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©¥ THE TALKED OF MARRIAGE OF THE EARL OF
) _
MARCH, NOW DUKE OF QUEENSBURY, WITH

THE F;&.IR LADY BHARRIET STANHOPE.

BY CAPT, E. THOMSON,

I.

SAY, Jockey Lord, advent’rous Maccaroni,
Sofpruce, foold, {0 dipper, fliff and ftarch,
Why quit the amble of thy pacing poney ?
Why on a filly rik the faine of March #
| B i A
Confult the equeftrian bard, wife Chiron Beéver,
Or Dr, Heber's learned Sybil leaves,

And they, true Members of the Siavoir Fiarre,
Will tell the wond’rous things that love receives.

You. V. B 111, Vi’hy
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I11.
Why in the fpavin of your days, fweet Sir,
Attempt to draw on Cupid’s little boot 5
Let Jockey Grofvenor’s fate, alas! deter,
Ah think, Newmarket Lord, what things may

fpfﬂ“t- : -
1V,

Few Tits, perhaps, were ever higher bred,
What fhoulders, limbs! you know, my Lord, fhe
ftausch is, | T
She’s frefh from pafture, never back’d or fed,
_For you, the fhould be thrown upon her haunches,

V.
Ah think, *Squire Groom, in dpite of Pembroke's
bits,-. . | ‘
An abler rider oft have loft his feat,
Young thould thejnckey be who mounts fuch tits,
Or he’ll be run away with every heat.

VI,

Stick to the ]’nckey Club, attend your bard,
Nor ever think of dancing Love’s cotillion ;

For Ligonier, who gallop’d quite as hard,

" Was double diftanced by his own poftilion.

AN
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~ TO LADY BAB EVERGREEN, AT BATH, FROM mﬁ

~~ VIZARD, ON THE MASQUERADE,

. BY THE SAME-

:D-ﬂ' i _L.!-F T-"'
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"tﬁl&nf our fweet Mafque-
Of the JEﬂ'S that were pafs’d and the tricks we al-l
: play’d, | * : sy I52
* Of the dreffes, the dances, &partments, and Tlights,
‘Of the wits and the fools, and the beauties and fngh’tz
I fhall write you a fketch ere I ftep into bed,

Thn at fix'in the morn, with fuch pranks in m}r_-

| ”Tu no wander m;;' €yes are as heavy as lead.
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- ¥When we eunter’d this paradife, judge, my dear
hiadam,

With what plexfure we met our firft anceftor Adam,

‘Good God! ’twas o awful to fee whence we fprung;

I‘Gr the drefs to his body moft prettily clung :

And left his green girdle fhould pafs for dame Eve®s;

"He kept on the friit, which pecp’d out ‘twixt the
leaves,

There {carce was a habit but what was admir’d,
Such plenty of jewels—f{ome borrow’d-—ifome hir’d ;
And many a pearl and a diamond did pafs,

Which at peep of the dawn prov’d of wax or of glafs,
How foft were the {ofas ! how bright thone the luitres!
How charming the mirrors we flock’d to in clufters !
For they we agreed all the figures look’d beft,

When each faw her own, which fhe thounght beat

the rett,
You know a whole week, day and night we went
thopping ;

We ranfack’d the town, from St. James’s to Wapping,
Yet {fure the varicty anfuu’d {uch pains,

Inventions that rarely have enter’d folks brains :
What numbcers of Dervifes, Druids, and Priefls,
Grave Pilgrims and Athiops, Monks andwild Beafts ;
Sure nec’er will fuch creatures again meet together,
Until the faft trumpet, nor then, perhaps, netther.
For Peafants and Gyplies fat fwilling champaigne,
With old Britith heroes, and proud dons of Spain 3
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“Rich Nabobs and Sultans thook hands with torn ragsy
Apoilo and Mars danc’d with Beldams and Hags,
:The men in the main were but boorifh ftupid, -
For Bacchus had votaries, far mo:-¢ than Cupid ;
While one of the ¢rowd wag a madinan protefs’d,
Bﬁwhieh you will Judge hiru lefs mad than the refls
But now for the women, why nine out ot ten
So doubtful were clad, you might take them for men ;
*Fill threwdly enough, ’'twixt their knees and their
necks, '
For decency fake, they difcover’d their fex,
Whole groups were attentive, while Lane talk'd fo
clever, |
And Wald’grave’s fair wndnw look’d buxem as ¢ver,
Full many a lover who long’d to accoft her,
Was kept at a diftance by Humphry of Glo’er.
Old haggards I mark’d, ftuck with gems fo de-
lightful,
‘Which hung there as lights for to fhew them more
frightful ;
While Lev'{on attralted a juft admiration, .
Decrepid old hermits fcarce ftood the temptation
"I'wixt Cockburne, and Abington, Granard, and
Craven,

Fair Pembroke, with others fo fam’d on the Avon,
And Pallas whole eyes were too black for a raven,

¥ 3 - But
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- But a tight fmirking milk-maid, in dowlafs and pat
tens, .

Eclips®d ~ tinfels, our filks, and our fattins :

While many a fhepherd kept telling his tale,

The warmth of Ler blufh turn'd the milk in her pail.

Now the clock had gone five—’twas time for re-

treating,

So I left near an hundred, or yawning, or eating ;

A few noble couples ftaid fitting on thorns,

T'o watt till the moon thould have drawn in her hnrns.

Then as every conjugal duty was parry’d

They hail’d it the beft night fince they were marry’d.

Pale virgins there were, who confefs’d their young
fears, “

While matrons march’d off with bold grenadlerﬂ.

*Twere endlels to mention the many rare jokes,

Repeated or whifper’d betwixt us arch folks;

Nor 1s it quite fitting, for girls at my years,

To {peak from their lips all that enters their ears;

I fhall now go to fleep, and thank Godin my

ming,

What 1s done in a dream leaves no traces behind,

& EPIGRAM
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EPIGRAM

©ON A GENTLEMAN BUYING HIMSEL ‘A SHOE,
HORN,

BY THRE SAME,

SAYS Mum to his {poufe, fome occafion Il fteal,
And make up your antlers, friend Ned:

Since I find you have added one horn to your heel,
I’ll anfiver for two for your head,

A SATLOR’S DESCRIPTION OF THE MASQUERADE ¢

AS PLAYED BEFORE THE KING OF DENMARK To
A CROWDED, MOTLEY AUDIENCE, IN THE HAY~

MARKET.
BY THE SAME.

LI TTLE Moll, faith, and I from Wapping
came up,
To {ce the fine thew and the folks ;
But for fear of miftakes we thought beft for to fup;
For thefe courtiers have comical jokes.

~=

When firft we came in, I was ’maz’d to behold,
.«IN1ght at once was all chang’d into day:

'I-ﬁ folks fecem’d to roll like a vaft fea of gold,
And the gall’ry ftuff’d full like a play.

Little
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Little Moll dropp’d a-flern, being afraid to make
fail, "
'Till1  her helm took a fpelk ;
When whip in a trice, fhe fteer’d wp within hail
Of the devil, juft landed from hell,

Lord blefs me, fays fhe, Ben! where have we got ¢
This company’s too good for que /

Sure at home he was cold, and’s come here to be hot,
For fuch devils I never did fee !

The devil ! ne’er mind-—heave a-head, my dear gir},
And 'l fhew you the King of the crew ;

Each Duke, :av'ry Duchefs—each Lady and Earl,
And when I bump-~do you court’fy @ /

Like a TragedQueety when Mofl faw the King, -

Plump on ber bare Fnecs fhe Sell dowwn s

But, by Neptune, I {fvon made her rife with a {pring,
And {wore the knew nought of the town,

We parted--and I, faith, who like to be f{narr,
Clapp’d on board of a fhepherdefs fweet,

Who, with no other crook than her eyes, hook’d my
heart,

As faft as if preft in the Fleet,
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She pull’d me gbout (till parch’d was my mouth}
At the rate of ten knots by the log :

But I foon found this:King was no " :ayouth
For he Burgundy gave us as grog. |

This gay little fhepherdefs, faith, was fo fmart,
She tow’d me from pillar to poft, )

Some call’d me a lubber, unfit for my part,
And wreck’d on the malquerade goait.

Mandarins and Nabobs were as plénty as ricr,
- Jews, Negroes, Banyans, and what not ;
‘There were characters purchas’d at every price,
Unlefs the raw, bra, letter’d Seor.

In this ocean of pleafure, egad, there were tars,
Who ne’er paft the buoy of the Nore ;

There were foldiers, like Hymen, who knew not of
wars,

And domino fools by the feore.

There were pilgrims and quakers, blaf‘ks, witches,
and nuns,

Minervas without fenfe or tongue,
Who falter’d and lifp’d out fome feminine puns 3
* Do you know me ?”"—was all faid or fung,

5% & rive.
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Grave conjyrors too, who ne’er conjur’d before,
And harlequins heavy as drofs ;

Mild Night too, who long fhone the fun of the fhores
But fet in the fair Mrs, Rofs, ¥

Old wives were at once to duil Gen'rals turn’d ;
And Tancred indprrowful ftrain,

Wept PaiLip’s wrongs——and then o
For Diana from lewd Drury-lane.

‘There was {upper they faid—we got nothing to eat ;
Here a fort, there a town, here St, Paul :

But all eram’d, as at _fhor? allowvance of meat,
Gorging garrifons, gardens, and alls

By {trange kitchen alchymy every difh
Seem’d tranfmuted for Eptcure Mammon :

There was fithified flefh, and flefhified fith ;
A calf’s head feam’d a fine jolc of falmon.

When I thought T took one thing, another I got;
The Frenchecouvk fo well knew his trade,

That ev'ry thing look’d like what 1t was not,
And the Cithes were all MASQULRADE.,

* Behold, in charadterof Aoy
All clad 1m dark arrav,
Fanny op;ears -—the thought how 1ripht -
Fanny L hae Ger Day,

There



[ 15 ]
There were none loft their wit, there were fome loft
fome {weat,
In thort ’twas all Hebrew to me;
So my anchor I trip’d, with my kind little Bet,
And paid Moll awith a top-/ail at leas '

vro¥ TWITCHER=——PUNTING FOR A WAGER
AT HAMPTON-COURT, WITH THE LORD DUDLEY
WARD—AND MI$S BAY, LIKE A SECOND CLEOs
FATRA, ETANDING ON THE EXNKS TO ng‘sEnvf

THE PEAYTS OF THESE HEROES. | '

BY THE SAME,

CEE how the King—his littic flaves rewards,

An age of frolics—and a youth of cards.

See the elefted Neptune of our ifle,

Strip to his fhirt to make his miftrefs fmile—

Some men to bunting, fome to puniing take,

At feventy-four, old Twitcher turns a rake,

And while he thoves and ftrives upon the wave,

His beauteous Thais fmiles upon her flave:

And in harmonious numbers moves his care—
Chaunting—¢* None but the brave deferve the fair,”

Cefar and Pamp{y—ﬂn the rapid |
Once drew the beauteous Cleﬂpatra s frnile :

b The am'able Mrs, Powel—wife of thﬁsTragr}:dim.

B 6 'Sn'
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So Dudley Ward—and jemmy "Twitcher gay,
Court the applaufes of the gentle Ray=—

"The heroes flart—they punt before her eyes,
And my Lord Dudley bore away the prize;
Yor when erect the gullant Twitcher ficod,

e mifs'd his thove—and tumbled in the mud s
Ah—wo is me~  tT the truth (hould tell,
But Thais clapp’d her hands when Jemmy’
And to profefs at once her great regard,

Flew to the open arms of Dudley Ward.

On Pouipey’s fate—did Cleopatra {mile,

When his old head—roll’d blubbering down the Nile,

ON LORD NORTH IN THE ITOUBE OF COMMONS SFEAK-
1NG ONE DAY OF THE PULLIC CHARACTER OF
LORD SANDWICH,

BEY THE 5AME,

L ORD Nourth fpeaking one day in the IHoufe of
Commouns of the public charadter of Lord Sandwich,
termed his Lovdilup *¢ an ave and faitlfil fervant
of the wation.” According to the votes this ¢ ablke
and faiitful createre,” in the year 1771, was entruited
with swe milliofs a: d an Lalf of the public money, as
a rupture with Epain was, at that time, expeéted,
‘T he rupture did not happen.

