THRE
IEW FOUNDLING HOSPITAL
F G R
A" I T,
" BEING A COLLYCTION OF .
- fUGITIVE PIECES, IN PROSE AND VERSE,
NOT IH ANY*OTIER -C:‘_.'«LL’ECTIGR..
WIT 4
“85VERAL PIECES NEVER BEFORE ruai.i_s;ian.-
ANEW'EDITI1ON,

CORRECTED, AND CONFIDERABLY ENLAROED,

IN SIX VOLUMES,

L. O N D O N
“*8INTED POR J. DEBRETT, QOPPOSITE BUR'I.IHG-
" TON-HOUSE, Pmc:AmLLY.

M DCC LXXXV1,



Contents to the Sixth Volume.

Page

PITAPH en a Young Lady : by B. Edwards, Efq. g
E Written on 2 Window at an Inn b
Eiigram e in e ib:d
On the Death of General Montgomery ——— 7
Qde for the New Year — — ibid
Sranzas on the Death of Alico, a Blave — 13
On Botingbroke’s refleétions on Pope - 15
To Lady Boynton; by Sir Grithth Boynton 16
Verfes at Park-Place ; by the Rev, Mr. Powis —_ 18
On Bayham Abbey  maSm 23
An accourt nFJ)erfurming the Provoked Hufband, ncar Henley 26
Ve fes, on feetng the Padlock performed at Weidion 36
Prologue to All tor Love, at Blenheim ; by Dr. Hoadley 29
On feeing Lady Eait perform Almeria 41

On the Queen’s prefenting the Bifbop of Winchefter's Lady

with 2 Horfe, &c. . 1bid
Infcription for @ Bench under a Tree e 4%
Lpitaph on Mrs, Monk ; by Dr. Hawk{worth — 43
In: Memory of Mrs. Mafon; by Mr. Maion — a4
Epitaph on Mifs Drummond ; by Mr, Mafon — 1bid
Fragment of an Epic Poern; by Mifs Aiken —— 46
The Pleiades At 49
The Plancts . 50
Lady Ciaven dreaming fhe faw her Heart — 1bid
Addrefs 1o Lady Craven’s Heart B 54
To La¥y Craven’s Heart —_ 50
The Right Honourable Authorels — _ ibid
Epilogue on opening Drury-lane Theatre, by Samuel Johnfon 57
Verfes on a Sprig of Myrtle; by the fame — 50
On the approach of Winter; by the fame — 6o
Elegy on Dr. Levet; by the fame — 62
On a Pincufhion B e — 6a
Aurelia Sleeping — e 6
Girdle of Venus —_— e s €6
Pigeon’s Choice e —— 68
Te Lord Pultency, by Geo, Colman ———n 7K
Afhted Cot e — — 98
Dying Rake’s Soliloquy; by Dr. Bartholomew —— 76
Allegory ou the Game of Quadrille; by Mr, Congreve 73
Song, afcribed to Pope - 3o

Werles on the New Buildirgs between Bloomibury and St. Giles's 8¢



[ w ]
On feeing Captain A. ar Mrs. Cornelys’
Norfellte Turnippe

On the Oak in Penthur®® Park —

Mr. Juftice Afton’s Motto  emer
Tﬂ' MI‘; Kﬂnrjfk at Bﬂ.th -

On reading the Defered Village ; by Corbyn Morris

The Lounger —— ——

To Lord Melcombe ; by R, Bestley, E.y.
Fable of the Afs, k. by Lord E——g——a
Ode to Health

Epigram onr a Lady’s coming it the Pum

Crefcent in her Hair; by M. Pouter

el i ———
e,

e

e

prroom, with a

|

By E. Dy, Elq. on his Dauglter’s Birth-day

On breaking a China Quart Mug
On feeing Mifi Collins copy a Drawing

e ke Al

“Infeription at Wimpole by D. Wray, Efg,

Invocation to a Cook-Maid —

Epift'e to Lord Kelly ———

On the Ladies® Feathers
Prayer to Indifference ; by Mrs. Greville
Two Love Elegies —
Stanzas to ———o, with the foregaing
Paftoral Ballad — —

Lawyer’s Prayer by Dr, Blackftone
Love Elegy —

To the Hon, T, Winnington ; by Mr, Harrls
On the New Building near the Royal Exchange

Mirrour of Knighthood iy
Cuile of Avarice e

Epigram ; on a Mifer
Honett Confeifion ———

e

e
_.-..-
M

Morning Vifit, Lady Rattle and Lady Pam

Dialogue between a Lady and her Daughte
Modern GlofTiry —

I
S

Stanzas to the L‘a:lﬁes, on their Head- dref

Song for the Mall —
On the TEmplars ——
Anjwer - e

Defeription of London —_

L)

——
e
—

Ddfeription of Dublin —— — i

Sketch of Parig e —

Fa:helor’s Choice of a Wifa —
Female Cﬂmp]aint

On a Lady miftaking Rubies for Bubbies

Mifs C::-urmey to Mifs C-:mc-lly
Ruins of Pemfret Cafile s

il
——

—
——

146

ibid .
152
151
ihid
153
155
153
1€z
161
165
166
ibid
167

163

. 170

ibid
17y
172
17



[ v T

3cots Detree  —— P:tgc 130
Modern Plaid-wearers e | m— — 182
Epigram. Sece Natia’s Coach, &ec. . e 183
On lofing to Lady He—rr—u at Loo e —— 184
Momning View on a Mountain in Wales — 183
Grand Cathohlicon ——— 136
On a late Incident (three Lawyer! In the fnow) — 187
Motto for Mr, C. Yorke 13g

School of Rhetorick
On a Gentleman who miflook a Kept Miftrels for a Lady of

Fafhion —_— e 191
Verfesto fome Ladies at Hampftead — 1bid
On the Run of Romeo and Julies EE— 192
Upon St. Geoyge for England 5 e— 193
Loyal Pair — et ibid
On a Printing-houfe B  — — ibid
The Hlﬂfﬂﬂﬂd — S -— 104
The Farmer —_— —_— m——— 195
Infeription in a Piece of Land often fold e 196
Defcription of Spring in London 167
On Happirefs — —— 194
The Conquerar and Old ‘Nnman O — l1gg
Art of Coqueiry ; by Mus. Lenox _— — 201
Infeription on ore of the tubs in Ham Walks B 204
Song, Refolved as her Poet, &c. e 206
John, the Eaglith Footman — et 2c8
Lavnghing Philnfnpher — —_— S 1179
Dialogue between a Gentleman and a Painter — 21§
Prefent Public Withes e e e 217
Lady Bidget Lane to Lady Bab Bu terfly 218
On the Subfeription Books at Bath hmng opened for Gaming

and Prd}ers —_— e 228
Anfwer — —— 22T
Epigram., Saye Ch--dl--gh to, &ec. — ibid
O the Statoe of a “lave 1none of the luns of Court 222
On {eeing a Law-book hound in white e ibid
VUnder the Pifture of K iy Fillier O e 223
Fallad on Mn“}* Lapel 224
Oce to Willizin Pulis ncy, Efg. -— —  22%
The Sinecure —a —_— e 23T
Female Charaflers s  —— — 239
Epigrarrs — — 1b:d
CUde to Lord Edgecumbe’s Pig P 249
To a Lady who adm’red qwan (h Poctry e — 24 1
On the Rm al Maritage Adt — o 2.4

Vor. VI,



[ v ]

Zmblem of Wedlock — — Page 246

By the fame — — -—

Defcription of a Female Route - " m— ihid
Epigrams; by Mr, John Hackel * — S 248
On the Death of Lady Shelley ; by Mr. Delap —_ 249
Way to chufe 2 Wife — — —r 250
On Love ; by Dr. Akenfide ' — 9L
Ode to Venus, on opening the Pantheon bm — 256
Epigram ; by G. A. 5clwyn, Efq. — — 248
Ona Iate Marriage | e— - 289
Carch to a2 Company of bad Fu]iers e 1bid
Mr. Hodpes to Sir Hans Sloane — o abo
Walden Hunt — e e —— 262
Imit, of Hor. Dear Jenny to confels, &c: — 8y
Theron among his travels found —— e 1bad
Parody ; by Lord Verulam — 270
Imiz. of Hur. Why Chlee like the: tenli:r fawn e— 271
Caufe of Inconitanc — — — 272
Ode before the lopg Vecation; by Mr. Harus 274
Epitaph; by Mr. Gray —— — 277
Dialogue between Cu ui and Hymen ; by Mr, John vanbrugh :.73
On Catha s ficknefs; by J. EL Er-::rwne, Efq — 280
On reading the Life of Preber — — 28t
Imit. of Hor. by Mifs Carter —— —_— 233
Amother ; by the fame -— — -—  2¥4
A Riddle; by thefame — — 283
In Diem Natalem —r— W—— —— i‘gﬁ



THRE
IEW FOUNDLING HOSPITAL
F G R
A" I T,
" BEING A COLLYCTION OF .
- fUGITIVE PIECES, IN PROSE AND VERSE,
NOT IH ANY*OTIER -C:‘_.'«LL’ECTIGR..
WIT 4
“85VERAL PIECES NEVER BEFORE ruai.i_s;ian.-
ANEW'EDITI1ON,

CORRECTED, AND CONFIDERABLY ENLAROED,

IN SIX VOLUMES,

L. O N D O N
“*8INTED POR J. DEBRETT, QOPPOSITE BUR'I.IHG-
" TON-HOUSE, Pmc:AmLLY.

M DCC LXXXV1,






Contents to the Sixth Volume.

Page

PITAPH en a Young Lady : by B. Edwards, Efq. g
E Written on 2 Window at an Inn b
Eiigram e in e ib:d
On the Death of General Montgomery ——— 7
Qde for the New Year — — ibid
Sranzas on the Death of Alico, a Blave — 13
On Botingbroke’s refleétions on Pope - 15
To Lady Boynton; by Sir Grithth Boynton 16
Verfes at Park-Place ; by the Rev, Mr. Powis —_ 18
On Bayham Abbey  maSm 23
An accourt nFJ)erfurming the Provoked Hufband, ncar Henley 26
Ve fes, on feetng the Padlock performed at Weidion 36
Prologue to All tor Love, at Blenheim ; by Dr. Hoadley 29
On feeing Lady Eait perform Almeria 41

On the Queen’s prefenting the Bifbop of Winchefter's Lady

with 2 Horfe, &c. . 1bid
Infcription for @ Bench under a Tree e 4%
Lpitaph on Mrs, Monk ; by Dr. Hawk{worth — 43
In: Memory of Mrs. Mafon; by Mr. Maion — a4
Epitaph on Mifs Drummond ; by Mr, Mafon — 1bid
Fragment of an Epic Poern; by Mifs Aiken —— 46
The Pleiades At 49
The Plancts . 50
Lady Ciaven dreaming fhe faw her Heart — 1bid
Addrefs 1o Lady Craven’s Heart B 54
To La¥y Craven’s Heart —_ 50
The Right Honourable Authorels — _ ibid
Epilogue on opening Drury-lane Theatre, by Samuel Johnfon 57
Verfes on a Sprig of Myrtle; by the fame — 50
On the approach of Winter; by the fame — 6o
Elegy on Dr. Levet; by the fame — 62
On a Pincufhion B e — 6a
Aurelia Sleeping — e 6
Girdle of Venus —_— e s €6
Pigeon’s Choice e —— 68
Te Lord Pultency, by Geo, Colman ———n 7K
Afhted Cot e — — 98
Dying Rake’s Soliloquy; by Dr. Bartholomew —— 76
Allegory ou the Game of Quadrille; by Mr, Congreve 73
Song, afcribed to Pope - 3o

Werles on the New Buildirgs between Bloomibury and St. Giles's 8¢



[ w ]
On feeing Captain A. ar Mrs. Cornelys’
Norfellte Turnippe

On the Oak in Penthur®® Park —

Mr. Juftice Afton’s Motto  emer
Tﬂ' MI‘; Kﬂnrjfk at Bﬂ.th -

On reading the Defered Village ; by Corbyn Morris

The Lounger —— ——

To Lord Melcombe ; by R, Bestley, E.y.
Fable of the Afs, k. by Lord E——g——a
Ode to Health

Epigram onr a Lady’s coming it the Pum

Crefcent in her Hair; by M. Pouter

el i ———
e,

e

e

prroom, with a

|

By E. Dy, Elq. on his Dauglter’s Birth-day

On breaking a China Quart Mug
On feeing Mifi Collins copy a Drawing

e ke Al

“Infeription at Wimpole by D. Wray, Efg,

Invocation to a Cook-Maid —

Epift'e to Lord Kelly ———

On the Ladies® Feathers
Prayer to Indifference ; by Mrs. Greville
Two Love Elegies —
Stanzas to ———o, with the foregaing
Paftoral Ballad — —

Lawyer’s Prayer by Dr, Blackftone
Love Elegy —

To the Hon, T, Winnington ; by Mr, Harrls
On the New Building near the Royal Exchange

Mirrour of Knighthood iy
Cuile of Avarice e

Epigram ; on a Mifer
Honett Confeifion ———

e

e
_.-..-
M

Morning Vifit, Lady Rattle and Lady Pam

Dialogue between a Lady and her Daughte
Modern GlofTiry —

I
S

Stanzas to the L‘a:lﬁes, on their Head- dref

Song for the Mall —
On the TEmplars ——
Anjwer - e

Defeription of London —_

L)

——
e
—

Ddfeription of Dublin —— — i

Sketch of Parig e —

Fa:helor’s Choice of a Wifa —
Female Cﬂmp]aint

On a Lady miftaking Rubies for Bubbies

Mifs C::-urmey to Mifs C-:mc-lly
Ruins of Pemfret Cafile s

il
——

—
——

146

ibid .
152
151
ihid
153
155
153
1€z
161
165
166
ibid
167

163

. 170

ibid
17y
172
17



[ v T

3cots Detree  —— P:tgc 130
Modern Plaid-wearers e | m— — 182
Epigram. Sece Natia’s Coach, &ec. . e 183
On lofing to Lady He—rr—u at Loo e —— 184
Momning View on a Mountain in Wales — 183
Grand Cathohlicon ——— 136
On a late Incident (three Lawyer! In the fnow) — 187
Motto for Mr, C. Yorke 13g

School of Rhetorick
On a Gentleman who miflook a Kept Miftrels for a Lady of

Fafhion —_— e 191
Verfesto fome Ladies at Hampftead — 1bid
On the Run of Romeo and Julies EE— 192
Upon St. Geoyge for England 5 e— 193
Loyal Pair — et ibid
On a Printing-houfe B  — — ibid
The Hlﬂfﬂﬂﬂd — S -— 104
The Farmer —_— —_— m——— 195
Infeription in a Piece of Land often fold e 196
Defcription of Spring in London 167
On Happirefs — —— 194
The Conquerar and Old ‘Nnman O — l1gg
Art of Coqueiry ; by Mus. Lenox _— — 201
Infeription on ore of the tubs in Ham Walks B 204
Song, Refolved as her Poet, &c. e 206
John, the Eaglith Footman — et 2c8
Lavnghing Philnfnpher — —_— S 1179
Dialogue between a Gentleman and a Painter — 21§
Prefent Public Withes e e e 217
Lady Bidget Lane to Lady Bab Bu terfly 218
On the Subfeription Books at Bath hmng opened for Gaming

and Prd}ers —_— e 228
Anfwer — —— 22T
Epigram., Saye Ch--dl--gh to, &ec. — ibid
O the Statoe of a “lave 1none of the luns of Court 222
On {eeing a Law-book hound in white e ibid
VUnder the Pifture of K iy Fillier O e 223
Fallad on Mn“}* Lapel 224
Oce to Willizin Pulis ncy, Efg. -— —  22%
The Sinecure —a —_— e 23T
Female Charaflers s  —— — 239
Epigrarrs — — 1b:d
CUde to Lord Edgecumbe’s Pig P 249
To a Lady who adm’red qwan (h Poctry e — 24 1
On the Rm al Maritage Adt — o 2.4

Vor. VI,



[ v ]

Zmblem of Wedlock — — Page 246

By the fame — — -—

Defcription of a Female Route - " m— ihid
Epigrams; by Mr, John Hackel * — S 248
On the Death of Lady Shelley ; by Mr. Delap —_ 249
Way to chufe 2 Wife — — —r 250
On Love ; by Dr. Akenfide ' — 9L
Ode to Venus, on opening the Pantheon bm — 256
Epigram ; by G. A. 5clwyn, Efq. — — 248
Ona Iate Marriage | e— - 289
Carch to a2 Company of bad Fu]iers e 1bid
Mr. Hodpes to Sir Hans Sloane — o abo
Walden Hunt — e e —— 262
Imit, of Hor. Dear Jenny to confels, &c: — 8y
Theron among his travels found —— e 1bad
Parody ; by Lord Verulam — 270
Imiz. of Hur. Why Chlee like the: tenli:r fawn e— 271
Caufe of Inconitanc — — — 272
Ode before the lopg Vecation; by Mr. Harus 274
Epitaph; by Mr. Gray —— — 277
Dialogue between Cu ui and Hymen ; by Mr, John vanbrugh :.73
On Catha s ficknefs; by J. EL Er-::rwne, Efq — 280
On reading the Life of Preber — — 28t
Imit. of Hor. by Mifs Carter —— —_— 233
Amother ; by the fame -— — -—  2¥4
A Riddle; by thefame — — 283
In Diem Natalem —r— W—— —— i‘gﬁ



XXXV.A22

THE
NEW FOUNDLING HOSPITAL

Faonr

E P I TAU©PH
OX THE DEATH OF A VERY YOUNG LADY,

BY BRIAN EDWARDS, ESQ,

© 5C ARCE had the tender hand of Time
Maria’s bloom orought farth,
- Nor yet advanc’d to Beauty’s prime,
Tho’ ripe in*Beauty’s worth :

When Fate uatimely feal’d her doom,
And thew’d, in one fhiort hour,

A lovely fky, an envious gloom,
A rainbow and a fhow’r.

Yor.Vl]. B -

WRITTEN
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WRITTEN ON A WINDOW AT AN INN, UNDER
SOME INFAMOUS VERSES,

BY THE SAME,

W HEN Dryden’s clown, unknowing what he
 {fought,

His hours in whiftling fpent for want of thuught,
The guiltlefs Qaf his vacancy of fenfe
Supplied, and amply too, by innocence.
Did modern fvains, poflefs’d of Cymon’s pow’ss,
" In Cymon’s manner wafle there weary hours,
Th’ indignant trav’ller would not blufhing fee
This chryftal pane difgrac’d by infamy !

Severe the fate of modern fools, alas!
When Vice and Folly mark them as they pafs :
Like pois’nous verinin o’er the whiten'd wall,

The filth they leave--ftiffibints out where they crawlt

L

EPIG R A M

BY THE SAME,

Pox T, faid Chloe, with a laugh,
Your Mufe thall write my epitaph.

If, tombftone-like, my lovely maid,

I were on that foft bofom laid,

Fond love thould write, if you fhould die,

Both epitaph and elegy.

N
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ON THE DEATH OF GENERAL MONTGOMERY.,

BY THE SAME.

MONTGOMERY falls! let no fond breaft repines

That Hampden’s glorious death, brave chigf, was
thine, | |

With his fhall Freedom confgerate thy name ;.

Shall date her rifing glories fram:thy fame;

Shall build her throne of empire on thy grave 3

What nobler fate can patriot virtues crave!

DE FOR THE NEW YEAR,
BY THE SAME.

Prob Curia inverfique mores! Hox.

(GENIUS of Albion ! art thou fled !
Thou, who waft wont at Ffeedom’s call to rife,
With thund’ring voice, and heav’n-directed eyes,
And mock th' oppreflor’s rage, or fmite the tyrant
dead!
O ftretch again thy faving hand,
In mercy to this groaning ifle !
No common ills thine aid demand ;
Corruption triumphs in her ipoil
Fierce Difcord hurls her torch on high;
Nor public weal, nor focial tie
B2 Can
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Can fix the fordid, felfith mind:

Ambition breaks Law’s feeble chain,

Swol n Lux’ry leads her bloated train,
And Ruin {talks behind !

11.

Beyond the rough Atlantic tide,

Inipir’d by Virtue and by 71 hee,

Thy junior fous ftill dare be free s

Nor.e’er fhall fubtle fraugd divide
The gen’rous band. Oh! while the tempeft low’rs,
Reflect our cayle is one»-that Freedom’s foes are onrs t

111,

Peace to thy thade, lamented King ;
Great Brunfwick, fecond of thy race,
Call’d Eaglands throne to grace,
*Vhat tume fair ¥Freedom made each valley ring,
From the cold tomb could’ft thou arife,
How would this profpe&t fear thine eyss,
And drive thee back in wild affright !
For lo! fierce Hlning from their native north,
The howhng furies murd’rous ftorms {end forth ;

Glut the Gaul’s proud revenge, and ipread vile
=lav’ry’s pight !

1V, I_ﬂ
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1V,
In vain, afas! thy gallant fon,
On fam’d €ulleden’s glorious field,
Taught the proud trait’rous Scot to yield, -
And deathlefs laurels nobly wen.,
In vain rejoic’d th’ admiring world,
When: our brave fires, by Naffau led,
At tyrant-pow’r their thunders hurl’d
While the dark tyrawt cronch’d and fledt
No longernow, in patriot fhackles bound,
With fruitlefs wailing Envy bites her chain;
Oppreflion leaps o’er Freedom's facred mound,
Andvainly Hampden fought, and Sydney bled in vaint

Y.

Lo ! Saunders mingles  the mighty dead’;
No more th’ avenger of his country’s wrong :
.Q’%r his cold duft let no weak tear be {hed ;
He wept, alas! that he had liv’d too long ¥
O greatly glorions! had he died
Ere fet 1in darknefs Britain’s {un;
Ere frantic rage and Stuart pride,
That empire loft his valour won I’
“ What more, he cried, can adverfe fate require ?*”
Dying he {aw his country’s fame e pire ;
Saw her bright crofs he late trnumphant fpread,
Droop on thefick’ni g gale, and blufh with decper red !
B 3 VL Hark !
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VI.

Hark . thro’ América’s indignant fhore,
What groans rend B’ affrighted fkies !
Foul impious War hath broken Nature's ties ;
And Britain, terror of the world no more,
Turns on herfelf, and drinks ber children’s gore }
Oh! quickly drop the murd’rous fword,
What horrors rife around ?
Can’fthou, ill-fated realm, afford
With thine own bloog to drenth the ground,
The vet’ran, yet untaught to yield,
Relutant views the death-fraught field,
Confcious of guilt would fain retreat,
And dreads ev’n vi€t’ry as defeat;me
In vain: ftill o’er Ontario’s flood,
With ghaltly {inile, %blaﬂmg eyes,
Stern Alva’s guilty fpirit flies,
And {nufis the fcented air, and rages ftill for bloed !

VIIL

Hear how her fons Iberia tells
Exulting as the tempeft {wells ;
And faithlefs Gallia, with prophetic eye,
Beholds thy golden fireams of Commerce dry,
Or marks them for her own,  ¢¢ O great eveat,”

She cries,=e** Thy fhame and punifhiment,
¢ Rafh
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¢ Rath, ruin’d rival! Now I fee
Thy palm of glory fnatch’d by e ;
¢« That envied prize *, by Nature giv'n,
¢ Which raiski thy tow’ring front to Heav’n,
¢ Spurn’d by thifRly ta=Oh ! fpeed thy ling'ring fate,
i And to thyfelfbe falfe,«-to make niy ein pire great!”

VIIL

But Britain, happier fates are thine
Thy fun thall yer unclounded fhine
A day (nor far remote) fhail come,
When, Rage difarm’d, and Envy dumb,
The pious child, her forrows o'er, -
Shall urge the loud complaint no rpore
But nourifh (in her fuff’rings blefl)
'Th’ expiring parent, from her breat !
For lo! Futurity her pagé unfolds:
What floods of glory fill yon weftern Kkies !
1fee, Ifee, the radiant forms arife,
Where venerable Time fair Truth npholds,
And awful Juftice, her divine compeer,
Exaits her gen’rous brow, and fhakes her glitt'ring
fpear !

* Commerce,

B 4 IX. ¢ Ye
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1X.

* Ye parricides, who broke the golden cords
Ot filial piety~—maternal love ;
“ Ye perjur'd fenators—ye venalﬁds,.
“ Now curfe your damned deeds—for vengeance
*¢ dwells with Jove !
** America, no lon ger thou
*¢ Shalt Iift thy plaintive voice in vain ;
*¢ Nor Britain’s {ons to flav’ry bow,
*¢ Nor forge for athers necks the chain !
*“ "Tis Juilice fpeaks ! above controul,
Her thunders finite the guilty foul,
See murder’d Syduey grimly {mile,
And virtuous Rufle! blefs ber glortous tojl !
Ob flcep, ye facred fhades! in endlefs reft 3
The fign of Mercy, beaming from the weft,
Kind Heav'n has giv’n ;—for o’er the patriot crowd
Bright Conqueft foars aleft--and claps her wings aloud.

-

STANZAS
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S T A N Z A S

OCCASIONED BY THE DEATH OF ALICO;, AN AFRI«"
CAN S§LAVE. S&ONDEMNED FOR REBLLLION IN
JAMAICA; I7O%%

[x% Heis fuppofed tb addrefs his Wife at the phce -
of Execution.],.

BY THE SAME.-

I

¥ .
Ts paft :—Ah! calm thy cares to reft 1

Firm and unmov'd am ] :—-
It Freedom’s caufe I bar’d my breaft,—
In F readﬂm’s caufe I die.

I1..

Ah ftop! thou do’{t me fatal wrong :—-
Nature will yet rebel :

For I have lov’d thee very I‘ﬂng,ﬁ:
And lov'd thee very wells

1L,

To native fkies and peaceful bow’is, -
I foon fhall wing my way ;
Where joy fhall lead the circling hours;
Unlefs too long thy ftay,
B g IV, OL #
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1v.

Oh fpeed, fair fun! thy courfeavine ;
My Abala remove ;— |

‘There thy bright beams fhall ever thine,
Arnd I for ever love !

V.

On thofe bleft hores—a 8&lave no more !
In peaceful eafe T'li ftray ;

Cr roufe to chace the mountain boar,
As unconfin’d as day !

\’2 8

No Chriftian tyrant there is known
To mark his fteps with blood,

Nor {able Mis’ry’s piercing moan
Reicunds thro® ¢v’ry wood.

Vil,

Yet have I heard the melting tongue,
Have feen the falhing tear;

Known the good heart by pity wrung,
Ah! that fuch hearts are rare !

VIIL.

Nay,
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VIII.

Now, Chriftian, ghut thy ravilh’d eyes
—1I reach the joyful hour;

Now bid the ﬁrching flames arife,
And thefe poor iimbs devour :

)+ TR

But know, pale Tyrant, ’tis not thine
Eternal war to wage ;
The death thou giv'it thall but combine
> To mock thy baflled rage.

X

O Death, how welcome to th> oppreft?
Thy kind embrace T crave:
~ ‘Thou bring’ft to Mis’ry’s bofom reft,
And Freedom to 1he Slave,

CN RLADING BOLINGBROKE'S REFLECTIONS O3
THE CHARACTER OF POPE.

EY THE SAME,

SOF T be thy fleep, ill-fated bard!
Thy virtue i3 thy fole reward.
Atas! the lov’d, fweet voice of Famne

Is Folly ;—Friendfhip but a name . |
% B 6 Injurions,
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Injuricus meed ! O’er him, whofe eye,.
As light’ning keen, made Dulnefs fly,
Ere yet was broke life’s golden cirain ;v
(Bleft fav’rite in the Mufes’ train: )
Shall Dulnefs zow prefume to tread,
And Envy mark him out when dexd !

Curft be the vain, falfe, coward flave,
Who thus aims vengeance on the grave;.
Thus breaks thro® Friendthip’s facred laws.j—
-~What {atire, Pope, is thy applaufe '*

TO0 LADY BEOYNTON, CUTTING HER NAME IN TH
BAKK OF A TREE,

EY IR GRIFFITH BOYNTOYN.

To penfive minds fuperior truth belong,
Whole {acred precepts form the voice of fong:
They with foft Soluude fwcet converfe hold,
And love the whifper’d tale by Faney told,

While on this flem, {now confecrate to Fame)
Thou giv'it to future years the darling name,
What crowding thoughts within my bofom move,
Swell at my heart, and wake each fenfe of love !

¥ Alhdirg 1o the concluion of his Efay on Man.
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This plant thy Damon, in life’s fragrant morm.
With foft’ring hand felected fromi the thorn ;
Faft, with his years, the fhooting {cion grew,.
Nor mark’d the vasied feafons as they fiew ;
Together pafs’d with. Time his ample round :
(Hark ! as you write, he gives the boding found)
His * ¢ creeping hoursy” in myftic days of yore,.
Tun’d the fweed reed on Avon’s fairy fhore: |
Then ill-rewarded worth, or fruitlels love,
gought, and found folace in the lonely grove;.
From prying eyes a2 'willing exile ran,
And all th? obtrufive intercourfe of man, .

Revolve the paft, we paint the coming years ;
The garlands Fancy wove Reflc€tion tears ;
There rofeate bloflom moans its balmwy prime,
Borne on the fleeting-wing of ruthlefs Time:
Beauty awaits its all-involving gloom,
Nor chears the wintry frown that thades the tomb:
Yet be it mine; by Truth and Beauty fir'd,
To praife thofe charms which Lyttleton admir’d.

* Shukefpeare, As You Like It

VERSES



[ 18 ]
VERSES

WRITTEN IN A COTTAGE AT PARK-PLACE, THE

SEAT ©F THE RIGHET HONOURARBRLE GENEYRAL
CONWAY.

BY THE REVEREND MR, POWYS,

THE works of Art let others praife,
Where Pride her waile of wealzh hctraysj, )
And Fafhton, mdependn%: RO
Ufurps ber parent Nature’s throne,
Lays all her fair dominions wafte,
And calls the devaftation Taite.

~ But I—who ne’er, with fervile awe,
Give Fafhien’s whims the force of law,
Scorn all the glitter of expence,
When deftitute of ufe and fenfe.
‘More pleas’d to fee the wanton rill,
Which trickles from fome craggy hil},
Free thro’ the valley wind its way,
Than when, timmur’d in walls of clay,
It ftrives in vain its bonds to break,
And ftagnates in a crooked lake,

With fighs I fee the native oak

Bow to th’ inexorable ftroke,

Wiylit an exotic puny race

Ot uvpttart thrubs ufurps its plaee,

Which,
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Which, born beneath a milder tky,
Shrink at a wintry blaft, and die.
T ne’er behold without a imile
The venerable Gothic pile,
Which in our fathers’ wifer age
‘Was fhelter’d from-the tempeft’s rage,
Stand to the dreary north-expus’d,
Within a Chinefe fenceinclos™,

For me, each leaden God may reign
In quiet o’er his old domain;;
Their claim is good by Poet’s laws,
And Poets muft fupport their caufe,
But when old Neptune’s fith-tail’d tramn
Of Tritons, haunts an upland plain;
When Dian feems to urge the chace,
In a foug garden’s narrow fpace;
When Mars, with infult rude, invades
‘The virgin Mufes’ peaceful fhades;
With light’ning arm’d, when angry Jove
Scares the poor tenants-of the grove,
T cannot blindly league with thofe,
Who thus the Poet’s creed oppofe.
Tao Nature, in my earlieft youth,
1 vow’d my conftancy and truth;
When in her * Hardwicke’s much-lov’d fhade
Enamour’d of her charms I ftray’ds

5 Th{h SE-H.' EHI:‘ IJ‘ PG‘.‘-’}TF:I :Effl. in Oifﬂrdfhifﬂ-
d Afld
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And as T rov*d the woods amang,.

Her praife in lifping numbers fung s .
Nor will I now refign my heart,

A captive to her rival art,

Far from the pageant fcenes of pride,.
She ftill my carelefs fieps fhall guide,
Whether by Contemplation led,,,

The rich romaatic wilds I tread,.

Where Nature, for her pupil man,

Has fketch’d out many a noble plan ;-

Or whether from yon weod . ciswn’d brﬂw;-
I'view the lovely vale helow. |

For when, with more than common care,
Nature had fhetch’d her land{zape there,
Her Conway caught the fair defign,

And foften’d ev’ry harfher line.;

In pleafing lights each objedt plac’d,

And heighten’d all the piece with tafte.

O Conway * | whili the public voice
Applauds our Sov’reign’s well weigh’d choice,
Fain would my patriot Mufe proclaim
The Statefman’s and the Soldier’s fame:
And bind immortal on thy brow

‘Thie civic crown and laurel bough. .

But tho’ untkill’d to join the choir,

Who aptly tune the courtly lyre,.

* General Conway was at this time Secretary or 3tate,

Tho?

Rationsal Library
Calcutta-27.
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"Tho® with the vaffals of thy ﬁatt,

I never at thy levee wait,

Yet be it oft my happier lof,

'To meet thee in this rural cot,

To fee thee here thy mind unbend,

And quit thé’Statefman for the Friend ¢
Whilft fmiles unbought, and void of art,
Spring genuine from the fecial heart.

Happy the Mufc, whu:h hare retir’'d,

Dupe to ho party, Toves to pay,v
To worth like thine, her grateful lay s
And in no venal verfe commend,

The man of Talte and Nature’s $riend.

ON BEING DESIRED BY LADY CAMDEN TO WRITE
VERSES ON BAYHAM ARBBEY, THE SEAT OF JOHN

PRATT, ESQ:. NEAR TUNZBRIDGE WELLS3,
BY THE SAME,

1.

Don’'T you (cries Clio jﬂerin g) now,
‘With to recall a certain vow,
Which
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‘Which late you rafhly made,
When, in a pettith mood, you fwore
To leave off rhyming, #nd no .more

Invoke the Mufe’s aid »

11,

When young, by tender tales of love

You wifl’d young Celia’s heart to move,
And cager foatch’d the lyre,

Help me, fome friendly Mufe, yon cried,

Oh deign my artlefs bend 1w guide,
My fault’ring voice infpim o

..i_

111,

And when you firove in verfe to rajfe

A trophy to your Conway’s praife,
His worth, his tafle exprefling ;

Again, a fuppliant to the Nine,

I iaw you bow before our thrine,
Your languid pow’rs confefling.

IV,

But older now and wifer grown,
Thefe vain connexions you difown,

Our
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Our ditates you difclaim,y
You fcorn the Mufes’ idle crew,
You're bid them all alaft adien,

And hate a borrow’< names

V.

Vet when in yon fequefter'd {cene,

With Contemplation’s ghoughtful mien,
That hallow’d ground you trod,
Where cloifter’d monks with zeal infpii’d
Far from the bufy world retin’d,
To {olitude and Gods

Vi,

1 heard your friends the lays demand,

I faw you take the pen in hand
Impatient to comply

I faw you rack your lab'nng brains,

To form the dull defcriptive frains,
Whilft I food laughing by.

VIi.

Fain would I fing (perplext you faid)

The lav{-:rly landfcape here difplay’d,
Which
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Which charms each ravifh'd fenfe s
The ruin’d Abbey’s rooflefs iles,.
And all the veneralle fpoils

Of {funk magnificence,

VI,

The verdant lawns, the wocd-crown’d hills,

The limpid lakes, the bubbling rills,
The lulling water-falls ;

The flow’rs which bleaded odours fhed,

1he robes of mantling vy {pread
Around the mould’ring walls,

IX.

Sweet fcenes ! by Nature’s pencil plann'd,

Retouch’d by Tafte’s judicious hand,
Without the glare of Art ;

Tho’ rafhly I’ve abjur’d the Mufe,

Can fhe, when fuch the theme, refufg
Her influence to impart ?

Xl

Defponding thus did you lament,
But could you. hope I would relent;.

And
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And favour your approaches ?
Nay, ceafe, unjuftly (I replied)
To tax me with contempt and pride,
And load me with reproachcs.

XL

Whene’er I bow’d before your fhrine,

You know that ev’ry pray’r of mine
Yu empty air wasdoft;

I never fought poetic fame,

Truth ever was .i y leading aun,
Sincerity my boaft, |

XII,

But could I hope to gain from you .
"Thofe pow’rs, which mark the chofen few,
- On whom you deigu to fmile ;
Could I fuppofe you would infpire
My bofem with a Churchill’s fire,
Aud elevate my ftile ?

XTI,

I'd fervently your aid implore ;

I’d feribble doggre! rhimes no more
But emulous of fame,

Would grateful join 2 nation’s praife,

And decotate th’ immortal lays

With Camden’s honou’d name.

ON
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ON the roth of January, 1-777_,;”{11&: -Comedy of
the Provok’d Hufband was alted, .at 2 New Theatre,

near Henley upon Thames, by the following per.

fons:

Lord Townly, by Lord Villiere.
Manly, by Mur. Milles,

Sir F. Wronghead by Mr, Furye,

Count Baflet, by  Lord Malden,
’Squire Richard, by Hon. Mr. Onllow,
Moody, by Capt: Stewart,

GHZb;{Eg,E an © by}Capt. Churchiil,

Ld Towaly’s {ervant by - Mr, Tytridge.
MHHIY!‘S fﬁﬂ'ﬂﬂt, b}r h{r‘ HUdgEE, j‘un.

Lady Townly, by Mifs Hodges.
Lady Grace by Mifs Clarke.
Lady Wronghead, by Mifs Hervey.
Mifs Jenny, by Mifs . Hopkins.
Myrtilla, by Mif{s Hopkins,
Mrs. Motherly, by Mrs. Yohnfon,
Trufty, by Mifs Newhill

UPOX THIS OCCASION THE FOLLOWING PROLOGUE
WAS SPOQKEN BY LORD VILLIERS.

MOST raw recruits, in times of Peace appear
To brave all dangers, and to mock at fear;
But when call’d forth to tread th’ embattl’d plain,

They fairly wifh themfelves at home again.
Whild



[T
Whilit hardy vet’rads, long-inur'd to arms,
Hear, unappall’d, the battie’s loud alarms.

Thus we, unprallis’d in the ftage’s arts,
Have, without fear, rehears’d our various parts,
Taik’d; wond’rous big of our theatric feats,
And dar’d the cenfures of the vacant feats,
But now, alas! the cafg is al:i:g:_:?dt quitey,
When fuch an andignce opans on the fight ;
Garrick himielf, in fuch a fituation,
(Tho’ fure to pleafe) might feel fome palpitation,
Our anxious breafls no fuch prefumption cheers,
Light are our hopes, but weighty are our fears ;
So (for ’tis now too late to quit the field)
We to your judgment at difcretion yield ;
O then be merciful ; the fault’s not ours,
If, with a wifth to pleafe, we want the pow’rs,

EPIL OG U E,

WRITTEN BY MR. COLMAN, FOR LADY WRONG»
HEAD, AND ALTERED FOR MANLY.

