.sht,
Axl hold true mirrors to our sig ky,
Virtue, in cherming dress array’d,’
Cullivg the passionn to her aid,

N

‘When mornl scemes just netions join,
Takes shape, and sbown her fade divine.
Music bas charms, we all may fiod, -
ingratiate deeply with the mind,
When art docs sound's h)gh pow'r l.dvnncq,
To music’s pipe the passions dance ;
Motions unwiil'd its pow'rs have l.hl:wn
Taranfulatéd by a tune.
Many have beld the son! to In
Nearly ally’d to harmony.
Her have 1 known indulging grief,
And shunning company’s relief,
Uaveil her ince, and looklng roupd,
Own, by neglecting sotrow’s wound
The consxuguinity of sonud.
In rainy days keep double goard,

- Or Spleen will sarely ke (oo hard;

Which, hike those fish by sailors met, /.

Fly highest, whilg their wings are wet,

In sach dull weather, so unfit

To enterprize a work of wit,

When élouds one yurd of nzure sky,

That’s fit for simite, deny,

1 dress my face with stadious looks,

And shorten tedious hours with books.

But if dull fogs invade the head,

That mem'ry minds not what is read,

I sit in window dry a5 ark,-

And on the drownieg world remark: /.

Or to some coffee-house I straf -

For news, the manna of 8 day, /.

And fronn the hipp'd discourses gather,

That politics go by the weather:

Then seek good-humour’d tavern chumd,

Ard play at cards, but for small suma;

Or with the merry fellows guaff,

And taugh alond with them that Iau&b,

Or driok a joco-serious cup

With souls who *ve took their freedom up,

And let my mind, beguil'd by talk,

In Epicurus’ garden walk,

Wha thought it Heav'n to be sereme;

Pain, Hell, and purgatory, Splecn.
Sometimes 1 dress, with women nt,

And chat away the gloomy fit;

®uit the stiff garb of rerivua sense,

And wear & gy impertinence,

Nor think nor speak with Any pains,

But {2y on fancy's neck the reins;

Talk of unusual swell of waist

In maid of honour loosely lac'd,

And beavty borrwing Spanish red,

And loving pair with sep’rate bed,

And jewels pawn'd for loss of game,

And then redeem'd by fosy of fame;

Of Kitty (anpt left in the lurch

By grave pretence to go to church)

Perceiv’d in hack with lover fine,

Like Will and Mary on the coin:

And thus in modish manner we,

In nid of sugnr, aweetlen tes,
Pyrmit, ye fair, your idol form,

‘Which e'en the coldest heart can warm,

May with its beauties grace my line,

While [ bow down before its shrize,

And pour throng'd alters with my lays

Perfune, and get by giviog praise

With speech so sweet, 8o sweet mlm

You excommunicate the Splees,
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Which, flend-tike, flies the inagic ring
Yoo form witk sound, whep pleas'd to sing;
Whate'sr You By, howe'er yon move,
‘We look, we listen, and approve,
Yoor teach, which gives to foeling bliss}
Our nerves officicus throng to kiss;
By Celin's pat, on their report,
Tie grave-nir'd =oul, inclin'd to sport;
Eenoaonees wisdom’s sullen pomp,
Apd lotes the floral gaimme, to romp.
But who can view the pointed rays, -
That from black eyes seintillant blaze?
Love on bis thrope of glory seems
Eacompasy'd with satellite beamns.
But when blue eyes, move softly bright,
Difiose bengnly bamid light,
We gure, and 6ee the smiling loves,
Aod Cytherea's gentle doves,
Aod raplur'd fix in sach a face,
Love"s mercy-sest, and throne of grace. / o
fhine bat on age, you melt ittanow;
Apio fires long-extingniah’d glow,
4ed, charm’d by witchery of eyed,
Blood long congenled liquefies!
Time mirscle, and fairty done
By besds which are ador'd while on.
But ob, what pity 'tis to find
Such besoties both of form end mind,
By modern breeding much debas'd,
I balf the female world at Legst !
Hence § with eare such lott’ries sbun, i
Where, a prize miss’d, 1°m quile undone;
And Tor't, by vent'ring on a wite,
Yet run the greatest risk in life.
Mothers, and guardian aunts, forbeat
Your mmpious pams to form the fair,
For lay out s0 ooch cost aml art,
Bet 1o deflow’r the virgin heart;
Of every folly«fost'riag bed
By quick’ninz hewt of costom bred.
TRather than by your culture spoil'd;
Daine, and give s nature wild,
Defightzd with & hoyden sout,
Which truth apd innocence control.
Coqoets, leave off affected wrts,
Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; -
Woodcocks to shun your snares have skillj
You abow so plain, you strive to kill.
InJove the urileps catch the game,
Asd they scarce miss who never ain.
The world's great anthor did create
The 2ex to fit the nuptial swz
And meant & blessing in » wi .
To solace the fatigoed of life; '
And old inspired times display,
How wires poul lovc, and yet gbey.
Then truth, and patience of control,
And house-wife arts adorn'd the soul;
And charms, the gift of Noture, shone;
And jealousy, a thiog nnkmown:
Veily were the only masks they wore;
Kovelg (receipts to make » whoie)
Nor ombwe, nor quadrille they knew;
Kor Pum's puiszance felt at loo.'
Witz men did ot Lo be thought gay,
Then compliment their pow'r away ?
Bet Ieat, by frail desired miglted,
‘The girta forbidden paths should tread,
Of ige'rance rais’d the nafa high wall;
We rink baw.hawy, that show them all.