For
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For form’s feke Topray, o - e SETGES o8
You'll tell ns—MISS RAY, . st
What then did become of the money 2 g i
- Lord Sandwich is juft, L FEE o

I’ll vouch for hls_t;uﬁ,

Whom T choofe nnt to nam&,
' I"ur tn:t:h.,m ﬂil Enﬂw, isa h@he;l -

Sk |
J =

"Canl.augh at al:i truths in the Blblﬂ“

It is curious to obferve how the minifters, in eacﬁ
houfe of parliament, p«f one another. Is Lord Nurth bl
- dttacked in the Houfe of Peers—Lord Sandwich i lﬂﬂn_ _
his legs in an inftant te declare, ‘¢ That there mzrc

)

was, @ better Firft Lovd of the Treafury.” Is ‘the Firf *Ef":
Commifioner of the Admigalty cenfured in the Houf@t
of Commons—Lord Nﬂrth 'prﬂuﬂunces Lord § ,' :
wich to be, * & moff !)?#, Jaithful, and Mgﬂt

Jervant of bis king ﬂﬂd country.’’ ~ G

Sa}s anku to Pea:.hum, “ You'se gthmg tn fra:r,ﬁ-
261 f they battle in front, I'll defend in th& reak,”’ "

_Says Peachum to Lockit, ¢ I laugh ”hum, A
#¢ Let me finger the pelf, they may 3l kifs my =" <

* - A
1 ‘ "‘ ‘ , h ;
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TO THE MEMORY OE CAPT. JOHN BENTINCI{,
WHO WAS A NATIVE OF HOLLAND, A COM-

MANDER IN THE ENGLISH NAYY, AND NEPHEW
TO THE DUKE OF PORTLAND,

BY THE SAME,

A Public lofs ~ a public tear,

And fuch a ration gives to BenTINCK’s bier
Whofe ative genius, gallantry and fenfe,
Gave him amongtt his corps the firft pretence ¢
Our navy’s ornament, his country’s grace,

In private virtues briiliant to his race.
Trinmphant thus, o'er life’s tumultuous wave,
His veflel with glory to the grave.

TO THE MEMORY OF MR, CHARLES DEKIS,
JUNE 11, 1772,

BY THE SAME.

ATTEND this Monody, ye mournful Nixe,
And featter evergreens around the thrine !
"Twis he did hovour t: the 3w/’ train,

And gave this happy itle a new * fontaiune ;

Lisyd iang his fame—to whom he thew’d regard,
This Thomjon wilt—and Garrict lov'd the Bard,

THE

A, Charles Denis wes the bynther of Sir Peter——bre ! to phiy-

fic, which he did not pradlice Cor fume years before his deaili—
Mr,
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T HE TIME S

BY THE SAME,

THE 'Squire he votes, yet frets and kills hig

mautten,
'The Alderman he growls, and lives a glutton :
Thedames of qual uncheck’d by morals run on,
Whilft poor John Bull hasnought to put his foot on.,
Yet G—— with Pircly laughs, and turns a button

E, T.

PERIWIGOMEN O S.

A CONGRATULATORY ODE FROM THE BoDY Op
BARRBERS TO THE KING, UPON WEARING A
WIG, WRITTEN AT THE REQIUEST OF THE
FRATERNITY OF SHAVERS, BY CHa, CURL.

BY THESAME,

BA RBERS, fbavers, dreffers all,
Obey the glorious call ;

Pour oil upon your heads and ground,

And {nap your fingers round !

Snip, Snap ! v

BMr. Garrick ufed tocall bim his oldeft friendi—He trantlated
many of Fontaiae’s Fables, which were publithed in the Poetical
Magazine by My, R, Lloyd. He had a great deal of wit and
tivacity, and pablihed many ingenicus Falless

Now
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Now cach prepare his thining ﬂrap,l
And let his razor glide along,
Quick by flarts, but let the ftrokes be firong,
Hail! hail ! all hail this day !
The King he threw his hair away !
Joy to his razor’d head !
Joy to the T yburn-bob .*'
That firft did wed
His fat, his jolly noh,

O ! what jovs will now come after,
Curl your mulcies boys with Taughter 7
Ev’ry barber takes his rig,
George the Third, boys, wears a wig s
Swouth his Royal pericranium bare,
O ! *t15 3 noble nob without its hair.
Come lweet tripping, buxom daughter,
Draw us tily heads of porter !
And let it rile,
In fnowy foam, or ratheg
Likc the faireft lather,
Spurkling to our longing cyes,
You've iieard an ancient ftory, burbers white,
OF Ferenice's huir,
Which has thie fkies bedight
She, fle, e,
Delightful, royal drab,
Was not free, fice,
Alas! frem the {eab,

ﬂatmmﬂ Livealy
Mo'ﬂttﬁ-21-

YWhen
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When the firft barber of the pole,
A great, a mighty foul ;
~Did invent,
To her content,
A covering for her head ;
For this invention,
Drew the attention,
Of each Egyptian fecr ;
Who ev’ry year,
For years before
By mighty Mars had fwore,
“That their oracle was big,
With fomething ufeful, fomething queer,
And thiv, cad this, ye barbers was a Wie,
Happy, huppy, happy hair,
None buat the fair
Deferve a Wig,

‘The gods beyond meafure,
Took infinite pleafure, =
To curl and {rizzle
The old lady’s grizzle :
1b henour of Conon the haver,
Her hair it found favour,
Above and below,
Below and above,

Barbery
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Barbers have no foe,
No, no, no:
They are the fons of love,
From the clouds noew look down,
Nor Berenice frown ; }
Tho’ s Wig bears the Crown !
Thy {pleen and anger do not hurl,
Nor with thy water wet a prectous cur} !
But let it cafily fit
Upon his {eat of wit!
Shew thy benignity,
Unto its dignity !
Cha, Curly, Poct-bairial to the Company of
Gent'emen Periavig Makers,

ON THE DEATH OF LORD CLIYE,

Y THE SAME,

LIFE’s a furface fipp'ry, glafly,
Whereon tumbled Clive of Plafey »
All the wealth the Eqf could give,
Brib’d not Death to let him live ;
No diftinction’s in the grave,
*Tween the nabob and the flave.

EXTEMPORE,
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EXTEMTP O R E,

BY MR, C, CHURCHILZL.

CAPT. Thomfon having plaated fome {Veeping
willows before his houfe in the bridle road, Kew-Jane,
and Mr, Churchill furprifing him ane morning with
the window open, repeated,

Here lives a half-pay * poet run to ruft,
And all his willows weeping in the duit !

SHAKESPEARE's FEAST,
AN O0DE,

1.

TW AS at the folemn feaft, for laurels won,
By WILLIAM, old JOHN SHAKESPEARE’E fon,’

Aloft in awful ftate,
‘The May'r of STRATFORD f{ate,
Rais’d on a wool-pack’d throne :

* At this time Mr. Thomfon was a Licutenant of the Navy
en half-ray—having far down in this Hamlet after the termination
of a glorious war in the year 1762,in which he ferved in the Dorfet.
thire and Beliona, under the command of that gallant Caprain Sir
Peter Den's, who fo nobly diftinguifhed himfelf in the capture of
Le Raifonable, and in the defcat of Conflanss The Bellona aftere
waids took the Courageux,

His
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His Aldermen were plac’d arcund,

Thetr brows with fpreading antlers crown’d,
(5o aity {poufes thould be found)
The lovely Mayreis by bis fide
Satlike a plunp Hich.German bride,
_ Not lefs for fat renown’d, than pride,
F Happy, happy, happy May’r !
None but the fat,
None but the fat,
None but the fat delerve the bouncing fair,
I,
The bard of PERNEY plac’d on high
Amid the tuneful choir,
With flying fingers touch’d the wooden lyre:
"The notes, tho’ lame, afcend as high
As civic joys require.
The fong began from GARRICKs toil,
Who left his Liteuriann’s native foil,
(Such were his hopes of golden fpoil,)
King RICHARD’s crooked form bely’d the man ¢
Sublime on high-Heel'd fhioes he trod,
When firt he courted Lady ANNE
In Goopman’s-FirLps, till then an unfrequented
road.

AsHASTINGS next round PRITCHARDs waitt
he curl'd,
Or fhew’d, in DRUGGIER's rags, an idiot to the

world, :
The
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The lilt’ning crowd admire thl.’ﬁ?ﬂft}' found, .
A prefent SHAKESPEARE, loud they thout around &
A prelent SHAKESPEARE, loud the rafter’d hallg
rebound,
With prick’d up ears
His May’rthip hears ;
Aflumes the play’r,
Affelts to ftare,
And fhakes the room Ialt_)[nut his ears.
'The praife of ven’fon, then, the rapt enthufiait fung 3
Of ven’fon, whether old or young:
The julty haunch in triumph comes ;
Sound the trumpets ; beat the drums »
Flufl’d with a purple grace,
It thews its currant-jelly’d face :
Now give each feeder breath : [t comes, it comes 3
Ven’{on, ever fair and young, |
Drinking joys can beft reveal ;
Fat of ven’fon is a treafure,
Eating is the glutton’s pleafure :
Rich the treafure,
Sweet the pleafure,
Sweet as ttufling is with veal,

1V,
Sooth’d with the found, the May’r grew vain ;

Eat all his cuftards o'er again ;
Aud thrice he pick’d the hones of geefe and turkies

ﬂeiin- B
The
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The poet {aw h’f?ﬁnm ach rife,
His wat’ring mouth, his longing eyes 3
And while he necks and fides defy’d,
Chang’d his note, and check’d his pride,
He chofe a 1YBURN mufe
Soft pity to infufe s
He fung the deer-ftealer’s untimely fate
By laws fevere, tho® good,
Swinging, fwinging, fwinging, fwinging,
Swinging in too high a {tate,
For {pilling {ylvan blood,
Deferted at his utmoft need
By thofe his former thefts had fed,
Expos’d, e’en near his native town,
With not a friend to cut him down.
With joylefs looks the May’r dejelted {ate,
Tho’ ftill revolving in his foul
The various turns of {pits below ;
And now and then a backward figh he ftole,
While ftreams Pactolian fought their vent, to
flow.
V.
The bard of FERNEY {mil’d to fee
That {leep was in the next degree :
*Twas but a drow{y {train to keep,
For nurfes talk their babes afleep.
Gently dull, in hum-drum numbers,
Thus he footh’d his {oul to flumbers ; |
Picking
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Picking bones is toil #hd trouble,
SyHabub an empty bubble;
Never ending, ftill beginning, -
Eaung, ftill the fubftance mifling s
Think, if fat be worth thy winning,
Thy wife is furely worth the kiffing s
Both wifc and ven’fon fec befides thee!
Take what fare thy cook provides thee!
The many rend the fkies with loud applaufe ;
So Sleep was crown’d, tho’ FERNEY won the caufes
The May’r, fcarce able to keep ope his eyes,
Peep'd at the food,
That warm’d his bloed,
And lick’d his lips, and lick’d his lips,
And lick’d hss lips, (to flir in vain he tries )
At length, as funk in Sleep’s foft arms he ftretches,
The {norting magiftrate b=t his breeches,
VL
Now ftrike the Talt-box once again : ,
A louder yet, and yet a louder firain 1~
Ereak the bands of fleep afunder,
With neife more frequent than his poitern
thunder ! .
Hark ! hark ! the horrid found
Has rais’d up his head,
Tho® as heavy as lead,
And he fiares and {tinks around !

Revenge,
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.?ﬂr
Revenge, revenge, dread FERNEY cries,
Sec the critics arife !