SPOKEN BY MRER. MILLES,

I FEAR the Ladies think my lat night’s dealing
Betray’d a hsart quite deftitute of feeling ;
Who
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Who to my married friends fuclr leffons gave,
As make each hufband think his wife a flaye =
So, dodtor-like, Itook an early round,
And juft fep in to tell you that I found
My kady Townly quite to health reftor’d,
And coufin Wronghead’s pulfe is vaftly lower’d
The firft, whofe bofom grateful ¥ riencthip warm’d,
Thus fpoke the diftates of a heart reform’d -
¢ Sick of my follies, faithful to my vows *,
** I'm now re-married to my noble {poufe ;
¢ Ladies there are at this 'méy feel remorfe,
““ And find perhaps more charms in a divorce,
*“ I've trod the giddy round, and don’t deplore,
*¢ That the gay dream of diffipation’s o’er :
*¢ But Lady Wronghead ftill bewails her fate,
“ And fighs for fplendor, equipage and fate.
¢ Farewel, dear fcenes, ihe cried; was ever wife,
‘¢ Born with a genius for the gayeft life,
** Like me untimely blafted in her bloom—
‘¢ Like me condemn’d to fuch a difmal deom ?
" No London—when I juft began to tafe it ;
“ No money—when I juft knew how to wafte it.
“* Farewel--the high-plum’d head, the cufhion’d tete,
*“ Which takes the cufbion from its prop’rer feat.
* Seven is the main '—that found muft now expire,
“ Yoft at hot cockles, round a Chriftmas fire,

* The lines marked with inverted Commas were jn the original,
** Farewel
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Farewel-—dear fcenes, where late fuch joys I knewy
Drefs, cards, and dice, Ibid ye all adieu !
¢t Thofe joys thus vanifh’d, I {hall talte no more; |
¢¢ For Lady Wronghead’s occupation’s o’er.
How fhall I drag out life, and how, alas!

Shall tedious country winter evenings pais.”

Ifji
Dear Ma’am, I {aid, your groundlefs fears dilmifs,

T have a thought—a n;w.,ﬂne,—-it is this:

Shall we comg, flowny “and try to alt a play ?

A play t—and what d’ve think the wits will fay ?
€< Unheard, with keeneft {atire they’ll decry it,

¢ Turn all to farce, and fwear “tic vain to try it,”

]

€

4
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Avaunt, {uch wits ! who, with ill-judging fpleeny
Shail rudely ftrive to blaft the well-meant fcene. |
Tar happier he, his faults, like us, who {lops,

And checks his follies when the curtain dropse
No more it vice or error te-€ngage,
And play the fool at large oun life’s great ftage:

Vsu. VE 5 ~ PROLOGUE
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# $tu€rd b}" tht: magu: nf hlﬁ art ﬁlbdll d:

o - But yet fhe was a picce of mere @il life, - “* 2
* And fomething more he wanted in a mfe, =% L
A wife he thought fome little warmth ﬂzmld ﬂlare,
- (Are there none here whofe wives have fome to fpare?)
He klfﬁr’tf her oft ; bur, ah! huw f;old the k:fs, e
Eﬁ@mliy&a‘ f“ﬂch a night as this, o
_ % Vajn
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% ain was his art, {for do whate'er he cou’d)
There was no comfort without flef and blood
To ¥enus he addrefs’d his fervent pray’s,
That the {hould animate the obd’rate fair $
For Venus can, whene’er fhe will, 1impart
A yielding foftnefs to the hardelt heart,
His pray’r was heard—to him fhe turp’d her head
And o’er her limbs the glow of life was {pread:.
Convind'd at latt, he feels her pulfe beat high,
And wanton feem’d to roll her am’rous eye;
Loos’d was her tongue, fhe was indeed a wife,
And he no more complain’d fbe waated life.-

Lord Villicrs admirably fupported the very difficult
charater of Lord Townly, both as to voice, figure,:
-aftion, and elocution :(—He was eafy, ani mated, and
- graceful j—-and perhaps the ¢haradter nevet appeared
te more advantage in the hands of any performer,
except Mr. Barry, M any part of his performance
can be found fault with, he did not {feem to exprefse
{ufficient difpleafure in his countenance at his Lady’s
condut ; but that is not to be wondered at, as Lady
Villiers never gives him reafon to praftife it; and
without practife it was impoflible to be feigned, when
the enchanting Mifs Hodges, in the charafter of
Lady Tﬂwnly, was fmiling before his eyes,

We beg both MefTrs. Yates and Msrcklm s pardet; -

when we fay we prefer Mr, Fury to cither of them for
Cz2 . | a S
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A Sir Francis ’W‘rnnghead; and if he could be Pfﬁ?ﬂilﬂd
upon to appear on either of the London Theatres,

we would advife the Managers to lofe no time ig
firiking a bargain with him,

Mr. Milles, who filled the part of Manly, we are

. told frequently treads the ftage at North Afton ; but
he 15 more ufed to Tragedy than Cemedy; it is a
pity that the prompter did not put him in mind he -
was acting Comedy that night ; but we have been
informed, that office was filled by a reverend Divine,
‘who poflibly advifed him to make fo moral and {o'
~grave an appearance, - |

It 18 to be regretted, that Count Baflet was not,
atted by a perfon Jefs delicate in his principles than. -

~ Lord Malden ; for it required one more hackneyed in-
the ways of the world, to do the Count that juftice,
which Vanbrugh intendeddim : however, let us nog;

- Jorget to fay, that Lord Malden was generally.
thought to act as well as any of them, when he made

lave to- Mifs Jenny.

"Squire Richard was fo well performed by Mr.
Onflow, that we really imagined Lord Villiers was o
diftrefled for a gentleman performer, that he had

been obliged to put up with one of his young

wnants in the cowntry, Mr, Onflow did totally
B | dive ft
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divedt himfelf of his own charatér, and entered {5
theroughly into that of "Squire Richard, =~

Captain Stewart, in the part of honeft John Moodyy
was humorous and charaGeriftic ;- both his drefs and
addrefs were éafy and natatral ¢ In fhort, the Captaint.
{eerned to be perfeftly at home in the charadtery
though 1 fufped; from kis accent, that he was a little
further north even thea Yorkfifirdy ~ At the fame
time uﬂ:ws:mgd {uppn'l‘, from his en Bon poiat, that he
was not qﬂ‘i"té’ { far as the Cave of Faming, "

Mr. Hodges would have done Manly’s fervant
better if he gould have kept his gravity ; but he uns
fortunately laughed too much at his inafter.

‘Lord Townly's fervant was a little too bafliful—
We are told he has 2 place at Court; fo there are
forae hopes he will mend ¥ that fault by the tims
he has been 4 little longer there, |

So much for the Gentlemen ; now for the Yadiess

Mifs Hodges made an incomparable Lady
Townly :—It is but common juflice to fay, that this
Lady performed her part in aityle far fuperior to any
thing we have ever feen om the Theatres. The
beauty of ber fice, the melody of her voice, the

C3 chegance



ﬁ134]

elegance of her perfon; her eyes amazingly ex.
preflive | her eafy yet graceful deportment, were fuch
as have never been united in any female who was an
sftrels by profefion : One might juftly fay. with
 Mifton~~% Grace was ia all her fteps, Keaven in her
** eve; in every geliure, dignitv and fplritl”

Mifs Harvey, in Lady Wrﬂnghead was as natural
a5 eould be expeéted from a maiden Lady, who was to
appear the mother of fuch wellprotuetilldren ; and
~ the truly matergal altotign fhe feemed to thew them,
makes one regret that fhe has none of her own 1—1f
fhe perform that part again, we would récommend
lefs motion of her body and eyes, and more of hr:l' |
arms.

 Modefty, and the fober joys of domeftic life, conld
pot be better exprefled than by Mifs Clarke, in Lady
"Gra,{:c‘ Wt will not fay fthe was without a fault ;
for fhe did not exprefs near encugh of feeling for her
friend Lady Townly.

+

The two Mifs Hopkins we have feen to more
advantage in various charaéters; but, perhaps, they
did not think it neceflary to exert themfelves in a
country company, |

Monfieur
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Monfieur l¢ Teffier might with great reafon be
diflatishied, ifi-we were to conclude without paying
him that compliment which i¢ due to his merit in the
after-picce of Pygmalion; we conld enlarge updd
it with pleafure, were not Mr. Garrick alive; bitt
a3 he is, and we hope wil long continue;~we would:
not, by invidious compafifons, difplcafe one by
whom we haveBeen foofien pleafed . however, thus.
much we_muﬁ'fay,- thﬁifmjﬂ% natural, lively, ex-
preflive; aaninated afGon, wenever Taw any rival or
" competitor to our Englifh Rofcius, at leaft fione that
“pught to give him the fmallet degree of jealoufy,
but Monfieur le Teffier.

After the play, Lord Villiers entertained the com-
pany with a moft elegant and fumptuous fupper, and
o ball, There was a profufion of the choiceft wines,.
and moft exquifite viandg%_and it was a very doubtful
point with {he company,” wijich they thould moft
admire, his Lordfhip’s elegant tafte, his engaging
affabitity, or his unbounded hofpitality.

Every part of the entertainment was conduéted
with the greateft propriety; and the moft polite |
attention was paid to every perfon prefent,

s+ VERSES:
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343D TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN LY LADY
E, ON SEEING THE FPADLOCK *
FERFORMED AT WESTON, THE SEAT @F SIR
RENRY BRIDGMAN, BART. a

T

Ee——T 1,

.

In Albion’s ifle, ere hoary Time grew old,
The fairies with’d a midnight featt tp hold ;
A council call’d of elves and fairy fbritﬂﬂ,
The gliding revellers of ftar-light nights :
The {ubjeét frange requires a nice debate
To folve new doubts, and ev’ry caution tate ;
Where they thould hold their galy Iportive rites,
"Their fears ail calm’d, the fairy queen invites ;
"To Wellon’s woods the bidden guefts repair,
Enchanting feat } of all that’ wifely fair,

The rural feene with wonder they revife,
Eciips’d by nought but fair Eliza’ $ eyes 3 |
Her pleafing form, and gentle winning grace,
Breathe gay delight, ferene, oer ev’ry place;
Redundant fmiles her dimpled cheeks difplay,
And fteal e’en Envy’s venom’d thafts away,

l.J-i

# Leonora, - M:fs Pigott, §y Daughters of Lord
Mungo, - - Mifs Pigntt,} Pigotts
Leander,, - Mifter Henry Bridgman,

L gfula, - Mifs Bricgman -

-t L*——-—-}f B#__I]. g ..
’ - | - Fairies
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Pairies and jealous mortals jointly own,

"Phe fofe not half fo fragrant, newly blown

That Hybla*s fweets amidft her trefles play 5

She fofter, milder, {weeter far than thr:y |

The Fairy Queen teluftant feels her pow r,

And fteald to reft beneath a hawthorn ﬂnw r:

¥irft bids her train the fair Eliza tend, |

Guard o'er her ¢harms, and to them awful bend.
Pleas’d with the charge, the lﬂ‘mﬂsg!ﬂves advanee’,!
They fing. Lhey.gilay, they weave the twining dance ;
They Biril relate-Pregors- il Rare’d fate,

“¥n age lamenting for a youthful mate. = .

Next they rehearfe the pangs of Henry’s love, .

In ftrains as {mooth as Cytherea’s dove; |

' Tﬁﬁlillnvely boy, ne future pain fhall own,
Fove’s pointed arrow fhall by thee be thrown, - }
And Leonora love but thee alore.

Aid me, ye Nine, with " lines to grace
The well fiole 16oks of Mungo’s merry pace, |
Nor let the careful Urfula bemoan,

My lays requite alt merit {ave her own,
You prov’d that Nahire yet could rival Art,
For fenfe and judgment grac’d your perfet part..
O beauteous maid, receive my humble pray’r;
May Fate flill mark you fertunate as fair
May you ih each new fcene of bufy life,
Play well the part of daughter, mother, wife ;
C s Receive.
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Receive th? applaufe your merits juftly claim, .
And yield to none in virtue or in fame.
In that firft page let Patfhull’s {fyren-fhine,
. Her air prevailing, and her voice divine
Her dulcet lays and warbling notés proclaing .
Her blithefl Philomel of Wefton’s plain.
~ May Fairy pow’rs thefe pleafing ftrains requite,
Strew fragrant flow’rs, and tend yourfliocks by night ?L
Shed o’er your virgin hours content and reft, -
And chage each aching forrow from your breaft. -

‘The mafque was ended and the buly crew,
- Eager of praife, to fair Eliza flew. | .
~With grace benign, to each fhe juft decrees . o
“That with the wifh they gain’d the pow’r to pleafe §
That each to Mab one acorn-cup thould bear,
To prove their merit bore an equal fhare : S
O’cr the pale green they trip, and bounding flray,
No {portive fawn fo ingocent and gay; |
To the arch’d bow’r ﬂ%ir acoin goblets bear,
And wake their Queen, new conqueils to deelare.
Jecund fhe fprings, with joy their tribute Views,
Fills them with zther and ambrofial dews ; |
‘Chen leads the feftive dance by Cynthia’s light,
And by approving does their toils reqiie ; g
Quick o't their eye-lids fheds their languid juice,
D:ifti¥d from cowllipy for lov’d Oberon’s wle; - "
- To balmy fleep they drop, by Mab infpir’d, |
By all regretted, and by all adwird, =~ =
. ## ~_ .- PROTOGUE
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"PROLOG U E

“T0 ALL FOR LOVE, ACTED AT 'm.zrmmm-nwsz;
IN THY SsUMMER 1718, WRITTEN BY BISHOP
HOADLEY, AND SPOXKEN BY LADY BATEMAN,
WHOBACTED CLE{JPATRA.

FI-'

WHILE ancient dames and hEI‘DEs in us live,.
And f{cenes of Love and War we here revive; -
Greater in each, in each more fortunate,.

Than all that ever ages paft call’d great ;

O Marlbro’ ! think not wrong that I thee name,
~ And firft do homage to thy brighter fame,
‘Beauty and Virtue with each other ftrove:

'To move and recompence thy early love ;-
Beauty.with Egypt’s Queen could never boatt,
And Virtue fhe ne’er knew, or quickly loft:

" A foulfo form’d and cloath’d ‘Heav'n muil defi gn,
For fuch a {foul, and {uch a form as thine,

-

But call’d from foft repole, and Beauty’s charmsg, .
Thy louder fame is fpoke in feats of arms. |
The fabled {tories of great Philip’s {on,

By thy great deeds the world has feen outdone;
The Caefars that Rome boatfted yield their bay Sy e
And nwn,-m juftice, thy {uperior praifes -
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They ?ﬂught_tﬁ&- empire of the world to gaim,
But thou to break the haughty tyrant’s chain 5
They fought t” enflave mankind, but thou to free:
?ﬂde nations from detedled flavery +
** Their guilty paths to grandeur taught to hate
* By Virtue, nor blufh for being great.””

This heap of ftones which Blégheim®s palac: .-frafllt',.
Rofe in this ferm,. aszosument to thy name ;.
This heap of ftonssmuwld spumble into fand,

But thy great name fhall thro’ al] ages {tand.

In Fate’s dark book I fec thy long-liv’d name,
And thus the certain prophecy proclanfis. .. . -
¢ One fhall arife who fhall thy deeds rehearfe,,
% Not in arch’d roofs, or in fufpedted verfe,

““ But in plain annals of each glorious vear,

“‘ With pomp of Truth the ftory thall appear :
““ Long after Blenheim’s walls thall moulder'd lre,,
** Or, blown by wings, to difftant countries fly,
““ By him fhall thy great aftions all furvive,

“* And by thy name fhall his be tavght to live,’

Qhl cherith the remains of life ;s furvey
Thofe years of glory which can ne’er decay ;
Enjoy the beft reward below ailow’d,

The inem’ry of paft acticns great and gooda
&

LINES,
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L1 NES

PXITTEN ON SEEING LADY EAST PERFORM THE
e ARACTER OF ALMERTR, IN THE MOURNING
BRIDE, AT SIR WILLIAM _EAE'ES THEMM,

LT HULL-PL&.CE, IN BERKSe

In polith’d Eaft’s fair frame behuléf'
All that the Poets feign’d of old ;
* Her form as clegant and trua

As evey Grecian artift drew ;.
Her trefles Natuge’s colour wear,

_SWhich fhew her iv’ry neck more fau'; -

Mufic and energy unite
To make her accents breathe dchghti

We feel her fympathetic pow'rs,
A!}d all Almerm s woes are Gurss, . “-

"eN -~THE QUEEN’S MESEHTIHG-.'MM. THOMASy
T’= g BISHOF OF wmeHESTERS LADY, WITH
. A HORSE AKD CABRIOLE CHAIE, FOR HER

AIRINGS 3N _FARHHAhi-P.mKr -
, ANNO 3775

THO" Snip the beft of Queens furfakes,
. To ffarve he’s in no danger: -
' At Court may be the hlgheft racksy

But here’s a3 decp @ man geEs

“The
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The Bifhop, good and kind to all,
Will keep him fat and thriving ;
Already he has got a ftall,
And will have a good living,

INSCRIPTION FOR A EENCH BENEATH AEAYOU-.
' RITE TREE,

AVAUNT! ye noify fbnyof wine.
Nor round your brows my rofes twine ;
"Twas not for you that Flora here

Beltow’d thofe beauties of tfie years

But ye, who focial converfe love,
Or ye whom fofter paifions move, -
Come pafs with me the carelef day,
Or ia my groves in freedom firay.

For yox this verdant turf is {pread,
For you this beach here rears 1ts head,
For you has Flora fcatter’d here

The varied beauties of the year,

ix
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iy THE CHURCH-YARD OF BROMLEY; IN KENT.

,‘WRITTEH EY THE LATE JOEN HAWKEIWORTH,-.

Ls L. D«

Near this place lies the body of
. ELIZABET_H M O N K,
who departed thislife on the 17th day of Aug. 1753,
| aged 101, |
She was the Widow of John Monk, late of this.parifly,
' ~ Blackfmith, -
" her fecond Hufband,
to whom fhe had been a wife near fifty years.
By him fhe had no children ;
and of the iffue of her firft marriage noene lived to the
| fecond,—mme——
But virtue
would not fuffer her to be childlefs.
An inf2nt, to whom, and to whofe father and uncles,
fhe had been nurle,
(fuch is the uncertainty of temporal pofterity !}
became dependent upon {irangers for the neceflaries of
life ;
to him fhe afforded the prote&ion of a mother.
This parental charity was returned with filialafleftion;
and fhie was fupported in the feeblenefs of age
by him whom fhe had cherifhed in the helplefnefs of

infancy.
Lzt

b
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Lar or px REMEMBERED
"That there is no ftation in which induftry will.not
* ©obtaln poiver to be liberal, |
Bor any charaler on which liberality will not confer
- Hounour, | |
She hadbeen Jon gprepared,
by a fimple and unaffeted piety,
for ¢hat awfub moment which;.'ﬁﬂwcm'fw s
- univerfally fire,
How few arc allowed an ¢qual time of probation !
How many by their lives appear to prefume upon more!
To preferve the mmgﬁmwﬁaﬁ, |
but yet more to perpetuate the vetlon of fer tife,.
this Stone was ereCted by voluntary contribution,.

IN THER CATHEREDRAY, AT BRISTOXL,

IN MEMORY OF MRs, MASON, WHO DIED AT THE

HOTWELLS, IN 1767

TAKE, holy earth, all that my f;?:-ullhuldfs dear,

Take that beft gift which Heav’n fo lately gave
To Briftol’s fount 1 bore, with trembling care,

Mci faded form ¢ the bew’d to tafte the wave,

i,qn 3!
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And died. Does youth, does beauty, read the liné 2
. Does fympathetic fear their breafts alarm ¢
Speak, dead Maria ! breathé 2 firain divine:
Ev'n from the grave thou fhalt have pow I to charms
Bid them be chafle, be innocent, like thee ;
Bid them in duty’s fphere as meckly move ;
- And, if fo fair, from vanity as free,
As firm in friendfhip, and as fondin Love :
Tell them, though ’tis an awful thing to die, |
(* I'was ev’n to thee) yet the dread path once trods

Heav’n lifts its everlafting portals high,

And bids * the pure in heart behold their God.”
. ' Wl' Wﬂbﬁ-

o

L

EP1TAZPH

oN Miss DRUMMOND, DAUGHTER OF THE ARCHS

BISHOP OF YORK.

3Y MR MASON,
HEere {leeps--what oncewas beanty, Once Wasgrace,
Grace, that with {enfe and tendernefs combin’d

"To form that harmony of foul and face,
Where Beauty thines the mirror of the mind,

guch
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“Such was-the maid, who, in the morn of .youth,
In virgin innocence, in Natyre’s pride,
Bleft with each art which owes, i< charm to Truth,
Sunk in her father’s fond embrace, and dy’d,

He weeps !—Oh venerate the holy tear!

- Faith lends her aid to eale AfHiction’s load ;
Fhe parent mourns his chilcl upon her bier,
- The Chriftian yields an Angel to his God,

A FRAGMENT ON AN EPIC POE)M,
BY MI$s ATkrN

BENT EY THAT LADY

TO DR, FPRIESTLEY, oW
THE MORNING.

SUCCEEDING' THE EVENIANG'S
LCSS OF A GAME AT CHEss,

[ Thefe are the Verfes which the Mﬂmhiy Reviewers

fo jufily regret were omitted in the publifhed Co-
leQion of Mifs Aikin’s Poems,]

WHEN now the hoftife maid refus’d to yie!d?

~'The honours of the well difputed field ;
When her firm phalanx,

wedg’d in clofe array,
Prefs’d tow’rds the gaol

» and turn'd the doybtfy] day,

The.
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The knight defpair’d by open force to gam

Vicorious laurels on the chequer'd plam s~

And long revolv’d, within his wily breift,

W hat friendly pow’r woutd aid his conqueft befts

Diftrefs’d by doubt, and urg’d by deep defpaif,

At length to Morpheus he addrefs’d his pray’s s
& geatle, harmlefs, inoffenfive pow'r,

And ne'er invék’d in -ﬁghting“ﬁélds_ before.

He turn’d, obfervant to the fetting fun,

Thrice yawn’d, and his petition thus begun ;

¢« O thou! whofe equal ;m’ﬁd,and grateful {way,

¢t The wretched welcome, and the great obey,.

¢ 1f e’er, with murmurd {pells of magic found,

@& J’vefpread thy empire ev'n on holy ground,

« Till drowfy vapours crept from pew to pew,

¢« *Till all the nodding audience bow’d to you,

¢ And hung their heads tike flow’rs beneath the }.
¢ dew ; |

¢ 1n conftant flumbers feal thofe hoftile eyes,

¢ And let my troops th’ unwary foe furprize.

My grateful hand to thee fhall confecrate

« An ample folio, of ftupendous weight.

¢« Words of fuch opiate virtae fha!l compofe

¢¢ The foperific, {oft, tothean doie ;

¢ No mortal eye-lids fhall refift the charm,

| ¢¢ No Dutchman’s phlegm againft its influence arnrm
i b Th}r

-

&

-
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* Thy moft rebelious ffubjeé'tg then fhall knaw |

o=

‘“ Thy pnw’::, and to fhy Ie:tdenfcep_tre bow. .

He {aid, when Morpheus frem a cloud defcends,
And o’er the female chief his wand exten ds ;
Then from her eye the martial ardoyr fled,
And ev'ry proje@ vanifh’d from her head,
She yawns, fhe nods, no more o’erlovks the-fieldy. .
In leaden, deep, and d;ﬂt_h'flik? fhimbers feal’d,

[]
v

Now, ﬁ:att'&r’&' wide,  her broken fquadrons fly,
Nobles and pawns in wild diorder e,
Ruin fucceeds, confufion, fhameful filght,
And her pale troops grew paler with afivight
While ardent Hope the f:qnqu';ing bands o’erfpread
With a new fluth of meore enliven’d red,
At length the Queen, the captiv’d Queen is I{}ﬂ';,%
And.inftant fate o’erwhelms the {catter’d hoft,

So when Ulyflas, from the Trojan realm,
Ten weary nights had waken* at the helm
Juft as his native fhore falutes ki eyes,

And Ithaca’s blue hills in prelpedt rife ;

By Sleep’s refiftlefs charms the chief opprefs’d,
Exhaufled, finks to momentary reft, |
Back o’er the boundin g waves the veffel flew,
And tempelt tofs’d his fhatter’d bark angyw,

Bug
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But Morpheus, ever prone.to raife th’ npprcfa’d, |

To {oothe the fad, and fuceour the diftrefs'd,.
Around the vanquifh’d maid’s 1nglnnﬂus head,
With lenient care, his downy pinions fpread ;
Plac’d her by rutal groves and chryflal ﬁreams,
And footh’d her fancy with aunfpicious dreams,

Cheer’d with frefh hopes, the veiws the morning hghtg |

Ahd burns with ardour to renew the fight.

o HE PLEIADES.

¥ ® #*
* ®

W1T H Devon’s gitl fo blithe and gay,
I well could like to fport and play :
With J—rfey would the time begﬂ;ﬂc,
And laugh and titter, fneer and fmile
With B—v—rie I {hould like to fin, |
With D I could only grin ;
With C—I—fle wifdom’s plan puriue,
With—M — I would nothing do g
To this vain town I’d bid adteu,
To pafs my life, and think with Crewe !
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THE PLANETS-A COMPANION TO THE n.aunm

WITH charming Chﬂlmﬂndeley well one mi ght
Pafs all the day and half the night ;
From Montagu’s more fertile mind,
Perpetual fource of pleafure find ;

Of Thully’s Latin, Homer’s Greek,
With'learn’d Carter I could fpeak &
While to politenefs, wit and fepfe,
Greville canteach indiffreace i
With grave Macauley I'd debate

The means to fave a finking ftate :
With Thrale coaverfe in pureft eafe
Of letters, life, and languages ;

But if I dare to talk with Crewe,

My heart, my peace, my eafe—adien

LADY CRAVEN, ON DREAMING SHE SAW HER
"HEART AT HER FEET.

SAID TO BE WRITIEN BY HER!ELF,

WHEN Nature, tir'd with thought, was funk to reft,
Aad all ny fenfes were by fleep poffefs’d,

* It has beer. Lkewife aferibed to Madame do Vauclufle, gouvErs
~nante te her Ladyfhip’s children,

Swect
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Sweet {léep ! that balmy comfort brin O

Alike to beggars and defpotic kings ;

I dreamt of peace I never felt before, |

I dreamt my heart was Iying on the floor,

I view’d it, firange to tell! with joyful eyes,
Aund, firanger ftill, without the leaft furprife !

" Elated with the fight, I {miling fat,

Exulting o’er the vittim at my feet;

But {foon with words of anguith thus addrefs’d
This painful, fweet diftusber of iy breaf :

<t Say, bufy, lively; trém in g‘,ﬂ'imppin g thing,

¢ Whit new difafter haft thou now to bring,

¢ To torture with thy fears my tender frame,
% Who mutt for all her ills thee only blame ¢

“ ¢ §neak now, and tell me why, ungrateful gueft,
_ ¢« For ten yeurs paft thou haft denied me reft ?
¢¢ That in my bofom thou waft nurs’d, ’tis true,
¢« And with my life and with my ftature grew.
¢ At firft fo fmall were all thy wants, that I

¢¢ Vainly imagin’d Icould ne’er deny

¢ Whate'er thy fancy afk’d.~~Alas! but now

¢/ T find thy wants my ev’ry fenfe outgrow :
And ever having, ever wanting more,

¢ A pow’r to pleafe, to give, or to adore.

¢¢ Say, why like other hearts doft thou not bear
¢« With callous apathy each worldly care ?

¢« Why doft thou fhrick at Envy’s horrid cries ?
# In thee Compaflion Hatred’s place {upplies.

&% Why

£é
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¥¢ Why not. with malice treat malicions-men &
‘¢ Why ever pity where thou thould’#t condernn
“ Why, at the hearing of a difimal tale,
* Doft thou with forrow turn my vifage palo ¥
¢ Why, when diftrefs in any fhape appears,
¢ Doft thou diffolve my very faul in tears ?
““ Why in thy fecret folds is Friendthip bred?
*¢ In other hearts its very name is dead; ..
*¢ Why, if keen wit and leﬁrHEd--fenfe draw nigh;y
““ Doft thou with emulation heat {o high ?
** And while approving with to be approv’d,.
¢ And whegyou lave wilh more to be beloy’d »
* Why not, in ﬁnlé;in&ii"rqn;é:ﬂm,daﬁ,
¢ Alike unmov’d regard the good and-biad 2
“ Why doft thou wafte my youthful bloom with care,
¢¢ And facrifice myfelf, that I may fhare
“ Diftrefs in others? Why wilt thou adorn
¢ Their days with rofes, and leave me 2 thorn 2"

But here I faw it heave an heavy figh,
And thus in fiveeteft founds it did reply :

““ Ah! ceafe, Eliza ! ceafe thy fpeech’ unjuft,
‘ Thine heart has e’er fulfill’d its facred truft,
‘“ And ever will its tender manfion ferve,
“ Nor can it this reproach from thee deferve ;
** Againlt my di@ates murny’ring have I found,
oL Wlhi;h thus has laid me bleeding on the groundk

*¢ Compzre
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« Compare thyfelf in this fame hour depriv'd
¢« Of this foft heart, from whence are all deriv’d -
¢¢ The fame bewitching graces which adorn,
¢ And make thy face appear like beauteous morn
« With me its brilliant ornaments are fled,
s¢ And all thy features, like thy foul, are dead. -
¢t *Tis T that make thee other’s pleafure fhare,
¢« And in a fifter’s joy forget thy care
«¢ *Tis by my diQates thou art taught to find
“ A godlike plcafure in a gndhke mind ;
¢« That maked theeoft felicve a franger’s woes,
& And often fix thofé friends that would be foes.
¢ ’Tis I that tremblingly have taught thine ear
“ To cherifh mufic; and ’tis I appear
¢t Tn all its fofteft drefs, when to the hearts
¢« Of all beholders my dear voice imparts
«¢ Harmonic ftrains: ’tis not becaufe ’tis fine,
t¢ For ev’ry note that’s felt is furely mine,
¢ Tn fmoothelt numbers ali that I indite,
¢« For tis I taught thy fearful hand to write ;
¢t My genius has with watchful care fupplied
¢« What Education to thy fex denied ;
 « Made Sentiment and Nature all combine
¢ To melt the reader in each flowing line,
¢¢ ¥ ,j they in words this feeling truth tmapatt,
¢¢ She needs no more who will confult the heart;
¢« And own,ein reading what is writ by thee,
¢s No ftudy ever could improve like e,
VoL, Vi, D And
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“ And when thy bloom is gone, thy ‘beanty flown,
4% And laughing Youth to wrinkled Age*is"émwn,
¢ Thy ations, writings, friendfhip, which I gave,
4¢ Still fhall remain, an age beyond the grave,

¢¢ Then do not thus difplac’d let me remain,

‘¢ But take me to thy tender breaft again.”

*“ Yes, foft perfuader, (I rct'urn’&) Iwill:
S Andif I am deeeiv’d, deceive me ftill,”

Seduc’d T was in hafle ; then ftooping low,
Soon reinftated my fweet, pleafing foe ;
And, waking, found it had nor lefs nor more
4 han all the joys, the pangs it had before.

ADDRESS TO LADY CRAVEN’s KEART.

No wonder, little fluttering thing,

That you fo {oon thould leap and fpring

To Craven’s fair and beauteous breaft,

Where gods themfelves would with to reft ?

But tell me, trifler, tell me, why

You could from fuch a manfion fly,

Where ev’ry virtue vou'd in flore ?

Miter——what could you wifh for more »

“ay, d d you long at will to roam,

And quite forfake your native home ?
Ot



€ 55 ]
Or had you been top clofe confin’d,
And for fweet Liberty you pin’d 2
Oh! had I found you in fome grove,
Cafket of Friendthip and of Love!
1'd place thee, wand’ring heart I —by mu;rc“;
Uniting both with Friendfhip's twine
Of fach a jewel—fafe pofleity
Not worlds fhould tear thee from my breaft;
Exulting round the rural plains,
Boaft of the prize—to nymphs-and {wains,
But hufh !—my ruftic mufel—nor dare
T'o with a friend fo great, {o fair;
For vain will all thofe wifhes prove,
 Then hide thee in thy lonely grove!
But if fair Craven ¢’er thou'd firay,
By my lone cottage bend her way,
I'd lead her to my fhady feat,
And lay my heart, too—at her feet!
Which, if fhe’d condefcend to view,
She’d find it conftant, firm, and true;
To welcome her with many a bound,
*Twould leap with joy=—and dance aroun.

Orivia, THE HUMBLE COTTAGER,

D2 T O
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TO LADY CRAVEN’S HEART, LYING ON THE
FLGDR*

RETURN! thy native bofom grace,
Where charms unnumber’d play;
Fit rival to its kindred face,
So beautifully gay.

Once more, Oh ! let the trio meet,
Never again to part ; ,

Of all thy fex, who boafls fs fweet
A bofom, face, or heart, . =~

_ FRinzeL,
Near Reading, Aug. 19, 1730,

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE AUTHORESS,

ON the top of the flow’r.deck’d poetical mount,
A tenth Mule, I dare, fans offending, to count,

- Apollo who no way difgraces ;
[+ her wit ber nine fifters by far fhe excells,
'or charms fhe out-rivals the firft of our belles,

United in her all the Graces.

““ I know her full well, crics the Cyprian Queen,
' s Craven, my faviiite beanty, you mean.

Panalio-,

LPILOGUE,
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E.P\ILOIGU.E:

$PAKEN BY MRS, WOFFINGTON, AT THE OPEN:
ING OF THE THEATRE IN DRURY-LANE,

1944,
BY DR. BAMUEL JOHNSUN,

SWEET doings, truly.! we-age finely fobb'd !
Aund at one flroke-of all ﬁﬂfpieafures robb’d !

No beaux bebind the frenes $=="tis innavation !
Under the fpecious name of reformation .

Public Complaint, forfooth, is made a puff,

Senfe, order, decency, and fuch like ftuff.

But arguments like thefe are mere pretence,

The Beaux, ‘tis known, ne'er give the leaft offence, }
Are inen of chafteft condu, and amazing fenfe !
Each:a&refs now a lock’d-up nun mutt be,

And priefily managers muit keep the key.

I know their f5lfith reafons ; tho’ they tell us,
While {marts, and wits, and other pretty fellows,
Murmur their paffiens to our flutt’ring.hearts,
The ftage ftands fiill, and we negle& our parts,
But how miitaken in this filly notion !

We hear ’em talk without the leaft emotion.

® Seethe Prologle 1n Dodlley’s Colleétion, Vol I..
D 3 Joft,
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Juft, as our tea, we fip each tender firain,
Too weak to warm the heart, or reach the brain,
If harmlefs, why are we debarr’d our rights #
Damiels ditrefs’d have ever found their knights,
Shall we, the Dulcineas of the ftage, -
~Tn vain afk fuccour in this fighting age ¢
Will you, choice fpirits, who direét the town, .
Suffer fuch impofitions to go down ?
Can it be thought this law will ever pafs,
While doors are only wood, and windows glafs ?
Befides, our play-houfe guards are pafive men :
Strike withont fear; they muft ot {trike again,
Ev’n Fribble here, to draw his fivord mdy venture,
May curfe the Creters, beat his man, and enter
The jealous Moor not roars in louder ftrains,
Than all our nymphs for lofs of abfent fiwaing—
““ We had been happy, tho’ the houfe had fail'd,
*¢ Mafters and all, had fiot this fcheme prevail’d,
““ Forever now faréwel the plumed beaux,
*¢ Who make ambition to confift in cloaths,
** Farewel coquetry, and 4ll green-room joys,
“‘ Ear-thrilling whifpers, Deard's deluding toys,
‘¢ Sonl-melting flatt’ry, which ev’n prudes can move,
¢ Sighs—tears—and all the circumftance of love,
“ Farewel!
“‘ But oh! ye dreadful critics, whofe rude throats
¢* Can make both play’rs and mafters change their
notes,

€ 'Tis
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¢¢ *T'is in your pow'r-—~you any lengths will run,
¢¢ Help us; or elfe—our occupation’s gone.”’

v E R S E g

AT TuE REAVEST OF A GENTLEMAN TH WHOM
A LADY HAD GIVEN A sFR1G OF MYRTLE.

- BY. THE BANME,

WHAT hopes, what terrors does thy gift create,
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain Fate!

The myrtle (enfign of fupreme command,

~ Configa'd by Venus to Meliffa’s hand)

Not lefs capricious than a reigning fair,

Oft favours, oft rejedts a2 laver’s pray'r:

In myrtle fhades oft fings the happy fwain,’

In myrtle thades defpairing ghofts complain ;
‘The myrtle crowns the happy lovers heads,

Th’ unhappy lovers graves the myrtle fpreads 3
Oh'! then the meaning of thy gift impart,

And eafe the throbbings of an anxious heart ;
Soon mult this bough, as you fhall fix his doomy
Adorn Philander’s head; or grace his tomb.

D 23 | VERS ES”
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ON THE AFPPROACH OF WINTER,

BY THE SAME.

AUTUMNAL leaves apace do fade,

And Winter fhows itg hoary head,
With ¢louds and winds aultere ;

Th’ enamell’d flow’r in earth is laid,

And lies conceal’d in Nature's bc:d,
"Till Sol revolves the year,

The feather'd throng prepare for flight,
‘The woods no fhelter vield at night ;

Unrob’d their bow’ss appear
The fportfman views, with true delight,
The new-reap’d fields cxpafe to fight
The haunts of tim’rous hare,

To town, my Lord, with eager hafte
Repairs, and makes his dwelling-place
At Arthur’s or at White’s:
Nor tune her Ladythip doth wafte,
But feeks the route fhe oft hath grac’d
And fhone at whift whole pights.

? *

The
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The ftreets fhall now with flambeaux blaze ;

The gay refort-to balls and plays,
And Winter’s joys poffefs ;
While fons of mirth in roundelays,
At feflive board their voices raife,

And Bacchus’ pow’r confels,

The {oldier now, from direful War,
Retires with honourable fear, -
With Czlia to-engage
While {lre, mofe bright than morning flar,!
 Poflefs’d with ev’ry grace and air,
Unequal War doth wage.