Thus we at once so¥icit senge,
And charge then not to breek the fence,

Now, if untir'd, consider friend, r}.' "
What I avoid to gain my end. CTh Yo

I never am at meeting seen,

Meeting, that region of the Spleén §
The broken hedrt, the busy flend,
The inward call, on Spleen depend.

Law, licens'd breaking of the peace,
To which vacation in disease :
A gypay diction scarce known well
By th' magi, who law-fo.”.anes tell,
Fabun; nor let it breed within
Anxiety, apd that the Spleeu;
Law, grown a foreét, where perplex
The mazes; and the brahbles vex;
Where its twelve verdrers every day #
Are changing still the public wag:
Yet if we misa cur path and err,
We grievous penalties incuf;
And wand'rers tife; and tear their skin,
And then get out whete they went in

I never game, and rarely bet,
Am loth to lend, or run in delt.
No compter-writa me agitate;
Who moralizing pam the gnte,
And there mine eyes on apendthrifts turty
Who vainly o’er their bondage moarm, -
Wisdom, before beneath their care;
Pays her uphraiding vidits thete;
And forces folly thtdugh the grate,
Her panegytic to repeat.
This view, profusely whed inclin’d,
Eoters a caveat jn the mind:
Experience joih’d with zommnon sense;
To mortalf is a providence,

Passion, as frequeatly is seen, |
Subsiding settles into Spleen.
Hence, wy the plagne of happy life,

§ o awey from parly-strife.

A prince's cabise; d church’s claim,
1've knowt to riise & mighty flame,
Aond priest, as stoker, very free

To throw in peace d¢nd charity.

That tribe, whosa practicals decres
Sroall beer the detdlicst heresy;

Whe, fond of pedigres, dl?rine‘

From the most noted whore nlive;
Who own wine’s old prophetic aid,
And [pve the mitre Bacchus made,
Forbid the fithful to

On half-pint drinkcrs for a friend,
And in whose gay red-letter"d face '
We read good-living more than grace!
Nor thcy so puré, and sd precise,
Immactate ps their white of eyes,
Who for the spirit hug the Spleen,
Phylacter'd throughont afMheir mien,
Who their ili-tasted hom 4l pray’t
To the stale’s mellow s prefer;
Who doctrines, as tious, fear,
Which are not d in vineger,
And pidmples of héart-chested graco
Expose in show-flase of the face,

Did never me ai et provoke

Rither to honoar band snd cloak,

Ur deck my lat whth leaves of oak!