See the volumes they rear
Only fit to cur! hair,
Tho’ each hop’d for an editor’s prize !
Behold the fnarling band,
Each with g farthing candle in his hand}
Thole are critical ghofts who for SHAKESPEARE
. were {lain,
And unburied remain
On fralls in Clare-court, Drury-lane.
Grve the fun’rals duc
To the wretched crew :
Behold how they tofs their nofes on high!
Bid them feek CroacinNA’s abode,
Congenial temples for fuch hoftile gods!
The company, pleas’d fuch expedient was hit on,
The May’r fnatch’d up CAPEL’s cdition to th—~tons
His wife the door unbair’d,
To light him to the yard,
As H—l—y held the link that fing’d the fam’d
North Briton,
Let GARRICK yield our May’r the prize,
Or both diwvide the crown s
This, rais’d an author to the ikies :
‘Fhat, threw tus entics down,

A BON
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A BON MOT,

©ON A LADY’S WEDDING BEING ON THE TWENTY~-
' FIRST OF DECEMBER,

BY MR, VAUG HAN,

R Eturn®d from the op’ra, as lately I fat,
Indif’rently chatting of this thing and that,

My Chloe I afk’d how it enter’d her head,

To fix on St. Thomas, of all days to wed ?

To which the-replied, with reafon the frongeft,

‘* Tho? thortelt the day is~—tbe aight, Sir, is longeff

THE FOLLOWING TLLUSTRIOUS PIERSONAGER WILL
APPEAR IN THE UNDER-MENTIONED DRESSES,
AND CHARACTERS, AT THE SUBSCRPTION MAS-
QITERADE, AT MRS, CORNELLY'S.

His n —3 10 a chitld’s frock and bib, followed
by L—d N s 10 the habit of un old woman, hold-
ing him in leading-itrings.

The Qe——, Cereas with a cornucopia,

The D— of Gl——-1, in the chara&er of Bened:ét
*he miarried man. ,

The D= of Cuti—~—d. in the charalter of Parls,

The P-——1, D rof W—cs, the witch of Endor,

VooV, L The
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The De= of Northe=—d, in Trappolin, in Duke
and no Duke,

The Duchefs, an ale-wife,

Five of the Maids of Honour, reprefenting the pa-
rable of the five foolith virgins, carrying the lampa
without oil, |

Mifs Van——t, in the charalter of one of the
wife virgins. . | - o

L—y Wald—-¢, in the charaer of the Ifland
I'rincefs,

‘The D—e of Gr—n, a Newmarket Jockey.

L—y Har-—— n, Meflalina,

L—d Lig——r, an old fatyr,

Mr. F—x, Sir John Falftaft,

L~—d Har—g—n, ao Alderman with a pair of
horns in his pocket.

IL.—d W—y—th, in the charater of a butcher,

L—y Hor—t Stan—e, Suiennah,

L—d Mar—h, foliowing her, in the charater of
onc of the Llders.

J.-—d Car—1le, the prodigal fon.

1.—d Tal—t, in the charatter of the ftarved cook
in the Mifer,

I.—d lert-=d, Rembrandt’s Gold-weigher.

L.—d Per--y, the od Priapas,

Sir F——r Nor—.;, the devil.

N Rig—yv, a <ranken Bacehanal,
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Mr. Ver—n, in the chara@er of F ortune, in a roh
of cards, a chain of dice about his neck, and a larg

box on his head,
p Do of Dmee, 23 bear in 2 chain,
Col, Lute=], a prizefighter, -

VER S E §

SENT BY A GENTLEMAN TO HIg LADY,

PRESENT OF a KNIFE,

A Knife, dear Girl, cuts Love they fayem
Mere modith Love, Pperhaps it may ;
For any tool of any kind,

Can fep’rate what was never join’d,
The Knife that cuts ouy Love in two,
Will have much tougher work to do »
Mutt cut your foftnefs, worth and Ipirit
Down to the vulgar fize of merit ;

To level your’s with modern tafte,

Muft cut a world of fenfe to wafte ;
And from your fingle beauty’s (tore,
Clip what would dizen out 1 lcore,
The felf-{ame blade from me mulit }Eu'cr
Benfation, judgment, fight, for €ver ;
All mem’ry of endearments paft,

All hope of comforts long te lait,

All that makes fourteen years with you,
A Summer ;—and a fhort 0Ng 100 ;

WITH A
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All that affeftion feels, and fears,
When hours, without you, feem like years, =
11l that be done (and 1’d as foon
Believe this Knife will chip the moon)
Accept my prefent undeterr’d,
And leave their Proverbs to the herd,
If in a Lifs—delicious treat '—
Your lips acknowledge the receipt;
Love, fond of fuch {ubftantial fare,
And proud to play the glutton there,
All thoughts of cutting wiil difdain,
Save ouly—* cut and come again.’

A GENTLEMAN, ON THE LATE ANNIVERSARY OF
H16 WEDDING-DAY, PRESENTED HTS WIFE WITH
A RING, AND THE FOLLOWING LINES,

BY THE SALMM[E,

“THEE, Mary, with this ring I wed,”
S0 {ixteen years ago I {aid—

Behold another ring !—*¢ For what £

*¢ To wed thee o’cr again,—why not #"—

With the rresT ring I married Youth,
Grace, Beauty, Innocence, and Truth
CTafte long adiniy’d, Senie long rever’d
And aill my MovrLy rrex appear’d, '
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It fhe, by merit fince difclos’d, .
Prave twice the woman I {fuppos’d,
I plead that double merit now,

To jultity a double vow,

Here then, to-day, (with faith as {Ure,
With ardour as intente and pure,
As when amidft the rites divine
Y took thy troth, and plighted mine)
To thee, fweet girl, my sEconp ring,
A token and a pledge I bring ;
With this T wed, till Death us part,
Thy riper virtues to my heart; %
Thefe virtues, which, before untry’d,
The wife has added to the bride ;
Thofe virtues, whofe progreffive claim,
Endearing Wedlock’s very name,
My foul enjoys, my fong a pproves,
Fer Confcience fake, as well ag Love's,

For why ?—They thew me hour by hour
Hononr's high thought, Affe®ion’s pow’r,
Difcretion’s deed, found Judgment’s fentence s
And teach me all things—but Repentance !

THE
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THE FOLLOWING BEAUTIFUL LINES WERE WRIT-
TEN BY A L.ADY, ON OBSERVING SOME WHIIL
Hs1IRS ON HER HUSBAND'S HEAD,

T110U to whofe power relutantly we bend,
Foe to life’s fairy dreams, relentlefs Time,
Alike the dread of lover, and of friend,
Why ftamp thy feal on manhood’s rofy prime ?
Alceady twining 'mid(t iny Thyrfis® hair,
"The fnowy wreaths of age, the monuments of care.

Thro’ all her forfns, tho” nature owns thy {way,
That boafted fway thou'lt here exert in vain;
'To the laft bean of life’s declining day,
Thyrfis fhall view, unmov'd, thy potent reign,
Secuie to picafe, whilft goodnefs knows to charm,
¥ancy and talte delight, or fenfe and truth inform,

Tyrant, when from that lip of crimfon glow,
Swept by thy chilling wing, the rofe thall fly 4
When thy rude fevthe indents his polifh’d brow,
And quench’d 1s all the luftre of his eye ;
When ruthlefs age difperfes ev’ry grace,
Each {mile that beams from that enchanting face—

‘Then,
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“Then, thro’ ber ftores, thall active Mem’ry rove,
Teaching each various charm to bloom anew,
And fill the raptur’d eye of faithful love,
Shall bend on Thyrfis jts delighted view
Still thall he triumph, with refiftlefs power,
Still rule the conquer’d heart to life’s remoteft hoyr,

THE FRANTIC L OV ER,.

Ziffuat ingens
- dmo in covde purdory mixtogne infania luity,
Bt Buriis agitatus amor s

AND mall then another embrace thee, my fair p
Mult envy till add to the pangs of defpair}

Shall T live to behold the reciprocal Dlefs 3

Death, death is a refuge, Elyfium to this !

The ftar of the cvening now bids thee retire,—
Accurs’d be its orh,  and extingnifh'd its fire !

For it fliews me my rival prepar'd to invade
Thofe charms which at once [ admir’d and obey'd,

Far off each forbidding incumbrance i thrown,
And, Sally, thy beauties no more are thy own ;
‘Thy coynefs too fies, as love brings to thy view
A trance more extatic than faint ever knew.

C 4 dl""!‘l ot
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And yet 1 behold thee, tho’ longing to die,
Approach the new heav’n with 3 tear and a figh;
For oh! the fond figh *midit enjoyment will firay,
And a tear is the tribute which rapture muft pay,

Srilly il doft thou tremble that pleafure to feek,
Which pants in thy bofoin, and glows on thy check 3
Contufion and fhiame thy foft wifles deftroy,

And terror cuts off the weak bloffom of joy.

Ah! had Ibeenbleft with thy beanty, my fair,
With fondeft attention, with delicate care,

My heart would bave try’d all thy fears to remove,
And pluck’d every thorn from the rofs of love !

My infolent rival, more proud of his right,
Contemns the {fweet office, that foul of delight?
Lefs tender, he {eizes thy lips as his prey,

And all thy dear limbs the rough fummons obey, -

LEv’n now more licentious—rafh mortal forbeas I-—

Reitrain him, O Venus! Jet him too defpair !—

Freeze, freeze the {wift fireams which now hurry to
join,

And curfe him with paflions unfated like mine !

How.
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How weak is my rage his fierce joy to controuf®
A kifs from thy fweet lips fhoots life to his foul ;
Thy froft too diffolv’d in one current is run,
And all thy keen fﬂElln gs are blended in one.

Thy limbs from his limbs a new warmth fhall ac-
quire, | |

His paflions from thine fliall redouble their fire ;

il wreck’d and o’erwhelm’d in the ftorm of delights

"Thine ears lofe their hearing, thine eyes lole their
fight. |

Here conqueft muft pavfe (tho’ it ne’er can be cloy’d)
To view the rich plunder of beauty ‘€fijov’d ;

The trefles ditheveil’d, the bofom difplay’d

And the wifles of years in a moment repaid.

A thoufand foft thoughts in thy fancy combine?
A thoufand wild Liorrors aflemble in mine!

Relicve me, kind death*‘ thut the {cene from my
view, T

And {ave me, O fave me, ere madnefs enfue!

C g VERSEDS
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VER S E §

TO A YOUNG LADY, WITH A NEW EDITION OF
SHAKESPEARE.

ACCEPT, fiveet maid, each {cene that Shakespeare

a’rﬂu,

scenes, whofe great leffons may improve ev’n you !
‘ |

Tempef?.
Behold your image in his Zempefl thewn,
Yor fure Miranda’s fpotlefs mind’s YOUL OWD e

Gentlemen of Veronas
Let falfe Zerona’s rake your anger move,
But fpare his friend, who boafts a conftant love.

Merry Hives of Windfor,
‘To check your mirth though prudith matrons try,
With Mitirefs #o,4 in harmlefs frolics vie,

Meofure for Meafure.
Like Zfalel, on virtue found your pleafure ;
*¢ Quit Iike with like, give Meajure fill for Megw
f:?‘f'.},

Comedy of Errors,
With Adyiana’s, be your rage fupprefs’d,

For life’s a fccne of Errers at the helt, |
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Much ado about Nothing.
TFrom Clandic’s fcorn, and injur’d Hero’s blame,
Learn what fmall flips o’erturn a woman’s fame,

Love's Labour Lofi.
"T'o try their temper, lovers fometimes roaft

Like Rofaline, whofe Labour was not Lofi,

Midfummer Night's Dream,
Like Hermia, rather from a pareat part,
Than yicld your perfon, and withhold your heart,

Merchant of Venice,
Wife Portia’s catkets, ere you wed, employ ;

Who chufe for riches, ne’er will give you Joy

#: As Fou Like It.
And when youl point, like Rofalind, you've carry’d,
Strive not to wear the breeches when you’re marry’d.