The Pluralift, with fimp’ring cheek,

And ftall-fed fkin fo fmooth and fleek,
His tything circuit ends:

Tho’ tythes he once a year doth feek,

His Cutate preaches once a week,
But oft with poor amends:

The Refor touches all the pelf,

And Curate fiarves t'enrich himfelf,
God’s word is Mammon made s

While he, a lazy pamper’d elf,

Scarce pulls a book from off the thelf:
His furftion is a trade.

D3

The
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The Dodtor, juft at death arriv'd,
Fearing of fee to be depriv’d,
Ere ended is the farce
To finith recipe he ftrivd,
That done, or live or die he’s brib’d,
AfTur’d it is his laft,

E L E G Y
ON THE DEA'TH OF DR. ROBERT LEVET.

BY THE SAME,

CONDEMN'D to Hope’s delufive mine,
As on we toil from day to day,

By fudden blaits, or flow decline,

Our {ocial comforts drop away.

Well tried thro® many a varying year,
See Levet to the grave defcend ;

- Oflicious, innocent, fincere,

Of ev'ry friendiefs name the friend.

Yet flill he fills AffeGion’s eye,
Obfecurely wife, and coarfely kind ;
Nor, letter’d Arrogance, deny
Thy praife to merit unrefin’d,

When
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When fainting Nature call’d for aid,
And hov’ring Death prepar’d the blow. -
His vig’rous remedy difplay’d
The pow’r of ‘Art without the fhow. -

In Mis’ry’s darkeft caverns khown,

His ufeful care was ever nigh ; -

Where hopelefs Anguifh pour’d-his groan, -
And lonely Want retir’d to dies- |

No fummons tmock'd by chill delay, -
No petty gain difdain’d by pride ; .
The modeit wants of ev’ry day, .
The toil of ev’ry day fupplied, -

His virtues walk’d their narrow round, -
Nor made a paufe, nor left a void;

And f{ure th® Eternal Mafter found .

His fingle talent well employ’d. .

The bufy day, the peaceful nighty

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; -

His frame was firm, his powers were bright,".
Tho’ now his eightieth year was nigh.

Then with no throbbing fiery pain, -

No cold gradations of decay,

Death broke:at once the vital chain, -
And forc'd his foul the neareft way. -

D 6 0N
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ON A PINCUSHION.

OF all the trinkets that the tojlet grace,

The Pincufhion deferves the higheft place,
When bails or operas invite the fair,

How could fhe fet her knots, or curl her hair,
Did not th’ important | pin, mh air fﬁppry,
Subduing ftybborn plaits that ftand awry ?
The little pin ftill finds an ufeful place

In mobs, in lappets, and in Bruffels lace ;
“The modeit Pilgrim o’er the thoulders draws,
Or from the well-plac’d peeper gains applaufe ;
In every office it performs is bleft,

Now to her eye is neareft, now her breaft.

Others may to the millner repair,
But Sylvia deighs not to be furnifh’d there s
Cupid himfelf fupplies her magazines,
And works his pointed arrows into pins
No wonder ev'ry look fhou’d wound a heart,
- Each Corkin that adornos heris a dart.

O N
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ON. AURELIA SLEETING.
WRITTEN BY A YOUTH AT THE AGE OP PIFTEEW,
1.

SEE ! where the bright Aurelia lies
In yonder vi'let fmlhug bow'r ;

Sleep, gentie Sleep, has-clos’d her eyes,
Ye-Cupids ! guard the happy hour. -

1L

Zephyrs ! play foft around her breaft ;
Fan from her lips the-fipping fly,
That dares fuch beauty to moleft,
At whofe command I live or die,

111,

Silence! ye feathet’d, warb’ling throng! .
Awhile your harmeny forbear;

Awhile fufpend each rural fong,
Left you awake my fleeping fair,

1V, So
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1V, .

So'may you never, never hear:

The gun dread-founding thro® ¢he air, .
Sd may you never, never fear
_ The cruel {chool-boy’s limy {nare,

THE GIRDLE OF VENIS.
A FAERLE FROM THE GREFK,

FOR CROWN LADIES, .

WHEN Jupiter’s high metti’d dame
(As we read in Dan Homer the flory) -

Had 2 mind his cold breaft to inflame,
And to fhine with additional glory. .

She order’d her peacocks and car,

And then flew to the Queen of the doves,
Who liv'd from her palace not far,

In the midft of the Graces and Loves,

t Dear Venus,” thus flow’d her fmooth ipeech,
‘¢ Prythee lend me your ceftus to.day,
¢ To repair a fmall conjugal breach ;

¢ And be quick, for I {oon muit AW AY e

¢ [ muft
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¢¢ T muft hafte to unite a good pair,
& Who took care of me when 1 was young,
s¢ And each other now hardly can bear,

¢t Having both been by Jealoufy ftung.”

Her fecret defign fhe conceal’d,

(30 fthould women aét when they’re married)
For the knew if it once was reveal’d,

It would foon round Olympus be carried, ==

The blithe Goddefs not guefling her dnft,
On her wafte tied the ceftus of pleafure,
And the cloud-ruler’s fifter, then fwift
As his eagle, whirl’d off with her treafure,

In this girdle was curioufly ftitch’d
 The attrations which toying infpire{.
And moreover, *twas finely enrich’d

With all arts to re-kindle defire.

In this girdle, good-humour and eafe,

Sweet words and fond looks were expreis’d,
A perpetual endeavour to pleafe,

And a face with gay fimiles ever drefsd.

Poflefs’d of fo rich a machine,
She was eager its virtues to fry,
And then teaving the love-darting Queen,
Shot a thoufand bright beams from each eye

To
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To the Thund’rer the then, as by chance,
Half her beauties with cunning difplay’d,

From her eye fhot a languithing glance,
And then glided away like a fhade,

But the dazzl’d the eyes of grim Jove,
Who embrac’d her with conjugal arms,

- And within a delicious alcove,

. He enjoy’d with new fpirit her charms,

Ye wives, lend an ear to this {amiple

Of the Grecian bard’s fhrewdnefs and art,
And by politic Juno’s example,

Learn to conquer a hufband’s cold heart,

When the paffion of Love’s in its wane,
And ye ceafe to be objeéts of joy,

Ye mutt try the ¢old heart to regain,
By thofe beauties which never will cloy,

THE PIGEONs CHOICE.

To ev'ry fair a pigeon rov’d,

By ev’ry fair alike belov’d :

Where’er he flew, the female train

Praciife their wiles his heart to gain; [

Bridle
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Bridle the neck, and'till and coo,
And imitate what women do.
At length he found that too much joy,
Muft foon his vig’rous health deftroy ;
So thought it prudent to give over,
Affume the hufband, dmp the lover,

At firft, the Fanstail %m h he trlcs,
Who, in a moment, n&& !'llﬂ eyes t
Her heart exults wnth inward pride,
And Fancy fix’d her for his bride.
Secure of conqueft, fhe neglected
'The real charms the youth expected.
No gentle manners, no conceflion ;
All muft be left to her difcretion :
‘Whilft vanity and affeltation - . *
Supplied the place of fenfe and ftation,
¢« He could not aniwer to his confcience,
¢¢ To be confin’d to pride and nonfenie
4¢ A niftrefs thus was right and civil,
¢ But, in a wife, they were the devil !”
So left the nymph to ftrut alone,
Regardlefs of her idle moan.

'The Carrier, a pigeon fleek,
With ruddy bill, and {nowy neck,
Caught his defires ; but yet the dame
Had but a fort of doubtful fame,

¢
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?I’e faw the rambled round the Eﬂl;ﬂf)’,

And guefs’d the might difperﬁ: her bounty,-

He knew fhe feldom kept the houfe,

And needs muft make a wretched ipouie,
Never at eafe but on the wing !

So dropt the airy giddy thing,

The Cropper next, a flatgly fair !
Claim’d his affe®ion and his care’s-
But, to his {orrow, foon he found
Her principles and mind unfound.
She boafted much her great defcent,
“* She was not for the vulgar meant ;-
“* Yet fhe would yield to his requeft,
“* Provided he would make her neft,
*“ Her noble limbs were quite unfit
** To do the drudglry of a-cit.

He rais’d his head, his anger grew,.
Flapping his wings, away he flew,

An hundred other forts he tried,
Some promis’d fair, fome half denied ;
But what rais’d moft his indignation,

Was Pride decp fix’d by Education,

Clofe in a farmer’s yard he faw
"The Common Pigeon, decp in firaw:

He
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He view’d her modeft humble mieny
Her beauteous feathers neat and clean +
He faw her earning hard her food,
And thought fhe’d bring 2 healthy brood.
His judgment fix’d her in his mind,
~ He lov’d and courted,—{h¢ prov’d kind.
OF her poflefs’d; he found how. vain
Were all the trifling, glggﬁng train,
No gadder fhe, no affeétation
No airs to give his mind vexation 3
Her thoughts were wholly on him bent,
Studious in all to give content,
With pleafureon his bill fhe hung,.

Then hatch’d her eggs, or fed her youngz

With her he found the charms that give
The blifs, that makes it blis to live.

+*o THE RIGHT HONOURAELE LORD VvISCOUNT

PULTENEY,

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1747, AT WESTMINSTER=

SCHOOL,

BY GEORGE COLMAN.

TO you, my Lord, thefe lines I writey
Left you forget poor Coley quite,

{Wha
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(Who fiill is drudging in the College,
In flow purfuit of further knowledge s
With many a cruel lath his — 01,
To make him fome time hence a parien ;
A judge, perhaps, or a phyfician,
Strolling on Ratcliffe’s exhibition,)

While you with foreign monarchs dine,
Or fup with princes crofs the Rhine;
ldle your hours in lazy flate,
j’uﬁ as forgetful as you're great ;
Ramble to ev’ry court your rounds,
Draw when you pleafe an hupdred pounds ;
Defpife expence, and drefs out tawdry,
In cloaths of lace, and gay embroid’ry ;
Shine at the ball, and britkly dance,
As tho’ you had been bred in France,
I hear too that your conftant trade ig
To ogle and enfhare the ladies,
Whofe hearts, unwary, fire like tinder,
And walte away by love t’a cinder,
Whillt you are glad to fee your pride
On all occafions gratified, -
And difregard your friends at London,
Not caring tho’ they're hang’d or uridane;
** But hold (you cry) why this abufe ? |
Pray hearken, Sir, to my excufe 3

Nog
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Nor hurry with impetuous thought,
‘To blame your friend, ere he’s in fault.
At th’ Hague we had not time to reft us,
Difturbances did {fo moleft us ;
For you muft know, thefe fcoundrel Dutch
Rebel, for being r24°d too much,
Loyal and- paflive we obey -on,
" "Arid Bedr ol taxes they canlay on,
The Britith Lion now is-couchant,’
Grumbling, perhaps, but won't make much on't;
Taking with patient refignation,
Whate’er’s impos’d upon the nation.
In camp too, I’d but little leifure,
My tune was fo fill’d up with pleafave,’
With all old {chool-feliows fo dear,
And Albemarle and Ligonier, }
‘That I had {carce an hour to fpare,
The Duke too thew’d me a review,
Ail that, at that time, he could do;.
For you muft know, at prefent writing,
Qur armies have alt done with fighting,
From hence to Hanover we went,
Liv’d 10 a round of merriment.
1 had no time to {cribble letters,
To you, dear Coley, or your betters,”

My Lord, yoo’re right, and ne from hence
Will quite o'erlook your negligence,
But,
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But, fans oftence, may I enquire,

In what the prefent hours expire 2
What pleafure or what {tudy beft
Your-temper fuits, may I requeft #

1 hear in law you’re a proficient;
And other learning have {ufhcient ;
Can folve a problem mathematic,
And read with eafe a Greek dramatic;
You’re fkill’d in hiftory enonghsg .
Of algebfa have gquoninm fuf.

And are, by learned mens’ tuition,
The quinteflence of erudition ;

So vers’d in all that can be nam’d;,
Ifis and Cam are quite atham’d,

And all thair fcholars are downright fick,
To {ec themfelves outdone at Leipfick,
Tho' I have long with findy mental
Labour’d at {anguage Oriental,

Yet, in my foil, the Hebrew root

- Has {carcely made one {ingle thoot.

’ve now broke up, but have a tafk tho’
Harder than your’s with Mr. Maicow ;
For mine’s as knotty as the devil,

Your law and mafter both are civil ;
With milder means to learning lead,
By dift'rent roads, with dif’rent {peed,
Douglas and you keep gently jogging.
Sut I muft run the race with flogging.
ASHTRD
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"ASHTED COT.

T IR’D with the noife and fmoke of town 3
Its crowded ftreets and fumpiuous fare,
To Afhted Cot we oft fteal down :
Who wifh for Peace may find her there,

There ftretch the ample profpects wide,

Fields, woods, down, hills and {pires appear 3
The tempting walk, the grateful ride,

Invite thro” all the varied year.

Or there, or no where can be found,
Heaslth, ever roly, ever gay ;
- Content there tills his narrow ground,

- And fings the tails of life away.

No foreign dainties glitter there;
Yet rural plenty there is known ;
The home-tear’d poultry’s oft your fare,
And mutton fed on Banfted Down.

The garden, hemn?’d in little Tpace,
Is glad its herbs and fruits to fead:

Ne'er is forgot the thankful grace,
Nor wine to toaft the ablent friend,

* A villa belonging to T— T

, Big. Alkted 1s a fmall
village between Epfon and Leatherbead, n Surry,

Nor
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Nor Party’s voice, nor Fadtion’s roar, -
Their baleful influence there have thed

~ Ill-nature never op’d the door, |
Nor Spleen once dar’d to fhew her head,

Yet books their moral ftore difplay,
~ And focial wit and chat oo round 3
The mufe there tunes her ruftic lay,
And Le1fure luves th’ enchanted gmund

Thﬂ’ Pridﬂ on hl‘]mb]e {cenes looks dﬂwﬂ,"
And longs in pomp to pafs the hours,

“There are, who gladly quit the town,

. Yor tranquil joys in Athted bow’rs.

. THE DYING RAKE’s SOLILOQUY,

BY DR. BARTHOLOMEW, |

YN the fever of Youth ev’ry pnlfe in a flame, |

.Ru;gardlefs of Fortune, of Health, and of Fame,

Gay Pleafure my aim, and Profufion my pride,

'No vice was untafled, no with was denied. |

Grown headftrong and haughty, capricious and vain,
Not decency aw’d me, nor laws could refrain ;

T The
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The vigils of Comus and Venus I kept,
Tho' tired, not fated, in {funthine I flept:
All my appetites pall’d, I no pleafure enjoy’d,
Excefs made ’em taftelefs, their frequency cloy’d.
When my health and my fortune to riot gave way,
And my parts and my vigour felt tota! decay, .
~The Dodtors were fent for, who, greedy of fees,
Engag’d that their &kill fhould remove the difeafe :
With looks moft zmpnﬂ&nteachfymptﬂm was weigh'd,
And the farcg.of prefcription full gravely was play’d,

Reduc’d by their arts, and quite worn to a lath,
My carcafe was fent to the vultures at Bath, .
When drench’d and well drain’d by the faculty there,
~ All the hope that remain’d was to try native air.
?-S{;HI'CE a doit in my purfe, ora drop in my veins, "
“To myoldmortgag’d houfe they convey’d my remains _
No friend to affiit me, no relation to grieve,

And fcarce-lyl a bed my poor boenes to receive ;
With folitude curs’d, and tormented with pain,
Digtearper’d my body, diftradted my brain.

Thus from folly, to vice, and from vice to the prave,
I fink, of my paffions the vitim and flave, |
No longer debanch, or companions deceive,
But, alarn'd at the veageance I'd fain ditbelieve,
YWith horrors foreboding defponding 1 iie,
‘Tho' tired of living, yet dreading to die,

Vor. VI, 19 | The
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“The following is an Ai!eght*f on the Game of Quam
drille. It was written by Mr. Congreve.  Sea
Swift’s Letters, vol, ii, page 1g8. i T

SUBSTANCE OF AN INFORMATION TAKEN BEFORE"

ONE. OF HIS MAJESTY’S JUSTICES oOF 7B
PEACK,. '

TH_AT four Ladies. of Quality, whom the depos.
nent does not care to name, repair mightily to a cere
“tain convenient houfe, to meet four gallants, of the
higheft rank, whom the deponent would not name,
but fo far defcribed, that two of them were sf a
Iwarthy, and two of a rudady complexion (but he
believes they were abominably painted) ; the gallants
are called by thefe Ladies, by the fond names of

Hercules, Cupid, Pitts, and the Gardener,

~ After a plentiful fervice of the moft coftly fith, they~
begin to play their tricks like the tumblers in Bars
tholomew Fair, upon a carpet ; ftripis the word, and
1t has been known, that they have lately firipp’d a
Gentleman who lately came into the honfe, °

At firft they begin very civilly, as, Madam, by
yeur leave, or fo, which the Lady is {o goed as fels
dom to refufe, |

L

By
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By a certain tﬁabli{hed rule of preceduncy, every
Lsrdy has, in her turn, the choice” of her gathant,
and fome have beenr known fo unmafnnabla, that
after they have had three, they have called for a
fourth.

. Afterwards, it is {hameful to relate the tricks that
are played by the fewd pack fométimes thev are
thrown on their' backs;" ﬁ}mctlrﬁes on’ their bellm,
aud thiid théd ke Beity of one another: now
- hwkledy-pitkiedy, and by andby. you way ﬁ';:e thcm,

a-top of one another,

~ Their difcourfe is of a piece with their prattife—
“The depouent has ofterheard them talk of their A-—
with as much eafe as they do of their hands,—1I have
a black one, fays-one, and names the thing directly.
—Mine is better than yours, fays another, and names
1t.—-—Muft I be l111ghed at, ﬂniy becaude 1 hav: a red
one, fays the third,

It is a conftant rule, that if a Lady is called upon,
{lie muft thow all,

What 1s monftrous ; it has been known, that after

a Lady has had fix—fhe has afked a Gentleman if he
could no moyre—and it has been knowu, that when
the Ladies have buen tired with their gallants, they -
b2 have
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have called for fre(h ones.~In thort, thofe Ladics
have fpent not only their pin-money, but t'hr:fr'hui-_
bauds’ eftates, upon Hercules, Cupid, Pitts, and the

Gardener; and when they want ready money, thgf
commonly pawh their moft valuable jewels,

S O N : E"

Says Phaebe, why is gentle Love

A ftranger to that mind,

Which pity and efteem can move,
Which can be juft and kind ?

Is it becaufe you fear to prove

The ills that Love moleft;

The jealous cares, the fighs that meve
The captivated breafi ?

Alas! by fome degree of woe,

We ev’ry blifs muft gain; |

That heart that ne’er a tranfpost know,
"That never felt a pain,

* Firft publithed in one of the daily Papers, in Auguft, 1469,
as a produ@lion of Mr, Pope. -

VERSE®
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vV E R § E S

N THE NEW BUILDINGS ERECTING BETWEEN
BLOOMSBURY ANKD §T. GILES’S,

IN a doubletoof ftone, from the top of a ftecple,
As Brunfoick look’d down on the dregs of the people,
'T'he handfome new buildings the folks were erefting,
His vanity tickl’d, and {et him refleting,

That foon he fhould fee, by his Grace’s affiftance,
The feum of the earth ladled off to 2 diftance,

The breed of St. Giles’s, plump, tatter’d, and pert,
Underftanding his mufings, replied, from the dirt ;

“ Winds blaft your hard phiz, for a weathercock
wizzard, |
What is’t that you grumble at thus in your gizzard ?
Tho’ we are fo low, and you mounted fo high,
Your horns, you old cuckold, don’t reach to the fky ¢
Then look not, your haughtinefs, downward fo glum;
We can’t be at once both the dregs and the ffum.
What tho’ my Lord Duke, your as hard.hearted
neighbour,

Wonld ftarve us with nine-pence a-day for our labour,
Or drive us afield like black cattle, a grazing,

He neither can pound us, nor wall the highways in.

E 3 | Let
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Let his bricklayers and mafons then build till tkey‘

burft, -
And his frects, and hts hﬂufﬂs, and chapels be cnr& |
W hile peoce will, for prog, purchafe pudding or pyey’
As here we've Leen hred, here we’ll live till we die, -
Your highnefs may vapour, with anns {et a-kimbo,
And your Grace move the Houle to commit ue to
© limboy | o s
We tremble as little at yon as at him, .
At a peace broken peer as a deer brewer’s whim,
Had fots been but {ober, your worthip had ne'er
- Been raifed thus aloft, cock-a-hoop n theair; - v+
T.o mug-houfe and mobs your high fiation thus owing, -
Keep o’er your-own dunghill no longer thus crowiag;, -
~ Should a florm ever blow that fhould topple youdown, -
Who, think you, would plaifter the crack in your
- crown !t _ |
Yﬂur friends, the True Blue, fcuur’d and turn’d at .
‘the dyer’s,. R
Old W higs grow new Tnnes, low churchmen hicrh-
- fivers, - e S
By Dukes, Lords and nghts, 3:’:-11’}1 be left thc y
lurch, | - .
As fure as you tumble from Blnum{bury-chnrch
"Fhe State in a ferment, poor Petham departed,
Your Grandfon, God blcfs him, munh too tendex-

hearted ; -
" # This ftatue was ereéted at the expence of his Majefty’s brewer.

In
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In FaQtion’s fierce flame Party flill throwitig oil,

*Fill her long-fimm’ring pot-is juft ready to hoil,
Should her broth, over-heated, rife up to a brimmer,
Aud the Devil, to eool it, be fent with a fkimmer,
The froth and the bubbles of Fortune and Birth,
From the top he’d take off, as the feum of the earth ;
‘While we, as he laughs in hig ﬂeeva to have gnt ‘em,
The arcgs of the people, fink {afe to the bottom.”

‘H‘-'I.'-ill

. ON SER{NG CAPTAIN A , AT MRS, CORNELY’s,
| DREST FANTASTICALLY,

“T'rs faid, that our foldiers fo lazy are grown,
With luxury, plenty, and eafe,
'That they more for their carriage than cosrage ave
knowhn,
- And fcarce know the ufe of 2 piece 3
Let them fay what they will, fince it nobody galls,
Aud exclaing out fill lauder and louder; |

But there ne’er was more money expended in ballsy
Or a greater confumption of pawder.

E g TRE
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THE NORFOLKE TURNIPPE.

AN AUNCIENT TALE,

SOME countyes vaunte themfelves in pyes,
And fome in meate excelle ;

For Turnippes of enormous fize,

Faire Nurt'nike beares .thﬂ belle,

‘Thilke tale an olde nurfe told to me,
Which I relate to you;

And well 1 weene what nurfes fay,
Is facred all and true.

At midnighte houre 2 hardie knighte
Was pricking * o’er the ley, $

The ftarres and moone had lofte their lighte,

And he had lnﬁe his waye,

‘Fhe winde full loude and fharpe did blowe,
‘The clouds amaine did poure,

And fuch a night, as fioryes fhewe,

Was nivir feene before,

¢ Riuding. + Meadow-ground.

I vaine
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I vaine hee faughte full haife the nighte,
Ne thelter coulde hee fpie :

Pitie it were {o bolde a knighte
Y-ftery’d with cold fholde dye.

Now voices ftraunge affaile his eare,
Aund yet ne houfe was nie :

Thoughte ke, the Devil himfelf is here,
Preferve me God on'hig'?

Then {fummon’d hee his courage hie,
And thus aloud ’gan call;

Fays, gyauntes, demons, come not nie,
For I defy you all!

When from a hollow turnippe neare

- QOut jump'd a living wighte ;

With friendly voice, and accent cleare,
He thus addrefs’d the knighte :—

Sir knighte, no demon dwelleth here,
Ne gyaunte keepes his houfe ;

But tway poor drovers, goodman Vere,
And honeft Robin Roufe.

We tweyne have taken fhelter hefe,
With oxen ninety.two ;

And if you'll enter nivir feare,
There’s room enough for you,

Es
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ON THE OAKX IN PENSHURST-PARK,

PLANTED ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF SIR PHILIP
SIDNEY.

As 1 paffed fome weeks the laft fummer in the
neighbourhood of.. Penthurft-park, in .Kent, the
ancient feat of the roble family nf Siddey,. X.fre-
quently had the plmime}*of ndmg amiong thofe fine
old woeds,. Mentioning! this one day among {ome
of my friends, a gentleman in company told us, that
fome years fince, in a fall of timber chat: yeas made
. there for the ufe of the navy, a nghle Oak, phnteﬁ’r -'
on the birth-day of the great Sir Phili tp Sidney, was,
by miftake, unhappily felled, We all agreed, thata
tree, facred to the memory of fo great a man, ought
to have been preferved inviplate from the edge of
the axe,

Waller, n oneof his poems, written at Penihurff,-
has the f.llowing lines on this Qak :

* Go, boy, and carve this pafiion on the bark -
*¢ Of yonder tree, which ftands the facred mark

* Of noble Sidney’s birth, when fuch benign,
*¢ Such more than mortal making ftars did fhine,

£ That
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¢ That there they cannot but for ever prove
¢ The monumeny and pledge of humble love.

The Author of the obfervations on Mr. Waller’s
poems, has the following note upon this paWages—
¢ Thefc verfes apparently refér to fome Tree n
<. Penthurit-park, planted at the birth of the famous
*# Sir Philip Sydney, of w#hich there'is no t tradition
¢ ow remaining in the family 3 it we may apply
“ to it what Cicero. ﬁy# of the Marian Oak ;™

n .‘f""r“"’ ;

ke m&iﬂ? M*&“ o pshaneil 3 ~fara ¢ff enim ingenbo :
s yulliue autem agricola cultu flirps tam dinturnd, fﬂdm

“ poria werfu feminarl pe tefi.”

Ben Johnfon has alfe alluded to this Tree, 1a hiw
Forefl, {peaking of Penfhurft:

Thou haft thy walks for health as well as {port,-

"Thy mount to which the Druids do refort ;

. Where Pan and Bacchus their high feafts have made,,
 Baiewtly. the broad Beech, and a Chefnut fhade;

The taller Tree whigh of a.put was {et
At his great birth, where all the Mufes met,

But whether the Tree was an Oak or a Chelnut,-
whether lately felled, or ages ago, fignifies not nuch »- -
the anecdote above cited was the occalion of the folaie

lowing little Ode : |
E 6 QUER OUS"

ur
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QVEBRCUS loguitur,

The Oak fpeaks.

Yes, ye muft fall, ye fathers of the woed !

Ye, who for ages here have ftood :

On whom an hundred wintry blafts have beat,
Who've borne an hundred fummers heat :

Yes, ye muft fall, ’tis for your country’s good,

The Britith Navy fummoens now your aid ;
She calls ;—Oh, be it ever faid,

Each Britith heart, and ev’ry Britith oak,
Looks for the fignal, waits the {troke,

And thinks the ling’ring axe too long delay’d,

Mourn not, ye Nymphs, ye Dryads of the grove,
Mourn not the fcene of your chafte love;

To yon wide-fpreading fhades of beech retreat,
There ever fix your fylvan feat,

Where thro’ the high-areh’d bow’r the Zephyrs rove,

. T, who was planted on the facred morn,
On which great Sidney here was born,
With joy exulting quit his once-lov’d plain :
] long to plunge amid the main,
- And fee the Britith flag my ftrength adorn,

And
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And thou, well-pleas’d, from thy etherial throne,
Soul of great Sidney, Oh, look down!

Behold the patriot flame that burnt in thee,

Now animates thy honour’d tree,

Who, joyful, meets a death fo like thy own,

Tua Cafar ALtas, *

ALL, all is C=far’s, new-rob’d Afton cries,
All, all is Cefar’s; the King’s Bench replies.
Poor people, you have nothing left, we fee,
Since all 1s Cefar’s which belong’d to me,

Lier1v,

EPISTLE TO MR, CRANMER KENRICK, AT BATH,

AMIDST the pleafures that attend
At Bath, my worthy, honeft friend,
-1f, unexpeted, I intrude,

Forgive me, and not think me rude,

Intent, at firft, my zeal to prove,
And thew, at once, efteem and Jove,

* Mr. Juftice Afton’s motte upon the rings which he difigie
buted, upon being made a Judge of ghe King's Bench,

1 thought



I thought, dear Cranmer, itodifclofe
My fentiments, '-iﬁ-‘f'aﬁ‘giiid?pifﬁfe-"; .

But, gath’ring from aequaldtince long,
How much you're finit with'luve of fong, .
I thought a verfe, as more refin’d,
Would be more grateful, and as kind :
And fo, againft my reafon, chufe,

To pleafe my friend, t’ invoke the mufe.

You've I‘{:&dr nedeubt, pod may admire,

Of country Farmér

How Joha to London. city wetl¥,

To fee the *Squire, and pay his rent
- How *Squire delighted to behold

His tenant’s face, and touch the gold;
- Amidfl a fet polite and finey

Wou'd force the farmer into dine—
No perfon can a ftatlen grage,
Who has not talents for the place—
No wohder then that John is faund
The butt and jeft of all around;.
“For, whillt he tries his wit t’ enbance,
With more than uﬁmtmﬁhifaﬂﬁq' "
He but his want ef fenfe difclos’d;-
And finds himfelf the more expos’d,

So I, perhips, with heavy fiuff,
In profe might come off well enough ;

Eut



| [ ot ]
But #riving, void.of gracé and fe:{:r‘;
To pleafe, with rhyme, yous-nicer eat,
Muy thew myfelf -the ntore a fool,
Juft object of -your ridieule. -

Oft Trevolv’d, devoid of firife,

Th’ amufement of icholattie life ;

(Bleft ftate ! where joy and trath abound,

And pleafures, void of mﬂaﬂ,m}faﬂnd )

And there the, |

Agd cor otfr qudtium tefons o'er:

Or, from the hours of durance free,

To every heart glad liberty ;

Unkaown to ficknefs, eare, or pain,

“Contend at cricket once agains.

Or, bleft beyond our greaté_{tﬁhnpq,

When favour'd with a wider {cope,

With you, with Bullock, Turger, ftray,

Where Norwood hills invite the way :

- At Allen's, tird, fometimes regale

With wine, or punch, or buns and ale,
Ah! Turnper, much lamented youth,

Adoru’d with Learning, Vigtye, Tryth !

Had Fate permitted longer ftay,

Nor fnatch’d thee from thy friends away,

Thou thould’ft have fill’d fome-nobler place,

Thy country’s ornament and grace ! o
B . Receive
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Receive, thou dear d}:parted fhade,
‘This tribute to_thy mem’ry paid ;
And may it, while it {peaks thy fame,
Tell how I love, revere thy name.

The days of pleafures paft, I weet,
Areyet in recolleion fiveet :
Oh! may {ucceeding days refle&t
A pleafure fiill in retrofpeét ;
And leave no bitter thoughts behind,

To ruffie or difturb the mind :

That, when fhall come: the fnalday,.
When we the debt of Nature pay, |
We may refign without a tear,

Have much to hope, but nought to fcar.

The clofing of poor Turner’s eyes,
Has fed my Mufc to moralize;
Forgive e, if 1 call anew
His image, Cranmer, to your view,
And caufe you frefhly to deplore
Your friend and mine, alas! no more!

Sometimes, when bufinefs will admit,
1 fearch the Regifters of Wit ;
To Hiftory I'm often led,
There view the adtions of the dead ;
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By this inftruétive {cience fhown,
From others faults I learn my own ¢
Or, to poetic flights inclin’d,

When time permits, and Mufe is kind,
Ia rhyme 1 trifle out an hour,

And fing in verfe, of Nature’s pow’r
To love-fick damfels friendly prove,
And {cribble out a cure for Love
Or, thro’ Imagination’s aid, B
Enraptm"d, aﬁuttfd’mpﬂa‘ttd mzid,

Amufements like to thefe I find,
Enlarge th’ ideas of the mind ;
Afford more pleafing fweet content,
‘Than hours of riot, taverns {pent,

Whiltt T a vacant hour employ,
To give you pain, or give you joy,
Methinks, with Fancy’s airy flight,
I fee you in th’ aflembly bright,
With ¢afy, lightfome ftep advance,
Rejoicing in the mazydance ;
Or elfe with Beaux and Belles fit down,
To play at cards for half-a.crown ;
*Till, captiv’d by forge Beauty’s art,
You lofe your cafh, eorlofe your heart.

I thou ght
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I thought * enquire yaur gay defigns,

And health, at firft, io twedty lines ; -
But foon as e’er I could begin,
Thought upon thought crowding in,
And drove me with fuch rapid force,
I could not eafy ftop my courfe,
S0 boys in Thames their pleafuve take,
Onc flep and then another make ;
Till quite deprivd at length of ftay,
They’re carried by the tide away.

But, not to lead you more about, -
Nor weary quite your patience out,
If a few minutes you can {pare,
From your attention to the fair,
I thould be glad to have 2 letter,
In verfe, or profe if you think better s
 Howgrand the balls, how fine the place,
How gay and fplendid fhines his Grace 3
How Naf, diverfions all his care,
Affects of youth the iprightly air;
How hearts to coaquer, beauties try,
And throw around th’ a uring eye,
Ta me, if willing, you might fend,
Who am your fervant, and your friend,

JosErn Mawezy.
Vauxhall, April 3, 1753 )
- ) oN



ON READING DR. GOLDSMITR’S POEM, THE
. DESERTED VILLAGE.

Y THE HON, CORBYN MORRIS, E5Qu
Au Contrairs, The Reverfe,

M ARK the new fcene * how Wealthand Art unite
T’ enrich the foil, and give theeye delight 1
Here fhady waftes and rufhy bogs bore {fway,

Now fields of corn the ploughman’s toil obey, }
And lowing paftures cheer the welcome day,

See roads new trac’d for univerfal good,

With flately bridges to furmount the flood,

The goddefs Culture gains a new domatn,
Enliv’ning all,; and, with her bufy train, }
Spreads a rich mantle over hill and plain :

Whillt Nature views the happy changes imade,

With pleafing wonder, like a country maid,

Who, dreft in elegance, with rich array,

Scarce knpws herfclf, blufhing to look fo gay,

* Bowood, 1in Wiltlhire, the feat of the Right Honourable
the Ear] of Shelburne, &e¢. &c

THR
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THE LOUN G ER.

I RISE about nine, get to breakfaft by ten,

Blow a tune on my fiute, or perhaps make a pen ;
Read a play till eleven, or cock my lac’d hat ;

Then {tep to my neighbour’s, tili dinner, to chat.
Dinner over, to Tom’s or to James's I go,

The news of the town fo impatient to kuow s

While Law, Locke, and Newton, and all the rum race
That talk of their modes, their elipfis, and fpace,
The feat of the foul, and new fyftems on high

In holes as abftrufe as their myfleries, lie,

From the Coffee houfe then to the Tennis away,
And atfive 1 poft back to my College to pray

I fup before eight, and, fecure from all duns,
Undeuntedly march to the Mitre, or Tuns ;

Where in punch, or good claret, my forrows I drown,
And tofs off a bowl, to the beftin the town ;

At one in the morning I call what's to pay,

Then home to my College T flagger away ; }
Thus I tope all the night, and I trifle all day.

EPISTLE
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EPISTLE TO LORD MELCOMBE, "
| ‘B_Y‘ RI_{:HARD BENTLEY, EsQ.

I'VE often thought, my Lord, the thing now true,
Said by Lord Bute, but what I've learn’d from you ;
““ We fhall lofe poetry :” In this alone

Too fhort,—he might have added, * Wit is pone,”

How came this prime delight of man thus leflen’d
From 1ts full orb down to a thumb nail crefent ?
With me the cafe admits not of a doubt !

The fact is, poefy itfelf’s worn out,

To you, my Lord, this notion I fubmit,

Who knew and help’d to make this age of wit,
Mix’d with thofe demi-gods in verfe and profe,
Congreves, and Addifons, and Garths, and
Heroes of giant.limb, and high renown,

Whofe deeds we wonder at, and hide our own ;
Whom but to copy in their idle fits,

Would break the backs of puny modern wits,

To fet this matter in the cleareft light,
And be thyfelf th’ example while I write,
Let us, my Lord, if fo it may avail,

And you have patience for a long detail,

Give
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Give the Earl’s fentence a pdetic turn 3
{ et it run thus: ¢ See all Parnaﬂ'us mourn,
¢ Mute ev’ry mufe, fee Gemge s praife unfung,
¢t Their laurels featter’d, and their lyres unftrung,
¢t Apollo veils with mifts his beamy head,
¢¢ Nay, Aganippe murmurs fomething fad.”
Say, will this ftile, my Lord, go down or no,
Glib as it did two thoufand years ago ¢ |
I fancy fcarce, and favour’d, if it pafs
From a raw féﬁnoi-bﬂy in the fecond clafs
The reafon then why' 1o ehf'gu& it drew,
Was, that it might be Truth, For™ a“ggﬁt they knew,
Thofe early ages no miftruft had fhewn,
Ready their faith, their manners roughly hewn,
And white both Reafon and Sufpicion doz’d,
Prieft, Poet, Prophet, Patriot, impos’d.

With all that either broach’d, the world content,
Believ’d ftill farther than they could invent,
All irrealities came forth-reveal’d
By pow’rful Fancy nto fact congeal’d.
Then Poetry had elbow-room encugh,
And not reftrain’d, as now, for want of ftuff';
The great abyfs of Fable open ftood,
And nothing folid rofe above the flood.

A new Religion {preading ev’ry wher’,

The ftock of Poetry fell under par; r
¢
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For Oracles grew dumb, as men grew: wife,
None faw fop thefe; Whe- ﬁwwﬁfﬁ‘ their own eyes,
To waite her leaves.po mure the {ybil choofes,
They and her tripod ferve for other ufes.

No more the Jefuit prompts her what to tell ;
For to {ay Middleton and Fontenelle.

But the new doctrines being found too pure,
Some able doétors undertook its cure ;
It {ferv’d no purpofes but faving finners, _
They added that b},f which themfelves were winners s
Ghofts, Devil, Witches, Conjurors; in flocks
Came, like a new {ubfcription, fo the ftocks;
And Poetry, enlarg’d with a new range,
Began to thew her head again in Change.