I 7ail put with mock-patriot grace
At folks, because tirey are in place ;
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Nor, bir'd to praies with stallion pen,
Serve the ear-lechery of men
But to avoid religicus jars,
The laws are my expdditors,
‘Which in my doabting mind creaie
~ Conformity to chureh and slate,
I go, pursoant to my plan,
To Mecca with the carmvan.
And thiok it right in common sense
Both kr diversion and defence,
Reforming schemen are none of miney

. \I To roend the world s a =5t design;

Like theirs, who tug in little boat,
To pull to them the ship afloat,
While to defeat their labour'd end,
At once both wind and stresm contend :
Success herein in seldom sexm, :
And zeal, when baffled, turna to Spleen:
Happy the man, who innccent,
Grieves not at illa he can’t prevent;
His skiff does with the current glide,
Not pufiing pull’d against the tide.
He, paddling by the scuffling crowd,
Sees unconcern’d life's wager row'd,
And when he can‘t prevent foul play,
njoys the foily of the fray.
iBy these reflections I repeal
ch hasty promise made in Zeal.
When gospel propigators say,
‘We re bound our great light to display,
And Indien darkness drive away,
Yet aofie ruuken watchmen serd,
And scoundrel? link-boys for that end}
‘When they cry up this holy war,
Which every christing shonld be for,
Yet auch as owe the law their ears,
We find employed as enginesrs:
This view my forward zeal su shocky;
In vain they hold the money-box.
At such & eonduct, which intenda
By vicious means such virtuous ends,
F lnugh off spleen; and keep my peuve
From spoiling Indian innocepge
Yet phitosophic love of exse
I suffer not to prove di .
But rise up in the virtuouy cause
Of » free préss, and equal laws,
The press restrain'd! nefandeus thought !
In vain our sirey have nobly fought:
‘While free from force the press remains,
Virtue and Freedom cheer our plains,
And Learning Iargedases bestows,
And kecps unrensur’d open house,
‘We to the pation’s public mart
Qur works of wit, and scherpes of art;
And philesophic goods thie way,
Like water-carriage, cheap cobvey.
This tree, ‘which knowledge so affordi,
Inguiritors with flaming awords
From lay approach with zeal defend,
Lest their own paradiee shosld end,
The Press from her fecundous womb
Brought forth the arls of Grecce and Rome;
Her offspring, skill’d in logic wer, ™~
‘Truth’s banner wav'd in open air;
The monster Superstition fled,
And hid in shades its Gorgoo head ;
Apd lawless pow’r, the long-kept feld,
By reason quell'd, was fore’d to yield. .

This purse of srls, wod friwdoin's fénes
To chain, is treason against senve;
And, Liberty, thy thousand tongues
None silence, who design 0o wrongs;
For those, who use the gug's restrainly
First rob, before they stop complaint.
Bince disappointment gauls within,
And subjugates the soul to gpleen,
Most Echemes, as money-soares, [ hate,
And bite not at projector’s bait.
Sufficient wrecks appear each day,
And yet frosh fools are cast away.
Fre well the bubbled can turn rouod;
Their painted vessel ranes agroand;
Or in deep sas it oversets
By a fierce hurricane of delsts;
Or helm directors in one trip,
Freight firat embexzled, sink the ship.,
Such wns of late & corpo¥ation?,
The brozen serpent of the nation,
Which, when bard secidents distress’d;
The poor must 1ok at to be blest,
And thence expect, with piper seal'd
By fraud and usry, to be heal'ds
1 in no soul-consumptivn wajt
Whole yeats et levees of the grest,
And hungry hopes regale the while
On the spare disl of & smile
There you may see the idol stand
With mirror it his wanton hapd ;
Above, below, mow here, now there,
He throws about the sunny glare.
Crowds pant, and press to seite the prize;
The ray delusion of their eyes.
When Pancy tries her limning ski.llT
To draw and coluur at her will,
And raise and ronnd the figure well,
And show ber talent 10 exeel,
I guard my beart, lest it should wod
Unreal beauties Fancy drew,
And disnppoiuted, feel despair
At logs of things, that never were,
When 1 lean peliticiuns mark
Grazing on ether in the Park;
Who ¢’cr or wing with open throatd
Ply at debutes, expresscs, voted, . -
Just io the manner rralows use,
Catching their airy food of newas; \ »
Whose latrant stomache oft molkest
The deep-laid plans their dreama suggest
O see pome pensive sit, -
Fondly mistaking Spleen for Wit :
Whe, though shert. winded, still will sim
To sonnd the epic trump of Fame;
Whe still e Pharbus® smiles will doat,
Nor learn conviction from his coat ;

3 The Charitable Corporation, iitstituted for thd
relief of the industrious poor, by assi