Tarﬂfﬂg the Shreav,
Stilt Karb'rine’s conquer’d paflions keep 1n vietw,
Ere fome Petruchio comes to Tame a §Slreww ;

ﬂjﬂf’j H”E’fffﬁﬂf E?J'(?.F F;'?’;'J!t
And when your Graces have a Bertram warm'd,
Think no bad hufband is a tuke reform’d,

Cé Tavelfth
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. T‘I-Ufgf.‘f}.? N’ga{?f .
‘When Rt‘fvfr, or .(?gnr-ff.’,rffi‘ for love prlif:!,."f
Detctt the drunkard, and the fool defpife.

Winter’s Tale,
Ne'er of your hutband’s friend too fond appear,
Leontes” jealoufy may clfe be near,

Mﬂf&:‘tf’.
And left ambition blaft your peacefn] life,
Behold the end of Cardir’s guilty wife,

ﬁ'?ﬁg _‘7{'} It
Of love maternal mark the influence mild,
When widow’d Conflance weeps her murder’d child,

ay Richard I,
Through changing fortunes let thy faith be feen,
A bright example fhines in Richard’s Queen,

K;'.*{g ]{.—m_y 17, 2 partia
And, if a foldier you fhould chance to mairy,
Know, whiic Le's abiint, you it home muft tarry,

Kony [enry 7
Like t'other &are, no Lawltring fover blame
Half French, halt Loghili, honeft tove’s the fame,
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King Heary V1, 3 parise
O’er pious Henry, forrow’s tribute pay—
But make your hufhand &/ as well as pray;

King Richard IIL
Yet clafp no ftatefman, Glo’ fier like, too clofe,
Soon cloy’d, they’ll give poor lady Aure a dofe;

King Henry VIIL,
And know, like Bailen, fhould you match above you,
T he great may marry—but not long will love yow

Coriolanus,
No patriot Marcins take, thelr faitt’s but brittle,
'They love thewr country much-—their wives but littlce

Fulius Cezfar.
To Pertia’s altions, all but one, afpire—
For what is drinking drams but fwallowing fire ?

Anthony and Cleopatra,
Hate {pendthrift Arseaies, who cram the fair,
Aud make them drink the pearls they’d rather weate

T imon.
To no grave Zimox be your favour fhewn,
He ne’er can love your fex who hates his own

?T-.. t‘?fih
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T, Andronicus,

No Cﬁnk like Andronicus, deign to try, -
Whofe great ambition foars to raile=a pye,

T, and Cre ffida,
Nor e’er like Crefil, wanton girl, be led
By fome old pander to a lawlefs bed.

- Cymbeline,
Accept no Poflbumus content to roam ;e
Such, fend their fpies to tempt a wife at home,

King Lear.
Your deareft children’s wav’ring duty fear,
Nor give up all your wealth like beggar’d Lear ;

Romeo and Fuliet, |
But let fome Romeo that {oft nature move,
Mix with thy foul, and yield thee love for love.

Hamlet.
In each rude Hamlet’s bo{om fcorn a part,
Whoie only triumph is to break your heart:

O:hello,
And all bdlack hufbands—they’re enough to fright

one ;
May Zara long live happy with a avbite one |

T HE
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THE FOLLOWING COPY OF VERSES ARE TO 3E
SEEN ON A SMALL COTTAGE, OR BUILDING, IN
THE RUSTIC TASTE, INTENDED AS A PLACE OF
RETIREMENT, BUILT BY POWIS, ESQg
IN A GROVE BY THE RIVER SEVERN, ABOUT A
MILE FROM LITTLE WALCOT, IN THE GOUNTY
OF SALOP.

STAY paffenger, and tho’ within,

Nor gold, nor glitt’ring gems are {ee¢n,
To ftrike thy dazzl'd eye,

Yet enter, and thy ravith’d mind

Beneath this humble roof fhall find
What gold will never buy.

Within this {olitary cell,

Calm Thought and {weet Contentment dwell,
Parents of blifs fincere:

Peace {preads around her balmy wings,

And banifl’d from the courts of kings,
Has fix’d her manfion here,

ELEGY,
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E L E G Y,

ON THRRE DEATH OF ADMIRAL BYNG,

Faral vicifiude 7

Was it for this that fortune grac’d thy birth,
Beflow’d thee titled honour, poinp, and place,
And pointed out the way that led to worth,
‘T'o make thy death conipicuondly bafe ?

Grant me, juft heavens ' to hreathe in defart air,

And mourn my days in folitude forlorn,
Rather than feat me in Ambition’s chair,

If T muit live and die my country’s {corn,

Yet from the fmalleft to the greatest crimes,
some little thare of gentle pity’s due
Bricons ! if *tis withheld in other climes,
‘The poor offender claims the debt from you,

"Tis your’s to follow radiant truth, to poife
The {cales of justice with an even hand:

But then s great, s juft to fympathizemm
Llte wherefore breathe ye in a chridian landy

Sinee
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Since he has paid the forfeit of the laws,
I'ndulgﬁ his friends the tribute of a figh ;

1t will not wrong a fufl’'ring nation’s caufe ;
Heav'n loves the drop that gufh from Pity’s eye,

No longer let Revenge purfue its blow,

Nor Scandal ftrive his mem’ry to degrade ;
Let deep Oblivion bury all his wo,

And o’er his foililes fpread her friendly thade,

©Oh! then (if ye¢ can grant a boon fo great)
Forgive the mufe, if o’er his mould’ring bier,
In kind condolence for. his haplefs fate,
She gen’rous drops the fympathetic tear,

But if, emerging forth from Time’s dark womb,
Truth fhould exculpate his inglorious name;
Will not each briton reverence his tomb,
And future bards immortalize his fame ?

Thy foes muft own, and while they own, admire,
O Byng! thy calm compolure at thine end ;
Too late (thou victim to thy country’s ire)

Unbiafs’d Reafon fhews herfelf thy friend.

EeNEVOLUSY,

IMIe
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IMITATION OF THE GTH ODE OF THE 4TH BOOK

OF HORACE.,
TO A FRIEND,

THO born where Devon’s hills arife,

Where tempefls fweep along the fkies,
And fpoil the face of day :

Yet fhall this verfe in futurc times

Be read with thofe of happier climes,
Climes where the mufes firay.,

Tho’ Milton’s brows with bays we twine,
Aud ftyle him wonderful! divine!
 Th’ immortal! and the bard!
Yet Pope, with ev'ry grace replete,
In fenfe, and harmony complete,
Still claims our juit regard.

Still Dryden’s nervous numbers charm
Equal, majeftic; full, and warm,

He bears his fire along :
By turns the various verfe he tries,
And bids each paffion fall or rife,

Jult as he fhifts the fong.

Nor
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Nor even Waller we difdain,

Nor Cowley’s penfive, moral ftrain,
Nor Shakefpeare’s magic art;
Shakefpeare, like Sophocles, {ublime,
Subdues the {oul, in fpite of time,
And fearches ev'ry heart !

Sedley, tho’ loofe, and light as air,

Still chears the gay, and fires the fatr,
So free his fancy roves! |

Behn breathes her love-fighs ftill around,

5till from her harp the notes refound,
Soft as the down of doves,

Nor gentle Rofamond alone,
Admic’d the tinfel of a throne,

Or felt th’ enliv'ning glow :
Nor fir(t the defp’rate Henry made
The pointed pike a palifade,

'To ftop th’ impetuous foe,

Britain had felt the band of war,
Before the faw the Julian flar,
Within her regions rife
Brave Caractacus did no more,
Than many men had dore before,
To win bright honour’s prize.

B;farc
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- Before bold Bonduca became,

Th' avenger of a daughter’s fame,
The fcourge of lawlefs luft ;
Before great Alfred wore the crown,
Liv’d others of as much renown,
As noble, wife, and juft.

Bat all 1n fad oblivion fleep ;

No mufe had they their worth to weep,
Or to record their lot:

In vain they foughr, in vain they bled;

Their names unfung, their alts unicad,
‘They died, and are forgot.

Vice fares like virtue in the grave s

‘T'he mafter there is like the flave;
No charalters remain :

No marks of all the fons of men,

Unlefs fage Hiftory lends her pen,
Or Poetry her ftrain,

'Then let me not leave thee to lie
In filence and obfcurity,
My patron, and my friend!
But let the God of Verfe in{pire
My bofom now with all his fire,
‘Thy worth to recommend!

With



[ 49 |

With ficady head, with tender heart,

With conduét void of fraud or art,
With temper firm and free,

You {feem 1n ev’ry fcene the fame,

Nor fortuue court, nor fortune blame,

But judge as ought to be,

Difcerning, uncorrupt, and bold,
Unaw’d by power, unhurt by gold,
That tamer of the mind :
Deceitful av’rice hall no morc
En{nare the rich, or cruth the poor,
While you befriend mankind,

Nor yet {or once you a& aneh
Or {teal ke meteors, on the fight,

;|

That glare, and pals away ;
But conttant, equal, good, and true,
You charm alike at ov’ry view,

And charm alike each day,

Humanity thall boaft her {fon,

Shatl tell the triamphs he Las won,
The wretched he has hleit

Shall tell how oft the lenicnt care

ath footh’d the terrors of defpair,
And {ct the foul ar ret,

Shoyld
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Should Fortune from her flowing hand
Increafe your wealth, enrich your land,
And pour her gifts protfufe:
Abfurd ’twould be 1f we thould call

You happy, tho’ poflefs’d of all,
Without a will to ufe,

He only feels the joy fincere

Who acts with moderation here,
Un{way’d by love or hate;

Who wifely ufes what 1s givin;

Or bravely bears the will of heav’n
Refign’d 1o eviry ftate.

%Jhn dreads not death o much as fhame ;
Who {tands unfully’d in his fame;
Uncheck’d in virtue’s race:
Such, fuch a one 15 not afraid
To pewith in his country’s aid,
Or fhare his {ritend’s difgrace.

THE FOLLOWING 15 A COPY OF THE EPITAPH
WHICH DR, FRANKLIN WROTE FOR HIMSELFs
SOME YEARS AGO.

The Body of
Binjamin FravrrLiw
Boiton, Printer;
like
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like the Cover of an old Book,
its Contents torn ouf, |
and fript of its lettering and gilding,
lies here,
food for worms
vet the Work itfelf will not be loft,
for it thall
(as he belicved) .
appear once motve,
in a new and beautiful Edition,

revifed, and correted,
by the AUTHOR.

AN EPIGRAM, ON SEEING LADY A=—R’S PICTURE,

W HEN her dear Portrait was to A~—r fhewn,

Adorn’d with charms and beauty—not her own :

Where Reynolds pitying nature, kindly made

Such lips ! fuch eyes! as A—r never had. |

¢ Ye Gods!” fthe cries, in extacy of hearf,

¢ How near may nature be exprefl by art!

¢ Well—it is wond’rous like —nay, let me dig,

¢ My very pouting lip }—and killing eye !” s

—Sincere and blunt, as Manly in the play,

Her Lord replies—¢ Like, Madam, did vou fay ?

¢« The picture bears this likenefs, it is truc,

¢ The Portrait’s painted, love—and fo ate you !
Ki1ty CARMINE.

Tun
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THE MONKIES.

-

TO oUp MODLRN BREAVX,

WHOE'ER with eurigus eye has rani’d
Through Ovid’s tales, has feen,

How Jove, incens’d, to monkjes chang’d
A tribe of worthlefs men,

Repentant, foon th? offending race
Intreat the injuc’d pow’r,

To give them back the human face,
And reafon’s aid reftore,

Jove, fonth’d at length, his ear inclin’d,
And granted half their pray’r ;

Bat th’ other half he bade the wind
Difperfe in empty air,

Scarce had the Thuaderer givin the nod,
That thook the vanlted fkies, |

With haughtier air the creatures ftrode,
And fireteh’d their dw indled fize.

The hair in curls luxuriant now
Around their temples fpread ;
The taily that whilom huag below,

Moy t!:mgh‘d from their head,
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The head remains unchang’d within,
Nor alter’d much the face ;

¥¢ ftill retains its native grin,
And all its old grimace.

The hellow cheeks began to fill,
Yet meggre look’d and wan ;
The mouth inceflant chatter’d ftill
But mock’d the voice of man.