The world grown old, its youthful follies paft,
Reajon affumes her reign, tho’ late, at laft,
By flow degrees, and labouring up the hill,
Step after flep, vet feeming to fland {Hil,
She wins her way, wherever fthe advances;
Satyr no more, nor Fawn, nor Dryad dances.
The groves, tho’ trgmbling to a natural breeze,
Difinifs their horrors, and (hew nought but trees, .
Before her, Nonfenfe, Superftition fly ;
We burn no Witch, let her be ¢’er {o dry :
A woman now may live, tho’ paft her prime,
$o hallow’d and fo gracious is the time,

Bankrupt
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Bankrupt of deities, with all their train,
And fet to work without his tools in vain,
Not genius-crampt {but what can genius do
When it’s tied down to one and ong make two ?)
How can poor Poet ftir 7 In fuch a cafe
We muft do fomething to fupply their place.

See, at his beck, all Nouns renouncing fenfe,
Start into perfons of feme confequence.
Proud of new being, tread poetic ground,
And aggregate thetr attributes around ;
Thele he may ufe of right, as his own growth,
In all the reft confin’d to fober Truth,

~ To blefs a2 nation, f{ee Charlotta cdme, |

"Twas Anfon, andggot Neptune, brought her home,
A fingle Nereid ftirr’d not from below,

The duce a conch did e’er one Triten blow s

Biuit, in revenge the plough’d her fubjeft main,
With every virtue ’tending in her train.

Hark, ’tis a people’s univerial voice,

‘T'hat blefs, whilethey approve theirSov’reign’s choice,

On fuch a theme, my Lord, might one extend
Far as one would, nor {triteft Truth offend,

"Twere only proper epithets to find,
To every grace of perfon and of mind ;

With
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With decent drefs, and emblem to improve
All that can merit our efteem and love, -

But then to Poetry where’s the pretence 2
Locke and Sir Ifaac write not plainer fenfe,
From the firft ages down to modera time,
Derive the pleafing ftream of verfe and rhime,
However vaft from its firft {fource it rofe,

Th’ inverted river dwindles as it flows,

Thus from the lunas. hills fnme other N:le,
Swoln with newﬁn'##ﬁ'ﬂm faows that melt the whlicl
_Stretches his current on to fiercer funs,
And glads a thoufand nations as he runs,
T'ill having reach’d, proud of his long career,
"T'hofe fands which belt the middle of our fphere,
Exhal’'d, abforb’d, diverted, . crofs™d,
And, finger’d into rivulets, is lott.

IFall’n cherub Simile, who ertt divine,
Cloath’d with tranfcendant beauty didit outfhuneg
Plain angel Poefy, how art thou loft !
Sunk in Oblivion’: ?it! from what height tofs’d!

Thus to piain > confin’d alone,
Figure, Defcription, Simile quite gone;
The whole affair evinc’d which we contend,
The thing has had its day, and there’s an ¢nd.

Yor., VI, F With
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With Milton, Epic drew its lateft breath,
Since Shakefpeare, Tragedy puts us to death
- Th’ affaffin Satire fheaths the keen fliletto,
And languifhes, depriv’d of the Concetto;
“The age with pious eyé no longer views
"I 'he great mortality of grofs abufe.

~ Soft Elegy has dried up all her tears,
And Gray compofes once in feven years ;
Celia’s and Delia’s fhine no more in fong,
Nor ballad bauls the deafen’d ftreets alon 2.

My Lord, a Tiftle ptaqujurthr:r ﬁﬂl
'To ¢ Wit 'is gone,” by way of codic#§
Who but will fuy the thing that hears me ‘tell #—
The man mittakeds=Lord Melcombe’s very well,
Suppofe I faid-—=O could I! War is done,
Means it there’s no fuch thing, as fword, or gun ¢
Party and Faltion dead, whoever grants,
Means he that every man has what he wants ¢
In all thefe cafes is implied alone,
'That there’s no ¢bjeét to employ them on,

A Court, my Lord, and Misgler to hit,
And cry corruption, make all public wit s
*Tis on this {enfe miy reafon chiefly ftands—
There may be cath enough in private hands.
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Now where could Malice bite, or Envy fting,
The polith’d model of a perfe&t King?
Of Minifters what mighty matters tel]?
They give, we know, but neither buy nor fell,

Add we to what we've faid, this little more,
That all that can be wrote, is wrote before ;
That pool of knowledge fifh’d, poach’d, dragg’d and

drain’d,
Till nothing bigger than a grig remain’d;
And paiaful writers think it a good day,
1f they can hook a news -paper eflay,
And muft remain fo till blank years of grace,
Sufpending future wnting, fhall take place ;
-.Put down our piddling, bmbbmg&nd allow
Thé fgawn and fry of Science time to grow..

But while we're on this fubjet, ’tis worth thmkmgj |
How little falt has kept this world from fnnkmg,
*Tis the fame wit, at different times alive,
$unk at Whitehall, to rife up at Queenhithe;

Bomn in , whatever age,
We trace it ficfl fromPthe Athenian ftage,
Where Liberty a little licence ttaim’d,
There, juft ag fomewhere elfe, that (han’t be nam'd »
Taught all her fons this fav’rite to adore,

Much for itfelf, becaufe abufive more
F s For
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For every comic writer braided it,

Two threads of Scandal to oue thread of Wit :
O'er all, fee Ariftophanes prefide,

And flafh his hightnings round on every fide,
Struck the fham patriot, the {woln Poct wafted,
Alas! e’en Socrates himfelf he blafted,

What was the burﬁ di re&Iy over head,
So loud its echo, now its fires fo red,
"Tho® oft thro’ Time’s thick cloud the trembling glcam
We ounly catch, but mifs the vivid beam ;
While half-feen thoughts, like meteors, twinkle lighty
And draw Eheu' lucid trails athwart the.night,

Hither, unto their fountaln, other {ftars
Repairing, {well their own peculiars,
By tinfture or refleftion ; Lucian hence,
His golden urn replenifh’d; and long fince
Ribelais from both his urinal drew fall;
Frem him, and them, Swift crowded his clofe- ﬂﬂui
Howe’er it came, with the {trange paffion ftung,
"T'o raife his choiceft fruit on rankeft dung ;
Fully convine’d his jeffamine and-rofe
Smelt fweeteft, planted by his fittle houfe :
Yet ftill fome cleaner parts diftinguifh’d lay,
1ike cherry-ftones upon a child’s Com C—

The
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The nafty lines, my Lord, demand excule;
Happ'ly the times are free from ,Ehat abufe :

Our defcent manniers all ﬂbfceqp,gfs flont,
And Wit is at ome entrance quite thutont. .

From hence, my Lord Wit took a toui abmtt,
Refiding in few countries on his rout,
Appear’d in places, but ne’er took his feat in
Onc {pot of earth, except Greece, France, and Bntam_
The relt a fingle trophy only bear,
And juft enough to ﬂimw he had been there,
As Nature’s ideot never fails to hit,
Once 1n his life, on {fomeé fheer ftrokes of Wit ;
‘Then ftoops ten thoufand fathoms down behind,
Plump in his ewn vacuity of mind,
A like excurfion never to repeat .
To the warm regions of atherial heat,
Yet when we look at home, my Lord, at beft,
We find but little that will ftand the tefk ;
Bat then the boafted days of Charles the Secund,
Unlefs Debauchery for Wit is reckon’d, |
Moft that they had appears, by looking back,
A fungus gmwing_ﬂ'ﬁ_ their butt of fack.
E’en my good coufin Rochefter’s but barren,
From wholefome meat if you dedut the carrion,

In the next reigns how could it flourith much 2 “

Bigotry, Revolution, and the Dutch,
rFs Pamp’d,
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Damp’d, hike wet blankets, its afpiring flame,
And if not quite extinguifh’d, kept it tame,
Till orient Anna lighted all its fires,

And the glad ftars refponfive tun’d their choirs §
Pity fhe e’er left any 1n the luich,

To follow thofe who li ghtﬂd her to chu-rcb‘

Then Halifax, my Lnrd as you do yet,
Stood forth the friend of Poetry and Wit ; ;
Sought filent Merit in its fecret cell,

And Heav'n, nay even man repaid him well
Man, in the pra:fe of every grateful quill,
And Heav’n in him, who bears his title $ill s
Who, on a kingdom to his virtues won,
RefleCts the glories of our Britifly Sun.

THE tate Lord E—gee was not only 2 man nf
pleafure, but of fine parts, great knowledge, and
ariginal wit.—In him we have the moft affeéting ex-
ample, how health, fame, ambition, every thing, are
drawn into that moft deftrutive of all whitipoo!sm—
gaming. No man was ever more calculated by naa-
ture to ferve the public, and charm fociety—1 fhall
leave the fhades of this pt&urﬂ unfinifhed, as, per-
haps, they were not wholly owing to his own indife
cretion, but his F=='5 rigor, To giye an idea of"

his
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his light, eafy vein of wit and peetry, we {hall pre,
fent the reader with the fullﬂwm*}able, well known
to be written by htm, and never publifhed before.

FABLE OF THE AsS, NIGHTINGALE, AND KIDs

BY THE LATE LORD E—w,
—Trabit fua guemq; voluptas.

ONCE on a time it came to pafs,

A Nightingale, a Kid, and Afs,

A Jack one, all fet out together,

Upon a’trip=-no matter whither ;

And thro’ a village chanc’d to take

T heir journey—where there was a wake ;
With lads and laffes all affembled :

Our travellers, whofe genius them led
Fach his own way-—refolv’d to tafte
Their fhare ¢’th’ fport—we’re not in hafte,
Firft cries the Nightingale, and §

Delight in mufic mightily !

Let’s have a tune-=ay, come, let’s ﬂ:ﬂp,
Replied tie Kid, and take a hop.

Ay, do, fays Jack, the mean while I

Will wait for you, and graze hard by,
You know that 1, for fong and dance,
Care not a fart—but if, by chance,

As probably the end will be,

They go a romping—then call me,
F 4 SEATED |



[ 108 )

SEATED ong day in a warm bofom of hilis,
covered.with em*efgrtéexis, with a {mall t~r¢}1fl: flream
Yunning through the middle, 1 reflected oft- the fa-
fhion of Englifhmen repairing to Nice, in Piedmosnt,
tor the eftablifhment of health, ag arthing  more
from the love of change in general, than to anfwer
any falutary purpofes. The accounts of the remark-
able inclemency of the {eafon at that place, and tﬁﬁ
death of two men of confequence, gave rife tﬁl the
Yollowing lines,

ODE TO HEALTH,.

WRITTEN MARCH 10, 1775

IN vain ye feek the warmer ky,
Where Var * rolls down her Alpine tide,
And flow’rs unfold their varjed dye, '
In carlier fragrance by its fide ¢
Yet whom a fength of well-fpent years deprefs,
O1 wanton lives whofc comphicated ills confafs,

Dowdcfwell in vain invok’d the maid,
Orv on the bill, or milder dale ;
But found her not amid the glade,
Nor caught her in the whiipering gale ;

% A river that 1ify, in the Alps, and raes by Nice,

‘There
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| “here—but fuch Tofs what time will fee fupplied.d
'-iBr:tuns, your trueft, firmeft patriGt genius died. -

FGI' lo ! with w reath fantaftic crown’d,

‘She treads this folitary {cene 3

And lightly trips thefe woodlands round,

Bedeck’d with ftole of vernalgreen; |
Glides gently down the murmuring fiream below, -
And tempers with her ppw’r the rougher winds that

blow.

“From youth, thee, ruflic nymph, I wnn’j"d;a |
At ev’ning grey, and crimion morn,
Thy fleps on beds of violets view’d,
And faw thee wanten on tie thorit.
¥ar more, the humble thrub and poorer cell,
~ “Thon lov'ft than in th’ intemp’rate air of courts to
't:lw_ell.ﬁ

" But tho’ thy influence benign
“To me produce unclouded days,
Yet true Contentment is not mine,
. Unlefs you claim my Laura’s praife,
- And bid her blood with livelier impulie flow,
And on her pallid cheek the hanifh’d rofes glow,

F g From
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From grief the refcues the opprefs’dy
.. And drops the fympathetic tear;
She pours her balin into the breaft
Of virtuous indigence and care,
Thus from corroding fear and want fet free, .
ohe bids them Heav’n addrefs—then facrifice to thee,

AN EPIGRAM

©N A CERTAIN LADY’S COMING INTO THE ROOM

AT BATE, WITH A DIAMOND CRESCENT IN
 HER HAIR.

BY MR« POTTER.

CuasTe Dian’s crefcent on her front difjplay’d,
Behold ! the wife proclaims herfelf a maid !
Come, fierce Taillard, or fiercer Junius come,
On this fafr fubject urge the conteft home ;

Plack honour from this emblematic moon, -

And folve the point which puzzles Warburton 3
This radiant emblem you may then tranfpofe,
And give the horned crefcent to the {poule.

1Y
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By B, Dw——-X, ESQ, ON HIS DAUGHTER’S BIRTRe
DAY,

"THE twenty-fecond day of May
Js little Fanny’s natal day;
Pretty warblers of the wood,
Mit awhile your caliow brood,
Gaily prune each gaudy wing,
- Fach.a merry carol brim g,
#l'o commemorate the morn,
When my little maid was born.

Come, Aurora! bring thy hours,
“All array’d in May-mora flowers ;
JEv’ry hour thall wear a {mile, |
- Little troubles o beguile; -
Alry phanti}ms, lightly tread
O’er the cowflip’s glittering head,
‘O?%r the cup of gnldeﬁ hue,
Fill’d this morn with filver dew, }
By kind Nature fill’d for you;
Let each little fairy lip,
Of the pearly dew<drop fip, .
Nature pours out all her wealth,
Drink to her’s aud Fanny’s health ;5 .
She, 1I'm fure, will not refufe,
Gratefully thofe gifts to ufe. |
" Feé O Tano-
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€ Innocence! proteét her Youth,
Lead her down thggpaths of Truth,
Cuiling fivects from every flower,
Truth has twin’d round Virtue’s bower,
There to dwell with fweet (.ﬂt;*t‘:ent,
Virtue's conftant refidents

Sweets too redolent will cloy;
Prudence mildly tempers joy ;
Thorns inay grow tho’ fweets are near,
Pity oft will have her tear;
Tears will flart, howe’er confin’d,
¥From a feeling generous mind,

Iclenefs for ever meets
Bitter, in its cup of fweets !
Let her not recline her head,
Long on Pleafure’s rofy bed,
Pleafure does itfelf deftroy,
Be improvement then her tc:_ij.',
" Doing right her greatei"z--"_;;ﬂ}'.
DMindtul of her parent’s nod,
And her dury to her God ;
Tell her ¢ to the good and wife,
‘¢ Lvery place s paradife;
% Every mouth to them is May,
And 2 birth-day every day.”
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UN BREAKING A CHINA QUAREMUG BELONGING

TO THE SOCIETY OF LINCOLN COLLEGE,
OXFORD,

EY AN UNDER GRADUATE,

6 D L
Ampbora nor meruit tam pretiofs maori.

I

WHENE’ER the cruel hand of Death
Untimely {tops a fav’rite’s breath,
Mufes in plaintive numbers tell
How lov’d he hiv’d—how mourn’d he fell :
Catullus *wail’d his fparrow’s fate,
And Gray immortaliz’d hig eat,
‘Thrice tuncful bards ! could I but chime fo clever,
My Quart, my honelt Quart, fhould live for ever.

II.

How weak is all a mortal’s pow’r,
‘TTavert the death-devoted hour !
Nor can a fhape, or beauty fave,
From the fure copquett of the grave.
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In vain the butler’s thoiceft care,
The mafter’s with, the burfer’s pray’r!

For when life's lengthen’d to its longeft fpan,
China itfelf mutt fall, as welt-as Man.

1L

Can I forget how oft my Qiam

Has footh’d my care, and warm’d my heart ?

When barley lent its balmy aid,

And all its liquid chatms dlfplay’d'

Wilen orange and the nut-brown toaft

Swam mantling round the fpicey coaft ! .
The pleafing depth 1 view’d with fparkling-eyes, -
Nor envied Jove the ne&tar of the fkies.

1V.

The fide-board, on that fatal day,

When you in glittiring ruins lay,

Mourn®d at thy lofs—=in guggling tone,

Decanters poured out their moan—

A dimnefs hung on ¢v'ry glafs—

Jot * wonmder'd what the matter wag——
Corks felf contrafied tree’d the frantic beer,
And fympathizing tankards dropt a tear.

T e 11, FI "'"T!l"'
.-l Lo C‘U.‘.L"E 1.-1.._1 '

V. VWyherp
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V.

Where are the flow’sy wreaths that bound

In rofy rings thy chaplets round?

The azure ftars whofe glitt’ring rays

Proimnis’d a happier length of days!

The trees that on thy border grew,

- And bloflom'd with eternal blue !’
Trees, ftars and flow’rs are fcatter’d on the floor,
And=sll thy brittle beautics are no more.—

VI,

Hadft thou been form’d of coarfer earth,
Had Nottingham but giv'n thee birth !
Or'had thy variegated fide
Of Stafford’s fable hue been dy’d,
Thy ftately fabric had been found,-
Tho’ tables tumbled dn the ground,—

The fineit mould the fooneit will decay

Hear this, ye Fair, for you yourfelves are clay !

oN
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ON SEEING . THE BEAUTIFUL MIS8 CHARLOTTE
COLLINS, OF WINCHESTER, COPY A DRAWING
OF THE JODGMENT OF PARIS.

O matre palchra, ﬁfa.p&fr&m‘# !

How true the mimic forms la"g)cér,-
The ebon fhield and glit’ring fpear !
The piercing eye, the fteady mmen,

As erfl in Athens fhe Wayfeetr;

Or rifing from her borrow’d guife,

She ftruck th’ aftonith’d * Grecian®s .E}"ﬁlﬁ;
And in celeftial radiance dreft,

The martial goddefs fteod confeft,

With brow wdignant and fevere,
See Juno, jealous Quecn, appear;
Sternr, as when flighted by her God,
She made Fleav’n tren.ble at her nod.
But thefe are Fancey’s atry traimn,,
That fir'd old Homer’s epic {train ;
Made heroes fight and deities jar,
And kept alive a ten years war,

* When Micorva bad condufted Telemochos to thacs, nndey
the appcarance of Ol Muntor, the refumed hee foym and lefr L.

Charlutie,
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Charlotte, thy pencil’s ﬂull’d ta trace
Superior forms and eafier grhce 5
Why copy then what Fiction' drcwi |
When Naturg., hﬂ]sda herfelf to view !
Ceafe on this Cyprlan form to gaze,
And truft thy faithful mirror’s rays;
By its reflected aid, you'll kmow
More vivid tints, the warmer glow,
The auburn ringlet—briiliant eye——
Dimples—where Loves in ambuth Ht—

th—as the Ceylon ivory whitem
Lips—with the Perfian coral dight—
The graceful neck—and fwelling breaft—
Here Fancy blufhing paints the reft.

FUSEE, R. G, R,
Dfﬂ- IT?B-

INSCRIBED WITHIN A TOWER WHICH MAKES
PART OF A RUINED CASTLE, ERECTED LATELY
AT WIMPOLE, THE SEAT OF THE EARL QF
HARDWICKE, IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE,

BY DANIEL WRAY, ESQ.

WHEN * Henry ftemm’d Jerne’s ftormy flood,
And bow’d te Britain’s yoke her favage brood ;

Hﬂnl'}" II.
When
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When by true eourage and falfe zeal impell’d,

* Richard encamp’d on Salem’s palmy field ;

On towers like thele,” Earl, Bafnn, Vavafor,

Hung high their banuners waving in the air ;

Free, hardy, proud, they brav'd their feudal Lord,
And tried their rights by ordeal of the fword ;

Now the full board with Chnﬁmas plenty crown’d ;
Now ravag’d and epprefs’d the ¢ country round ;

Yet Freedom’s caufe once rais’d the civil broil,

And Magna Charta clos’d the giﬂrmus tod.

Spruce modern villas different fceneg_.aﬁ'mi
The Patriot Baronet, the Courtier Lord,
Gently amus’d now wafte the Summer’s day,
In Book-room, Printsroom, or in Ferme Ormée :
While wit, champaign, and pines and poetry,
Virtd and ice the genial featt {upply.

But hence the poor are cherifh’d, artifts fed,
And Vanity relieves—in Bounty’s fled,

Oh! might our age in happy concert join
The manly virtyes of the Norman line,
With the true fcience and juft tafte which raife

High in each ufeful art thefe modern days !

! RHI hayd Ir

A MOa



A MODERN INVOCATION TO A COOK-MAID. -
BY MR, K——', OF Ko COL._' CommeE ,

Ne fit ancille 1ibi amor pudori,
Brius infolentem,
Serara Brifvis miveo colore

Movit Achillem. Hor.

COHE and crown your Inur g mfhel,
_Vain’s the tafk you now purfue,

Leave, ah leave, your pewter difhes,
Think not they can fhine like yous

Though no borrow’d airs befriend you,
Carelefs Beauty wins the heart ;

And if Nature’s {mells attend you,
Health 1s fweeter far than Art,

What tho’ curiing fteams around thee,
Quick in circling eddies play,

Beauty’s luftre would confound me,
Did not that obicure its ray.

While you {crub that radiant pewter,
That refle€ts your rofy hue,
Who'd not wiih to be a {fuitor,

To its bright refletion too,

What
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What tho’ low aud mean your place is,
Still you fhine with native pride, |

And your rags difcover graces,

~ Which brocades would only hide,

A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LORD KELLY, ©CCAs
. BIONED BY HIS§ MIRACULQUS ESCAPE FROM
S§HIPWRECK, IN THE PASSAGE FROM CALAIS

TO DOVER, DURING THE GREAT STORM IN
NOVEMBER 1774, |

¢ Tl Robur et ces triplex
Circa Pedlus erat, qui fragilem truci
Commifit Pelago raten ;
Rui ficeis occuits Monfira Natantia
Bui widit: Mare Tﬂrg:’dﬂm 1
- | 'HORAT, ODE 1,

DARK was the day, the wind rag’d high,
Black roll’d the clouds athwart the fky,
Sublime was heard the thunder’s roar,
Re-echoing from thore to thore :

The rain in floods the foreft bath’d,

The tow’ring oaks the light’ning {cath’d,
White {pectres dire of horrid form

Clung to the wild wings of the form. .

Such
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Such was the time wheén Kﬂl[y 5 Lm:d
The Calais Pacquet ﬂ:epp’d aboard ;
The Peer difplay’d a fluth of face,
- That might aParis Duchefs grace,
Embofom’d deep-in ev’ry dimple,
‘There fiery gleam’d a purple pimple,
Like Summer cloud that lightning vomits,
Or fkics at night that blaze with comets ;
Curious with carbuncle and ruby,
Not like a whey-fac’d milk-fop booby,
That laoks inanimate and filly,
And languid as a drooping liily :
No—the red grape, or damafk’d rofe,
Vivid upon his vifage glows ;
His jolly countenance look’d big,
All elegant with Gailic wig,
To decorate the head of Earl,
Wig ne’erdifplay’d fo fweet # curl 3
All other wigs to this mufl truckle,
And hide in papillotes their buckle ;
A compofition rich and rare,
Pomatum, fcented-powder, . hair s
¢ A combination and a Sorm”
Might {often rocks, or calm a ftorm !
Such was the wig, and fuch the curl j—
Whenlo! the tars the fails unfurl,
Light o’er the billows bounds the ikiff,
And fhapes her courle tow’rds Dover Cliff,

Meag
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Mean time the gale blows loud and firong,
Mix’d with the fcreaming Curlew’s fﬂng ;
The ftorm with ten.fold fury raves,

And fwells to tumult all the waves ;

Still thro® the wild, lmpetudus furges,
All defperate her way ﬂxe urges,

And proudly fwims a very duck,

Till on a a fhelving fand the firack
Bach paflenger with terror faints,

Pale fear each rueful vifage paints,

They tremble left they find 2 pillow

In each obftrep’rous dafhing billow 3

The mind of Kelly {purns at Fate,
Collected all, and all fedate,

He bears for bravery and the palm,

All ftorm without, within all calim,

Tho’ ev'ry hair hangs loofe and lank,

Or like fome weeping willow dank ;
Altho’ his wig be drench’d with brine,

He fcorns ignobly to repine,==

Such courage charmns the pow’rs above,
So off again the batk they fhove ;

Green Nereids gaily round her {port,
And point the way to Dover’s port ;

The drooping erew with fongs they footh,
And all the ruftied deep they finouth ;,
The moon refirains the {fwelling tides,
The howling hurticane fubfides,

In
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Tn ancient fory thus I’ve found,
‘That no Mualician ¢’er wa$ drown’d:
A harp was then, et I miftake it,
Much better than' the beft curk-ymket 2
The Grecian harpers went abroad,
The lockers well with liquor ﬂ:ﬂr’d;
For harpers ever had a thirft,
Sintce harping was invented firft,
They in the cabbin fat a drinking,
Till the poor fhip was alinoft finking ;
‘Then running nimbly to the poop,
They gave the {caly brood a whoop ;
And, fudden as they form’d the wifh,
Yor ev’ry harper came a fith 3
Then o’er the briny billows {cudding,
They car’d for drowning not a pﬁdding.-.
- Methinks, my Lord, with cheek of rofe,
I {ece you mount your bottle nofe ;
Or firmly holding by a whole fin,
Ride degagé upon your dolphin,

*I'was thus the tuneful Peer of Kelly
Efcap’d {ome whale’s enormous belly ;
And, {afe in London thinks no longer,
He'll prove a feadt for fhark or conger,

A.E,

N
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ON THE LADIES FIATEE-ﬁii

Quid wento lewius? Pulvis. Quid pulvere? Plimas
%fﬁfﬁ!ﬂﬂ}ﬂ ? Mﬂﬁﬂ'. .2_#3:}3 ﬂiﬂjf*f?-f ? sz?i!" 3

Dufl’s lighter than the windewilon duff a feasher ;
But Woman's Iffgérer than all thefe toget/er.

"T'HE Ladies have brought in feathers again with
the Winter and the woodcocks. The ‘Philofopher’s
defcription of an human creature, awimal bipes im-
plume, *¢ a two-legp’d, unfeathered animal,” is no
longer applicable to onr women ; and the men have
nothing to do, in order to deftroy the definition on
their part, but to follow Rouffcan’s fyftem, and to
walk upon all-fours.

The female fex feem at prefent to wifly to be cona
fidered as a colle®tion of all the birds in. the air.
Some few fing in a cage; many entertain us with
their wild notes : and moft of them give us to unders
ftand, that any violence offered to them, is a kind of
petty-ofience, not fo punifhable as robbing a hen-
rooit.

In complaifance to the Ladies, T have fometimes
amufed myfelf with following the train in which
they
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they have appeared defirous to lead us. When I {co
the black feathers of a widow, I confider them as
emblems of the plames nodding over the hearfe of
her late hufband, confequently as a notice that
there is room for another; and when I behold the
white feathers on the head of an unmarried Lady,
I interpret them as the triumph of a young innocent
on being jult fledged, or, perhaps, as an intimation
from fome more knowing fair one, of the decesfe of
her virginity. The high top of a tately Woman
of Quality in the fide-box, has more than once re.
minded me of the peacock; while the fhawls and
varied piomage of the Eaft India DireGors’ Ladies in
the front, have brought to my imagination the idea
of Chinefe peafants and Bantams. The female bird;
of prey in other parts of the Theatre, with their keen
eyes, have put mein mind of hawks, eroles, and
vivtares 3 and the more common fort in t o THEEN.
boxes, I have compared to Guinea henss .- 1pon
feeing Prince Criow at the play, {ome time ag0y
while I was indulging thefe fpeculations, 1 could
not help thinking of his gallant miitiefs, who i3 {aid
to have a ftomach capable of digelting lead and iron,
and of courfe refembling her to an oftrich,

I‘Iﬂ?ing once falien int)y tlis veln, it 1is impoflible
10 3o 10 a roulg, or into any numeaions alfembly,
wiliout converting the feathers. of the daughters of

Vor. VI, G goliipping
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gofhipping, fcandal, and chitechat, into marks of
cuckows, parrots and magpies. When I go to the
Opera, and obferve the plumes and the performers,
the Gabriellt—cam femivire comitatu—appears like a
rightingale {urronnded by capons., But when I turn
tc the boxes, I cannot but agree, that if there is one
woman who 1s acknowledged to be a good wife, a
gocd mother, and a gocd friend, fuch a woman
ought to be confidered as the Bird of Paradife.

Bird-fireet. OrNITHOLOGOS.

A PRAYER TO INDIFFERENCE.
Y MRS, GREVILLE.,

OF1 ve unplor’d the Gods in vain,
 And ptey’d till 1've been weary 5
tor ance Tl drive my with te pain,
Cf Cbercn, the Fairy,

Sweet awy being, wanten {erite,
Who li-7t1n wooeds unfzen,

A:d oft by Cynthia’s fiiver licht
‘Frips gatlv o’er the green ;

If
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If e’er thy pitying heart was mov'd,
{As ancient flories tell)

And for th’ Athenian m:id, who lov’d,
Thou fought'#t a wond’rous {peil.

Oh! deign once more t’ exert thy pow'r ;
Haply fome herb or tree,

Sov’reign as juice from weflern flow’r,
Conceals a balm for me.

b

T'afk no iind return in love,
No tempting charm to pleafe ;
Far from that heart fuch gifts remove,
Which fighs for peace and eafe.

. Nor eafe, nor peace, that heart can know,
That, ltke the needje {rue,
Turns a: the touch of joy or woe,
But, turning, trembles too,

For as difirefs the {on] can wound,
*I'1a plain in each degree,

Blifs §025 but to a certain bound,
Eeyond, ’ts agony,

i Then take this treacherous fenfe of mine,
Which dooms me 1Y to finare »
Which Pleafure can to Puin refine,
"To Pain new pangs impart !

G 2 Ch!
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Oh ! hafte to {hade the fov’reign balm,
My fhatter’d nerves new ftring 3

And for my guett, ferenely calm,
The nymph, Indifference, bring.

At her approach,, fee Hope, fee Fear,
See Expe&ation fly

With Difappointment in the rear,
That blaft the purpos’d joye

The tears which Pity taught to flow,
My eyes fhall then difown ;

The heart which throbb’d for others woe,
Shall then fcarce feel its own.

T he wounds which now each moment bleed,
Rach moment then fhall clole;

And peaceful day: fhall fti}l fucceed
To nights of {weet repofe.

Oh, Fairy Rif! but grant me this,
This one kind comfort {end ;

And {o may never-fading blifs
Thy flow’ry paths attend !

So may the glow worm’s glimmering light
Thy tiny footteps l=ad,
To fome new region of dehight,

Unknown to mortal tread !

And
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And be the acorn-goblet fill’d
With Heav’n’s ambrofial dew,
From fweetelt, frefheft flow’rs diftiit’d,
That {hed frefh fweets for you,

And what of life remains for me
DIl pafs in fober eafe ;

Half.pleas’d, contented will { be,
Content buat half to pleafe,

TWO LOVE ELEGIES.

Argel itanas mavis babitare Tabernas,
Cum tibi, parve liber, Serinia noflra wazent,
Nefeis, ben ! nefeis demine F aflidia Rome 3
Crede mibi, nimium martia twrba fapit,
Etherias, lafeive, cupis wolitare per auras

1, fuge s fed poteras tutior offé domi. MARTIAL,

ELEGY L

L.”:[‘IS night, dead night ; and o’er the plain
Darknefs extends her ebon ray,

While wide along,the gloomy fcene
Deep Silence holds her folemn fway ;

G 3 ‘Throughs
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‘Throughout the Earth no chearful beam.

The melancho'y eye fureys,

Save where the world’s fantaftic gleam
‘The "nighted traveller betrays.

‘T'he favage race {fo Heav’n decrees)
No longer thra’ the foreft rove 3

A3l Natarerefls, and not a breeze
Lifturbs the ftillnefs of the grove :

L] Matore refts 5 in Sleep’s foft arms
"The vilage fwain fo:gets his care g

bieep, thae the fting of Sorrow charms,
An‘: heals all fadefs bat Defiair 3

D:ipay, alone, her power denles 3

And, when the Sea withdraws his 1ays,

T3 the «ild beuch diftraci-d flies,

r, chearlefs, through the defurt firays:

Cr, to the cnurch-yard’s horrors led,
Whie fearful echoes burft around,
On fome cold ftone he leans his head,
Or throws his body on the ground.
To foins {uch diear and flemn {cene,
e friendly power direft my way,
Where pa’e Misfortune’s hageard train,
Sad luxuwiy ! delights to firay :
Wrapp'd in the folitary gloom,
Retnr’d fiom Life’s fantaftic crew,
Refign’d, Uil wait my final doom,
And bid the bufy world adien.

The
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‘The world has now no jog for me

Nor can life, now, one pleafure boaft ;
Since all my eyes defired to fee,

My with, my hope, mny all is loft ;
Since fie, {o form'd to plgafe and blefs,

So wie, {0 innocent, {o fair,
Wiofe converfe fweet made Sorrow lefs,

And birighien’d all the sloom of care :
Siuce fhels loft —ve powers divine !
 What hava T done, or thought, or {uid ?
O fay! whatborr:d aft of mine,

Has drawn this vengeance on my head ?
Wiy fhould Heaven favour Lycon’s ciaim ?

Why are my heart's belt withes ¢roft ?
What fuicer Jeeds adorn his name ?

What nobler merits cap be boaft ?
What hisher worth in him was found,

My tue heart's fervice tonniweigh 7
A {eafeiefs fop !—a duil compound

Of {carcely animated clay !
He dreis’d indeed, he danc’d with eafe,

And charm'd her, by repeating o’er
Unmeaning raptures in her praife,

That twenty fools had faid before -
But I, alas | who thought all art

My paflion’s force would meanly prove,
Could enly boafkan hoseft heart,

And claim’d ne merit but my love.

G 4 blave
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FHave I not fatem—ye confcious hours,
Be witnefs—while my Stella fu ng,
From morn to eve, with all my powers
Wraptin th’ enchantment of her tongue !
Ye confcions hours, that faw me ftand,
Entranc'd in wonder and farprize,
In filemt rapture prefs her hand,
Vith pathon burfling fiom my eyes,
Fave I not lov’d ?=-O Earth and Heaven!
Where, now, is all my youthful boaft ?
T he dear exchaage | hop’d was givn
For flighted Fame, and Fortune loit !
Where now the joys that once were mine ?
Where all my hopes of futare blifs:?
Muf I thofe joys, thofe hopes, refign ?
's ali her friendthip come to this?
iull then, each woman faithlefs prove;
And each fond lover be undone ?
Are vows no more l—-Almighty Love !
The fad remembrance let me fhun!
It wiil not be-..my honeft heart
The dear, fad image {1}l retains g
Ard [pite of Reafon, fpite of Art, =
- Thedreadful memory remains,
Ye Powers divine, whofe wondrous kill
Deep in the wdmb of Time can fee,
Behoid, T bend me to your will, .

Nor dare arraign your high decree!
Let
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Let her be blefs’d with health, with eafe,
With all your bounty has in ftore 5
Let {forrow ¢loud my future days,
Be Stella bleft 1—] afk no more.
But lo ! where high 1n j;nnder Eaft,
"The ftar of Morning mounts apace !

Hence—let me fly th’ unwelcome gueft,
‘And bid the Mufe’s labour ceafe,

ELEG Y Il

WHEN young, Life’s journey I began,
The glittering profpe& charm'd my €yess
I faw along th’ extended plain
Joy #ier joy fucceflive rife
And Fame her golden trumpet blew ;
And Power difplay’d her gorgeous charms 3
And Wealth engag’d my wandering view ;
And Pleafure woo’d me to her arms 3
To each, by turns, my vows I paid,
As Foliy led me to admires
While Fancy magnified each fhade,
And Hope encreas'd each fond defire.
But foon I found ’twas all a dream
And learn’d the fond purfuit to fhun,
Where few can feach their purpos’d aim, .
And foufands, daily, are undone ;

G g And



[ 134 )

And Fame, I found, was empty ar;
And Wealth had terror for her gueft;
And Pleafure’s path was firew’d with Care;
And Power was vanity at bett.
Tir'd of the chace, I gave it o’er ;
And, in a far fequeiter’d fhade,
To Contemplation's fober power
My youth’s next fervices I paid.

There Health and Peace adorn’d the {cene ;

And oft, indulgent to my prayer,
With mirthful eye, 2nd frolic mien,
The Mufe would deign to vifit there :
"There would fhe oft, delighted, rove
The flow'r-enamell’d vale along ;
Or wander with me through the grove,
And liften to the wozd-lark’s fong ;
Or, “mid the foreft’s awful gloom,
Whilft wild amazement fill’d my eyes,
Recall palt ages from the tomb,
And bid ideal worlds arife.
Thus, in the Mufe’s favour bleft,

One with alone my foul could frame,
And Heaven beftow’d, to crown thereft,
A friend, and Thyrfis was his uame.

For manly cenftancy, and tinth,
And werth, vnconfcious of a fain,

He bloom d, the flower of Brituin’s youth,
The boak and wender of the plain,

Stiil#
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Still, with our years, our friendfhip grew ;
No cares did then my peace deftroy »
Time brought new blefingz, as-he flew ;
And every hour was wingd with joy 3
But foon the blifsful fcene was loft 3
Soon did the {ad reverfe appear ;
Love came, like an untimely froft,
To blaft the promife of my year.
I iw youny Daphne’s angel form,

(Fool that 1 was, I bleft the fmart)
And, while I gaz'd, nor thought of hare,
The dear infeftion feiz’d my heart :
She was—at lealt in Damon’s eyes—
Made up of Tovelinels and grace ;

Her heart a ftranger to difgeile;

" -Her mind as perfelt as her face;

To hearwher fpeak, to fee her move,
(Unhapoy T, ala: ! the while)

Fier voice was jov, her look was love,
And Heaven was open in her {mile !
She 1-:&&*.1*113 breathe my am’rous prayers,

She litten’d to the torder ftrain,
She heard my fighs, the faw my tears,

And feem’d, at lesgth, to {(bare my pain.

he [id the lov’d——and i, poor youth'!