Thus half transform’d, and half the fame,
Fove bade them take their place, |

(Reftoring them their ancient claim)
Among the human race,

Man with contempt the brate {urvey’d,
Nor would a name betow:

But woman lik’d the motley breed, .
And called the thing Burv,

E P I G R A M,

I HAVE 1oa my mifirels, horie, and wif-,
And when I think on human life,
Cry mercy ’twas no worle,
My mittreisfickly, poor and «id,
My wife damn’d ugly, and a fcold,
I am toiry for my Lo:{e,

Vou, V. I TO
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TO CLARA.

DEAR thou ghtlels Clara, to my verfe attend,
~ Believe for once thy lover and thy friend,

Heav’n to each fex has various gifts affign’d,
And fhewn an equal care of human kind
Strength does to man’s imperial race belong,
“To your’s that beauty which fubdueg the ftrong.
But as cur firength, when mifapply’d is loft,
And what fhould {ave, urges our ruin moft:

Jult fo, when beauty proftituted lies,

Of bawds the prey, of rakes th’ abandon’d prize ;
Women no more their empire can maintain,
Nor hope, vile flaves of luft, by love to reign,
vuperior charms but make their cafe the worfe :
When what was meant their blefling, proves their

curie, ;

O pymph ! that might, reclin’d on Cupid’s breatt,
Like P/ycbe footh the god of love to reft ;

Or, if ambition mov’d thee, Feve enthral,
Brandifh his thunder, and direét its fali ;

Survey thyfe:l contemplate ev'ry grace

C.f that firer form, of that angelic face,

Then Clira fav, were thofe delicious charms
Meant for lewd brothels, and rude ruffans armsg ?
No, Glara, no; that perfon, and that mind,
Were form’d by nature, and by heav’n defign’d

For
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For nobler ends ; to thefe return, tho’ late,

Return to thefe, and {o redrefs thy fate,

Think, Cfar#, think, (nor will that thought be vain)
Thy flave, thy Harry, doom’d to drag his chain

Of love, ill-treated and abus’d, that he

From more inglorious chains might refcue thee ;
Thy drooping health reftor’d by his fond cares,
Once more thy beauty its full luftre wears,

Mov’d by his love, by his example taught,

- Soon fhall thy feul, once miore with virtue fraught,
With kind and generous truth thy bofom warm,
And thy fﬁ;i‘miﬂﬂ, like thy fair perfon, charm.

To virtue thus, and to thyfelf reftor’d,
By ail admir’d, by one alone ador’d,
Be to thy Harry ever kind and true,
And live for him, who more than dy’d for vou,

MAXIM.

GENTLE manners, virtuous lives,
Make eafy hufbands, happy wives.
‘Thefe are the only means we know,
To make a little heav’n below.

E CONTR A,

Angry mannérs, vicious lives,
Make wretched hufbands, curfed wives.

D 2 And
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And hence fuch evils take their birth,
And make a little hell on garth,

I1DE M,

Two eafy things will fatisfy mankind,

An ealy fortune and an eafy mind ;

But the one thing that gives a man content,
Is a good confeience, from a hfe well {pent,

EPIGT R A M.

I el thee, dear girl, and believe me "1 true,

I never beheld fuch a creature as you, ‘

Such wit! and {uch beauty !—fuch fate and foch
pride! ° '

Thou ne’er had'ft an ¢qual fince Jezebel died.

Fine thape, and fine face, with a fimper fo thievifh !

Yet artful, deccittul, tll-natur’d, and peevifh,

God moulded thy face, but the devil thy heart s
What a pity the devil thould ipoil the beft part !

NONPARIEL,

WHEN shakefpeare died he left behind,

No mortal of an equal mind.
When Garrick play’d he livd again,
Usrival’d "mongtt the fons of men.

But
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But Garrick dies ! and (mark the f'equel)
‘The world will never fee their equals

TO A YOUNG LADY WEEPING. .

BY JOHN KENT, ESQg

"T'HE Cupids that rejoic’d to lie

In Calia’s foul-enchanting eye,

- Perceiv’d th’ ineftimable tear,

Upon the fparkling ball appear ¢
Sudden they rofe, by magic art

‘I'o drive it backward to the heart ;
In vain—along the cheek it glides,
And near the beauteous bofom hides,

'Thither to fearch they quick repair,
And, wond’ring find a Venus there.

i
1

L

£s

14

L 34

it

L .

&

L

‘¢ And whilft the fiiend exifls, the lover dies,”

Mine is the prize,” the goddefs faid,
And here, in honour to the maid,
Around this captivating {pace

A magazine of arrows place ;

And frequent from the fatal blow .
Th’ unerring fhafts be fure to throw.

Till 'n a oNcE UNRUFFLED breaft,
1o pain and pleafe they dreply reft.
From nat’ral wounds thus miracles arife,

M -

w. O.

AN
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AN EPIGRAM ON MISS ELEANOR AMEROSE, A CEe
LEBRATED BEAUTY I'N DUBLIN.

BY THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFILED,

IN Fravia, eyes 18 every grace,
She’s handfome as fhe cou'd be 3

With Facod’s beauty in her face,
And Efau’s where it thowd be, -

AN ANBWER,

Fravias name a deal too free
With holy writ to blend her ;

Henceforth let Nel/ Sufanna be,
And Cleflerficld the Elder,

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW.

WISE was the man, with emblematic hand,
Who firft on this tranfparent plate of {and
The nanie of woman, nature’s faireft queen,
Difplay’d, engraven with the diamond keen :
Well knew he, that the glafs and jewel join'd,
Were trueft emblems of her face and mind.
In bounteous woman, for from woman flows

The fource of ev'ry blefling life beftows,

A theuy.
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A thoufand charms, a thoufand faults unite, |
As frail as glafs, tho’ as the diamond bright,
T, H. 1.

AN EPIGR A M.

SAYS a beau to a lady—pray name, if you can,

Of all your acquaintance, the handfomeft man,

"The lady replied —if you’d have me {peak true,

He’s the handfomeft man, that’s the moft unlike you,

HiLARY TERM, 1%66. P . €, IN THE
COMMONPLEAS,

"TWO minifters in the republic of letters,

Had 2 quarrel, as oft is the cafe of their betters ¢
They did not, like mortals, decide it with {words,
But refted their caufe on the power of words.

*Squire P was the Plaintiff, lady C the defendant,
The Point of Precedence the Caufe then dependant ;
And I was appointed the Judge, 1 aflure ye ;
one-and twenty remain’d, ¥ which made up the

Grand Jury,
All matters adjufted, at length came the day,
When *fquire P thus Politely ProPounded his Pleas -~

* Ofthe alphabet,
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That 1 ever was found in Contention till oY

My bittereft enemy dare not avow : |

3f of this my opponent be Equa]l;y Clear,

May bereafter at large, and more fully appear,

When the kingdom of letters firft appear’d on the
ftage, .

By fome {uppofed Prior to the fam’d golden age,

I'then was appointed to, indeed, a low ftation,

But refted well Pleas’d with the good of the nation 2

The Pott then affign’d me I've held to this day,

And fill’d it with honour, I'il venture to {ay.

And here let me hope that it will not ditpleafe,

In o '.i_f:ighry &%atter, it I found my own Praife s

Had T'ever defe. ted or quitted my Poft,

Muft not every thing Precious ftraightway haye been
loft ;

Would your Paruament, rriviege, Property, Power,
Depriv’d of my aid, {ubfift for one hour ? |

Your Peers and your People depend upon me,

And a Prince 1s no Prince if depriv’d of a P,

Thus true to my truft, I Performed my duty, .

And no onewill fay that I have not been true t'you,
But now to the fubjeét of this (iay’s debat g

A new member has lately Crept into the ftate,

Aud takes way of the moft of the Primaval letters,*

Tho’ their ages alone will prove *em her betters ;

* Lady C holds the third place in the alphabet,
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An upftart the is, no one knows whenee the Cante,
Nor Hebrews, nor Greeks ® ever heard of her name>#
Uninvited the Comes, none her aid did implore,
We may want it as well as for ages before :
“Fwere eafy to prove beyond difputation,
She’s unfit to refide in a Civiliz’d nation ;
Of ev’ry Cabal fhe’s the firft grand promoter,,
No- Capital Crimes are Committed without ber,
But I trefpafs too long, fo with humble fubmiffien,
To this worfhipful bench I Prefer this Petition ; =
‘That this pew hady C, 'whe appea -of late,
Be from Heneeforth for ever hlg:ﬁun'&am"ﬁ'
~ Or if you're difpos’d to thew Pity unfohes,
And Continue her ftill, let her fit next the door 3
At leaft, let her fit on a feat below me,
And always give Place to Petitioner P,

Lady C now arofe, and with deliberation,
Thus itrove to Confufe this grand aecufation,

I fhall not begin, as is done now-a-days,
To PulPit in Public my own Private Praife ;
Nor fhail Paflion Provoke me to ferve my own ends,
By Proclaiming aloud the faults of my fricnds,
Ym accns’d to this Court as an upftart intruder,
Uninvited, unwanted, and what is ;i1 ruder,—

* There is no letter Cin the Greek or Hebrew

I 5 B Of
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Of Capital Crinies, Cabals, and what not s
~ ¥Tho’ this Court are all ‘Confeious I was ne’er ina
_- i Plot. “ et S iy e
E - Of a bill of exclufion I'm no way afraid,

- For there’s none of you all but at times want*‘ﬁiy_ .aid;
g And as to degrading, I humbly {fubmit,

To whatever this wormipful Court fhall think fit s
- My rank is fill higher * at the Court of eat-Bri-

“

T here unrivai’@?and, and give place unto nnnnm-'.
. But the Monarch (God blefs him) who fits on the
: ernn;"r ol £ 3 i_ ey

.

s ey - - F & 1 - -
: 5 e T R LT -."'.p_”' LA
ho? hichlv cailiil - B i B e st~ -
Tho’ thus highly exalted, to all I ag R oy -

¥ by Pride I €%r injur’d our great Comn
To which of you have I Precedence deny’d,
¥or the good of the Public was always my guide,
1 march in the front when the Cafe demands C%f,
In dang’rous emergenCe I'm feen in the rear; _
To none of you all was my aid e’errefus’d, :
Not even to him by whom I’m accus’d :
The Perfettion he boafls of, whate’er his Conceit,
Without my ConCurrenCe Can ne’er be Compleat &
But to you, Confcript fathers, my Caufe I Com,
., mend—

~Then Curtfy’d Compos’dly; and fo made an end.

¥ Charlotte, Queen,
Both =
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. Both Parties were now order’d out of the Place .+
 'Till the judge and the jury Confider’d the Cafe 3 =
True {tatefmen they were ; the Chief Point in debate
Was to end the difpute without hurting the ftates, - T %2
j&fte??m and Cons many, rofe W the fage,~ .
For Wifdom and Worth the delight of the age;
| And-{mﬁi‘r‘fthaf *fquire P fhould withdraw his Peti*
T ~tiEH], e W oir o e ;"‘
And join lady C in a new Coalition: |
That all former quarrels be now laid afide,

And the Parties advis’d to be clofel .iialiy’d :
this union would

i I'-'_.‘;_'}i e - g ' ; 2 ; .-+ , -‘
R Nhk A e o o BRI

That the benefits which from .
{pring, |
Muft make it to all a defireable thing. |
To this Prudent motion the aflembly agree,
And the Parties being Call’d, they are told the de-

-

cree.
They both by their looks appear well content 3
SoP mdaptﬂpﬂﬁlh, and C gave Confent.

Thus ended at length this troublefome Caule,
And thro’ the whole Court rung a buz of applaufe ;
The genius of letters ftood invifibly by,

And joyfully help’d to make one in the Cry:
¢« May thé hands ne’er divide which this day have
been Plighted,
¢¢ May the P’s and the C’s be for ever united.”
But here, left the witlings miftake what I mean,

And give to my lines a Conftruction obfcene ; |
| e PO Givs
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Give me leave*to: explain them, and fhew how they’re

Digo
F¥or C ftands for Chatham, and: P ftands for Pig,

2
O D =

AT THE ENCOENIA, HELD AT OXFORD, JULY 1793,

FOR THE REQGEPTION OF THE RIGHT HON, FRE.