Hlow foen, atas! can Hope perfuade !)
Thoaght sl fs fatd no more than trath,

And all my love was well repaid,

GO
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- In joys unknown to Courts, or Kings,
With her I fate the live-long day,
And f3id and look'dfuch tender things,’
As none befide could look, or fay !
How foon can Fortane fhift the {cene,
And all our earthly blifs deftroy #m=
Care hovers tound, and Grief*s fell train
Still treads upon the heels of Joy.
My age’s hope, my youth’s beft boal,
My foul's chief blefling, and my pnde,
In one fad moment al! were loft
And Daphne chang'd, and Thyrfis died.
Oh, who,, that heard her vows ere-while,
Could dream thofe vows were infincere ?
Or, who could think, that {aw her fmile,
That Fraud could find admittance there 3
Yet, the was falie | —my heart will break !
Her frauds her perjuries were {uch—
~ Some other tongue than mine muft fpeak ==
1 have not power to fay how much!
Ye {wains, hence warn’d, the bait avoid ;
Oh fhun her paths, the trait’refs {hun |
Her voice is death, her fmile s fate,
Who hears, or fees her, is undone.
Ard, when Death’s hand fhall clofe-my eye,
{For foon, I know, the day will come)
Oh chear my {pirit with a figh;
Aund grave thefe lines upon my tomb.

THE
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-_—

THE EBPITAPH,

COoNSIGN'D to doft, beneath this fone,
In manhood’s pride is Damon laid;

Joylefs he liv’d, and died unknown,
‘In bleak Misfortune’s barren fhade,
Lov'd by the Mufe, bat Jov’d in vain— -
"T'was Beauty drew his ruin onj;
He {aw young Daphne on the plain ;
He lov’d, believ’d, and was undone:
His heart then funk beneath the Rorm,
(Sad meed of unexampled truth) :
And Sorrow, like an envioas worm,
- . Devour’d the bloflom of his youth.
Beneath this ftone the youth is laid —
(Qh greet his athes with a tear !
‘May Heaven with bleflings crown his fhade.
And grant that peace he wanted here !

STANZAS TO

s WITH TEHEE annaélﬂﬁ
ELEGIES,

SINCE you permit the lowly Mufe
This offering at your feet to lay,

Her flight with srdour the renews ;
Nor heeds the perils of the way :

It,
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If, in the Poet’s artlefs lays,
Late warbled in his native grove,
You find, perchance, one line to praife,
Qr {houvld one fentiment approve ;
Let critics babble o’er and o’er,
Of figures falfe, and accent wrong,
Bleft in thy fmile he atks no more~—
There muft be meric in the fong,
But, when of Epitaph and Worm,
Of Death and Tombs the ba:d doth rave,
You'll alk, how ’fcap’d he from the ftorm ?

What pewer hath fnatch’d him from the gravé ?

The Mufe the fecret will impart ;
{For what avails it to difguife ?)
A {i%ck he faw in Daphne’s heart,
'That dimm’d the leftre of her eyes.
But, had the maid thy power poflefs’d,
To biad and Rrengthen Beaﬁty’s charm ;
The virtues glowing 1n thy breait:
'The graces breathing n thy form 2
Of manners gentle, and fincere,
Had Daphne been what e s,
And had Misfortene’s ilroke fevere
Then robb’d him of his promis’d blifs,
Too big for words, the deep difirefs
Had quicxly ftopp’d the Poet’s tongue:
O’zr-borne by Paflion’s wild excefs,
His heart had funk, wnwegpt, cniung.

-~

Tke
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The youth, too fure, had ¢ died unknown ;»
No lover’s figh his fhade had blefs’d ;
No rude memorial on his fone |
Had mark’d his afhzs from the reft ;
Unlefs, perchance, with one kind tear,
The pitying maid his fate thould mourn,
And bid fome happier fervant’s care
To throw a laurel on his urn,

A PASTORAL BALLAD, COMPOSED ONE HUNDRED

YEARE ACGO,

GOOD NATURE and Courtefy, fiffers } ween,
Twin daughters of Virtue the mother ;

In features {o like, that when fingle they’re feen,
Folks often take one for the other :

In gentle complacency, gefture, and grace,
A difference fearce could you fee;

Save one, when you fpoke to her, fmil'd In your face;
T’other modetly tended the knze.

- One fine Summer’s morning refolved on a roam,
They refe with the lark, and as gay,
. For as they mtf,ndf,d ta go far from home,
They drefs’d chemfelves out for the da ¥

Theix
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Their bufkin's they lac’d fo to leave the knee bare,
And move with a grace unconfin’d ;

Their robes that were wont to flow loofe in the*a'i'r,' |
Were carelefsly tuck’d up behind, .

Enfhrin’d in a fearf of a rofe colour’d hue,
As fplendid and bright as the morn!
A prefent which Hebe, the fair goddefs, threw
O’et their faces the day they were born:
While fragrance by Zephyr was pilfer'd away,
. And wafted all over the dale;
Their fair auburn trefles a-loofe in difplay,
Were wantonly kifs'd by the gale.

Thus artay’d for the journey, and each to her mind,
They chearfully walk’d on together ; -
Their Reps were fo light, left no traces behind,
~ And their hearts were as light as a feather :
«¢ Far weltward,” fays Courtefy, ¢ lives a fam’d knight,
«¢ Near a town in the mountains of Kerry ;
s If fatigu’d, we'll repole at that feat of delight,
¢t He was wont to be courteous and merry.

e Erft often times happy we've fung, danc’d and
¢ play'd,
¢« And frolick’d away with each other;
¢t Hand in band o'er the lawn and the valiies we
¢ ftray’d,
¢ 'They tock us for filter and brother :
# Fame
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« Fame fays, he’s much chang’d fince he took a fair
| ¢ bride, | |
«« Who prefides at the caftle of Dingle;”
¢« He fure won’t forget ur, Good-nature replied,
¢« Who carefs’d us fo often when fingle.”. "

Thus in chatting along they beguil'd away, reft,
Till at leng:h they difcover’d a town;

Juft as Sol funk reclin’d upon Thetis’s breaft,
And Eve became dufky and brown

When the cattle they fought for arofe in full view,
Both their eyes and their hearts to delight;

Whofe fplendid appearance they very well knew,
And its bountiful owner, the knight,

As they drew near the gate, they adjufted each grace,
"YWhich had {uffer’d, thro' toil and the weather,

The hair, the’rude wind had blown over the face,
They comb’d in, and tied up together;

Then rapt at the door, and each fent in her name,
Which announc’d that two Ladies did walc;

Old acquaintance, they faid, and they thooght it no

{hame

To pay him a vifit, though late.

When a dowdy-like figure, in riding astire,
With as little of beauty as grace;

The cheeks all ampurpl’d with fpots red as fire,
Suffufirrg it o’er the whole face :

With
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With arms fet a kimbo, and mafculine air,
Advanc’d like the caftle’s defender ;

Tho’ the fex none can vouch, as it breeches did wear,
And feem’d of the Epicene gender.

But a fhrill female voice foon the womdn declar’d,
Which pierc’d like the wind in December ;

Affailing the ears of the Nymphs (who were fcar’d)
In words they have caufe to remember

¢¢ How have ye the confidence, huffeys,” fhe cries,
‘At this time of the night to alarm me ?

¢* "The names you fent in are a parcel of lies ; -
““ You are trulls that belong to the army,

“ The perfon you've had the afltrance to name,
‘““ Whofe former acquaintance you boaft;
““ Its the worth of his cars to acknowledge your claim,
“ While 'm at the bead of 14e roaff :
““ Such #rollops thall never come near his. domain , —
¢ Somarch off, and feek for new places;”
Then turm’d on her heel with an air of difdain,
And flapt the doar full in their faces,

TEHE
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THE LAWYER’s PRAYER,

A FRAGMENT,

BY DR. BLACKSTONE.

ORDAIN'D to tread the thorny ground,
Where few, I fear, are found;

Mine be the con{cience void of biame ;
The uprigit heart; the {potlefls name;
The tribate of the widow’s pray’r;

The righted orphan’s gratefal tear !

To Virtue, and her friends, a friend;
Still may my vuice the weak defend !
Ne'er may my proftitaied tongue
Protels th’ cppeefi.r m his wrong ;

Nor wreit the {pir’t of the laws,

To fanttify the villain’s caufe!

Let others, with unfparing hand,
Scatter their poifon through the land
Inflame difiention, kindle fhrifzs
And ftrew with ills the path of life;

On fuch, her gifts let Fortune fhower,
Add wealth to wealth, and power to power;
On me, may fovouring Heaven beftow,
That peace which good men only know,

TlLe
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The joy of joys, by few poflefs’d,

The eternal fanthine of the breag !
Power, fame, and riches, 1 reflgn-—
‘The praife of honefty be mine:

That friends may weep, the worthy figh ;
And poor men blefs me when I dje 3

LOVE ELEGY. ‘TO DAMON.

N O longer hope, fond ynuth, to hide thy pain *

No Jonger bluth the fecret to Impart ;
Too well I know what broken murm nrs mean,
And fighs that burft, half-Rtifled, from the heart,

Nor did I learn this ikill by Ovid's rule;
The magic arts are to thy friend usknown :
I never fludied but in Myra’s {chool,
Aud only judge thy pafion by my own.

Believe me, § Love is jealous of his power ;
Confefs by times the influence of the God 3

The ftubborn feel new torments every hour
Fe-merit mercy, we muft kifs the rod,

¥ Non ego celari poffim, guid Autus amantis,
Quidve ferant miti lenia verba fono
Nec mibhj {unt fortes, ————m— TIBUI,,

+ Define difimulare; Deus crudelius grit, -
Quos videt invitos fuccabuiffe {ibi. TIRUL,

In



[ 145 ]
In vain, alas! you feek the lonely grove,
And in {ad numbers to the Thames complaia :
The fhade, with kindred foftnefs, foothes thy love;
Sad numbers foothe, but cannot cure thy pain,

When Pheebus felt (as flory fings) the fmart,
By the coy beauties of his Daphne fir'd,
Nat Pheebus felf could profit by his art,
Though all the Nine the facred lay infpir’d.

Even fhould the maid vouchfafe to hear thy fong,
No tender feeiings would 1ts forrows raife ;

For, Verfe hath moura’d imagin’d woes fo long,
She’ll hear unmov’d, and without pitying pratfe.

Nor yet, proud maid, fhould’#t thou refufe thine ear;
Nor are the manners of the Poet rude ;

Ner pours he not the {fympathetic tear,
His heart by anguifh, not his own, fubda’d.

When fuirelt names in long Oblivion rot,
(For faireft names muft yield to walting Time)
The Poet’s miftrefs *fcape’s the common lot,
And blooms uninjur’d in his living rhime.

-

" * Nec profunt Domino, qua profunt omnibus artess ov1D,

IMITATION
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IMITATION OF THE EIGHTH ODE IN THE THIRD
BOOK OR HORACE,

BY MR, HARPRIS.

TO THE HON. THOMAS WINNINGTON, ESQ.

YOU afk why bachelors take ﬁﬁte;
My little room, my fcanty plate,

_Thas furbifh’d out for dinner—
Eloquent Senator, this treat
Was vow’d when in wine.licence {eat,
You plac’d a Lalf-farv’d finner,

This day revolving, fhall produce
My well-wax'd, choicelt, facred juice
Of Claret and Champagaue,
Old Cyprus labell’d from renown,
Of battle fought, or taken town,
In godlike Naflaa’s reign.

O Winmingten ! now freely quaff,

Prolongs the revels and the laugh,
Let Stiife and Envy vanifh ;

Forget the ftate and civil cares,

'The realins of Auftria rent in-fhares,

Each German contelt banifh,
Spain
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Spain thall fubmit, that flow tam’d foe,
France quits the meditated blow,
Her famifh’d fleet retirtng 3
Soon Ruffia’s fons fhall fill the plain,
The balance Eng'and hold again,
Walpole and Geoige inipiring,

Of great affairs now wafh your hands,

And leave the empty houfe to Sandys,
Of bufinefs ever thinking s

Let him and Gybe——np finifh now,

The nothing that there’s left ro do,
"While we {it gaily driaking,

Forget for once al! rublic cares,

~ All parli’'mentary affairs,

" AU precedents and order;

Nect e’en about el=Ctions think,

No: figh at the expence of drink,
Aiear glerions recsrder, :

But tell, when a1t by Pol'y mov’d,

How great your fiame, how much jmu lov'd,
How many times you kifs’d here

Poor girl, deferted and foriorn !

This for the night—then in the morn,
Fly with relays to Worcefter,
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ON CERTAIN NEW BUILBINGS NEAR THE ROYAL
" EXCHANGE,

WHEN Ifracl's impious fans foigot

The God, who their deliv’rance wronght,.
And fell before a calf of gold ;

Or when they tham’d the facred ufe

And worfhip of Jehovah’s houfe,
Build tables there, and bovght and fold

" T’ ours, theirs were but puny crimes,
The Chriftian Jews of modern times
Outdo the deeds of all their race :
They boldly tumble temples down,
And then, th’ impiety to crown,
Set up their idol in the place.

THE MIRROR OF KNIGHTHOOD.
A TRUE TALE WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1734

,RIBBONS and ftars, and courtly toys,
Actradt the wend’ring valgar’s €yes,
~Whoan implicit homage pay

To ev'ry thing that's glitt'ring g2y 3 |
- A dunce
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A dunce, or what’s inanimate,
A golden afs, or coach of ftate;
But the difcerning few, the wile,
Trufl not éntirely to their cyes 3 |
For they confider Honour’s badges
Are not true Merit’s conflant wages,
Examples in all lands abound,
Except our own, where few ape found 4
And therefore, to avoid refledtion .
A toreign tale is my clection,

An Englith merchant ¥, who for trade
His refidence Oporto made,
Livid in a houfe of ftrudure odd
Orne wing extending to the road,
‘Which made a nook where peopic ftood,
The fountains of a briny flood.
Sol here intenifely darts hig beams,
And taifes fuffocating fteams.
Our merchant, who could not endure
Lhe muifance, ftudied fora cure,
chould he defire them to forbear -
A fhow’ry kv as foon would hear ;
For they but {mall regard would Thow
A foreigner, their church’s foe.
This brought to mind,their-fnperﬂilinn; |
44 lucky thought in his condition) |
" The lat: Sir Robert Godfchall,

';n"rUL- -‘i:lu - ' H
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With that he for a workman fends,
Bids him forthwith the corner cleanfe,
- And in it then a crofi eredt,

(Objeét of Catholics refpedt)

*Tis 3 done the paffengers no more
Infeft the corner as before ;

But kneeling there, the crofi adore.

The King, foon after, hapt to dub
Wi knighthood, a notorious {crub :
(Ye Britons take my ftory right
*Twas Portugal that own’d the knight)
So il beftow’d a grace became
Of converfation general theme :

When at our Merchant’s table one,

On the fame fubjeét thus beg‘aﬁ') ;

¢« [ muft confefs, I'm at a lois, -
¢« How the King came to give the crofs
¢t To fuch a wretch, the public feorn !

(71 he crofs their badge of knighthood worn)
Our Merchant, with a fmile, rephes,

& 'Tis done with reafon, Kings are wife ;
¢ The fame 1’ve to my corner done,

¢ That it might not be pifefd upon.”

T
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THE CURSE OF AVARICE.

A SONG.

WHAT man in his wits had not rather be poor,
Than for lucre his freedom to give 2 | '

~ Ever bufy the means of Lis life to fecure,

~ And fo ever negleting to live,

Environ'd from morning till night in a croud,
 Not a moment unbent or alone ;
Conftrain’d to be abje&, tho® never fo proud,
And at every one’s call but his own,

Still repining, and longing for quiet cach hour, -
Yet ftudioufly fiying it {hill ;

With the'means of enjoying his wifh in his pow’r,
But accurs’d in his wanting the will,

For a year muft be pafs’d ; or a day muit be come,
Before he has leifure to reit; |

He muft add to his ftore this or that pretty fun,
And then, will have time to be bleii.

Buthis gains, more bewitching the more they Encr&nfm
Only fwell the defires of his eye &
“tich a wretch let mine enerhy iive&_if hie Iﬁ!cnﬁ:,
Let not even mine enemy die,

. TIIGRAN,
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A MISER ipied a moufe about his houfe ;
What do you here, {ays he, my pretty moufe =
Smiling, replies the moufe, you need not {weat,
Ycome for loging, friend, and not for meas,

THEHONEST CONFESSION.

IT happen’d in a healthful year,

(Which made proviflons very dear
And phyfic mighty cheap ;)

A Dadior, {ore opprefs’d with want,

On buiinels turning out fo {eant,

~ Was one day feen to weep.

A neighbonr afk’d him why fo {ad,

And hop’d no datigerous ilnefs had
'Toany friend befel—

O Lord ! you quite miftake the cafe,

(Guoth Blittery Sir, this rueful face
Ls "caute miy friends are wells

F—rn
[+3
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THE MORNING VISIT.

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN LADY RATTLE AND
LADY PARN,

r, . (GOOD morning, dear coufin, pray how 48
you do ?

I hope you was fortunate laft night at loo,

L. r. No,truit me, I ne’er had fuch ill-luck before;
I loit & nundred fweet picces, or more ;
The clock juft ftruck five as I went to bed,
Which caufes a fort of an ach in my head.
But prithee what news ¢

-

L. ®. "ge=Oh ! furprifing indeed !
Lord Razorface fain would perpetuate his brch
Am! therefore he’s married———m—

e

L., Py =——————Heaven grant me repofe !
"Tis fome little wretch, fure, that nobody knows :
For no one of any diftinction would be
United to fuch a poor reptile as he,
His recent behaviour muft bar his purfuit ;
By all he’s conjectur’d a fool or a brute ; |
Aad befides he’s no Lord, ’tis all a mere fittion,
Of that in the cafe we have thﬂruugFﬁunw&mn. -

I"{ 3 Ls R
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v, ». 1 have let you run on; to enhance your
{urprife,
Take this paper, and fee . — belicve your own cyes.

1. ». Is’t poffible ? No. T.et'me read it agaip ;
Sgch folly, fure, never infeéted a brain ! | |
The an’rous Lady was at her laft pray’is
To wed an impdftor—— I’d wait till white hatrs
Had grizzled my pate o’er, ere 1 wou'd unite
With one whofe conneétions would fhame me outrighty

b

L. k. The new-married couple laft Friday qppea':?qcl*"
At Ranelagh<#lord how the company fneer’d, |
To {ce hie mock Lordfhip-{fupporting his bride 3
Who hung, with a fanguithing air, by his fide,
I vow and proteft "twas diverting to hear
How often fhe fondly repeated, My dear !
Her female compauion, as puffer, oft cried,
Lord ! where’s Lady Razorface, where is the bride ?
Did you fee Lady Razorface ? itwas her care
To Luz the new title about ev’ry wheres

i p. ?Twas farcical, truly ; but tell me my dear,
If Lady Fannilia, her rival, was taere !

1. . She was; and lcok’d charming g e |

cannot
The ;x't:aﬁ'ng effect of her innocant drels,

:hﬂ
-
A
-t
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JBut what is more wonderful flill, you muft know,

A Lady that died, as he faid, lﬂnﬁgq f

The daughter of him that yowknow made a notfe -
Lord blefeme+ what makes me forget Pe—the great

caufe !
L. Pe s it A emys 2

L. 2. —Yes ! youhave hit ite~the {ame—
8e that very night, fure to Ranelagh came :
And Nature {o lavifh hae been to the Faur,
You'd have {worn that an angel was habitant there
The bridegroom, in {pite of his ignoransboatt,
Seem’d really as tho' he perceived a ghotl ;
His ¢colour grew wan—though ’ris nat’rally fo,
But he was, I belive, unprepar’d for the blow,
She met him—he turn’d but too foon in the round,
She darted a glance—brighter fenfe might confouad ;
And then in a tonc quite ironical, cried,
I, two years ago, of a confumption died.
But pray, don’t I look very well for a fhade ?
The malady was in my purfe tho’ difplay’d :
But now I’m recover’d, you fee I’'mgrown fat
And D-n-v-n there {hall experience that :
My coufin Dorinda and I will unite,
And fee if our, forces won’t conquer him quite.
Confounded, he quitted the place with his bride,
And Wh—I—r, with fond admiration was ey'd.
H 4 L ».



L. P. I thank you, my dear, for your news? but
you’ll ftay
And dine here to-day, in a family way ;
‘Then at night repair with us to Lady Bragg’s route,.
And circulate what we’ve been talkin g about..
Purvro,

TO THE EDITOR.

Sk,

DmixeG at Lady Ramble’s the other day, it was-
propofed, after dinner, by her Ladythip's fifter, to-
hcar Mifs, who 1s a fine girl of about eleven years of
age, concerning fome points fhe had been inftruéted-
1n relative to her dutyin life ; which being agreed
0, her Ladyfhip defired Mifs to fiand up, and then
2fked the queltions, and received the anfivers follow
g+ and as they may be of fervice to other young:
Ladtes of Qualiry, T have tranfmitted them to you.
SOCRAT 1585 Aq

L. ®s» My dear! pray tell me what you was brought
into the world for ?
Misz. A hufband.
1. ®. O mydear ! you fhould {ay to be adinired.
AWNT,
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Aunt. Well; Ivow 1 think my niece has given a
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better anfwer ; as fhe .came to the point”
direétly, and brought the matter home at
once. |

What 1sthe duty of an hufband 3

To pleafe his wife.

What is theduty of 4 wife

To pleafe herfelf.

What are the principal objeéts on which 2
fine lady fhould fix her attention ¢

Drefs and admiration.

What is the chief ufe of a fine lady’s eyes?

To ftare and ogle at the men,

What s the bufinefs of a finelady 2

To play at cards, go to routs, balls, plays,
operas, &c, and carry.on intrigues,

What is the religion of a fine lady ?

To pay her devotions at court, and makrhtr.:
curt’fies in the drawing-room,

- May a fine lady ever go to churth ? -

Very feldom ! and-then fhe muft be fure to
fleep there, or talk very loud, and flander
{fome of her acquaintance, - -

Which is the beft book in the world ?

Hovle on den!ie. '

me whence come the politeft fathions, and™
the beft fitks->

From France.

I L. Re

Wi
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L, Re Who make the beft fervants &
miss, The French, |
L.&. Very well, mydear! you don’t forget, I find, -
AUNT, 1 vow my niece is véry perfect in her edue
- cation, and will make a fine accomplifhed
tvomail. o

A MODERN GLOSSARY

- ANGEL. Tht name of a woman, cummnnly of

a very bad one,

AvTHOR. A laughing ftock. It means likewife a

~ poor fellow; andin general an object of contempt,

»rAR, A country gentleman ; or, indeed, any ant-.

_ mal upon two legs that doth not make a handfome
bow. o

prauTY. 1he qualification with which women
generally gointo keeping., |

3eaU, With the article a before it, means 3 great
favourite of all women.

»ruTE. A word implying ph:mdﬂhng and fincert.
ty ; but more efpecially app’fén‘ to a philcfopher.

Any ftick of wood with a head toit,
CAPTAIN, i

and a piece of black ribband upon
COLONEL. |

that head, . .
CREATURE,
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€REATURE., A quality expreffion, of low con
tempt, properly confin’d only to the mouths of

- ladies who arc right honourable. |

critic, Like bomo, a name given to all the human
Tace. | |

coxcoms. A word of reproach, and vet at the

~ fame ume fignifying all that is moft commendable,

DAMNATION, A term appropriated to the Theatre :
though fometimes more largely applied to all works
of invention, | | k

pEata, ‘The final end of man ; as well as of the
thinking part of the body, asof all the other parts.

press. The principal accomplithment of men and
~women.

PULLNESSe A word applied by all writers to the wit .
and humour of others.

gAaTING., A fcience. -

FINE, An adjective of a very peculiar kind, deftroy.
ing, or, at leaft leflening the force of the fubftan«
tive to which it is joined, as fine geutleman, fine
tady, fine houfe, fine cloaths, fine tafte !—in all
which, fine 15 to be underflood in a fenfe fomewhat
{ynonymous with ufelefs. |

roor. A complex idea, compounded of poverty,

. honefly, piety, af}ﬁffﬁ]plicn}f. B -

GALLANTRY. Fornication and adultery.

GREAT. Applied toa tllillg; fignifies bignefs ; when

" 10 a man, often littlenefs, nr meanuefs,

H 6 GOD
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GoaDn, A word of as many different fenfes™ tha -
Greek word Eyw, or as the Latin 4po; for
which reafon it is but little ufed by the polite,

HAPPINESS. (srandeur,

HovoUR., Duelling,

HUMOUR. "Scandalous lies, tumbling and dancing
0n.a rope.

JUDGE. } An old woman.

JUSTICE, ~

kNAVE, The name of four cards in every pack.

XNOwWLEPGE, In general, means knowledge of the’
town ; as this is, indeed, theonly kind of know-
ledge ever {poken of in the polite world,

LEAKNING, Pedantry,

LovE. A word properly applicd to our delight, in
particular kinds of food ; fomerimes metaphorically
fpoken of the favourite objects of all our appetitess

MARRIAGE, A kind of traffic carricd on between
the two fexes, in which both are conftantiy en-
deavouring to chieat each other, and bioth arc com-
monly lofers in the end.

Mi1scHIET, Fuap, fport, or paflime,

MoDESTY.  Aukwardnefs, rulticaty.

yo-soDnY. All the people in Great-Britain, cxcept
-about 1200, o

Noxsense.  Philolophy, eipecially the philofophical
writings of the aacients, and more efpeciaily of
Ariftotle.

OFFORTENITY,
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.or#nroniTY., The feafon of cuckoldom,

raTrioT A candidate for'a plate at coust.

POLITICS., The art of getting fuch a place.

PROMISE:’ “Nothing. _

RELIGION, A word of no.meaning ; but whlchferm -‘
as a bugbear to frighten children with.

ricgEs, The'only thing upen earth thatis really
defircable, or valuable,

ROSUE, A man of different party from your<

RASCAL, felf..

servoN A fleepy dofe.

35UNDAY. The beil time for playigg at cards.

SHOCKING. An epithet which fine ladies apply to
almoft any thing. It is, indeed, an interjetion
(if 1 may fo call it) of -delicacy. *

TEMPERANCE., Want of {pirit.

TASTE, The prefent whim -of the town, whatever
it Dbe,

f}igsmc. Advice ; clitefly that of a bufband.

VIR TUE, : .
]» Subjcts of difcourfe,
YVICE.

wiT. Prophanenefs, indecency, immorality, fcur-
rility, mimickry, buffocnery ; abufe of all good
men, and efpecially of the clergy. |

worTH. DPower, irank, wealth,

wispom, The art of acquiring all three,

WORLE, Yourown acquaintance,

STANZAS
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STgNzAS TO THE LADIES

ON THELR HEAI}-DRESE FOR THE YEAR 1468,

Tot prensis ordinibus, 10! adbue compagibus altum
Aidificat caput 3 Andromart e a fronte vidibis ,
Pofl minor e, aliam credas,

Have Y€ never feen a-net
Hanging at your kitchen door,

Steff’d with dirty ftraw, befet
With old ikewﬁ o'er and o'er ¥

If.you have—it wonder breeds
Ye from hence thonld fieq) 2 fathion,
And thould heap your lovelv heads
Such a deal of filthy trath on.

True, your trefles wreath’d with art
(Bards have faid it ten times o'erJ
Form a net to catch the heart
Ot the mafi unfecling lover,

Eut thus robb’d of half your beauty,
‘Whom can you induce fo high ?
Orincline for love or fuit t* ye
By lis siofe, or by hiseye ?

When
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When he views (what {carce I'd credit
Of a fex fo fweet and clean,

But that from a wench 1 had it
Of all Abigails the queem)

When he views your trefles thin,
Tortnr'd by fomeFrench frifeur,
Horf{e-hair, hemp, and wool within,
Garnitly’d with a diamond fkewer,

When he fcents the mingled fleam,
Which your plafter’d heads are richudn

Lard and meal, and clouted cream,
Can he love a walking kitchen ?

-4
L

| SQITGKA M

ASONG FOR THE MALL.

A TARODY ON WHITEHEAD'S SONG FOR RANEe
LAGE.,

BY ‘A LADY.

YE fop]z’ngs and prigs, and j;e wou'd-be {mart
things,
Who move in wide Comymerce’s round,
Pray tell me,¥rom whence this abfurdity fprings,

All orders of rank to confound ?
What
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What means the bag-wig, and the foldier-like air,
On :tradefman obfequious and meek ?

Sure Sabbaths were meant for retirement and pray’s?,
To amendbthe paft faults of the week.,

The youth, to whom battles and: belong,
May call a fierce look to his aid ; -

Lace, blufter, andoaths, and a2 fword an ell long;
Are {famples he gives of his trade

But you, on whom London indulgently {imiles,
And whom cosnters thould guard from all 11!5,

Should flily invade with Humility’s wiles, .

t!t_/;z.f.'hfrﬂ?‘ aqerer us from &ifir, -

Old Grefham, whofe ftatue adorns the Exchange, -
Difplays the grave cit 1o our vicw,

And fileatly frowns at a conduct fo ftrange,
So remote from your int’refts and yous |

Then learn from his gefture, grdve, decent, anidplain,
To copy fair Prudence’s ruies;

For Frugaliny’s garb will conceal your valt gai,
And fecure ve the plinder of fools.

The eafe of a court, and the airof a camp,
Are graces no cit can procure
Menfieur Jeurdain * flill plods in the qpitdﬁulus
tramp,

-

Nor can Hart 4 the grown aukwardngls cure;
¢ Vide Molicre's Gentliman Clirzen,

+ A danvicg mafter prho Aty

Th s
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Thus 1f, apes of the fathion, St. James’s you ¢roud,.

And prefs onwards, in {pite-of all ftops,
The Mall you may £/, and be airy and loud,.
But, truft me, you'll'ne’er fifl your ' =

‘ON THE TEMPLARS.

A'S by the Templars holds you go,.

The horfe and lamb difplay’d,
In eniblematic figures fhew
'The merits of their trade,

The client may infer from thence,
How juit is their profeflion ;

The lamb {ets forth their innocence,
The horle their expedition,

O bhappy Britons, happy ifle
Let foreign nations {ay,

Where you get Juilice without guile,-

And Taw without delay,
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THE ANSWER,

DELUE D men, thefe holds for ego;
Nor truft fuch cumung e}vr:s

Thefc artful emblems tend to. ﬂ:—cvr
Their clients, not themfelves,

*Tis all a trick, thefe are all fhams,
By which they mean to cheat you ;

But have a care, for you're the lambs,
And they the wolves that eat you,

Nor let the thoughts of no delay,
To thefe their courts mifguide you ;
*Tis you're the fhowy horfe, and they
The jockyes that will ride you, -

A DESCRIPTION OF L,ONDON,

HousEs, churches, mixt together,
Streets unpleafant in-all weather,
¥rifons, palaces contiguous,

Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguous,

(Gaudy things enough to tempt ye,
Showy outhides, infides empty;

Bubhles,
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- Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts,
Coaches, wheelbarrows, and carts,

Warrants, bailiffs, bills uapaid,
Lords of laundrefies afraid

- Rogues that nightly rob and fhoot men,

. Hangmen, aldermen, and footmene

Lawyers, poets, priefls, pbyficians,
Noble, fimple, all conditions ;
Worth, beneath a thread-bare cover,
Villainy, bedaub’d all over,

Women, black, red, fair, and grey,
Prudes, and fuch as never pray;
Handfome, ugly, noify, ftill,

Some that will not—-more that will,

Many a beau without a fhilling,
Many a widow nosainwiiling ;

Many a bargain, if you ftrike it,

'} his is Loadon !—How d'ye like it 2

v

NI&SS-HOUSES, churches, mxt together ;

Sereets unpleafant in all weather ;

DESCRIPTION OF DUBLIN,

The
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The church, the four courts, and hell é‘nnt-igunps ;
Caﬂleﬁpulieg&- green, and Cuftom-houfe gibbous,

Few - are to'tempt ye,

Tawdry outfides, pockets empty ;.

Five theatres, little trade, _and-’_'ﬁ}bbingfﬁftﬁ
Brandy, and fhuff-fhops, poft-chaifes, and carts,

Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid,
Maflers of their fervants afraid :
Rogues that daily rob and cut men,
Patriots, gameflers, and footmen.

Eawyers, revenue-officers, priefts, phyficians, .
Beggars of all ranks, age, and conditions ;
Worth fearce thows itfelf upon the ground,
Villainy both with applaufe and profit crown’d,

Women lazy, dirty, drunken, loofe,

Men in labour flow, of wine profufe ;
Many a fcheme that the public muft rue it 3
This 1s Dublin—if ye knew it,

A SKETCH OF TARIS.

LAD[E‘S; whofe drefs, wit, fprightiinefs, and air,
Charm, il their plaifter'd cheeks like fpectres fcare; -
MEH-‘,‘;



[ 169 7]

Men, learn’d, polite, and yet fo much the prig, |
Their genius feems quite center’d in their wig s
Ferries and ferrymen, begrim’d like 'haron ;
Plump, -chutkling priefts, dreft gorgecuflmms Aaron s
Pulpit enthufiafls, feamihg like mad Tom ;

Coarfe vixins, ozling Iewd in Notre Dame

Perty faliow, flipt-fhoed damfels, loofely diefs’d,
As rifen from bed, and panting to be pref¥y ;
Shades, which the gazer for Elyfium takes,

"1l his {tung nofc fufpeéts the neigab’ring jakes
Nuns, jokingvow, now fighing, ¢ Flefh is grafs ;*
Friars, who catches roar, and toaft a lafs ;

An opera-houfe, large as our city halls,

Fie altion, words, feenes, dreffes—difmal {qualds !
Round from Pon:-Neuf the view fuperb and rich;
Grand keys ; the river a genteel Ficet-ditel; :

Lame hackuey horfes, as their drivers lean ;
Pigures unnumber’d, anti’s to the {pleen ;

Old wither’d cronies, in gaudy filks difplay’d ;
Monks with toupees, and tonfors in brocade F
Tawdry, patch’d femptirefles, befmear’d with {onff ;
Long-rapier’d pigmies, hid behind a muff ; |
Shoe-boys with ruffles; lacqueys dr. f5d like qual-— ;
Such oddities ! the town feems all a droll ; |
Turn where we will, our eyes new iplendors greet,
Whillt half the city glares a Monmouth ftreet.

Still motlier, Vanity, had been thy fair,

if the fim’d painter, Bunyan, had been there,

THE




A
THE BACHELOR’s CHOICE OF A WIFE.

| IFHE’EF I WEd, 380 wife thall not be ﬂld,
Deform’ds nor ugly, handfome, nor a fcold ;
Sha fhan’t be pale, nor red, nor {liall fhe paint ;
Shall be religious too, hut not a faint;

She {halldaave fenfe ; if not a wit, 1’ll take her:
Give fuctra wife, ye Gods, I'll ne’er forfake her.

-

THE FEMALE COMPLAINT,

B2Y A LADY.

{_USTOM, alas ! does partial prove,
Nor gives us even meajure ;

A pain it is to maids to love,

" But ’tis to men a plealure.

They freely can their thoughts difclofe,
But ours muft burlt within ; |

"Tho’ Nature eyes and tongues beftows,
Yet Truth from us is Sia.

Men to new joys and conquefis fiy,
And yet no hazards run;

Yoor we are left, if we deny ;
And, if we yield, undone.

Th:ﬁ
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Then equal laws let Cuftom find,
Nor thus the fex opprefs ;

More Freedom graut to woman kind,
Or give to mankind lefs.

ON A YOUNG LADY

BY A WILFUL MISTAKE READING, ‘‘RumiEs”
FOR ¢ BUBRBIEs”

WHEN wife philofopher’s explain
How gravity attraQls,

The weighty pow’r they ftill mamtam,
All in the centre aéts.

Thus tho’ of earth the fmalleft part
'The heavy impulfe owns,

Poize but the middle point with art,
You balance all the zones.

Hence fages, when.of fpheres they write,
At centers fix a letfer,

And wifely call the body by’t:
Take A, or chufe a better,

If
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If then on {:hiugs we fix a name,
We borrow from the middle,

How Mira’s reading’s not t¢ blame,
No longeris a riddle.

For though, that white ap ‘hills.of frew
A bubbyis, mofttruebe, '
Pecp fhamethro’ the gaufe, *twill thew
"The middle 15 & ruby.
E. L.

MI$s COURTNEY TO MISS ANNE CONOLLY,
MAY, 1753

"THO’ xind your words—how full of forrow !
¢ Adien! dear Beli—we part to-morrow [”
Farewel ! dear fitter of my youth,

Ally’d by honour, love, and truth ;
Farewel our vifits, iports, and plays,
Sweet {olace of our childifh days;

Farewel our walks to Park and Mall,

Qur jaunts to cencert, route, or ball ;
Farewel our difh of {prightly chat,
Of—who {aid this—and who did that;
Critiques on fciffars, needles, pins,' |
Yaos, agreties, ribbands, capuchins,

Adong
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A long farewell ! Conolly flies
To diftant {uns, and diff'rent {kies !

A mufe in tears moves flow and dyl]
How weak the head, the heart fo full ?

Slight forrows find an ealy vent,
And trifling cares are eloquent ;
Sad filence only can exprefs

‘The genuine pains of deep diftrefs ;

Yet I cou’d rave in darkened chamber,

On {cas of milk, and thips of amber,
Like frantic Belvidera, when is
Perform’d the tragedy of Venice
Preferv’d—Ohtas Thope to marry
Cibber is paried from her Barry ;
‘Thisby the by, may ferve as news
‘To-morrow on your way t'amufs,

It caule: great. great fpeculation—

- 1 - ~ 1 *
Partof the bafinef of the nation,

But hang digreflions-s-to return ;
And muft I three long winters mourn
T'hat tedious length fpun out and paft
We meet- -but how improv’d your tul
Your figure, manner, drefs, and wit,
With all things for a Lady fit;

Yor, entre neus, my dear, onr fuces
Shauld be the leaft of al] our graces 3
Vor. VI, I

?

e

o

If
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If nought but Beauty wings the dart,
We ftrike the eye but mifs the heart;
But hufh, and till we meet again,
Pray keep this fecret from the men:
Should the weak things this truth difcover,
How few coquettes would keep a lover!
And yet, {o plain {tho® blind you know)
Milton could fee i1t years ago:
Thus has the bard our fex attackt,
¢¢ Fair outward, inward lefs exa&t.”
But you a ftrong exception ffand,
With Wit and Beauty hand in hand,
Apart how weak'! combin’d how ftrong !
They’'ll {weep whole ranks of hearts along ;
Pelore fuch pow'rs each foe will iy, |
That principal, and this ally.
Lovers you then will flay 1n plenty,
Lile Bobadil each day your twenty;
‘i hen will you grow the top:ic common,
¢« Flow foon, {they’ll fay} thot up a woman !
¢« What eyes! what lips! how fue each feature !