DERIC LorD NORTH, QRANCELLOR .OP

UNIVERSITY ! WRITTEN BY Dg. WHEELER,

PROFESSOR OF FQETRY ; AND SET ToO MUsSIC

BY DRe HAYES,

 RECITATIVE,
Davu GHTERS of Beauty, who énca ptur'd hail
The Virgin Quire, in that romantic vale
Where Ifis down her green-enamel’d ed ge
Glides in foft eddies o’er the waving fedge 3
And Cherwell from his ofier’d bed
Oft hears the fairies’ printlefs tread, -
When mifty night with filent pace
Steals gradual o’%r their circling chace
And you, iluirivus Chiefs, who glow
With ardour for yﬂ.ur'_ci:iuntr}r’s weal,
Yet, *mid the call of patrint zeal,
At Pheebuy’ thrine with tranfport bow :
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Alze

From bufy {eenes to thefe embower’d retreats
Your ftep aufpicious mitred Sheldon greets ;
While Peace, attendant at her hallow’d fane,
Parent of Science, {wells your folemn train,

PECITATIVE.

Mark, where the fiend of War, on havock bent,
Gigantic ranges o’er Moldavia’s land,

And Warfaw’s fons, by feuds remorfelefs rent,
Reludant own the Vidtor’s ftern command !

Helperia views the gathering cloud
From Gallia rife, and lowering Spain ;

While floating bulwarks with their thunders loud
Affright the Naiads of th’ Egean main,

RECITATIVE,

Britannia fits inthron’d in awful ftate,
Sole Arbitrels ferene; “ and what fhe wills, ig

Fate,”
AIR,

Heroes in the ghaftly fight
Vafnly vaunt atchievements brave ;
Check, O check your lawlefs might !
Valour conqguers but to fave.

Happier
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Happier they, whom Wifdom’s lore
Prompts to frame the focial plan ;
Fraught with Science’ richeft ftore,
1’d to blefs and perfet man,
Da Capo,

RECITATIVE,

What martial fons, once proud of thy beheft,
O Rhedycina, blazon wide the page |
By Memory mark’d ! full mdny a royal guedt
Here mus’d attentive to the hoary fage.
Lion-hcarted Richard’s {pear
Ghitter’d firft in * Beaumont’s thade ;
Here he couch’d his lance, and here
Panted for the bold Crufade.
Henry, + thunder-holt of war,
Here piaun’d his hardieft deeds; here learnt to w:eld
His maiden fword, and hurl the mafly bar ;
Here grafp the mimic fhield,

R ECITATIY Ee

Enough, hercic {ouls, of cruel ﬁght ;

Forgive, if milder arms invite

The grateful mufe for focial worth to twine

‘The wreath of Honour fnatch’d from Virtue’s fhrine,

* Near Worceier codege; once a feat of Henryll,
4+ Hen, V. edocated at Quesn’s-college,

S XY M=
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S Y M P H O ¥ Y,

RECITATTIVYE,

Heard ye, while echoing from yon azure § phere
Prophetic accents ftruck th’ aftonith’d ear ?

A I R,

I {ee the fovercign form defcend,
And wrapt in flole majeitic, downward bend.

RECITATIVE,

Britons, if aught ye boaft of Crefly’s field,

(AccomMpPANIED]

Where many a crimfon’d helm and batter'd thield,

By delving plowmen turn'd, recals the name

Of Edward, high enroli’d by deathlefs Fame ;
That praife be mine. But better far

The peaceful fivay, than fpoils of favage wag

To Me, or Bolingbroke’s undaunted fon,

On Poiftou’s tented plains by valour won,

With crouded canvas wing’d, ’tis your’s to fweep

Golconda’s thores, and darken all the deep,
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Al Re

But itay, you bold advent’rers ftay ;:
Nor, blithifome o’er the briny furge,
With mad’ning {peed mifguided urge

To pearly Ind’ your heedlefs way,

What boots it that my Edward led
In Freedom’s caude his eager van ;

If you, relentlefs foes to man,
Oer fruitful climes. dire famine {pread ?

R ECTITAT1!VYE,

Yet haply fhall a Brunfwick’s rule benign,
By fapience counfel’d, prune your daring wmg,
And diftant tribes with hafte confign
Their wav'ring homa ge to a guardian King,
Alia, no more thy gultle(s natives mild,
By vuthiefs hand defpoil’d,
Frantic their fabled Genii fhall invoke
With wizard rites, and curfe their galling yoke,

AIR,

Ye chiefs, who near your liege’s throns
Attendant, hold the helm of ftare;
As Edward’s tilting barons fhone
In royal Windfor’s trophied gate ;
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O think, while on your puiffaat thigh

‘The myitic garter firm you bind,

From that quaint badge what leflons high

Reflefting wirm cach op’ning mind,

The generous youths near Iiis” fiream,

Who joyous hail a fovereign’s choice,
Crown’d by Rhedycina’s voice,

With rivai ardour catch th? inftruétive theme,

RECTITATIVE, ([Accompanied.]

““ Goodnefs, deck’d with g'ory, wide
‘¢ Darts her luitre, heav’nly bright ;

¢ Fame, to Virtue unally’d,

¢ Shines~—the meteor of a night.”

CHQRU G,

The generous youths near Ifis’ fiream,
Who joyous hail a fovereign’s choice,
Crown’d by Rhedycina’s voice,
With rival urdotr catch th' infiruétive theme,

0 D E,

AS IT OUGHT TO HAVE BEEN PERFORMED AT THP
ENCOENJA HELD AT OXFORD, JULY I}Y3.

RECITATIVE,

SONS of Corruption, who obedient hail
The Trealury Bench. in that freauented vale
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Where Thames in curling eddies gently glides,
And We——wne has oft chang’d fides ;
Where drunken watchmen in the ftreet,
Hear the prowling harlot’s feet,
When milty night with filent pace,
Steals gradual o’er the wanton chace ;
Andyou, degenerate Peers, who glow
With ardour for the Privy Seal,
Yet *mid the call of vena) Zeal,

At Dullnefs’ fhiine with reverence bow,

A 1T,

From fcenes at court, to thefs once learn’d retreats,
Your fteps aufpicious Dr, Weememp greets,

While Sleep, attendant at her drowly fane,

Parent of eafe, envelopes all your train,

RECITATI?E.

Mark where the Gold Cojn Adt, on havock bent,
Gigantic rages over Britain’s land ;
And Liverymen by feuds internal rent,
Reluétant own a T d’s ftern command,
M r beholds the gathering clond
From §———h rife, and dreads the coft 3
While cruel Juries, with their thunders loud,
Affright the printer of each Evening Poft,

R ECI.
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RECITA.TIVE.

5ce Memmmmmend fits enthron’d in dreadful ftate,
Sole arbiter fupreme, *“ and what he wills is fate,”

AI R, )

. € Scotchmen in St. George’s fight,”

I Y atnly vaunt atchievements brave ;
Check, O check your lawlefs might,
Oh ftop ! a father’s darling fave,
Happier W——s, whom Wifdom’s lore

Prompts to frame th’ avenging plan,
Fraught with Freedom’s richeft ftore,
Skill’d to fave a finking land,

RECITATIYVY E,

What fons regardlefs of thy wife beheft,
O Rhedycina, now difgrace the age
By treach’ry mark’d! fuil many a recreant gueft
Here loung’d, regardlefs of the hoary fage.
Chicken-hearted N h, they fay,
Canted firlt in Beaumont’s fhade ;
Here he ftudied tricks to play,
Here his {chemes for lotteries Iaid,
F » the thunder-bolt of vice,
Here plann’d his hardieft deeds ; here learnt to fhake
The rattling-box, to hurl the loaded dice,
And feize the forfeit ftake,

R ECIq4
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RECITATIVE.

But hence, ye fouls, abandon’d ! quit my fight !
More generous noble deeds invite

Th’ admirieg mufe for Patrior Wortht e twine,

‘The wreath o1 hwnour, fnateh’d from Virtue’s thrine

SYMPHONY RECITATIVYE,

Heard ye, while echoing from yon* azure fphere,
Prophetic accents ftruck th’ altonifh'd ear?

AlR,

I fee the fovereign form deicend,
And wrapt in ftole majeftic, downward bend,

RECITATIEVE [Accompanicd.]

Bnitons, if aughtye boaft of Nafeby’s field,
Where many a crimfon’d helm, and batter’d ﬁueld
By delving plowmen turn’d, recalls the name |
Of Cromswell, high enroll’d by deathlefs fame.
‘That praife be mine; and better far
Such giorious ftruggles, than a cruel war
On Caribbs wag’d, by Guildford’s wily fon,
On Vincent’s burning plains, by treachery won,
With crowded canvas wing'd, ’tis your’s to fweep
Golconda’s fhores, and darken all the deep. -

A I Re
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Al R,

~ But ftay, ¢ ye bold ufurpers,” ftay,
Nor lawlefs o’er the briny furge,
With impious {peed rapacious urge,
To charter’d Ind’ your daring way,
What boots it that my W m led,
Againtt defpotic power, his eager van,
If you, relentlefs foes to man,
O’cr every right your fhackles {pread ?

RECITATIVE.

What! fhall a Br k’s rule benign,
By trartors counfell’d, prune fair Freedom's
wing,
And diftant tribes to N
Is this the duty of a Britith
Afia, behold ! thy guiltlefs ndtives mild,
By M——ie{ ltands defpoil’d ;
Frantic their feeble Genii fhall invoke
With wizard rites, and curfe ¢ their galling yoke.”

confign ?
3

_ﬂlRi

Vipers, who near your liege’s throne

Attendant, feize the helm of ftate, A
(How different Edward’s baroas fhone,

In‘*ﬁyal Windfor’s trophied gat: !)

Each
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Each morn when around your thigh
* The worfted garter clofe you bind,
* Think on a rope, and gallows high ;”
+ Let them fit heavy on each mind.
The —=---~-3 youths near Ifis’ fiream,
‘Who daily mourn their f; n’s choice,
Crown’d by Rhedycina’s voice,
With longing ardor hear the pleafing theme,

R xclTATI1IYVE [Accompanied.]

W——s, whom H-——e¢ fo much bely'd,
Will fhine in | annals bright,
At Tyburn N—-— with halter ty’d,
Soon will fink in endlefs night,

CHOZRUS.

The generous youths, near Ifis’ fiream,
Who daily mowrn their 1 n’s choice,
Crown’d by Rhedycina’s voice,
With longing ardour hear the pleafing theme,

" This muft have been the poet’s sriginal idea, for the Garte
peculiar to the Groder of 3t George,y Is womn below the knee, and no
¢ round the pulidant thigh.”

t 4 Let me fu heavy on thy foul to-morrow.
Shakefpeare’s Richard III
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AN ODE «N A BACHELORS MEETING AT CAMe«
ERIDGE.

A PARODY ON DRYDEN'S ODE.

BY A GENTLEMAN OF OXFORD.
I,

"Twas at the royal fealt for won degrees
| By Alma Mater’s darling fons of eafe ;
Aloft in elbow chair
Their Prefident they rear
Omnuipotently great :
The mirthful crew were plac’daround ;
Each cafy face with carelefs pleafures crown’d,
Thus recent Bachelors are found :
Bacchus, dominion’s fecond wand
(Bacchus and all went hand in hand)
Receiv’d ; and downward took his fand.
Happy, happy, free from care!
None but the gay,-
None bhut the gay,
None but the gay fuch pleafures dare.
il.
Brifk waiters 2!l around
Removing quick the crumbs,
With heels mercurial fkim the \grﬂund:
The cuftards fly ; the bottles comes,
~And heav’nly joy in{pires,
The
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The feaft began from Love,
Who leaving blifsful feats above,

Taught man immortal joys to prove
No fiery form the goddefs bore ;
No grim unnatural vifor wore :
She made great Jove Olympia’s gueft, -
And foon he fought her fnowy breaft ;
Then round her flender waift he curbd,
There ftampt an image of himfelf, a fa?’rtt’gn o
the world.
Each ample goblet with a rofe is crown’d ;
Sweet heav’n-born Venus loud, they fhunt around,
wweet heav’n-born Venus loud the roofs rcbnund
With raptur'd eves
Great Pr=fes fpies
Each fimily’d glafs,
Each bottle pafs,
New gen’rous cafkets rife.
J11,
The praife of much-fam®d Panch great Bacehus {ung;
Of Punch, all-pow’rful, fout, and {trong
The fO'mnn” vowl in-triumph comes ;
Sound the t-t'umpets, beat the drums ;
Elate in filver Pride,
High rolls his threat’ning tide;
Give each encount’rer breath s he comes, he comes !
Vacuna, lov’d of all mankind,
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Drinking joys did firft ordain
Freedom's bleflings are a treaiure,
Drinking is the Graduates’ plealure,
Rich the trealure,
Sweet the pleafure,
Sweet is pleafure after pain. .
Iv.
Big with their prefent flate the crew grows vain ;
Burn their dry ftudied parchments o’er again,
And thrice *gainft rules and {yftems voar amain,
* The Father faw the madnels rife,
Their glnwm g cheeks, their ardent eyes ;
And whilit they heav’n and earth deiv’d;
Shew’d his {ciotl, and cheek’d thewr prides
High by the Prefident he fite
Big with the it of tate
He fung a braggart vainly proud,
By too fevere a fate,
Fallen, fallen, Tallen, fallen,
Fallen from his high cftate,
And huwnbled in the crowa
Deferted at his utmod veed,
Allhis boafted knowledge fed
Now on the [econd Tiipos laid,
No power could raife his burthen'd head.
® The Father s a Colloge Officer, who attendithe

Card acgaaints them with t'.-.rjr di{ferant degrees,
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With downcaft looks the filene’d vaunter fate,
Revolving in his alter’d foul
The fchemes on which he had been fed ;
And now a cuife in fecret ftole,
And fhouk his empty head,
V.
The feeling father griev'd to fee
Bad luck brought to the next degree,
He will’d the killing found to check,
And pity mov’d him thus to fpeak :
Gentdy dull in lengthen’d numbers,
dhus be oorh’d his foul o flumbers,
Vainly dull are * fophifh troubles s
Honours are byt empty bubbles
Ceafing, foon as they’re beginning,
Stidy’s a'l our eafe deftroying .

Happier days thou haft bee; winning,
Think, then think them worth enyoying,
The mighty bottle flands befide rhee,
Take the good the gods provide thee,

ae many rend the fkies with loud applaufe ;
Lue Bacchus could alone diffulve the caufe,

‘Lhe youth difdaining to reveal hig pain,
Piied hard the bow}
That eafed his foul,
And 1ld and drank, fill*d and drank,
Fitl'd and drank, and £l again 3

* A Sohisaman who waut, bur one yulr of being a Bachelor,

1 .
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At length in feas of mighty liquors drown’d,
He droop’d his o’ercharg’d head, and kifs’d the
ground.

VI,
Produce the fatal {croll again :
But now produce a happier ftrain.
Salute the youth who fits befide him,
A* Wranglet’s wreath the gods provide him.
Hark, hark, the envy’d found
Has raifed up bis head
‘Who fo lately was dead,
Andamazed he flares round,
Reveiige, revenge, he trembling cries,
See the fhatter'd glafs flies;
Hear his blafphemous prayers;
Hear his threats—his defpairs 3
See the fparkles that {lath from his eyes !
Behold he reads his band,
Takes a glafs in his hand——
This is his ghoft, whom the Proctors had ilain,
And whofe 4 groats ftill remain
In clatches profane.

#* The twelve fir@ Bachelors are called Wrangters,

4 Every man, upon being admitt:d a member of the Uuverfity,
depofits 35. 4d. which is called his groats; and if upon tiking iz
degrees, he Is found to be extremely ignovant, thefe groatr are not
rcturned,
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Now ye valiant bands,

Seize him—hold back his hands }
Behold how he toffes the bottles on high,

How he atms at whom Fortune had ff.:d,

And laurel’d temples of the Wrangler’s head.
‘The bowl’s ample form he in vain ftrives to wield ;
Stout Bacchus oppofes his dazzling fhield ;

‘The way great Prefes led, -

To light him to his bed, -
Whilft fix fam’d champions bear him off the field,

The following EriTaPH was inferibed by Lord ch a

Marble Pillar ereéted to the Memory of a faveurite ITarL1aN
Grevsiouwn, which died at his Lordfhip’s Houfe in Town, and
was {ert down in a Marble Coffin, 'n a Hearfe and f1x, to be 1p=-

terred in hus Lordthip™s Park,

Siste Viator!
Nec mirarve fupremo efferri honore
Extin&tum Catulum,
Sed qualem ! quem, forma infignis,
Niveufque candor,
Amor, cbicquivm, fides
Dominm delicias facere,
Cujus latert sdhafic

Conyiva afliduus, {ociulque tori,
111
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Illo comite, vis animi herilis delaffata,
Ingenium, mentemque horam fumebats’
Iftis pro meritis
Non ingratus herus
Marmored hdc urnd
Mortuum defiens locavit,

On another fide of the Column was inferibed,

Injuriofo ne pede proruas
Stantem columnpain,

The Clergyman of the Parith being offended thdt fuch Honours
fhould ke paid to 8 Deo, wrote the fullowing EriTavn ona

different fide of the Column, and inftribed Hoeme

R T LORD

OGN HIS DOG BORTAIL,

| &

STAY, traveller, and fee what's here
That makes this mighty pother;

An epitaph to make folks laugh,
Which one dog gives another,

IL.
‘Two dogs there were, as doth appear,
Tho' this may feem an odd tale ;
One’s name was Bob, a witty dné,
‘The other’s name was Bobtail,
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I111.
Together they did fport and play;

One bed, one houfe held either ;
Great pity *twas in fuch a cale,
‘fhey dicd not both together:

1V,
That-men might fay another day,
Of thefe two dogs molt civil—
So Bobtail’s gone to Cerberus down,
Bur Bob’s gone to the Deyil,

V.
But kinder fate has chang'd their flate,
Bobtail has "fcap’d the halter,

I mﬁyn’[ be fo with Bﬂb, you kngw'
Unlefs his manners alter.~

VI,

Since M——h can a dog make man,
Upon death’s fad difafter;

My merry mufe could not refufe
To make a dog o'th’ mafter.

VII.
And yet her fong would be too long,
Therr virtues to fum up t’ ye 3
Since n9 man could ever tell

Which was the greater pPuppy-.
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THE DEATH OF CRUSO,

AN O D E,

©ON THE MURDER OF MISS SMITH'S FAVORITE D OG,

> T'WAS when the Gods, if fuch there are,
That make the ufeful dog their care,
To I'ate confign’d thew charge;
Poor Crufo, of the peinting kind,
With nofe fagacious fnuff’d the wind,
And rang’d the field at large.

His miftrefs, like the Empre{s
Whofe thunder twice had fhook the greefr,
Whoefe light’ning twice had kill’d ;
Once more recharg’d the nit’rous bed,
With fatal bolts of rounded lead,
With death her engine fill’d,

In aft to fire like mighty Jove,

Who graips the forked {hatts above,
~ 8$he ftood and took her aim :

Her faithful dog had mark’J the hare,
But, O! befare the cry’d, beware,
His evil geuius came,

The Emprefs of Ruflia, famous for the art of (hosting.

E 4 In
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In Fancy’s eye confefs’d he ftood,
The owlet of fome neighb’ring wood,
And thus with boding voice ;
Or take away your dog, he hoots,
Or ftraight this gun your fav’rite fhoots,
S0, Madam, make your choice,

“he hrav’d her foe with courage found,

But foon, tco foon, poor Crufo found
No pity from fuch birdss

*Pwas not the cagie, god-like fowl,

No bird of Jove, but Se——¢’s owl,
That {cream®&thefe dying words :

** By Minden’s God, another Mars,
“‘ By all his honours and his {cars,

¢ 1 {wear by bis command :
‘¢ By him that owns thig wide domain,
“ I fwear by mightv L— G 1,

¢ Fhis awful Bird * ] frand.”

In Anaa’s fhape Minerva came,

And wifcly thus reply’d the dame
¢« 1f S e's owl you be,

¢ Know, offsipring of another neft,

““ ‘The bird that fits upon my creft,
¢ Is Wiidom’s type, not thee,

* The name of Lseeas Gween’s keeper,

¢t T know
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¢ 1 know thy mafter too, fhe cry’d,
¢ That cee—— L—d thou hatt bely’d,
¢« In ev'ry flatt’ring note :
¢ T heard it from the trump of fame,
¢ Tho' riches now have chang’d his name,
¢¢ D.—r chang’d his coat,” -

Entag’d, the angry bird of G———ge,

with fury made his piece diigorge
The lgaden food of death:

Too clofé the fhot-like bullet flew

And picrc’d the heart, as Crufo drew
His laft, but eafy breath.

The after fcene lies undeferib’d;
Apollo had the mufes brib’d,
To aid no poet then :
Of Anna's griefs I fain would fing,
Bur dare not pluck from Fancy’s wing,
An uninfpired pen,

ANACREONTIC,

THE CAPTIVATED BEE; OR, LITTLE FILCHERs

As Julia once a flumb’ring lay,

It chanc’d a bee did fly that way,

(After a dew, or dew-like lliow'r)
To tipole freely in a flow’r,
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For fome rich flower he took the lip
Of Julia, and began 1o fip; | -
But, when he felt he fuckt from thence
Honey in the quinteflence,

He drank o much he fcarce could fir ;
So Julia took the pilferer.

Being thus furpriz’d, (as filchers ufe)
He thus began himfelf ¢’ excife:

Sweet Lady.flower! never brought
Hither to you onpe thieving thought ;
But taking thofe tare lips of your's
For gay, frefh, fragrant, lufcious flowers,
I thought T there might take a tafte,
Where fo much fweetnefs ran to walte,
Befides, know this, I never fling
The flower that gives me nourithing 3
But with a kifs, or thanks, repay,

‘The honey that I hear away,

This faid, he laid his hittle forip
Of honey *fore her Ladythip,

And told her (as fome tears did fall)

That thar he took, and has was all

At which fhe fmil’d, and bade him go,
- And take his bag; but thus muych Kuow, }
‘When next he came a pitf'ring fo,
He fhould from her full lips derive
Honey enough to drown his wife,
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AN INVENTORY OF DR, sWIFT'Ss GooODS, UrON
LENDING HI8 HOUSE TO THE BISHOP OF Mewwwms,

[Not printed in his Works.]

AN oaken broken elbow chair;
A candle-cup without an ear;
A batter’d, thatter’d, afh bedftead ;
A box of deal without a lid :
A pair of tongs, but out of joint 3
A poor ald poker without poiat ;
A pot thit’s crack’d acrofs, around
- 'With an old kﬁﬂ‘ttﬁﬂ.g&ﬂﬂﬁ bnund ;
An iron lock withgut a key ;
A wig with banging quite grown grey ;
A pair of bellows without PIpe;
A curtain worn to half a ftripe;
A duth, which mignt good meat afford Once 3
An Ovid, and an old Concordance ;
A bottle-bottom, wooden-platter
(One for meal, and one for water.): .~
There 15, befides, a copper tkallet,
Which runs as faft out as you fill it g
A candletiick, a pan, and fave-all,
And thus s houthold goods you have all,
Thele to his Lordthip, as a friend,
Tl he has built, £’d recommend ;
They’d ferve his Lordihip for a {hift,
Wby not, as weil as Dr. Swift 2
B 6 Fam aarer & o
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STANZAS WRITTEN TO OBVIATE AR OBJECT o2
TO AN ENGLISH LADY,

LOVE, thy vntﬁry let me live,
I’ll to thee devote my lay ;
In the joys you only give
Let me laugh my time away,

Fairer than the Queen of Love,
Ever faithful, ever new,

Polly can to rapture move,
Can compel me to be true.