«« Fore gad !—a mofl d.licious creature !
1« from the beaux—DNean time each belle, 1in
Merc {pite, my dear, at your excelling,
~ Stung to the heart and devilifh jealous
Cf homage paid by pretty fellows,
g4 1} fiirt her fan, and tofs, and {nuft,-
And cry—<¢ The thing is weil CROUZ N e
« By
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““ But for my foul, to fay what's true t've,
““ Ican’t find out where lies her beauty,”

Mean time you fmile with fveet difdain,
Like Dian ’mid# her meaner train,

Thus my prophetic foul foreknows
What Time fhall more anon difclof.
Swift move that time on rapid wing,
And news of dear Conolly bring:

Yet let not thofe who Jove complain,

If thus to part is killing pain,

*T1s ftill to make the blifs more dear,
When the fweet hour of meetin g’s near.
So ftreams are fever'd in their courfe

1o join again with double force.

ON THE RUINS OF POMFRET CASTLE,

Fatal and ortinsus o nolile Feors,

Iiithin the gurity clofure of thy «valf;,
Richard the Second, bere was back'd to deaph 3
Andy for more farder to 14y difmal feat,

We pive 1o thee our giltiefs blood to drink,

Earl Rivers’ fpeech in Shakelpeare’s Richard
the Third, Scene, Pomfret Caftle,

LOGK round thi~ vaft and venerable place,
Whofe rain’d pile yet fhines with awful graze,
I 2 P :inflie
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Majeftic ftill *midd all it’s faded charms -
Seec the wide wafte of all.confuming A;ge;. '
The wreck of ruthlefs wars and hoftile rage,
And all the dire effeéts of more than civil arms.

View (avage Time with cankening cooth devour

The {olid fabric of yon mould'ring tower,
That now in undiftinguifi’d chaos lies:
" Where erft the noble Lacey’s¥ Norman line
Plann’d the wide work, and form’d the vaft defign,

And bid with Gothic grace the flately ftructure rife,

When lo! on Ligh the vaulted domes fufpend,
On lofty columns the wide arches bend,
And maflive walls the vaft domain inclofe:
14 vain the hotile Warrioi's nervous art,
With miffive force direéls the barbed dart,
Or with gigantic ftiength the poadroes jav'lin throws.
Far many an age, the lacey’s noble race
W th arts and arms adorn’d the {plendid place,

Farls of Lincoln and Hereford, came

»_T!e family of Lacey,
reft fubjects of thofe days,

: . with the Conqueror, and were the grea
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Az Heroes triumph’d, er as Patricts fhone : \
Tl wihthe great Plantazenet’s fair bride ®
In nuptial dower thefe ancient honours plide,

The feat of future Kings, that grac’d the Englith
threne, '

(n yonder hill, as ancient annals tell,
The boly Hero, and the Martyr feli,

Which flilty great Lancafter, thy mem’ry bears +
There, *'mid# the Saints enroll’d, with rites divine,
‘T'he pions Pilgrim fought the facred fhrine,

And Lath’d thy hallow’d tomb with fympathizing

toars, *

Viith holy zeal, and patriot graces arm’d,
With 2il the powers of confcious Virtue warm'd,
'Midft Death’s fad fcezes the pious Martyr fmiles ;
In vain,. proud Mortimer the hoary fage
B.czd:, the fad vi€tim of thy bratal rage,
Loit by thy lawlefs love, and all a woman’s wiles.

Look there, where erlt yon mould’ring turret ftood,

Whoie mofs.grown flones are ting’d with royal
o blood,

* Blanche, the heirefs of Lacey, married the Puke of Lancaficr,
with whom came the honour of Pomfret,

+ Thomas Duke of Lancafter was beheaded on the hill, which
1s now called St, Thomas’s Hill, by the intrigues of Mortimer and
the Queen of Edward the Second, and was afterwards canonized,

I3 "Midft
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'Midf civil broils the haplefs Richard bled *;
There crucl Exton’s datk, affafiin dart,
With blcody treafon pierc’d the Monarch's heart,

And fix’d the tottering crown on haughty Henry’s
head.

Iere, vaulting Belingbroke, thy feeble foe,
_ Felt in each whifperirg breeze the fatal blow,
Or heard Death’s herald in each guilty flone :
Short is the date of captive Monarch’s doom,
Twixt the dark prifcn and the yawning tomb,
For bold Ambition bears no sival to the throne,

See yander tower, (il blufh with crimfon ftains
That flow’d in plenteous fireams from noble veins,
Where Vaughan and Gray by Gloucefler’s arts ex-
pir'd ; |
Where Rivers + fell, and with his lateft breath
Thefe mournful manfions dignified in death,
With Fatriot virtues warm’d, and dawning Science *
fir'd.

% Richard the Second was murdered in Pomfret Caftle, by Sit
Picrs Exton, by order of Bolingbroke, afterwards Henry the Fourth,

+ Sir Thomas Vaughan, and Richard Lord Gray, half-brother
to the Quezen of ‘Edward the Fourth, with Woadville Lord Rivers,
own brother to the fame Queen, were ali beheaded here at the
fime time, by the intrigues of the Duke of Gloucefter, afterwards
Richard the Thirde Earl Rivers was the great patron of l:arniq;,
and introduced Caxton te Edward the Fourth, who firlt brought

printing into Englands  See Walpole’s Noble Authers, Midft
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’Midft the wide flames that civil difcord {pread, .
When by bafe arts the royal Martyr bled,
Sull loyal Pomfret fpurn’d the tyrant’s hate ;
Lait in thefe northern * climes that feorn’d to pay
A fervile homage to his lawlef {way,
&nd In inglorious eafe furvive their monarch’s fate,

Long, haughty Lambert, did thy veteran powers
With iron tempeft thake thefe folid towers,

And round the walls the miffive marder fend -
In vain, brave Morrice, did thy martial train
With loyal zeal the hoftile fhocks fuftain,

And °gainft Rebellion’s fons thefe royal domes defend,

Ha:k! the loud engines tear the trembling walls,
And from its bafe the maflive fabric falls,

And all 4t once thefe antient honours fade :
This princely pile with all it’s fplendid fpoils,
Sinks *midft the havock of intefline broils,

In proitrate ruins loft and dark Oblivion l2id,

* Pomfret Caftle was the laft fortrefs in the narth of England that

furrendered to the Parliament’s forces y after themurder of KingCharles,
and was befieged and deftroyed by General Lambert

*
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THE SCOTS DEGREE,

IN Scotland once a King they had
The firft that there did reign,

Tho’ no man ever knew his dad
Yet Fergus was his name.

This muckle Monarch on a day,
To thew his Scottifh pride,

Did to his nobles provdly fay,
As they flood by his fides

« Ken ye the man, or King, quo’ he,
¢« So great or wife as I ¢
« His wit and firength I fuin would {ce,

¢« ForlI the world dﬂf}’:’,

s muckle Lairds foed in amaze,
And durft no anfwer make,

For fear his paflion they fhould raife,
And he their craigs would break.,

But one much wifer than the reft,
Had heard Religion’s fame,
Told him that he, at his requeft,

Would tell a Monarch’s name,
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At which the mighty Monareh: rofe,
All fire, like a true Scot,

Bid him the fecret thea difclofe,
Or he thould go to pot.

His name, quoth he, Jehovah is,
‘The King of kings is he,

The fountain of all happinefs,
The fupreme Deity.

¢¢ De’il fau me, if e’er I heard
** Of fike a King befure,

* Or ever ken'd I fike a Laird,
““ By {ea or on the fhore.

“ Gang ye'ere ways, gud-man, to that fame King,
* And let him underftand,

‘“ That you from me this meflage bring,
““ And that 1ts my command;

‘ You tell him, he acknowledge muft,
¢ That I’'m the greater Laird,

¢ Or I’l] his cities lay in duft,
“ His pcople put to th' fward.””

This wondzr of the Scotiifh Court
Did for a while retire,

To ufe his harmlefs rural fport,
And quench his Monarch’s fire.

I ¢ Samms
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Some time he flaid, then came to Court,
And ken’d was by the King,

“ Weel man, quo’ he, did'ft reach the port ¢
¢ What meflage doft thou bring #”

¢¢ 'Troth have I, Sir, and thus he {ays, -
¢¢ This meflage he does fend

“ If you will love, and truft always
¢¢ In him, he’ll be your fiiend.”

¢ Do’s he, gud troth ? then deel a’ me,
“ If any Scotifh man

* From this day e’er hi» kingdom fee,
¢¢ Or e'er invade his land.”

Thus, by a wife decree at firtl,
The Scotimen loft their Heaven,
‘But to employ them, (thus accors’d)

The itch to them was given.

ON THE MODERN FPLAID-WEARERS,

WHAT do I fee ridiculoufly clad
Our Englifh beaux and belles in Highland plaid?

The drefs of rebe's ! by our laws forbid !~
No matter--why fhould friends or foes be hid ?
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By this diftintive badge are traitors thewn,
Sure as free mafons by their ﬂgnals known.

Come to the mufler, Perkin, take thy roll,
And of thy flaves in liv’ry fum the poll,

Yet fay, ye dattards, who in peaceful days
Look big, drink healths, and hope a traitor’s praife,
‘In what dark corner did ye lurk, when late
To the laft crifis Edward pufh’'d his fate
Sculking behind the laws ye with’d to break,
Ye dar’d ritk nothing for your Prince’s fake ;.
Tamely ye faw his promis’d fuccours fail,
And William’s arms, like Aaron’s rod, prevail,
T'rue to no fide, ye bats * of haman kind,
Deipis’d by both, for public {corn defign’d,
Still by your drefs diftinguith'd from the reft,
Be James’s forrow and be George's jeft..
Furyarygs,

AN EPIGRAM.

SEE Natta’s coach along the vallage runs,
Drawn by four fcrubs, purfued by thrice four duns :

Landikips and arms adorn the gay machine,
Withoat all Vanity, all Vice within.

* See ffop*s Fables,
IA6 The
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The mob the gaudy pageant firikes, they gaze,
And, * B~——Il, thy wond’rous art profufely praife :
In diff'rent views thy merit I explore ;

'Thy works furprife me, but thy faith much more.

EPI G R A M

OCCASIONED BY A GENTLEMAN’S LOSING FRE-
QUENTLY TO LADY H—RR==N AT LOO.

WHAT tho’ I hold of trumps a fluth,
And boaft a fiiend inpam ;

Yet Y dare own without a blufh,
That I the lofer am.

Nay more, this happens every day,
And 1s each night renew’d ;

For who with Hwerren can play
And fail of being ld’d,

® The maker's pame.
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WRITTEN - EXTEMPORE BY A YOUNG GENTLE~
MAN, FROM A MORNING VIEW ON A MOUNe
TAIN IN THE SOUTH OF WALZS,

L

How awful the morning breaks over yon hill,

Not a whifper is heard on the plain,
Save the murmuring {weetnefs of yonder clear nll,
By the mountains re-echoed again.

1L

See Phoebus how rofy he opens the day;
See his beams how they fport in the ftream
Obferve how contented that hind takes his way,
And tackles his beaits to the team.

HI

From his firaw-cover'd cot, juft rofe for the day,
See Contentment and Health in his face s

The fmiles of thofs bantlings his laboars repay,
The effeéts of a wholefome embrace,



[ 186 F

IV.

What & crowd of f{weet prattiers! how healthy they
ook !
Yet their tann’d lictle buffs are all feen &
Obferve how they wantonly paddle in the brook,
And race till they dry on the green,

v.

Had I on the fide of yon mountain & cot,
With a moderate competence bleft, o

T'd take a good wife, thank Heaven, for my lot,
And confider the world as a jeft, )

THE GRAND CATHOLICON:

BEING A GENVUINE FAMILY RECEIPT.

WRITTEN IN I7§3.°

TO form a Minifter, the ingredients

Are, 2 head fruitful of expedients,

Each fuited to the prefent minute,

.(Nn harm if nothing elfe be in it:)

The mind, tho’ much perplex’d and harads'd,
The count’hance muf be unembarrafs’d : _
High promifes for all occalions

A fet of treafons, plots, invafions;
Bullies,.
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Bullies, to ward off each difafler :

Much impudence to brave his mafler ;
The talents of a treaty maker;

The {ole difpofal of the Exchequer..

Of right aud wrong no real feeling s

Yet in the names of both much dealing.,
In fhort, this man muft be 2 mixture

Of broker, {ycophant, and trickfler ;

Who well can pack his cards, and tell ’em,
And knows as much as Mr, Pelham.

ON A LATE INCIDENT.*»

Jam fatis Terris Nivis atque dive
Grandinis mifit Paer, Hox..

TH REE eminent men of the Law
Lately travell’d on Sunday together,
Thro’ roads that were cover’d with fnow,
Not regarding the day nor the weather

¥ Toefe Lines wers written on Seeing the following ariicles in th,

prblic prines ;

Yord, Fan. 20, 1767, We hear they bave g prodigious quan-
tity of foow upon the Wolds; and that on Sunday, the 1rth inft,
ae three gentlemen, eminent in the profeffion of the Law; were
travelling from Pockjington to Hugget, they all three ftuck fafk.
in a fnow-drift together, from which they were extricated with
great difficuley,

At
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At length they got into a pit
(How difmal the tale to be told 7)
Where they and their horfes—=zo awit,
Had like to have perifh’d with cold.

Tho® they often before, none can doubt;
Had waded thro* thick and thro” thin,

Yet the more now they try'd to get out;
The deeper, alas! they funk in.

O Fortane ! now lend ’em thine aid,
Or how can’ft thou anfwer thy charge?
Thou hadft Coke upon Lattleton laid,
And pull'd down the Statutes at larges

The goddefs was mov’d with their cries,
And determin’d to fave all cheir lives;

Then quick to their fuccour fhe flies,
To the joy of their clients and wives,

Ye Lawyers, remember their doom,

And be warn’d at the fall of thele men:

I hope you will never prefume
To travel on Sundays on again,
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A MOTTO FOR THE HON. CHARLE3S YOREKR, AN
ORATOR OF THE LONG ROBE==SPERO MELIOR AL

A Noble ambition this motto reveals,
It tells you—the Qrator hopes for the feals !

THE SCHOOL OF RHETORIC.

| NEAR Lindon Bridge once ftood a gate,

Belinus, gave 1t name,
Whence thz green Nersids oyfters bring,
A place of public fame,

Here Elbquence has fixt her feat;
The nymphs here learn by heart,
In mode and figure &il} to fpeak
By modern rules of Art.
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To each fair oratre/s this fchool
Its rhet’ric ftrong affords ;

They double and redouble tropes
With finger, fift, and words.

Both »erwes, and fremgeh, and floaw of fpeech,
With beauties ever new,

Adorn the language vfthefe Nymphs,
Who give to all their due.

O happy feat of happy Nymphs !
For many ages known :

To thee each rofirum’s forc’d to yield,
Each forum in the town.

Let other academies boaft
What #it/es elfe they pleafe :

Thou fhalt be call'd 15¢ Gate of Tongues,
Of tongues that never ceafe.

{T: P.}

N
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ON A GENTLEMAR WHO MISTOOK A KEPT Mis=

TRESS FOR A LADY OF FASHION,.

SIX tedious months young Damon figh'd,
In vain his am'rous tale :

He {u’d, impior'd, Chlo ftill denied,
No efforts could prevail,

At length he tried the pow’r of gold--
She foon to chide forgot ;

The fair one was no longer cold,
Bot prov’d——alas ! tee bot.

VERGSES

ADDRESSED TO S8OME LADIES OF HAMPITEAD,

CGNSTA NT gamefters! every day
Ev'ry night, employ’d at play,

- Squand’ring wealth and time away ;
Never happy but at cards,
You fhall meet with juft rewards,
(For neglect of family,
Trufted to a fervant’s eye,

™ T Y

e L

Lo L TEEr ]
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And domeftic bus’nefs, care
Of each valuable fair)
Bane of quiet, peace, and joy,
Every comfort you deftroy,
Whiiit your thinking friends bemoan,
Walfte and riot left at home ¢
Childrens ruin, hufbands curfe,
Prelude 1o an empty purfe ;
No man leaves to fuch a wife
More than bare fupport for life:
Have recourfe to common fenfe,
Reform, or take the confequence.

ON THR® RUN OF ROMEO AND JULIET,

WELL—what to night? {ays angry Ned,

As up from bed he roufes :
Romeo again !-—and fhakes his head,
An! pox on both your beujes.

UPro
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UPON ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND.

ST.GEORG E, to fave a maid, the dragon flew
A pretty tale, if al] that’s faid be true;

Some fay there was no dragos ; and *tis faid,
There was no George ;—I wilh there was a maid.

THE LOYAL PAIR,

AN EPIGRAM,

L'LL Jip for a foldier, fays Rebin to Sue,
| y

T? avoid your eternal difputes;
Aye, aye, cries the termagant, do, Robin, do,
U'l} rai/e, the mean while, frefh recruits.
Rs Jo

ON A PRINTING-HOUSE.

T HE world's a pristing houfe; our words, our
thoughts,
Our deeds, are chara@ers of fev'ral fizess
. L"ach foul 15 a compbs’tor ; of whole faults

‘The Levites are corre@ors ; Heav'n revifes ;
Tlanth



194 ]

Death is the common prefs ; f'rum whence being driv'n,
We're gather’d, fheet by fheet, and bound for
Heav'n,

THE DIAMOND,

A FABLE.

LONG on Golconda’s thore a diamond lay
Neglefted, rough, conceal’d in common clay;

By every paffenger defpis’d and fcora’d,

'The latent jewel thus in fecret mourn’d ;—

¢¢ Why am [ thus to fordid earth confin’d,

¢t Why fcorn and trod upon by every hind ?

¢s Were thefe bright qualities, this glittering hue,
¢« And dazzling luftre, never meant for view ?

¢« Wrapt in eternal fhade if I remain,

¢¢ Thele thining virtues were beffow’d in vain.”
- As thus the long-neglefted gem difplay’d

Its worth and wrong, a fkilful artitt ftray’d

By chance that way, and faw, with cu rous eye,
Tho' much obfcar’d, th’ unvalu’d treafure lie.

He ground with care, he polifh’d it with art,

And call’d forth all its rays from every pa:t;

And now young Delia’s neck ordain’d to grace,
It adds new charms to Beauty’s faireft face.
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The mind of man negle&ted and untaeght,
Is this rough diamond in the mine unwrought 3
Till Education lend her art, unknown
The brighteft talents lie, a common ftone ;

By her fair hand when fathion’d, the new mind
Rifes with luftre, polifli’d and refin’d.

1

THE FARMER.

O Happy he! happieft of mortal men !

Who, far remov’d from Slav’ry as from Pride,
Fears no man’s frown, nor cringing waits to catch
The gracious nothing of a great man’s nod;
Where the lac’d beggar baftles for a bribe,

The p;rchaf'e of his honour ; whera deceit,

And fraud, and circumvention, dreft in {miles,
Hold thameful commerce, and beneath the mafk
Ot Friendfhip and Sincerity betray.

> Him, nor the flately manfion’s gilded pride,

Rich with whate’er the imitative arts,

Painting or Sculpture, yield ‘o charm the eye 3
Nor fhining heaps of mafiy plate, unwrought
With curicus, coftly workmanfhip, allure.
Tempted nor wih the pride nor pomp of Power, |
Nor pageants of Ambition, nor the mines

Of grafping Av'rice, nor the poifon’d fweets

Of



L 196 ]
Of pamper’d Luxury, he plants his foot
With firmnefs on his old paternal fields,
Angd ftands unfhaken. There fweet profpeéts rife
Of meadows fmiling in their Sow’ry pride,
Green hills and dales, and cottages embower’d,
'The {cenes of Innocence and calm Delight.
There the wild melody of warbling birds,
And cool refrefhing groves, and murm’ring {prings,
Invite to facred thought, and lift the mind
From low purfuits, to meditate the God!

LUCIAN’s GREEK EPIGRAM,

INSCRIBED ON A COLUMN EREGTED IN & PIKCH
OF LAND, THAT HAD BEEN OFTEN BOUGHT
AND SOLD; IMITATED,

I Whom thou fee’t begirt with towering oaks,
Was once the property of John o’Nokes ;

On him Profperity no longer fmiles,

And now I feed the Hocks of John o’Stiles.

My former mafter cail’d me by his name,

My prefent cwner fondly does the fame ;

While I, alike unworthy of their cares,

Quick pafs to captors, purchafers, or heirs, .
Let noone henceforth take me for his own,

For Fortune ! Fortune! I am thine alone.
A DESCRIPTION
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A DESCRIPTION OF SPRENG' IN LONDON.

Now new-made filks the Mérc:ﬁ’j'ﬁ{qdqws.{hpws,
And his fpruce ’prentice wears his Sunday c_l___ﬁa-thsj,
His annual fuit with niceft tafte renew’d,

‘The reigning cut and colour ftill purfu’d,
Thie-barrow now, with oranges a feore,

Driv’n by at once a gamefter and a whore,

No longer giflls the ftripling of his pence,

Who learns that Poverty is nurfe to Senfe.
Much-mnjur’d trader whom the law purfues,

‘The law which wink’d, and beckon’d to the Jews 3
Why fhould the beadle drive thee from the fireet 2
‘Lo fell is always a pretence to cheat,

¢ Large flewing pyfters” in a deepening groan,
No more refounds, nor “ muflels” fhriller tone :
Seven days to labour now is held no crime,

And Moll “* new mackrel” {ereams in fermou-time.
In ruddy bunches raddithes are fpread,

And Nan with choice-pickt faliads loads her head ;
Now in the fuperb window Chriftmas green,

'I'he bays and holly are no lﬂnger {feen,

but iprigs of garden-mint in phials grow,

And gather’d laylock perifh as they blow.

“The truant {chool-boy now at eve we meet,
Fatigu’d and fwveating thro’ the crowged fireet,

Voi, Vf. ot K | Hi
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His fhoes embrown’d at once with duft and clay,
With Black-thorn loaded, which he takes for May ;
Round his flapp’d hat in rings the cnwﬂlps twine,
Or in cleft ofiers form a golden line.

On milk-pail rear’d, the borrow’d falvers glare,
Topp’d with a tanker’d, which two porters bear,
Reeking, they flowly toil o’er rugged fiones,

And joylefs beldames dance with aching bones :
More blithe the powder’d tye-wigg'd fans of foot
Trip to the fhovel with a fhoelefs foot? -

In gay Vauxhall now faunter beaux and belles,
And happier cits refort to Badler’s-welis,

ON HAPPINESS.

Q Happinefs, where’s thy refort 2
Amidft the fplendorof a court !

Of, doft thou more delight to dwell
With humble hermit in his cell,

In fearch of truth ? Or, doft thou rove
Thro' Plato’s academic grove ¢

Orelfe, with Epicurus gay,

Laugh at the farces morgals play ?

Or with the Ggaces, doft thou lead o
The {portive dance along the mead?

o,
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Or, in Beliona’s bioody ear,
Exult amidft the feenes of War ?
No more I’li fearch, no mm Ul ming thee,
Fair fug;;iwﬁcanﬁbi find thee 1

THE CONQUEROR AND THE OLD WOMAN.
A F AR L x,

A Perfian®onarch, one of thofe

Whofe great Mhitiﬂn koew no bound ;
Some Cyrus, or Darius, we'll fuppofe,

In whom no other vice was found,
If we dare name ambition fo,
For fome doubt whether it be vice or no 3
1 have not time at prefent to confute,
So grantthe queftion, rather than difpute,
This Sophi far and wide his conquetts fpread;
~ Fall thirty crowns, ormore,
Were pil’d on his anointed head, |

And yet the weight with exfé ke bore ;
For’twas his great and chief delight

To break the ynke-'lﬁtf?anqwuiﬂfd fub}:ﬂs wore,
And make their burden light, -

Attentive to the voice of the diftrefs’d,
Juftice and Virtue flourifh'd in his reign;
When from thie confines of his vaft denmnin

A good old woman who had been opprefs'd,

K2 ' Cam
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Came to the footftool of hxp throad
"To have her grievances redrefsd
And thus in piteous, tragic tone
His Majefty addrefs’d :—
¢ Encourag’d by your fame, T come from far
¢ Sir, you're our King by right of War
¢ By right of fubje&t 1 for Juftice fue :
¢¢ T claim it, and you'll grant it ; ’tis my due.
¢t My daughter ravith’d, and my houfe.deftroy’d,
¢¢ And all by one whom yau employ’a
¢ To aét the King in place of you.”
¢¢ T doubt not but all this is true,”
The confcious Prince replied ;
¢t But {o far off what can I do
¢* To make my people happy i1s my pnide :
«« And yet I cannot every where refide,
¢« The Sun, which all the wnrld {urrounds,
¢* Shines and enlivens but to certain bounds 3
¢ The reft are dark and cold.”
s« That's argu’d 11}, if I may be fo buld »
Return’d the matron to the Sovereign,
“¢ *Twas weak to grafp at what you cannot hnld
¢« And conquer more than you can govern.”
While o’er the fea of Life we take our trip,
Kings are by Heav’n commiffion’d to command ;
Captains, not owners ofthe thip, . *
*Iis theirs to fteer the penple {afe toland :

L

]

L

And
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And when the bark wi-ih“'P}:udence they convey,
We row with pleafure, and w1th pride obey.

THS A®T OF COQUETRY.

BEY MRS, CHARLOTE LENOX.

YE tovely maids whofe yet unpractis'd hearts

Ne’er felt the force of Love’s refiftlefs darts ;-

Who juftly ft a value on your charms,

Pow’r all your wifh, but beauty all your arms ;

Who o’er mankind would fain exert yoyg fivay,

And teach the lordly tyrant to obey:

Attend my rales to you alone addreft,

Deep let them fink in every female breatt,

The Queen of Love herfelf my bofom fircs,

Afifts-my numbers, and my thoughts infpires ;

Me fhe inftructed in each fecret art, |

How ta enflave, and keep each vanquifh’d heart ;

The figh that heaves by ‘ftealth, the ftarting tear,

The melting 1atlglil.ﬂ‘l the obliging fear,

Half-utter’d withes, broken, kind replies,

And all the filent eloquence of eyes ;

‘To teach the Fair by various wiles to move

The foften’d foul, and lead the heart to Love,

Proud of her charms, and con{cious of her face,

The haughty beauty calls forth every grace,

With fierce defiance throws the killing dart ;

By force fhe wins, by force fhe keepa the heart.
Kij ‘The

-
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The witty Fair a aobler game purfues,
Aims at the head, but the rapt foul fubdues,
The langvid Nymph enflaves with fofter arg,
With fweet negledt fhe feals into the heart,
Slowly fhe moves her fwimming eyes around,
Conceals the fhafr, but meditates the wound.
Her gentle langnifhients the gazers move,
Her voice is Mufic and her looks are Love :
4o few tho' Nature may thefe gifts impért,
What (he withholds, the wife can win from Art,
‘Then let youg airs be {uited to her face,

. Nor to a languith taek a {prightly grace.

‘Yhe fhort round face, britk éyes, and auburh ha:r,

Muit fmiling Joy in every motjon wear,

The quick unfettled glance muft deal around,

Hide all defign, and feem by chance to wound s
Dark rolling eyes a languith may affume,

- Thefe the foft looks and melting air become ;

The penfive head upon the hand reclin’d,

As if fome {weet diforder fil}’d the mind ;

Let the heav’d breaft a ftruggling figh reflrain,

And feem to ftop the falling tear with pain.

Tke youth, who-all the foft difirefs believes,

Soon wants the kind eompaffion that he gives s

But Beauty, Wit, and Youth, may fometimes fail,

Nor alway's o'er the flubborn foul preyail ;

Then let the fair-one have recourfe to Art ;

Wi cannot fform may vnderm ine the hearty

Firlt
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Firlt {form your srtfuldookawith fiudious care,
Fron mild to grave; from temder 1o fevere ;
Oft on the carelefs youth your glances dare,
A tender-meaning let each glance impart. - |
Whene’er he meets your looks with modedt pride,
- And foft confuhon, turn your eyes afide ;.
Let a {oft figh feal out, as if by chance,
Then cautious turn and fteat another glance.
Caught by thefe arts, with Pride and Hope elate,
'The deftin’d viétim rufhes on his fate :
Pleas’d, his imagin’d vi€tory purfues,
And the kind maid with foft attention views ;
Contemplates now her thape, her air, her face,
And thinks each feature wears un added grace ;
Till Gratitude, which firft his boforn proves,
By flow degrees fublim’d, at length he loves.
*Tis harder ftill to fix than gain a heart ;
What’s won by Beauty, mul be kept by Art,
Too kind a treatment the bleft lover cloys,
And oft Defpair the growing flame deftroys. |
Sometimes with fmiles receive him, fometimes tears,
And wilely balance both his hopes and fears.
Perhaps he mourns his ill-requited pains,
Condemns your {fway, and firives to break his chains
Behaves as if he now your fcorn defied,
And thinks, at leafl, he fhall alarm your pride :
But with indifference view the feemed chaage,
And let your cyes to feck neir conquefls ragge ;

K 4 | While .
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While his torn breaft with jealous fury burns,
He hopes, defpairs, adores, and hates by tarns 3
With anguifh now repents the weak deceit,
And powerful pafhon bears him to your feet,
Strive not the jealous lover to perplex,

il fuits fulpicion with that hanghty fex ;
Rafhiy theyjudge, and always think the wortt,
Aud Love is often bamih’d by Diftruft :

To thefe an open free behaviour wear,

Awful difguife, and feem at leaft fincere ;
Whene’er yon meet, aftect a glad {urprize,
 And give a melting foftnefs to your eyes ;

By fome unguarded word your tove reveal,
And anxiondly the rifing bluth conceal.

By arts like thefe the jealous you decgive,
Then moft delnded when they moft believe.
But while¥ all you feek to raife defire,
Beware the fatal paffion you infpire & .

Each {oft intruding wifh in time reprove,.
And guard againft the {weet‘invader—Love,
Not for the tender were thefe rules defign’d,.
Who in their faces thow their yielding mind
Wheie eves a native languifhiment can wear,
Whofe finiles are artlefs, and whofe blufh fincere 3
But for the'Nymph whe liberty can prize,
And vindicate the triumph of hereyes :

Who o’er mankind a haughty rule maintains,

Whofe Wit can manage what her Beauty gajns:
* Such
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Such by thefe arts their empite sy ibprove,
And, unfubdu’dy controul the wosldby Love

AN INSCRIPTION.:

WRITTEN UPON ONE OF THE TUBS IN HAM
WALKS, SEPTEMBER, 1760,

DARK was the fky with many a cloud,

The fearful lightnings flafh’d around, ~
Low to the the blaft the foreft bow’d,

And bellowing thunders rock’d the ground.-

Faft fell the rain upon my head,

And weak and weary were my feet,
When lo ! this hofpitable.fhed

At length fupplied a kind retreat.

That in fair Memory’s faithful page

. The Bard’s efcape may flourith long,

Yet fhuddering from the tempelt’s rage,
He dedicates the votive fong,

Forever facred be the earth .
From whence the tree its vigour drew ! F
The hour thatgave the feedling birth !
The foreft where the feyon grew !

K g Long
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Long honour'd may his aflwe ull;.
- Whe firft the tender fhoot did rear !
Bleft be his name !———but doubly bleft

The friendly hand that plac’d it here :

O ne¢'er may war, nor wind, nor wgve,
This pleafurable fcene deform,

_But Time ftilt {pare the feat which gave

The Poet fheiter from the ftorm.

A SONG.

BY A NORLE LORD.

RESOLV’D, as her Poet, of Czlia to fing,

For ideas of Beauty I {fearch’d thro’ the Spring;
To flowers {oft blooming compar’d the {fweet maid ;
But flowegs, tho’ blooming, at ev’ning may fade.

Of fun-thine and breezes I rext thought to write,
Of the breezes {o foft, and the {un-fhine fo bright ;
But thefe with my Fair no refemblance will hold,
For the fun fets at night, and the breezes grow cold,
The clouds of mild ev’ning array’d in pale blue,
~ 'While the fun-beams behind them peep glittering
through,
Tho to rival her charms they can never arife,
Yet, methought, they luun d fumﬁthmg like Crelia’s
fweet eyes,
Thefe

A
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Thele beauties are tranfient, f)u; Calia’s will Iaft,

‘When Spring, and when Suritmer, dand Autumn are
pait ;

For fenfe and good humour né feafon difarms,
And the foul of my Calia enlivens her charrgs,

- Aglength, on a fruit-tree a blofor 1 found,
Which beauty difplay’d, and (hed tragrance around,
I them thought the Mufes had 4mil’d ofi my pray’r,
This bloffom, 1 cried, will refemble miy Fair !

Thefe colours {o g2y, and united {o well,

This delicate texture and ravithing fmell,

Be her perfon’s fiveet emblem ! byt whete thall I find,
In Nature, a beauty that equals her mind !

This bloffom fo pleafing, at Summe’s gay sadd
Multlanguith ar firft, and .

But bebind it the fruie, its fucceflor, thail rife;
By Nature difrob’d of its beauteous difguite,

mult afterwards eamn.

b0 Czlia, when Youth, that gay bloflom, is o'er,
By her ?irtueé'-i-mprﬂv'd {hall
Shail recall ev'ry
When her merit

tngage me the more,
beauty that brighten’d her prime,
is ripen’d by Love and by Time.

JOHUN
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JOHN, THE ENGLISH FOOTMAN,

.ﬁ. TALE,

T'HE chiming bells from ev'ry fleepte
Proclaim’d to well difpofed people,”

That they muft be repairing foon

To fervice of the afternoon ; |

That is—I1t now was almof three ;

My Lord, fill at his morning tea,

(For 1t was Sunday, and you know

What then good folks of fafhion do) .

- My Lady holds engag’d in chiat,

In blaming this, reforming that

¢¢ Since, my dear Lord, at your command,
*“ 1 tockihe management in Hand,,

You Know, *twas always my endeavour,
Your houfe fhould be polite and clever.
How well your dignity it fuits

To have difcharg’d your Englifh brutes !
““ Ithink, there now remains but one—

Li
Lé
4L

L X

‘“ And he, bec':aufﬂ your tenant’s fon !

“ Muft we be plagu’d with fuch a fot,

*“ In complaifance to Farmer Trot ”
Ny Lord replies,—= ¢¢ ‘I'rot pays his rent,
“‘ Andcan make votes to Parliamens:

¢ And often fends us chines and turkies ;

** And John too, capable of work is.” =
) . | - Send
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t¢ .—Send him to work then in the ftable—

¢t Oh! fuch a.wretch to wait at table !

¢t Indeed, my dear, it gives me pain, -
¢t To fee him fhock the Gens de bien }
¢ With toes turn’d in and aukward mien !

t¢ So this I do infilt upoun,

. That he immediately be gone !”

¢t Since ’tis your pleafure, go he muftem

¢ Yet to aflign fome cauje—were jujt—

¢t At leaft what plaufible may feem—

¢t And that’s confiftent with my {cheme,

¢¢ In the militia we will {wear him ;

¢¢ 1’1l write to Fielding not to {pare him

¢ Thefe purpofes will anfwer double,

¢¢ Firft, in difcharging you of trouble,

¢t Andin procuring me themerit

¢« Of adting with a gen’rous {pinit :

¢t My Lord (they fay) don’t even fparé

¢¢ His own domeftics from the war;

¢ How ardent for the public weal !

¢« Example rare of public zeal !

¢¢ But letus found him ficlt, to know

¢ Whether the rogue’s inclin’d to go:

«t 1f you, my dear, approve the meafure,”~—

¢¢ Yegmcall him up”—My Lord, your pleafure,
¢¢ John, thow’rt a fellow tall and Iuﬁy,{?"

*eOf heart right {found, and courage truity ;

“ Can

5
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“ Can you yourfelfin humour bring

¢ To ferve your country and your Kip £,
‘“ Andfiraight fome Juftice go before,

*¢ In the militia to be fwore#”?
Militia {-——What is. that, my Lord?

] do not underftand the wordmwe—

** Why, John, it means the French (ah, hang ’em")

¢ Soundly, whene’er you meet, to bang ‘cm* e

Is that the cafe ?>—with all my heart—
I’ll do my beftto play my part—

John ftraight retires, with aukward airs,
And meets the valet on the ftatrsy.

Whom he accofts with one falute

Of rightly pois’d, elaftic foot,

Which fent Monfieur a headiong falling,
And left him at the bottom {prawiing.
My Lord’s frifeur he next attacks

With frequent cuffs, and En ghih thwacks ;
And, whi'e he drefs'd my Lady’s réte,
John curl’d his locks and comb’d his pate.
Then hurrying in the kitchen goes,

And baftes the cook and tweakes his nofegl
* Vat be de mater, viilian, rogue,

' Me killyoun, thou one Englith dog !*
Soho, quoth]ohn, Monfieur Ragou,

Since you thus froth and fplutter to,

L muft apply my drudger too ;

if
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If that won't doweyou fhall, unpitied,

Be {entto Garrick to be fpitted.

Janton he nexts attacks, and throws
Over her head at once her cloaths :

(And {ad difafter ! founde= ta theck one,
That poor Janton hdd no fmeck op !)
Whe hurries ftrait to Ma'moifelle,
Enrag’d herloud complaints to tell ;
Who, interferingin the rout,

‘¢ Fine vark indeed dis, Maitre Trotte !
““ I’il do your bus’nefs flrait,” the cries,
And up fairs to my Lady fhies,

And {carce, quite out of breath, could fav,
“ Ebh ! quelles barbares, quelles fots Anglois !
¢ Trot has been making fuch a riot ?”
The fcoundrel Trotggord, Lady cry out—

Your valet— Cook—and Frifeur bang’d :

——Send him to Fielding to be hang’d !
“ And in the fight of the poftilion

¢ O'er Janton’s head caft her cotilion ;
“ Aud wat was warfe, & mon furprife,

¢ Pauwvre Panton had no Chemife,”

Go, hang him without Judge or Jury,
Cries out my Lady, in a fury.

John fummon’d now before e’m all,
With achiag heart attends the call,

‘“ BMgon, poltron, vile Englith varlet,”
My Lady fcreams, as red as fearlet ;

While.
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While the foft voice of Ma’moifells

With poll and lap-dog join the yell.

Poor John, confus’d with wild difmay,
Trembling, and fault'ring, fcarce could {ay, }
Only—one word—My Lord, pray,

Y’m forry thus to have offended,

But I no harm at all intended.

Your Lordfhip’s orders, and my oath,

You know, my Lord, oblige me both

To maul the French, to bang and beat ’em
In whatfoever place I meet ’em,

““ Hold, John—you quite miftake the matter,
*¢ But not on this fide of the water ;

““ In Flanders beat’em if you can ;.
““ And there yo'll thew yourfelfa.span,

*“ Oriftheyever thould be

** To land their force on Britith ground,
““ Why then you might exert your {allies,
‘“ Todrive them back again to Calais.

‘“ The French fo ever deogagé,

¢ So airy, gay, polite, and free,

“ The object of the vulgar fpite,

“ By long prefcription have a right

‘¢ To the protettion of the great,

¢ Who live in afftuence and ftate :

* Whom our dometftics, when we ftile ’em,.
“* Qur houfes are their fure afylum;

¢+ Their
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¢ Their characters are {acred there ;
¢“ 3o that, if {aucy {coundrels dare
¢« 'T* infult their perfons, or to bait ’em,
¢« YTis condtrw’d Scandaiun magnainm ;
¢ Then breach of privilege enfues,
¢“ With fines, imprifonments, and dues;
“* Nor, till unto our wills we bend ’ein,
¢ Can Habeas Corpus’s defend ‘em.
¢ Therefore, for your prefumption, Johu,
* Uncafe this moment-—and be gone!”

THE LAUGHING PHILOSOIHER.

WHEN I take an attentive furvey of mankind,

From their follies andﬁuces diverfion 1 find ;

Their humours, capl‘ﬁcs, their whims and odd ways,

Sesifations of mirth in me conftantly raife.

Every place is with curious, choice charadters ftor’d,

Which, from morning to night, entertainment afford,

In each lane, in each alley, court, {quare, row, or
ftreet,

Scenes, truly Hogarthian, I fail not to meet

Scenes which would not in many a mufcle provoke,

But I from the dulleft can firike out a joke,

fn every man’s motions I merriment trace,

And can faughtsr cxtract from the difmalleft face,

When
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When I fee men and women mduftrmuﬂy thun
Their own thoughts, and each ev’nin g tocard-tables
ran ;
When dnwagers, drefs’d up like girls of fiftecn,
In the front of a fide-box are mad te be feen ;
When a blooming young creature to threefcore istied,
That to routs and to plays fhe in diamonds mav ride ;
When Ladies, to fhew their no learning, ta ih L*tm,
And Tradefmen their fcabbards adorn with white
{atin ;
When a poor Tallow-chandler, deceas’d, lies in ftate,
Who alive, perhaps, had not five pounds worth of
plate ;
When fat-headed Aldermen fet up for wit,
With laughter my fides are juft ready to {plit :
When a pert Temple bean theifine gentieman apes,
And ’prentices brag of their duels and rapes ;
When a young academic afcends, with an air,
To the pulpit, and tries to attrack all the Fair,
And oft, in the midft of his flow’ry difcourfe,
Looks around to obferve if his eyes have had force ;
When travell’d young fops talk of nothing but France,
When old imaids learn to fing, and grown gentlemen
dance ;
When ptous Ned Shuter at Whitfield’s appears,
1laugh till my eyes are bedim’d with.my tears.
When women neglect their domettic,affairs,
And puzezle their heads with political cares ;
When
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When with zeal patriotic they puddings defpife,

And chatter of taxes, and loans, and fupplies;

When thofe who have nothing to lofe fume and fre:

At the lownefs of ftocks and the national debt,
And rail at the court in a paffionate flile,
1 hollow {o loud, you may hear me a mile,

A DIALOGUE

BETWEEN A GENTLEMAN AND A PAINTER

THE EXHIBITION IN S$PRING-GARDENS,
THE SPRING, 1770

FGENT,

MR. Painter, you joke
With us peaceable folk,
For furely it never can be
That three brave fons of Mars,
Can be talking of wars,
Whillt, like mifles, they're fipping their tea,

PAINT,

i

Thefe are foldiers indeed,
But their trade’s not to bleed,

AT
IN



-
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There is no one but t knows
Hnw they ﬂaughter’d their foes

In the battle of Blaamibury-fquare.

-
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—

“ T PAINT.

~ WWhen Ulyfles, fcot free,
- 3Scap’d the {fword and the fea,”
As Ovid relateth the fable;
He deferib’d to his wife, - -
Where he ventur’d his life,
By the wine he had {pilt on thé table, -

Juft fo th&fe repofe, 1*“ |

After routing their foes, . .-
In that bluft’ring, bloodlefs campargn s
" So now, Sir, you fee,

With what's fpilt of their tea,
They are fighting it over agaia,

¢¢ Here the trﬂupefgszyl led
¢ When the enemy fled,

¢ And there, Sirs, 1 loft my new beaver .
#¢ Here a Taylor’s affault

- ¢t Caus’d the firft line to halt,

¢ And there I encounter’d a Weaver,”
| Borapig,

- “PRESENT PUBLIC WISHES.

THE Ko o055 to be guiet,
The people w/ him to be greas,
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‘The Miniftry wif to continue the majority.
- Patriots wi/p for Liberty, .
Remonftrants «vi/b for redrefs. .
Old maids avi/b for young hufbands.
* Many hufbands wvi/s for divorcess
Thﬂ proprietors of Ranelagh and Vauxhall mﬁ for
. fair weather, :
Chairmen avif for foul weaﬂler. :
* Conviéts awifk for life.
Wilkes avi/fes no longer for his liberty.
" His creditors zvi/b him joy of it.
‘The outs av:/b 10 be ix. "
. The inns avifh to continue fo, - : -
Sore coniciences wi/b for a reftriction on the prcfs.
" Players aify for good benefits.
Vagabonds wi/b for a revolution
In every branch of the conititution, :
" And the writer of this rhapfody wi/ffes he had clear,
No more, nor lefs, than juil one thoufand pounds a

yeats.

gPISTLR FROM LADY BRIDNDGET LANE, TO LADY
'3AB BUTTERFLY, AT YORK,

%Y CAPTAIN THOMSON,
Y OU cannot imagine, my dear Lady Bab,

How anxious 1 am altmy, budges to blab; .
T ut,
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But, Lord, I could teil you a thoufand tiines better,
Than {cnbbling my thoughts, like a clerk, in a letters
But when we’re apart, there is no other means
Of defcribing the vulgar, and St. James’s {cenes—e
Well, then to begin, my dear Bal, and be fhort ;
In the prefence I was, when the May’r came to court 3
Ye Gods! what a fhame! that the fcum of theearth
Should dare to petition as people of birth:
‘Such a fight, my dear Bab, with their guwns and
broad faces, -
With their vile vulgar gaits, and their ftaves and
their maces ; |
But, like owls in the Sun, how our King made them
blink !
And then, my dear foul, how thefe creatures dld ﬁmk"
1 declare eaw de Iuce hardly kept me from fainting 3
A plague e’en in Turkey, was not half fo taintings
But the King, my dear child, who is alway {o clear,
« Sent the wretches away with a flea in theirear,
- You know how I figh’d for a prize in the Lottery;
But now all my fighs are turn’d round on the Coteries
Between you and me, I'd lay twenty to {even,
‘That many had rather go there than to Heaven;
Its the fnuggelt affair, and the pleafanteit plan,
For altho’ with your hufband—you may have a man; .
Do you know tho’, they’ve black-ball’d George Sel-
wyn and March ;

(That {fweet Macaroni, fo fiff and fo ftarch)
Their



*Their reafons I know not 3 but-fure it is a:.:ruel,,
For of all our gay Lords, {fure my Lord is the jewe];
As for Selwyn, the crearure has wit and good fenfe,
-Which to me, Lady Bab, is a horrid offence, |
What you lofe my dear creature, by not being in town?!
Foote’s open, and Reynolds’s paintings-are thewn .
Enchanting Vauxhall, where the dark-walls fo inug,
Afford me, at times,- a dear. kifs, and a hug, .
Well, adieu, Lady Bab, for engagements are preffing 3 ;
I dine at Almack’s—and have not began drefling ;
T'o reach the dear {pot, Iam all in afidget,

And beg to remain, Bab—your dear little
“BRIDGET,

"IN THE SEASON OF 176o.

THE SUBSCRIPTIOM-X00OKS AT SBATH WERE OPEZNED
FOR PRAYER-E AT THE ABBEYy, ARD GAMING AT THE

REOOMDYS
e a:i'.g.p: : _ - : )
IN THE E‘rEthG o F THEIIIEET .'IJAE. THE hLT“-i]‘ERE*:TGﬂﬂ

" "AS UNDER,

B ! - - . | 1'. | .
THE Church and Rooms the other day, .
OI:;En-’d their books for Pray’r and Play;. -
~ 'The Prieft got twelve-~Hoyle fixty-feven ;
How- great the odds-for Hell *gain{t Lleaven !

AN
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AN-ANSWER.

Ir figning with the twelve, to Heaven
The fureft way does thew,

-And figning with the fixty-feven,
_.As fure to Hell to go:

e

Tim, prithee fay, thou knowing elf,
(For to decide I’m loth) |

‘Where go the reft, who with thyfelf,
" Perhaps have fign’d with both ?

Thus Juftice fays, at her court leet,
(And Juftice is no ftinte™)

¢ .In Heav’n youw'll have a Summer feat,
¢ In Hell a houfe for Winter,” . .

EPIGR A Mg

;SAYS Ch—di=gh toa certain dame, |,
-Whom royal horners woo,

[ almoft think it is a fhame
To talk to fuch as you, °

et

4

VouVL L We
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We both, replied the titled whore,
Have been a theme for laughter ;.

The diff’rence this, yez felt before,
My foible happen’d after. |

OM A BLACK MARBLE STATUE OF A SLAVE
STANDING IN ONE OF THE INNS OF COURTs

Y
L |

TN vain, poor fable foh of woe,
Thou feek’ft 2 tender ¢ar;

In vain thy tears with anguifh flow,
For Mercy dwells not here.

From Cannibals thou fly’{t in vain :
Lawyers lefs quarter give ;

*The firlt won’t eat you till you’re flain,
The laft will do’t alive, “

ON B8EEING A LAW-BO®K

poUND IN UNCOLOURED CALF, AND WHITE

EDGES.

YV 1T # unftain’d edges, and in fpotlefs calf,

A fow.book vaind muft make a ftoiclangh;
For
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For in that firiking emblem you may fee,
Not what the Law 75, but what the Law /fould be ;
A Law-book thus in the Law Livery dreft,
Is like a Jefuit in a Layman’s veft;
*Tis like a ftrumpet cloath’d in {potlefs white ;
*Tis like a bitter apple, fair to fight ;
*Tis like a fimple Quaker, plain and neat,
'That with his yeas and noes is fure to cheat;

*Tis like a pirate, that falfe colours fhows,
Or Hecla’s flames conceal’d in virgin fnows ;

*Tis like—in fhort, *Tis like Dan Milton’s fin ;
- All fair without, but monftrous foul within.

WRITTEN UNDER A PICTURE OF KITTY FISHER.

DRAWN IN THE CHARACTER OF CLEQPATRA.

TO this fam’d charadter how juft thy right!
Thy mind as wanton, and thy form as brighr.

e A BALLAD,
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A BALLAD, BY THE EARLS OF CHESTERFIELD
. AND BATH, |

[See Swift’s Works, vol. Xviil. p. 324.]
’ .1" |

THE Mufes quite jaded with rhyming,
'To Molly Mogg bid a farewel,

But renew their fweet melody chymmg, )
To the name of dear Molly Lapef,

11.

Bright Venus yet never faw bedded,

So perfet a beau and a belle,
As when Hervey the handfome was wedded,

To the beautiful Molly La—1,

HI.

So powerful hefEharms, and fo moving,
They would warm an old Monk in his cell,
Should the Pope himieli ever go rm?:?g,

He wonld follow dear Molly La—1:
v, If
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s 1V,

If to the Seraglio you brought her,
Where for {laves their maidens they fell,
I’m fure,- tho’ the Grand Seignior bought her,
He'd foon turn a flave to La—l,

V.

Had I Hanover, Bremen, and Verden,
And likewife the tixnchy of Zell,

I'd part with them all for a farthing,
‘To have my dear Molly La==l,

VI. |
Ot were I the King of Great Britain, *
To chufe a Minifter well,

"And fupport the Throne that 1 fit on,
1’d have under me Molly La-=1,

VII.

Of all the bright beauties fo killing,
In London’s fair city that dwellfk

None can give me fuch joy, were fhe willing,
As the beaifiTul Molly La-l,

L3 VIII, What

r
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VIil.

What man would not give the great Ticket,
To his fhare if the benefic fell,
To be but one hour in a thicket,
»  With the beautiful Molly La~I.

IX,

Shoun’d Venus now rife from the ocean,
And naked appear in her fhell,

$he would not caufe half the emotion,
That we feel from dear Moily La—1.

X.

Old Orpheus, that hufband fo civily
He follow’d his wife down to Hell,
And who would not go to the Devil,
For the fake of dear Molly La~—l.

XI. :

Her lips and her breath are much {weeter
Than the thin% which the Latins call Mel,

Who wou'd not thus pump for a melelr;
T'o chyme to dear Molly La—1l.

T

XiI In
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XIil.

In 2 bed you've feen pinks aud rofes,
" Wou'd you know a more delicate {mel,v
Afk the fortunate man that repofes,

On the bofom of Molly La-—l,

XII.

*Tis a maxim meoft fit for a lover,
1f he kifles he never fhould tell,
But no tongue can ever difcover

His pleafures with Molly La—I,

XIV.

Heaven keep our good King from a rifing,
But that rifing who's fitter to quell,

Than fome Lady with beauty furprifing,
And who fhouw’d that be but La==l,

XV,

If Curll wou’d print me this {fonnet,
To a volume my verfes thou'd iﬁtll,
A fig for what _Deanis {ays on it,
He can never find failt with Law=l, |
-4 XVI, Then
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XVI.

Then Handel to mulic fhall {et 1t,
Thro’ England my ballad Thall fell,

And all the world readily getit, |
To fing to the praife of La—l.

A N O D E
TO WILLIAM PULTENEY, ESQ.

1.

R MO TE from Liberty and Truth,
By Fortune’s crime, my early ymith,

Drank Error’s poifon’d fprings; .
Taught by dark creeds, and myflic law,
‘Wrapp'd up in reverential awe,

I bow’d to Priefts and Kings,

1L,

Soon Reafon dawn'd, with troublcd fight

J caught the glimpfe of painful light,
Affiicted and afraid ;

Too weak it fhone to mark my way,

Enough to tempt my iteps to firay, = -

Along the dubious fhadc,
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I1I,

Reftlefs T roam ; when from afar,

Lol Hooker fhines with friendly ftar,
Sends forth a fteady ray;

Thus cheer’d, and eager to purfue,

I mount, till, glorious to my view,
Locke fpreads the realms of day.

IV,

Now, warm’d with Sidoey’s ncble page,
I pant with all the Patriot’s rage,
Nor wrapt in Plato’s dream;
With More and Harrington, around
I tread fair Freedom’s magic ground,
And trace the flatt’ring fcheme,

Ve

But foon the beauteous vifion flies,
And hideous fpeltres firait arife,
(Corruption’s direful train)
The partial Judge perverting laws,
The Priclls forfaking Virtue’s caude,
And Senmc: flavesto gain,

L VL Vainly

al
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V1.

Vainly the pious Artift’s toil
Would rear to Heaven a mortal pile,
On {ome immortal plan ;
Within a thort tho’ varying date,
Confin’d, alas!.is every itate
Of empire and of man.

Vil

What tho’ the good, the brave, the wife,
With adverfe force undaunted rife,
To break ta’ cterpal doom ;
The® Cato hiv'd, tho’ Tully {poke,
And Brutus deait the godlike ftroke,
Yet perifh’d fated Rome.

L=

VIIL

To fwvell fome future tyrant’s pride,
Tho’ Fleury pours the golden ride

On Gallia’s fmilirg fhores,
Once more her fields fhall thirt in vain,
For wholefome ftreams of honeit gain,

Whillt Rapine waites heas flore® =

IXI Y'Ct
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1X.

Yet glorious is the great defign,
And fuch, Q Pulteney, fuch is thine,
To prop a nation’s frame ;
If crufh’d beneath the facred weight,
'‘Fhe ruins of a falling State,
Shall tell the Patriet’s name.

THE SINECTURE,

A POFTICAL PETITION TGO THE RIGHT HONCURe-
ABLE ROGEBERT WALPOLE, ES5Q. FTOR THE GO«
VERNMENT OF DUCK-ESLAND IN 8T, ]HMESES-
PARK.,

WEARY'D with vain purfuits, and humblgegrown,
Sad in the country, and too poor for town '}
Oh, how I long, in fome foft filent {eat,
To tafte calm quiet, in ferene retrear !
Where books and eafe, aud tune for {erious thought,
May make Wit Wifdom ¢’er I'm good for nought,
Walpole, to thee the Mufe afficted flies,
And, from the deep, hke ﬂli;}-wrﬁ:ék’d]nnah?—criﬂs.--
Thou, the ri,gh*;handlff Fortane, forin’d to give,
.et me not die, b::fnrelj[’vc learn’d (o hve.

‘ L o I'not
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I not for lordly poft or penfion plead,
Sure Heaven will my redu¢’d defire fucceed !
* §t, James’s Wildernefs, the Park’s fair ifle,
Wou’d crewn my with, and Care’s long hand beguile,
On that delightful and fequefter’d fpot,
Fitted for me, as Zoar was for Lot ;
1'd full content and fatisfaction find,
And cultivate the garden of my mind;
Like good St. Evremont *, 1’d grow a fage,
And war with Nonfenfe, Vice, and Folly wage
And, cabin’d fafe in folitude and peace,
Think who’s at helm, nor fear the ftorm’d increafe,
What princely pleafure, in that envied fcene,
To hold high empire o’er the people green ?
Each rofy morn, the riling Sun to ware,
And walk, with him, around my orbm flate ;
My fubject ducks thould watch my gracious will,
And paflive geefe thou’d owe me every quill ;
"T'o cacltdn order traverfing my land,
I'd tofs due bleflings with impartial hand.
Birds thou’d by love, and beait by fear, obev,
Yet all pay tribute in th’ Imperial way;
Yet no tyrannic power fhon’d pinch their right,
Nor bold Rebellion wing their wiit jer fhight.

* Aouf. St, Evremont was preferved to the Covernment of
Puck “E&Fd, by King Cherles the Sr:ci-:;nd, a7l a contiderable
yearly pefon allowed nim,

Still
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Gtill I'd adorn my ftate with fomething new,
Prune its wild profpedts, and enlarge its view s
Mazes of knotty politics lnvent,
And in each open guarter plant content.
Then, when difpos’d for folitary thought,
In{pir’d by leifure, aud by daty taught,
1’d run thro® Nature, and the caunfes find,
Which lift fome fingle fouls above mankind
Whicl, thro’ defcending ages lengthen Fame,
And mark a Tully’s, or a Walpole’s name.
Kindling at this a itill fublimer fire,
My grateful heart mighit teach me to afpire ;
Smit with my Country’s love, mi ghit Truth purfue,
And charm an unborn race, by painting you,
Exhaufllefs ffore my fubje ifle contains,
For apt illufions to adorn my {trains !
In narrow compafs what is not compris’d,.
Britannia’s fea-girt land epitomiz’d;
From crowded fcenes of great Augulla rents’
As onr blefs’d climate from the continent ;
- A colony of feather’d people, where,
(If we with great may fmaller things compare)
I like a Bifhop would o’er-fee my cure,
Or govern like a King—in miniature :
When my few friends to vifit me fhould pleafe,
How f{weet to walk betwixt embowering trees;
rees that {louid nodf obfervant, as I pafs,
And yield as humble homage as the grafs,

O:
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Or, foft reclining in a fhort repofe,
Plucking furrounding fruitage as it grows 3
I to thefe friends, inftruftive—but not vain,
Wou’d, like St. John in Patmos, Truth explain ;
Teach them that Happinefs in filence reigns,
And builds her bow’ry feats on peaceful plains,
While they teil news of mifchiefs hourly known
In public place, and the pernicious town, }
And every word they fpeiak confirms my own,
But thou’d my patron deign to leave the Court,
And bumbly to my hermitage refort ;
Ambiticus, 1 myfelf wou’d waft h:m o’er,
And hail his prefence on my happy fliore.
There might he fafe unbend his active mind,
Or forni, perhaps, fome fcheme to blefs mankind s
Then wou’d the Golden Age be mine again,
And Charles’s thou’d be {oft in George’s reign.
How pleas’d in fancy, how do dreams delight,
And, ah! what pity mine fhou’d prove a rite !
Hear me. thou Atlas of our leaning State,
Confent at leaft to make one Poet great ;
On thee the Mufes then fhall fix their eye,
And, for thy glory, whole Parnaffus vie ;
To guard our hopes have been the Heroes pride,
*T'is good to have the Poets on thy fide,
I, for return, will yearly homage pay,
And blefs the rifing of thy natil daj?

| Not



Fass 1
Not only this, but now and then afford
A trout, or duck, to dignify thy board,
*Tis done, I hear the royal mandate given,
 Let Mitchell have his poor poetic Heaven ;
And, to fupport his government, we grant
Twice fifty pounds -per annum-—all I want,
Pray fill the bowl~tis decent to be glad,
" Homer, on lefs occafion, had run mad,

FEMALE CHARACTERS,

Veluti in fpeculo.

" 'T HE chief in pride, Cardilla firlt appears ;

A {lave to play, tho’ wrinkled o'er with years ;
Dupe to a reigning paflion for quadrille,

Her heart exults at fight of dear {padille;

Thofe eyes, which {earce within their orbits roll,
Beam a faint ray when Fortune gives a vole;
Eager and reftlefs the the game puriues,

And each fucceflive day the tatk renews:

Let old Cardilla, ere too late, attend

The ihuﬂ‘, but needful counfel of a friend—
Pack upﬁtynur cards, the (anflling paftime leave—
A few lifts nort conviigrou to the grave,

Quite
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Quite different fcenes Matrona’s thoughts engage,
Scenes that adorn, fuppert, and gladden Age;
In Wi{dom's paths with ealm delight fhe treads,
And o’er Diftrefs the tear of Pity fheds ;
Nor only fheds a tear—her hand fupplies
The orphan’s wants, and wipes the widow’s eyes:
" Unfeigned Virtue all her altions guides,
Glows in her heatt, and o’er her fieps prefides;
Meek and refign’d, with fortitude fhe bears
The pains of MNature, and the load of years,
Looks back with pleafure on each well {pent day,
And forward to the tomb without difmay, -

F Pratella’s fav'rite weapon 1s her tongue,

Oil’d like 2 hone, and like a balance hung;
Once put in motion quick vibration keeps,
And fcarcely is at reft ev’a while the fleeps—
Did Wit or Wifdom her hdrangpas inipire,

We then could hear with patiésee, and admire ;
But what her pert, loquacious tongue employs,
Is Foily, Fathion, Scandal, 1rafh and Noile:
Eavy and Spleen reign jointly in her breaft,

Of all the fofter paffions difpofieft ;

Envy depreciates every generous deed,

And makes ev’n Virtue like a victim bleed, =z
While Spleen beholds, with telefcopic E:yes,

The fmallef faults, and fwerl B hefiTnto Viee, .
In
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In heighten’d colours ev’ry foible draws,
And holds from modeft Worth. its juft applaufﬂ—-
Go, look at bome in calm Refleclion’s glats,
And on yourfelf-an honeft cenfure pafs !
A fov'reign cure, Pratella, there you'll find,
To heal a venom’d tongue, and ranc’rous mind,

Not fuch Modeita : when fhe deigns to fpeak,
"Truth guides her tongue, and Beauty warms her cheek;
'The native mufic of her voice imparts
Grace to her words, and pleafure to our hearts
“The wifeft maxims of the hoary fage |
(With care felefted from the Stoic page)

Enrich her mind, and give her Janguage weight,
Yn friendly converfe, orin learn’d-debate ; -
Her fpeech no love of Scandal e’er betrays,

Modefta’s filent when fhe cannot praife s |
When Wit and Mirth gheir lively charms dtfplay, .
Her . genius fparkles, & her foul is gay ; |
No prudifh frowns upon her face appears,

And in her condu€ no coquetifh airs ;
Courteous to al}, unconfcious of offence,
She {hines the firft in Virtue, Truth and Senfe,

Young, brifk and bold, Vanetta flaunts away,
And would be thought the gayefl of the gay;
Vet Summer-Jie 2338 more gaudy hues
From Sol’s warm radiance, and Aurora’s dews:

Full
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Full fhe difplays, in every public nlace,

Her pride of heart, and impudence of face

She mimics Wit, while Folly mimics her,

And hard to fay, which mimic to prefer :

Like Milton’s Death, fhe ¢ grins a ghaftly fmﬂe,“
Much too ﬁ}rb:ddmg ever to beguile,

And yet Vanetta deems her felf-lov’d charme

Of power to draw the wealthieft to her arms.
Grant that fuccefs her fondeit wifhes crowns!

Not Hymen’s raptures will unbend her frowns.
To church fhe goes, with moft affected zeal,

Not to confefs her faults, but to conceal ; |
Thoughtlefs of Heav’n, fhe hurries thro® her pray*s
Eyes her dear felf, and then around her ffares:
But if, perchance, on Pride the Parfon treats, |
She drops her bible, flirts her fan, and frets ;

So the gall’d jade is feen to wince and ftart,

If you but gently touch the tgnder part,

Unlike Vanetta is that charming maid,
Whofe beauty needs no fathionable aid,
Amanda nam’d—to low but honef birth,
Her modeft mien and folid fenfe give worth;
She leaves to thofe, whom fickle Fancy bred,
The rainbow ribbon, and the high rais’d head::
In this lov’d Nymph a£  eqnteoufly combin’d
The decent drefs and well” ?[..rutﬁ mind ;

Th
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The church fhe vifits, but without parade,

And there her vows religioufly are paid;

She fears no cenfure when the Prieft declaims,
~Whofe life is virtuous, and fincere her aims :
Amanda’s feet in pious paths have trod,

Which lead to honour, fafety, peace, ‘and Ged,
Vanetta, view this lovely piCture well,

And iirive, in all that’s good, Amanda to excel:

EPI GR A M

TowMm prais’d his friend (who chang’d his ftate)
For binding faft him{elf and Kate |
In ynion fo divine;
Wedlock’s the end of life, he cried,
Too true, alas! faid Jack, and figh’d=m
weeme" I'will be the end of mine.

EPI G R A M

SAYS my Lord to his cook, you fon of a punk,
How comes it I fee you, thus, ev’ry day drunk ?
Phyflicians, they fay, once a month do allow,

A man for his health, to get drunk—as a fow,

That 1s right, quuth the cootsd but the day they don’t

{ay,
o for fear I fheuld mife.It, I'm drunk ev'ry ﬂay

ODE
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O D E

TO LORD EDGECUMBE’S Plc.

YE Mufes quit your facred ftream,
And aid me like the bard of yore,
Hight, Milton, for like his, my theme
In verfe was never fung before.
Indeed the tale is often told in profe ;
Since all the world the mighty wonder knows !

Theme of {ublimity ! my boar,
All hail! thou beaft of high renown,
As famous as the horfe of yore,
That won his lucky Lord a crown *;
Fam’d as Mifs Letbia’s bird, in verfe {o foft
Recorded, or the rabbits of Moll Toft!

Hail pig! at Tunbridge bora and bred,
Who fingleft out his L————p there,
Event that round the region {pread,
And made the gaping million flare;
And ftrange it was to fee, vpon my word,
A pig tor ever trotting with my L——d!
| "L‘_‘E_"h."-' Vit

,.t’ '
#* DB.I':F iy oy

-

Th
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The gentry marvell’d atthe fight ;
The public walks, the roons they rung ¢
)T'was L—d and pig from morn to night,
And pig and Lyea—e-p all day long.
Soon did the wond'rous tale to London wing,
The nobles heard it, and they told the King,

Good Lord! fays one, what can-this mean !
And rais’d the whites of both his eyes:
It bodes fome dire portent I ween.
I can’t tell, fure, a fecond cries.
Thus did the world indulge conjecture vague,
For earthquakes fome contending, fome 2 plague }

But {uch the meaner world, the crew
Of dull uneducated brains ;
But mark th’ opinions of the few,
Hear what the learned world maintaing s
Some deem’d the L—#8t, Anthony incog.
T'o earth re-travell’d with his fav’rite hog.

Others, in Oriental lore
Deep vers'd, that heard the peerlefs tale,

Declar’d with judgment fage, the boar
Did fecrets to my Lord reveal,

Like the fam’d Dove the Mu}_&lma n's revere,
Which, billing, whilssaiddfthe Prophet’s * ear.

- Ifahomet.
While



[ 242 ]
‘While fome as {agely as the rett,
Who firm believ’d in tranfmigrations,
Pronounc’d this friendly grunting beaft
One of his Lordfhip’s near relations,

Doom’d by the Fates, for certain deeds divine,
"To animate the body of a fivine !

Hail pighog ! by whofe potent aid,
My L—d his health had, and employ !
My L—y toov, was brought-to-bed,
Heav’n blefs it ! of 3 chopping boy,
Event that Fame {o founded with her horan,
As fcar’d the very infants yet unborn !

"Thrice happy hog! with Mrs. Joan *,
Who, in a chariot, cheek by jole,

Did'tt, Jehu-like, from Tunbridge Town

To Mount’s enchanting manfions roll;
Where to thy levee, thoufands did repatr,
With nine fat Aldermen and M. Mayor.

'The Mayoer and Aldermen polite,
Swore that without or fee or purchafe,
If fo his Lordfhip thoft it right,
They’d choofe thee, gentle fwine, for burgefs.,
Thank ye, replied his Lordthip; but, odinigs !
Tho’ afles fit, ’tis nevery ‘jinﬁedﬁ g5

* My Lady’s wai, 1g woman,

Thrice
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Thrice happy hog! who lov’{t to {nore,
Reclining on my L—y's lap;
Who gives thy hift’ry o’er and o’er,
While pigfnye gruntling takes his nap.
Delightful tale, that firikes all ftories dumb,
From Gog, the mighty giant, to Tom Thumb.

TO A LADY WHO GREAY¥YLY ADMIRED THE $PA-«
NISH POETRY.

IN THE MANNER OF ALONZO DE ERCILLA.

W HEN 1 would thy beauties paint,
All the pow'r of verfe is faint ;
Though a haplefs, hopelefs Lover,
All thy charms I can dilcover ;
Charms are only found in thee,
Charms which *tis unfafe to fee;
Charms which might a Hermit bribe;
Charms no language can defcribe.
Where words no fit ideas raife,

Silence beft exprefles praife.

But when I explore thy mind,
A new world of nod ;
Every
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Every virtue, every grace,
‘T'here poflefs their proper place;
When of thefe I think awhile,
Raptures foon my foul beguile,
For toe ftrong, too <lear a light,
Suits not either fenfe or fight |-
All we can do is to gaze,
Sweetly loit in fond amaze,

Faireft Flavia, fav’rite maid!?

Let thefe artlefs lays perfuade,

Not that I am fkill’d in verfe,

Or thy conquefls can rehearfe ;

But, what I did long conceal,

That thy beauty’s force I feel,

And 10 mournful numbers figh,

For thofe charms by which I die.

Let them tell—what would you more ?~em
That I expire, and yet adore,

ONTHEROYAL MARRIAGE ACT.

QU O TH Dick to Tom, this a@ appears
Abfurd, as I’mrilive;
To take thf.: crowi at Hij*igj:;eﬂgﬂ}:?;}rs, )
The wife at twenty-y; ;.
Th
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The my{t’ry how thall we explain ?
For, {ure, as * Dowdefwell faid,

Thus early if they’re fit to reign,
They muft be fit to aved !

Quoth Tom to Dick—thou art a fool,
And little know’{t of life!

Alas! ’tis eafier far to rule
A kingdom than a wife,

AN EMBLEM OF WEDLOCK.

IN CHAUCER’S §TYLE.

FULL well by lerned clerkis it is fed,

¢ That womanhood for mannis ufe was made :”
Yet naughty man liketh not one or fo; |
But lufteth, aye, unthriftily, for mo.

.And whom he whilom cherifhyd whan tied

By holy church, he can not her abide.

Like to a dog, that lighteth of a bone,

His tail he waggeth, glad thereof ygrown ;

But if thilk bone unto his tail thou tie,

Bardie, he, fearing it, away doth fly,

* Mr. Dowdelwell’s Royal Marriage Aét.

Yor, V1. A SHORT
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A SHORT TOETICAL DESCRIPTION OF A PEMALI
KQUTE,

BEHOLD the feene a motley tribe compofe,
-iVi.ves, widows, maids, and intermingle beaux ;
All orders, ages, in one league unite ;

And to dear paffage confecrate the night !

Now the dice rattle in the founding box,

Now groans the table with repeated knocks,
{Delightful mufic to the gamefter’s ear)

While ev’ry bofom beats with hope or fear,

A pafs refounds ;—~what wond’rous tran{ports rife
In Celia’s breaft, and lightens in her eyes !

She fwveeps the board—the fop with ardent gaze,
Admires the beauty that herarm difplays.

But who, uumov’d, can bear the piteous fight,
While Cynthia frets, and raves at Fortune’s fpite !
Fled from her cheeks are every love and grace,
And all the Fury threatens in her face:

Diftraéted, loft with grief, and rage o’crcome,
She quits the dice, and flies to ftorm at home,

When T a curfe implore, may courtéous Fate
With fuch a confoi™curfe the man I hate!—
But, 1f there’s one am ™ %= many found,
Adorn’d with Modcfty, \ th weafon crown’d,

Wi
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Who treads the ﬂlppery paths of Youth with care,
And, uninfe@ed, hrﬂar.hegsm ‘:amted air 3

If fuch there be, kipd Heav'n. afford thy aid,

And foften to my with the virthigus maid !

rHE FOUR FOLLOWING EPIGRAMS WERE WRIT-
TEN BY MR, JOHN HACKETT, FORMERLY OF-
SALIOL COLLEGE.

A Cock within 4 ftable pent,
Was ftrutting o’er {foroe heaps of dung,
And, ay, as round and round he went,
The mettl’d courfers tampt and flung.
Bravo ! quoth he, a decent noife,
We make a tolerable pother ;
But let’s take care, my mefry boys,
We tread not upon ong another,

FRANK, who will any friend fupply,

Lent me ten pieces. Frank, fays I,

Haft any paper? ’Tis but fair,

You take my note. Quoth Frank, hold there;
Jack, to the cath I've bidgdieu,

No need to w#ﬂ?paper too,

. M: WHEN
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WHEN fancies quder plagu’d Menelaus® heag,
Thus to her Lord, the blooming Helen (aid, e
This earthly part to Troy tho’ Paris bore, |
Still was my foul with thee, on Sparta’s fhore,
Troth it may be, quoth he, I believe it well ;
Howe’er, the next time leave me the body, Nell,

YO MR. W re————

From morning to evening, and evening to mdrn-
ing, ,

Your fellows are peft’ring us with their French horn-
ing;

Do, ftop this damn’d work : you forget your friend
Joe ; |

Your horns, Sir, made noife enough three years
420,

O
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OGN THE DEATH OF THE LADY OF THE RIGHT
HONOURABLE JOHN SHELLY, WHO DIED IN
CHILD-BED,

BY THE REV. DR, DELAD,

TEARS.; fuch-#y Angels weep, fhou’d now diffufe,
Around this hallow’d earth, their holieft dews,
Where reft fair Wilhelmina’s 1aft remains.

She tor her infant bore a mother’s pains,

And died to give it life, In Beauty’s bloom,
Heav’n fnatch’d its favourite to an early tomb ;
Its gent’left, beft belov’d, who feem’d defign’d
To fhew how far a meek and modeft mind,
With its own fimple pow’rs and native grace,
Could mend the featutes of the faireft face;
How fix a friend’s,a brother’s, huiband’s love,
Beyond, alas, the pow’r of Death to move !

Seif-tutor’d thus, above all rules of Art,
This child of Nature play’d her bMmelefs part,
Aud funk with that unfullied foul to reft,
Which Heav'n firRk breath’d into her infant breaft.

M 3 THE
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THE WAY TO CHUSE A WIFE.

IF eerl quit the fingle life,

Be this the model of my wife— "

A Beauty,, without Art, compleat,
Who’s from her toilet fmply neat ;

Who golden tiflue can defpife,

Aud wears no brilhants, but her eyes;
Deliring Love, and {parkling Wit,
Soft blended in her eyes thould meet;
And, in ber dimpled fmiles be {een
A modeft, with a cheerful mien,

As paufes find in muiic place,
Her fpeech let proper filence grace ;
Her converfation ever free
From cenfure, as from levity ;
And undiffembled innocence,
Not apt to givggor take oftence s
Nor fond of compliments, nor rude;
Not a coquet, nor yet a prude;
Averfe to wanton ferenades,
Nor pleas’d with nfaight mafquerades.
The virtues that her fex, adunn.,. . -
By bonour guarded, nut by ey

Not
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Not {upegfllitions, nor profase,
But in Religion greatly plain.

To {uch a virgin, fuch awife,
I give my love, .1 give my life.

AN ELERERGTYy
AY DRy AKENBIDEs

Too much my heart of Beauty’s powerhath knowny
Too long to Love hath Reafon left her thrope ;
Too long my Genius mourn’d his myrtle chain,
And three rich years of youth confum’d in vain,
My withes, Iull'd with foft inglorious dreamis,

- Forgot the Patriot’s and the Sage’s themes ;-

Thro’ each Elyfian vale and Fairy grove,
Thro’ all th’ enchanted paradife of Love,
Miiled by fickly Hope’s deceitful flame,

Averfe to Aétion, and renbuncin&]? ame.

At laft the vifionary {eenes decay,
- My eyes exulting blefs the new-born day,

Whole faithful beams deteét tbe dangerous road
ko which my heedlefs feet fecurely trode,

M 4 And



Lo! barren heaths 3ppear, and pathlefs woods,
And rocks Rung dreadfuf o’ unfathom’d floods .
For opennefs of heare, for. tender fmiles,

.ooks fravght with love, and u rath-difarming wiles,

Lo! cordja] faith to ideot aing refin’d,

Now coolly civil, now rrané})orﬁﬁg kind,

For graceful eafe, lo! Affe&ation walks,

And dull half fenfe, for Wit ang Wifdom talks.
New to gach hour what low delight fucceeds,
What precious furnijtyre of hearts and heas !

By 1nuught their prudence, but by getting known ;-
And all their courage in deceivig g ﬂlﬂwn._

See next what plagues attend the Lover's flate,
What frightful fosms of Lerror, Scorn, and Ha te !
See burning Fury Heaven and Earth defy !

See dumb Defpair in icy fetters lje !
oce black Sufpicion bend his gloomy brow,
The hideous image of™imfelf to view;‘

And
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And fond Belief, with all a Lover’s flame, |
Sinks in thofe arms that point his bead with fhame !
There wan Dejeétion, falt’ring as he goes,.
In thades and filence vainly feeks repr i;
Mufing thro’ pathlefs wilds, confumes the day,
Then, loft in darkuefs, ‘weeps the hours away.
. Here the gay croud of Luxury advande,
~ Some touch the lyre, and others urge. the dance ;
On every head the rofy garland glows,.
In every hand the golden goblet flows,-
‘The Syren views them with. exultmg eyes,.
And laughs at bathful Virtue as the flies.
But fee bechind, where Scorn and Want appear,:
The grave remonftrance, and the witty fneer..
See fell Remorfe in a&tion, prompt to dart:
Her fnaky poifon thro’ the confcious heart.
And Sloth to cancel, with oblivious fhame,
The fair memorial of recording. Fame,.
Are thefe delights that one would wifh to gain 2
Is this th’ Elyfium of a fober brain ?
To watt for happinefs in female fmiles,-.
Bear all her {corn, be caught with all her wiles,
With prayers, with bribes, with lies her pity crave,
Blefs her hard bonds, and boaft to be her flave ;
To feel, for trifles; a diftraéted swain
Of hopes and terrors equally in vain ;.

M g This
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This hour to trémble; and the next to glow,
Can Pride, can Senfe, can Reafon ftoop fo low ?
When Virtue, at an eafier price, difplays

The facred ~ of honourable praife 5
When Witdom __l_fttei's het divine deerée,

To laugh at pompous Folly; and be frée,

I bid adieu, then, to thef¢ woeful fcenes :
I bid adieu to all the fex of Queens ;-
Adien to every {uffering, fimple foul,
That lets a woman’s will his eafe controul,
There laugh, ye witty, and rebuke, ye grave !
¥or me, I fcorn to boaft that I’m a flave.
I bid the whining brotherhood be gone,
Joy to my heart! my wifhes are my own !
Farewel temale Heaven, the female Hell ;
To the great God of Love a glad farewel.
Is this the triumph of thy awful name ?
Are thefe the fplendid hopes that urg’d thy aim,
Wher firft my bofom own’d thy haughty fway,
When thus Minerva heard thee, boafling fay :

““ Go, martial matd, elfewhere thy arts employ, -
** Nor hope to thelter that devote boy.
‘ Go, teach the folemp fons of Care and Age,
“ The penfive Statefman, and the midnight Sage ;
~*¢ The young, with me, muft other leffons prove,

¢ Youth cails for Pleature, Pleafure calls for Love.
#¢ Behold
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. € Behold hie heart thy grave advice difdains,
¢t Behold, I bind him in eternal chains,”

Alas! great Love, how idle was ke boaft!
Thy chains are broken, and thy le ons loft.
‘Thy wilful rage has tir’d my fuffering heart,-
And Paflion, Reafon forc’d:-thee to depart.

But wherefore doft thou linger on thy way :
Why vainly fearch for fome pretence to ftay,
When crouds of vaffals court thy pleafing yoke,
And countlefs victims bow beneath the ftroke<
L.o! round thy fhrine a thoufand youths advance,
Warm with the gentle ardours of Romance;
Each longs t” aflert thy caufe with feats of arms,
And make the world confefs Dulcinea’s ;
Ten thoufand girls, with flow’ry chaplets crown’d,
To groves and ftreams thy tender triamph found;
Each bids the ftream in murmurs fpeak her flame,
Each calls the grove to figh her thepherd’s name,
But if thy pride {uch cafy honour fcorn,

If nobler trophies muft thy toil adorn,
Behold yon flow’ry antiquated maid,
Bright in the bloom of threefcore years difplay’d ;-
Her thou fhalt bind in thy de‘l‘ightful chains,
And thrill with gentler pangs her wither’d veins, .
Her frolty cheek with crimfon bluthes dye,
With dreams of rapture melit her maudlin eye,
M6 ‘Turn



{ 256 ]

Turn then thy-labours to the fervile croud,
Entice the wary, and controul the proud ;
Make the fad Mifer his beft gains forego,
The folemn Statgfman figh to be a beau,
The bold Coquette with fondeft paffion burn,
The Bacchanalian o’er his bottle mourn
And that chief glory of thy pow’r maintain,
¢ To poize Ambition in a female brain.”

Be thefe thy triumphs, but no more prefume
That my rebellious heart will yield thee room,
I know thy puny force, thy fimple wiles ;

I break'triumphant thro’ thy flimfey toils 3

1 fee thy dying lamp’s laft languid glow,
Thy arrows blunted, and unbrac’d thy bow.

1 teel diviner fires my breatt inflame,

To - and ingenttous Fame ;
Refume the paths my earlieft chojee began,
And lofe, with pride, the Lover in the Man,

ODE TO VENUS, ON OPENING-THE PANTHEON,

BY A YOUNG LADY OF FASHION,

[imitated from Horace ]

N
BRIGHT Venus, Covent-Garden’s queen,

Forfake awhile each hackn@’d {cene,
‘ ] For



[ 287 1]

For fomething new and rarey™ |

" And, quitting Luft’s confin’d abode,

Bid Thomas drive to Oxford Road,
And feek a purer air, |

From Nelfon’s, Hayes’s and Soho,
And Frere’s * politer bagnio,

'To yon gay Temple rove ;
There lavifh all your winning arts,,
To catch our purfes, or our hearts,

And give a loofe to Love

Libations, lo! to thee are made,

Of capillaire and lemonade,
And juice of cooling tea;

Whole hecatombs of bifcuits rife,

Beaux, bawds, and bifhops, mingle fighs,
T'o {acrifice to thee,

Bright Goddefs hafte, and with thee take
The modifth Macaront Rake,
Who Fathion’s law reveres ;
Array’d, as her caprice decrees,
In coat a yard above his knees,

And curls above his ears.
F 4

® The Coterie,

Soft
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Soft foother of the bed of Care,.
Let wanton Coxe attend thee there,
For Diffipation made ;
Her manners open, free, and kind,.
Her heaving:bofom uncmiﬁn*ﬂ
By whaleboie or broeade,.

Lead Vigour, lufty child of Health,
More coveted than birth er wealth,.

By all who wifh to pleafe ;
Without whofe falutary grace,
The rapture-feigning Fop’s embrace,
Is but a pow’r to terze..

THE FOLLOWING  EPIGRAM WAS WRIITEN BY

G, A+ SELWYN, ESQ. ON FINDING a PAIR OF
SHOES ON THE BED OF ONE OF PHE FEMALZ
MEMBERS OF THE COTERIE,

WELL may Sufpicion thake its head,

Well may Clarinda’s {poufe be jealous,
When the dear wanton takes to bed

Her very fhoes—becayfe they’re_felloys,

il

ON
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ON A LATE MARRIAGE.

FROM flavifh, mean dependance r4is’d
By man’s capricious love; |

With richeft filks, and rafies grac'd,
Now view Dorinda move,

The home-{pun fuffs the us’d to wear,.
And us'd to patch and mend,

Are now unworthy of her care,
She’s got a better friend.

Time was fhe earn’d her daily bread,
And walk’d the ftreets in pattens,

But now fhe drefles up hLer head,
And firuts abroad in fatias.

A CATCH

TOoO A COMPANY OF pAD FIDDLE-SCRAPERI.

« T the Tune of Water parted from the Seas”

M AY ye never play in tune,
Tn the morning, night, or-<eon:
May you neler at noon Or n?’ght,

Know the wrong end from the right.,
May
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May the ftrings be ever breaking,

- Pegs, I charge ye, ne’er unfcrew ;.

May your heads be always ajt:hing, |
Till the fiddle’s broke in- twos

MR. HEDGES TO SIR HANS SLOANE:

SINCE you, dear Doctor, fav’d my life,
By turns to blefs and curfe my wife ;

In confcience I'm obliged to do,

What your commands enjoin’d me tos
According then to your command, |
That I thould fearch. the Weftern land,
And fend you all that T can find

Of curious things of every kind's :

Pve ravag’d air, earth, .fea and caverns,
Wine, women, children, tombs and taverns ;
And greater rarities can fhew, ’
Than Grefham’s children ever knew :
Which carrier Dick fhall bring you down,
Next time the waggon comes to town,

Firft, I have drops of the fame fhower,
Which Jove in Danae’s Igp did pour ;
- From Carthage brought, the fword I’ll fcnd

That help’d Queen Dido to her end ;
The
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The {nake fkin, which, you may believe,
The ferpent caft who tempted Eve:

A fig-leaf apron, ’tis the fame

Which Adam waore to hide his thame 5
But now.wants darning ¢ Sir, befide,
The jaw by wﬁiéh pnﬂr Abel died ;

A whetftone worn exceedimg ﬂ‘ﬂall
Which Time has whet his teeth withal.
The pigeon fluft, which Noah fent,

To tell which way the water went—

A ring I've got of Samfon’s hair,

The fame which Delilah did wear.

St. Dunftan’s tongs," as ftory goes,

That pinch’d the Devil by the nofe.
The very fhafe, as all may fee,

Which Cupid thot at Knthony @

And what beyend them all I prize,

A glance of Cleopatra’s eyes.

Some ftrains of eloquence which hung,
In Roman times, on Tully’s tongue ;
Which long conceal’d and loft had lain,
T il Cowper found them out again !
Then ’ve (moft curious to be feen)

A {corpion’s hite to cure the fpleens.

~ As More cures worms in ftomach bred,
I’ve pills cure maggots in tie head :
With the receipt how you may make ’em,
To you I leave the time to take ’em.

1’ve
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P’ve got a ray of Pheebus’hine,
Found in the bottom of a mine !

A Lawyer’s-conicience, large and clear,
Fit for a Judge himfelf to' wear.

I’ve chuice of noftrums, how to make

Ap oath which Churchmen will not take,

In a thumb vial you fhall fee,

Clofe fiopt, fome drops of honefty ;
Whiceh, after fearching kingdoms round,
At laft was in a cottage found.

I han’t colleéted any care,

Of that there’s plenty every-where ¢
But, after wond’rous labour {pent,

I've got three grains of rich contént,

It 1s my with, it is my glory,

T'o furnjfh your nicknackatory :.

I only beg that when you fhew ’em,
You'll fairly tell to whom you owe ’em ¢
Which will your future patients teach.
‘T'o do, as has done yours,,

THE WALDEN HUNT.

L ET dull politicians é?ernally prate, ,

And leave their own bufinefs for that of the State,

For
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For bold Britith learty tread on the lawa, _
And think the worft men may fupport the beft caufey
Let them fvell high ta Freedum the generous fong,
And be madmen themfelvés, when a Minifter’s wrongs
Truft their lives and theirforthnes to bankruptsalones
And prove them{elves loyal, Ey bhmmg the Throne ;
That our foolifh diffentions may happlly ceafe,

L.t them hourly attempt a new ftab at our peace,
And rail at all others as villains or {flaves,

Who doubt once the virtue of beggafs and knaves 3
But engag’d by the manly delights of the chace,.
Where health and where pleafure hold equally pace,
The Walden keen {portfmen fhall {well up my ftrain,
As they foltow the lightning-fwift ftag o’er the plain,
With rapture’s own mufic awake the {weet morn,.
And kindle freth joys at the found of the horn.

On Friday the third, leaving fea-coal and fin,

For Walden we flew to the Rofe and Crown Inn;

Trom whence, the next morning, to €Gardener’s ¥ we
rode, |

And reach’d in high fpirits, his welcome abede;

Where the well-meaning coxcomb, half hoft and half
friend,

Who loves, what we love, !end ne'er minds what we
fpend ;

* The Crown at Chellerford, '
With
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That the charmer was Cynthia at firft we believ'd,
But we look’d at her eyes, and were foon undeceiv’d ;
The keen killing glance was all paflion and fire,
And promis’d to blefs, while it rais’d up defire ;
The ripe rofy lip, that provek’d the long kils,
Prepar’d to retura, what was paid it, in blifs,

And the warm fiefh and blood of the foffh all difplay*d
"The kind hearted girl, not the furly old maid—
Each day having pull’d the {tag joyoufly down,

To Ruffee’s we return, at the Rofe #nd the Crown,
‘Where M~tith politenefs, and laughter prefide,
And Friendfhip difdains to know Party or Pride ;—
“Then while honeft Partridge took charge of expence,
Our toafts were ail guided by humour and fenfe ;

In Pope’s happy thought, on the bottle and bowl ;
Sat the true feafl of reafon,.and the true flow of foul ;
And the glafs, as it thould do, went cheerfully round,
To heighten our pleafure, and not to confound—
All fatisfied here, the delights of the field,

To other enjoyments, in courfe, were to yieid;

A change the moft wife that our {ages can find,

Both a pleafant and timely relief to the mind—

We therefore return’d, when we wifh’d it, to town,
In juft the fame humour as when we went down ;
Determin’d, fince life but few plealures can give,
To feize all in turn, and o Zwe wbile wwe live.

)

HOR.
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HOR. LiB. I. ODE 38, IMITATED.
PnEswﬁs oDy, &C.

%,
DEAR J.ny, to confefs my mind,
1 never yet could bear,
To {ee the lovely maid I priz’d
By ev’ry greafy prig difguis’d,
With powder and falfe hair.

Be cleanlinefs thy morhing Ccare,
Nor covet Art’s attire,
In native elegance compleat,

You look as fair, and kifs as fweet,
As Love and 1 defire.

'T HERON, among his travels, found

" A broken ftatue on the ground,

And fearching onward as he went,

He trac’d a ruin’d monument,

Mould, mofs, and (hades had overgroWwn
The fculpture of the mould’ring ftone,
Yet, ere he pals’d, with much ado,

He guefs’d, and fpelt out Scipio.

Enough !
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Ennugh he cried ! Il drudge nomore |
In turning the dull fages o’er, |
Let Pedants wafte their hours of eafe,
To pore all night o’er Socrates ;
And feed their boys with notes and rules,
“Thofe tedious recipes of fchools ;
'To cure Ambition, I can learn
With greater eafe, the great coucern

Of mortals, how we may delpife
All the gay things below the fkies,

. Methinks, -a mould’ring pyramid

Says all that the old Sages faid :

For me, thefe {hattered tombs contain
More morals than the Vatican ;.

The duft of herves, caft abroad,

And kick’d and trampl’d on the road,
The relitts of a lofty mind, |

That lately wars and crowns defign’d,
Toft for a jeft, from wind to wind,

Bids me be humble, and forbear,

Dull monuments of IFame to rear,

They are but caftles in the air.

The tow’ring height, and frightful falls,
The ruin’d heaps and funerals,

Of {moaking kingdoms, and their Kio gs
Tell me a thoufand mournful thin gs "
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In melancholy filence—He,
That living, could not bear to fee
An equal, now lies torn and dead ; |
Here his pale trunk, and there his head,
Great Pompey, while I meditate,
With folemn horror thy fad fate, .
Thy carcafe fcatter’d on the fhore, Ty
Without a name ! inftruéts me mors- }
Than my whole {ibrary before !

- Lie flill, my Plutarch, theny and fleep ;
And, my good Seneca, may keep
Your volumes clofs’d for ever too,

I have no farther ufe for you ;

For when I feel my virtue fail,

And my ambitious thoughts prevail,
I’ll take a turn among the tombs,
And fee whereto all glory comes !
‘There the vile foot of ev'ry flave
Infults a Charles, or 2 Guftave !
Beggars with awful afhes fport,
And tread the Cafars in the dirt,

Ve VR N . apa
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A PARODY.

BY rRANCI3 LORD VERULAM,

THE world’s a bubblu, and the life of man,
' lefs ghan a fpan ;
In his conceptions wretched, from the womb,
fo to the tomb .
Curs’d from the cradle, and brought up to years
with cares and fears,
Who then to frail mortality fhall truft,
But limns the water, or but writes in dufl,
Yet fince with forrow here we live oppreft,
What life is beft 7

Courts are but only fuperficial {chools,
to dandle fools: |

The rural parts are turn’d 1nto a den
of favage men.

And where’s a cit'y from all vice fo free, |
But may be term’d the worft of a'l the three?
Domeftic cares aflict the hufband’s bed,

Or pains his head:
Thofe who live fingle take it for a cnrfe,

or do things worfe. .
S{::-mf: would have children,thofe that have them,none,

or wifli ttem gone.
VUhar is ot then to have, or have no wife,
But flogic thraldom, or a double firite | v

Our
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Our own affeftions ftill at home to pleafe,
| Is a difeafe;
To crofs the fea to any foreign foil,
T - perils and toil ;
Wars with their noife affright vs ; when they ceafe
~ We’re worfe in Peace,
What then r"{:mains, l'mt:t,_hat we ftill fhould CrYy
- Not to be born, or, bein g;burn, to die,

HOR. BOOK I. ODE XXIII.

Fitas binnulco me fimilis, Chioe,

Ruzrenti, e,

WHY, (Chloe, like the tender faws,
That trembling fcuds acrofs the lawn,
To feek its anxions doe ;
That ftarts and pricks its little ears,
And raifes all a3 mother’s fears)
Doft thou thus coynefs fhow ? °

Why fly me with fuch furions hafte,

As if on Lybia’s burning wafte |
Thou’dft met a tyger wan ?

Full big art thou to hang about,

And play with Mamma’s pctticﬂat,
W hofe charme are ripe for man,

N 2 THE



THE CAUSE OF INCONSTANCY.
How have I heard the Fair lament
Man’s faithood, and their wretched fate!
How few are with their {poufe content,
Or conftant to their fighing mate!

How fcldom fouls below are join’d,
For one another form’d above !
How feldom pairs of hearts we find,
By Heaven ordaia’d for mutual love!

Thus man's inconftant {oul we blame,
For want of kunowledge, or of thought,
When all the while, “tis in the frame
Cf both their bodies lies the fault,

When Jove had made this little ball,
For four-legg'd beafts, and creeping things,
At length he form’d, to govern all, !
A two legg’d creature without wings.

Millions of thefe he made at once,

'To fave himfelf all further trouble,
And men and women, for the nonce,

By pairs, like tallies, he made double,

Ther
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‘Then from Olympus’ dreadiul top,

Well thaken in a bag toguther,
He tofs’d them down, and let them drop,

Jutt as it pleas’d the wind and weather.

some fell in ﬂﬁq fome in Greece,

In England fome, am! fﬂme in Spam ;
But feldom tiwn of thefame piece,

{u the {ame climate met agaia,

-

Henece men, who grown to riper years,
Kememb’ring this theiv former making,

Huat up and down to find their peers,
And women too, in the fame taking.

Some prove too fhort, and {ome o0 tall,
This is too big, and that too little,

A fault they’re fure to find in all,
Few ever tally to a tittlea

By chance a pair may meet and love,
And {pend their lives in blifs together ;
But when they tumbled frem above,
It mutt be mighty temperate weather.

From hence the murmuring-fair may {ee,
Men’s hearts are not to blame a-bit,
QOur fouls would never difagree,
If once our bodies did but fit,

N3

AN
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AN O D E,

WRITTEN A FEW DAYS BEFORE THE LONG

COLLEGE VACATION, 1563,

EY MR, HARTIJS,
»

COMI’ thou Iaughter-lﬂvmg power,
Groddefs of the feftive hour,
Biue-ey’d Mirth, and bri ing along
Gamefome fport, and joeund fong ;
Wit with native humour warm,
Converfation’s lively charm, |

‘And yet more, to ope the foul,
Bring, O bring the jovial bowl,

Let us tift the gladfome fhm:t,

T.et us wake the midnight rout,
Ertkiy let us all advance

In ihe fprightly-woven dance !
Lvery deed on cvery fide,

Let the foul of rapture guide,

Cire begone! and grief adien
What have ye with joy to do ?

And thou toe, that lov'f to dwell
AMuting in the penfive cell,

Heavenly queen of piercing eyé,

_ Farewel {weet P xiff.'fu[)h}

'.I-._:

Whar
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What.if thou with hermit-iook,

From Retirement’s fartbeft nook,
Mark’it the world in buitiing thow,
Struggling o’er the waves of woe ;
By the wind of black defpair,
Dafh’d away from care to care,
Whilft thov, calm on Safety’s fhore,
Doft but hear the renﬁﬁ roar,
What if thou the flow’ry pride,

Of the meadow’s velvet fide,

To the proudly-arching bower,
And the glittering court of power,
Can’ft prefer ; we envy not,

Holy Seer, thy fimple lot.

Sifters twin are Youth and Pleafure,
Mean’t t’enjoy the fweets of leilure,
Made 1or every blithfome fport,
Purpofe mild, and gay refort.

Age was form’d for meditation,

Not the toys of recreation,

with the fmiles of Wifdom fraught,

And the glow of {folemn thought ;

Such is Age, Philofophy,

Such the mind that fuits with thee.

But now joys of different iind,-
Wing the wifh, and fire the mind ;-

N 4

Tumbling
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~Tumbling rills that watbling flow,
Yellow meads with gold that giow,
Wandering walks, and rural vaie,
- Such alone have power to picate,
Or perchance the jueid fcene, -
Where the rays of Beuuty’s mien, -
Kindling every fongd defire,

Set the foul of Love on fire :

Or the loudly-echoing horu,

As it cheers the flumbering Morn,
Waking Nature, haply may

Lare us to the chace away,

Farewel then, thou willow’d {tream,
Glittering bright with Wifdon’s beam,
Silver Cam ! whofe bowers among,
Infpiration leads her throng,

Ciio breathes celeflial fire,

Mufic hangs her dulcet lyre,

Yet farewel '—to brighter joys,

Pleafure lifts our wanderin g eyes,

With her own refiftlefs fmile,

- She thall fmooth each care awhile ; -

Yes, the, fair Queen, fhall all the mind poffefs,
‘With gladuefs fire &, aud with rapture blefs.

AN
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'AN EPITATH
IV A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD IN KENT,

BY MR. GRAY. »

(AUTHOR OF THE ELEGY IN A COUNTRY
CHURCH-YARD).

[ Not printed in Johnfon's Edition of the Englith Poets. ]

L. O where this filent marble weeps,
A friend, a wife, a mother {leeps,
A heart, within whofe facred cell -
. "The peaceful virtues lov’d to dwell:
Affeétion warm, and faith fincere,
And foft humanity were there,
In agony, in death refign’d,
She felt the wound fhe left behind ;
“Her infant image here below,
Sits imiling on a father’s woe:
‘Whom what awaits, while thus he ftrays
Along the lonely vale of days ¢
A pang, to {ecret Sorrow dear,-
A figh, an unavailing tear, ®
“Till Time fhall every grief remove,
With life, with memory, and with love,
- | N g DI



PIALOGUE BETWEEN CUPID AND HYMEN
BY SIR® JOHN VANBURGH."
CUPID.

THOU bane to my empire, thou fpring of conteft,
Thou fource of all difcord, thou foe to my reft,
Pray tell me what wretches in bondage can feg,
‘That the aim of their life is dire@ed to thee ?

HYMEN.

‘Then tell me, thou little impertinent God,
Why the flaves of thy power, fo afraid of thy nod,
(:row fond of a change, to whatever it be,

~And Pl tell thee, why thofe would be bound who
arc free r

CUPIL,

- Were Love the reward of a pains-takin g life, "
Had a fpoufe the addrefs to be fond of his wife,
Was Virtue fo plenty, that a wife could afford,
In thele very bad times, to be true to her Lord ;

. « .
Some fpecious account might be given of all thofe,
Who are tied by the tail to be led by the gofe.

But
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But fince ’tis the fate of the wedded for life,
(Excepted a few) to love conteft and firife, k
I think ;qx.r_e.'r: much wifer to ramble at large,

And the vollies of Love on the herd to difcharge.

- HYMEN.

Was I but a eruelly juft
To oblige a poor {poufe to be true to his truit,
Some colour of reafon thy dictates might bear,
If a man had no more than a wife to his fThare
But I never pretended, for many years paft,
By wedding young people to make "em more chafte ;
I therefore advife thee to let me go on, |
- Thow’lt find I'm the firength and fupport of thy
| throne;
For had’it thou but eyes, thou would’ft quitkly per-,
ceive it, -
How {moothly thy dart
Slips into the heart
Of a woman that’s wed,
While the tumorous mawd
Of thy arrow afraid,
B Flies the amorous bed,.
While trembling, tho’ withing, fhe daresnot receive it,

N6 ON
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ON CELIAS SICKNESS,

BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE, EsQ,

[Not in the Voleme of his Pcems,]

CRUEL difeafe, thus togavade
The thrine for Love and made ;
Can fhe te ficknefs be a prey,

Whofe charms made 21l the world look gay;
All but myfelf, whom lucklefs Fate

- Ordains the victim of her hate -

1, wretched I'! muft hourly mourn
‘The rigour of relentlefs feorn,

Yet Celia’s illnefs wounds me more
Than her fevere difdain befére ;

And, cruel! tho’ fle flights my pain,
Deaf as the winds when I complain,
Yeturg’d by generous paflions fill,
Whate’sr fhe fuffers T muft feel.

What rho’ I cannot hope to fhare
‘I'he tender joys of life with her,

Thss privilege the can’t refufe,

To be partaker in her woes,

But mutt 1 then unpitied burn,

And never hope a kind return ?
Obdurate in your firft intent,

L nothing teach vou to relent ?

Oh't
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Oh! ‘could the ills which you fuflain,
Make you compaflionate my pain !
But yours are of a different kind,
Affeé&t the body, not the mind.
Yours only reach the outward part,
Mine plant a dagger in my heart.

CPON READING THE LIFE OF THE JESUIT PRESERs

Y CAPTAYIN THOMSON,

PREBER’s great foul difdain’d what Fortune fent, -
Amidft his foes imprifon’d found contents
Superior Virtue, happy ia its ends,
Oft from our foes creates our beft of friends ¢
No {fe& or nation, native light the {ame,
E’er gave to Vice fair Virtue’s hallow’d name,
See with difdain exulting Vice abroad!
Sce at her heels flow Juftice with a rod!
Diff’rent with Virtue, modeft maid, whefe tears
Precede the many thoufand friends the rears,
Preber immur’d with Preber’s dauntlefs breaf,
T’d rather chufe than Perfia’s purple veft,
Beneath whofe gaudy folds the coward heart
Oft dreads, and juitly, the domeftic dart,
Princes.
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Princes, whom love of fway, not Juitice lure,
Whom Flatt’rers poifon, but whom Patriots cure :
- Look to the Eaft, fee arbitrary fay,

Thro’ one dread tenor keep its ruthlefs way !
Nor Art or Science blefs the rolling years,

O’er hills of forrow, and through vales of tears ;
The tamifh’d hind, flow plodding on his way,
Scarce reaps in part the labowrs of the day :

In vain indulgent Nature fpreads her flore,

While ev’ry petty tyrant robs the poor ;

While gold, not Juftice, gives the faving pow’r,
While Vice itfelf ’s infur’d not for an hour,
Where Science fhone, now hoots the lonely owl,

~ Foxes obfcure,. and hungry lions proul ;

Afia’s fair cities now in ruins laid,

And once her gardens, loncly deferts made ;

~ All that was great or good, inverted ftand,

Now Blood, and Priefts, and Ignﬂrancﬂkec@thc'land
England’s infiruéted Monarch, learn from hence,
Your greateft glory, and your beft defence,
Confift in giving Liberty and Law

Nor by 1gnoble Fear attempt to awe

Sprrits who fcorn to wear the galling chain

Our neighbours wear--'mpoverith’d France and Spain!
What fanguine floods fo? Liberty have run!
When Brutus ftruck—then Cxefar was undone.

HOR,
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HOR. LIB. I. ODE XXII, IMITATED.

BY MISS ELIZABETH CARTER,

[Not in her Poems. |
Integer wite, 5.

A Virtuous man, whofe ads and thoughts are pure,
Without the help of weapons is fecure,
Without or quiver, or impoifon’d fpear,

His ftedfaft foul forgets the fenfe of fear.,
Whether thro’ Lybia’s burning fands he goes,
Or Caucafe horrid with perpetual fnows ;
Surveys thofe regions where Hydaipes ftrays,
Or toft by tempetts in the raging feas ;

Safe in his own intrinfic worth remains,

And, arm’d with that, each obftacle difdains ;
Toils, dangers, difficulties al! defied, |

His paflport Virtue, Providence his guide,

If plac’d by Fate beneath the torrid zone,
Scorch’d by the fury of too near a Sun :
Or fent where never Pheebus’ cheerful ray,
Glad the dark climate with cne ghimpfe of day ; -
Where no gay verdure decks th’ unfruitful ground,
But Winter fpreads its emnpire all around :
A Al
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Amidft the terrors of that difmal fcene,

His mind preferves a fettled ealm within,

To him the gloomy wafte thall feem to {mile,
And confcions Virtue ev’ry care beguile,
Virtue alike its tenor can maintain,

- In fplendid courts, or on a barren plain.

Diffugere Nives, redeunt jam Gramina Campis, &,
HOR. L. IV. ODE VII. A TRANSLATION.

EY THE SAME,

[Not in her Poems,]

N 0 W Nature quickens with the vernal breeze,
Again their leafy honours deck ;hé trees.

The {miling Earth renews her blooming pride,
And lefs’ning ftreams within their channels glide.
The Nymphs and Graces on thﬁ;ﬁiﬂ& advance,
And in gay circles lead the fprightly dance.

The various chanf@es of the feafons fhow,

That nought immortal muft be hop’d below :
The fwift-wing’d hours this ferious truth convey,
Whofe rapid motion hurries on the day.

The flow’ry Spring bids T}lu{t’ring tempelts ceafe,
To Summer’s reign the flow’ry Spriag gives place ;
- That too muft fly when Autumn yields her flore,
And Winter next refume its gloomy pow’r.
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Yot as the Moon renews her filver horn,

12ach dormant feafon thall to life return,

But we, when deftin’d to that darkiome place,
F'rom which nor Tulius® wealth, nor Ancus’ race,
Nor e'en Alneas’ piety could free,

Are nought but fleeting air, and lifelefs ciay,
Who knows if Hea¥'n will add to morrow’s Sun,
To crown thofe minutes we’ve already run?
Then each delight to {footh thy mind prepare;
What’s {pent in this, fhall ’icape a greedy heir.
When Fate has once confign’d thee to the tomb,
And the ffern Judge pronounc’d thy final doow,
Nor Wit, Deflcent, nor Piety can aid,

To refcue thee from Death’s eternal fhade,

Fer neither can the Goddefs of the Wood,

Free her chafte favourite from the Stygian blood ;
Nor Thefus (all his valiant efforts vain)

Releafe Pirithous from th' infernal chain,

A RIDDLE, BY THE®AME.

[Fﬁt i her Poems. ]

IN OR form, vor fubftancg in my being (hare,
I'm neither fire, nor water, carth, nor air;
From motion’s force alone my birth derive ;

1 ne’er can die, for never was alive :

* And
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And yet with fuch extenfive empire reign,
That very few efcape my magic chain,

- - Nor time, nor place, my wild excurfions bound ;

I break all order, Nature’s laws confound
Raife fchemes without contrivance or defign,
And make apparent contraditions join ;
Transfer the Thames where Ganges waters roil,
Unite th’ Equator to the frozen poie ;

Mid’ft Zembla’s ice bid bluthing rubies glow,
~ And Britifh harvefts bloom in Scythian fnow g
Caufe trembling flocks to fkim. the raging main,
And {caly fithes graze the verdant plain;,
Mzke light defeend, and heavyibodits rifc, |
Stars fink to earth, and earth alcénd to fkies. e
1f Nature lie deform’d in Win t'ry froft,
And all the beauties of the Spring be loft,
Rais’d by my pow’r, new verdure decks the ground,
And fmiling flow’rs diffufe theiy fiveets around,
The fleeping dead I fummon from the tomb,
And oft anticipate the living’s doom
Convey offenders to the fatal tree,
When law or ﬂfatagem have {et them free.
Aw’d by no checks my roving flights can foar
Beyond Imagination’s a&ive pow’r,
I view each country of the ipacicus earth,
Nay, vifit realms that never yet had birth ;
Can trace the pathlefs regions of the air,
And fly, with eafe, beyond the ftarry fphere,

o0
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So {fwift my operations, in an hour

I can deftroy a town, OF build a tow’r;

Play tricks would puzzle all the fearch of Wit,
And fhew whole volumes that were never writ.

In fure records my myitic pow’rs confeft,

Who rack’d with cares a haughty tyrant’s breaft ;
Charg’d in prophetic emblems to relate
Approaching wrath, and his peculiar fate,

Oft to the good by Heaven in Mercy fent,

I’ve arm’d their thoughts again{t fome dire event ;
As oft in chains prefumptuous villains bind,

And haunt with reftlefs fears the guiity mind,

._ .
Nullunt Numen babes fi fit Prudentia, fd te

Nos facimus, Fortuna, Deam, Celoque locamus.
JUV,

BY THE BAME, A

[Not in her Poems.]

W HATEVER we think on’t, Foftune’s but a toy,
Which cheats the foul with empty fhows of joy; -
A meer ideal creature of the braw, .
That reigns the idel of the mad and vain;
Deiudes their fenfes with a fair difguife,
And fets an airy blifs before their eyes,

But
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But when they hope to graip the glit’ciug prey,
Th’ inftable phantom vanifhes away,

S0 vap’ry fires miflead umvary fwains,
Who rove benighred o'er the dewy plains.
Drawn by the f;iitl;h:ﬁ meteor’s glimm’ring Ly,
Thro® devious paths, and lonely wilds theyitray !
Too late convine’d their fad initlake deplore,
And find their home more diftant thaa before.

Could mortals learn to limit their defires,
Little fupplies what Nature’s want requites ;
Gontent affords an inexhaufted ftore, o
And void of that a Monarch’s wealth is peor.

Grant but ten thoufand pounds, Plilaurus cries,
That happy fum would all my wants {uffice,
Aflenting pow’rs the golden blefling grant,

But with his wealth his wifhes too augment,
With anxious care he pines amidit his ftore,
And ftarves himfelf to get ten thoufand more.

Ambition’s charms Philotimus mnfpire,
A Treasrer’s {taff the pitch of his defire :
The {taff he gains, yet murmurs at his fate,
And longs to fhine firlk Minifter of State,

A coach and four employ’d Cofmelia’s cares,

For this fhe.hourly worried Heav’n with pray’rs,
™4
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Did this, when gain’d, her reftlefs temper fix ?

No, the fuli prays~¥or what ?~A coach and fix,

Thus when thro’ Fortune’s airy rounds we firay,

Our footfteps rove from Nature’s certainway ;
Thro’ endlefs labyrinth of Error run,

And by the fond deluftsir avefiddone ;

Suill viinly resching at a franfient blifs,
Purfue the thadow, and the fubftance mifss
Tall after all our wand’ring fchemes, we find
‘That true content dwells only in the mind,
Thofe joys on no external aid depend,

But 1n ourfelves begin, and there mift end,
From Virtue only thofe delights muit flow,
Which neither wealth nor titles can befiow.

A foul, which uncorrupted Reafnn fways,

With calm indiff’rence Fortune’s gifts furveys,

If Providence an afiiuent ftore denies,

Its own intrinfic worth that want fupplies;
Difdains by vicious actions to acquire
That ghtt'ring trifle valgar minds admire,”
With eafe to Heav'n’s fuperior will refigns,
Nor meanly at anothei’s wealth repines.
Firraly adheres to Virtue's fleddy rules,
and {corns the fickle deity of fools,

IN
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IN DIEM NATALEM,

Ex ﬂlnr ﬂ’xw‘uwsﬂx,' X big Asx ,'?.,-r,:'yETE, Ihfl'ulﬂ'ﬂ{.
' THEOC,

—— FPivendi refte gu: provogat Horam
Rauflicus expectar dum difluar Amnis : at ille
Labitar, & labetur in omne wolubilis ;Ewvum. HORAT,

[ This is in her Works, but much altered. J

THoOU power fupreme, by whofe command I ive,
The grateful tribute of my praife receive,
To thy indulgence I my being owe,
And all the joys which from that betng flow.
Scarce eighteen funs have form'd the rolling year,
And run their deftin’d courfes round this {phere,
Since thou my undiftinguith’d frame furvey’d,
Among the lifelefs heaps of matter laid.

"Thy fkill my elemental clay refin’d,
The firaggling parts in beauteous order join’d,
With perfe& fyinmetry compos’d the whole,
And ftampt thy facred 1mage on my foul ;
A foul fufceptible of endlefs joy,
Whofe frame, nor force, nor tune, can e’er deitrov,
But fhall fubfift when Nature claims my breath,
And bid defiance to the pow’r of death ;
'To realins of blifs with aétive Freedom foar,
And live when carth and tkies fhall be no more.

Indu'gent
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Indulgent God ! in vain my tongue eflays;
Fer this immortal gitt, tofpeak thy praife,
How ihall my heart irs grateful fenfe reveal,
Where all the energy of words muf fail 2
O may its influence in my life appear,
And every adtion prove my thanks lincere !

Grant me, gfeat God, aheart to thee mnclin’d ;

Increafe my faith, and re&ify my mind,
feach me betimes to tread thy facred ways,
&nd to thy fervice confecrate my days,

Still as thro® Life’s uncertain maze [ firay,
Be thou the guiding ftar to mark my way,
Condust the tteps of my unguarded youth,

-And point their motions to the paths of Truth,

]

Proted me by thy providential care,

And teach my fou! £ avoid the tempter’s {nare,
Thro® all the varied icenes of human life,

in calius of cale, or bluft’ring ftorms of grief;
Thro' every turn of this inconftant fate,
Preferve my temper equal and redate,

Give me a mind thae bravely dares delpife
The low deligns and artifice of Vice,

Be my religion fuch as taught by thee,

Alike from Pride and Supecrftiiion free.

Inform my judgment, rectify my will,

Confirin my reaton, and my paffions 23]l
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To gain thy favour be my onlyend,

Ard to that fcope my every action tend.
Amidft the pleafures of a profp'rous fate,

. Whofe flatt’ring charms toooft the mind elatc,
Still may I think to'whom thofe joys I owe,
“And blefs the bounteous hand from whenee they fow,
‘Or if an adverfe fortune be my fhare,

Let not its terrors tempt me to defpair;

But bravely arm’d a ficady Faith mittain,

“ And own all beft which thy decrees ordafn ;-
On thy almighty providence depend,

" The beft protetor, and the fureft friend,

Thus on Life's ftage mﬁy I my part maintaig,
- And at my exjt thy applaufes gain. o

T