Let the rich have gold 2ad care,
Pomp, and Igar the pmudﬂhtm 3
Let the hero madly dare, ‘ |
And the learn’d be gravely vain, !

Lct them take the varied woe,
Pomp, or we2!*%, or fame, impart,
All beneath my feet I throw,, |
Holding Polly to my Heart. |

The editor of Mr, Cawthorne’s poems has omicted
to Jnfert, in his edition, the following copy of
verles, which were prefixed te that gentleman’s ex-

ceilent poem of Abeiard to Eloifz, on its original
publicatiotn, The pambhler Fromm  wmieb phad
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lines are taken is become very fcarce, and they
are too excellent to be loft; 1 beg therefore to fte
them in the Fugitive Mifeellany,

TO MY3¥ e, OF HORSEMANDEN, IN KENT,

WHEN Wit and Science trimm’d their wither’d
| bays,

At Petrarch’s voice, and beam’d with half their rays,
Some heav'n-born genius, panting to explore
The fcenes Oblivion wifh’d te live no more,
Found Abelard in Gricf’s fad pomp array’d,
And call’d the melting mourner from the fhade,
Touch’d by his woes, and kindling at his rage,
Admiring nations g'ow’d from age to age;
Yrom age to age the foft infefion ran,
Taught to lament the hermit in the man;
Piide dropt her creft, Ambition learn’d to figh,

And dove-like Piry ftreani’d in every eye.

Sick of the world’s applauie, vet fond to warm
Each maid that knows with Eloife to charm,
He atks of verfe to aid his native fire,
Relines, and wildly lives along the lyre ;
Bids all his various paflions throb anew,
And hopes, my fair, to fteal a tear from you,
( bletr with temper, blelt with kill to pour
Life’s every comiort ou each focial hour
Chale

L
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"Chaﬁg%a’t thy bluthes, gentle as thy mien,

Too grave tor folly, and too gay for {pleen ;

Indulg’d to win, to foften, to infpire,

To melt with mufic, and with wit to fire;

To b end, as jud;ment telis thee how to.pleafe,

Wiflom with finiles, and majefty with eafe ;

Alike to virtue as the graces known,

And proud ro love all merit but thy ownd s
Thete arc thy honours, thefe-wil charms fupply,

When thafe dear funs fhall fet 1a either E:}'E;

While Gie, who, fond of drefs, of paint and place,

Aim% bt to be a guﬁdefs iI] thc fHCE "

Born all thy fex illumines to t.'lnﬂfp@ir -

Too mad h}r thuﬂght., tgo prt:rty Lo bew:fe,

Haun's for g.year fanta: maﬂy vain, -

With half our Fribblés dying in her train :

Then finks, as beauty fudes and paflion cools,

The {corn of coxcombs, and the jett of fools,

TO MR. ALLEN RAMSAY, UPON HIS PUBLISHING
His SECOND VOLUME OF PFOrMS5,

EY MR, SOMERVILLE.

HATL, Caledoni n bard ! whefe rural frains
Delight the hit’ming hills, and chear the plaing !
Alrendy pohith’d by fome hand divine,

'Thy purer ore what furnace can refine ?
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Clarelels of.cenfure, like the fun, fhine furth?*
In native lufire, and intrinfic worth,
T'o follow nature is by rules to write,
She led the way, and taught the Stagirite,
From her the critic’s tafte, the poet’s fire,
Both drudge in vain ’uill the from heav’n infpive
By the fame guide inftructed how to foar,
Allen is now what Homer was before.

Ye chofen youths! who dare :ike him afpire,
And touch with bolder hand the trembling lyre !
Keep nature. flilt 3 in view ; on her intent,

Climb by her aid thc ﬂanufm'lﬂ fteep- afcent

To lathng fane. - “Perhaps a little art

Is ncedful, to plane o’er fome rugged part; ]
But the mofi lubour’d elegance and care,

T! airive at full perfection noutt defpair.

Alter blot out, and write all o’er again,

Alas ! {fome venial fins will yet remam,
Indulgence is to human frailty due,

Ev’n Pope has taults, and ddifon a few ;

But thowe, like ntits that cloud the morning ray,
Are Ioft 1nd vanith in the blize of day.

Tho® fome intruding pimple find a place

Amid the glories of Clanndda’s tace,

We {till love on, with equal zcal adore,

Nor think her lels a goddefs than before,
Slight wounds in no diagracefut tears fhall end,
Heal’d by the balm of fome good-natur'd tiiend,

at
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Tn vailt thall canker’d Zoilus affail,
‘While * Spence prefides, and Candour holds the feales
His gen’rous breaft, nor envy fours, nor {pite,
Taught by his § founder’s motto how to write,
Good manners guides his pen, Learn’d without

piide,
In dubious points net forward to decide.
If here and thete uncommon beauties rife,
From flow’r to flow’r he roves with glad furprife.
In failings no malignant pleafure takes,
Nor rudely triumphs over fmall miftakes,
No naufcous praife, no biting taunts offend,
W’expedt a cenfor, and we find a-friend.
Poets, improv’d by his correfting-eare; -
Shall face their foes with more undaunted air,
Strip’d of their rags fhall ike § Uly#es fhine,
With more heroic port, and grace divine,
No pomp of learning, and no fund of {cnfe,
Can ¢’er atone for loit benevolence,
May Wykeham’s fons, who in each art excel,
And rival antient bards in writing well,

* Mr, Spence, Feliow of New College, in Oxford, and Puetry
Profeffor, who publhilied feme very candid remarks on Mr, Pope’s
Cdyiler,

+ Williim of Wykcham, whefe inolto wasy Manuers maketh
Blan.

P Vide Eomer Cdy Lozaiy,

AW hils
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While from their bright examples taught theyfing,
And emulate their ftights with bolder wing,
From their own frailties learn the humbler part,
Mildly to judge in gentlenef(s of heart. | |
Such critics (Ramfay)} jealous for our fame, |
Will not with malice infolently blame, }
‘But fur’d by praife the haggard mufe reclaim.
Retouch each line "till all is juft and neat,
A work of proper parts, a work almoft compleat,
50 when {fome beauteous dame, a reigning toaft,
The flow'r of Ferth, and proud Edina’s boaft,
Btands at hertoilet in hertartan plaid, -
In all her richeft head-geer trimly clad,
The curious hand-maid, with ob{ervant eye,
- Comrets the fwelling hoop that hangs awry,
. 'Thro’ ev'ry plait her bufy fingers rove,
And now fhe plys below, and then abhove,
With pleafing tattle entertains the fair,
Lach ribbon {mooths, adjuits each rambling hair,
"I'ill the gay nymph in her full luftre fhine,
And * Homer’s Juno was pot half fo fine, _

® Vide Homer's lliad, L. xiv.
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WPISTLE TO A FRIEND BY THE LATE WILLIAM
HOGARTH, ﬂﬂCLSfﬂNED BY THE PICTURE OF
SIGISMUNDA BEING RETURNED ON HIS HANDS
BY SIR R, GROSVENOR.

To your charge, the other day,
About my pi¢ture and my pay,
In metre ’ve a mind to try,
One word by way of a reply :
*T'o rifque, youw’ll own, ’twas moft abfurd,
Such labour on a rich man’s word 3
'To iofe at leatt an hundred days
Of certain gain, for doubtful praife ;
Since living artifts ne’er wete paid ;
But then you know it was agreed,
- 1 thould be deem’d an artift dead,
Like Raphael, Rubens, Guido, Rene;
This promife drew me fairly in,
And having l.id my pencil by,
What painter was more dead than I?
But dead as Guido let me be,
Then judge, my friend, *twixt him and me.
1f merit crowns alike the piece, ¥
What treafon, to be like in price ?

» The pifture on the fame {ubjeét fold at & fale for four hundred
povads.
s 3 PRI
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Becaufe no copy’d line you trace,

No copy’d colouring, copy’d grace,
The pitture can’t be right you're fure;
But fay, my critic connoiffeur,

Moves it the heart, as much or more,
Than pi&ure ever did before ?

This is the painter’s trueft teft,

And this Sir Re——d’s felf confeft.
Nay, ’tis fo moving, that the Knight
Can’t even bear it in his fight ;

Then who would tears fo dearly buy,
As give four hundred poupds togry 2
T own he chofe the prudent part, |
Rather to break his word than heart ;
And yet methinks ’tis ticklith dealing,
With one fo delicate—in feeling.

However, lst the pi€ture ruft,
Perhaps time’s price enhanein g duft,
As ftatues moulder into earth,
When I'm no more, may mark its worth ;
And future connoiffeurs may rife,
Honeft as ours, and full as wife,
To puff the piece and painter too,
And make me then what Guido’s now,

THE
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THE OLD MAN OF VERONA;

BY THE REV. }J. LANGHORNE,

—_—

HAPPY the man, whofe life’s whole fcene has laic
In the dear ficlds of his paternal home,

Leans on his ftaff, where once a child he play’d,
And counts long annals of one little dome,

He never, wand’riag, drank of fireams unknown,
Nor bore the toils of Fortune’s various war 3

He hears no tempeft’s rage, no battle’s groan,
Nor the wild clamours of the wrangling bar,

Strangeﬁj{n bufinefs, and the town, tho’ near,

O’er heav’ns cicar vault he takes his vifual range,
Marks by its produce the revolving year,

Its fruits and flowers, the confiils of its change.

The fun that rifes o’er his eaftern plain,
Seeks o’er its weftern bounds his nightly feay
The day, thus meafur’d in his own domain,
Sinks 1n the fweet eafe of rufticity.

24 ol
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The gk, that now its tall head proudly rears,
- He well remembers once an humble fpray,
Counts o'er his long contemporary years,
And, like him{elf, beholds his groves decay,

Tho’ near Verona, that he knows no more

Than Indians darkening in the fun’s fierce flame
Tho’ fame has told him of the Red Sea’s thore,

He thinks Benacus® borders are the fame.,

LY

Yet health is his, the firong limb’s finewy might,
Robuft he fees his third-defcending heirs's
" Imdiftant climes let others tak, |
His, longer life, and longer journies theirs,

’

TO A LADY,

WHO ACCUSED THE AUTHOR OF FLATTER Y.

Say 'm::nf:j,l fair one, that I flatter,

Truft me, what T fpeak is true ;
Would you have me write z fatire,

Where the pureft praife is due.

+ 1 thofe praifes cannot finother,
You fo charming feem to me;
What were flattery to another,
Barely yuttice is to thee,

ON
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ON A LADY SLEEPING.

WHEN, for the world’s repofe, my Calia {leeps,
See, Cupid hovers o’er the maid, and weeps.
Well may’it thou weep, fond boy, thy power dies,
Thou haft no darts, when Celia has no eyes.

PROLOGUE TO A PUPPET-SHEW.

ADDRESSED TO THE LADIKS,

FAIR dames, if puppets may prefume to fue
To {uch true judges of mankind as you, |
Indunige us, fupplicating fticks of wood,
Who plead but to be heard and underftood ;
And th8¥1like modern macaronies made,
Of filk and whalebone, tinfe! aud brocade,
T hus pledge ourfelves courageouily ro pleafe you,
And promile, on our honours, not te teaze you.
Since m fquerades are grown fo much in fafhion,
T hat fqueaking’s made the language of the nation.
Let honeft Punch be from you: cenfure free,
And fmile on uraffedied repartee.
In this infipid, fentunental age, -
Since wit retit'd from the declining ftage ;
Since bards enervaie, {pinilefs, and tame,
T ook decency and duilnefs for the {fame;
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Since tafte in affe@ation dy’d away,
wAnd moral {entences were {iyl’d a play.
Receiv’d in this poor {cene, Joy'’s fav'rite {eat,
True Englith humour feeks a laft retreat ; |
Here Punch the manners of the mob can paint,’
And drefs his droll conceits in phrafes quaint ;
For he’s a blade of fpirit, fire, and fun,
Can drink, dance, drefs and fight, intrigue and pun 3
A tho’ more thrill be charming Linley’s throat,
When fweetly the prolongs the dying note,
Yet fhiil with tolerable grace he fings,
And few fine gentlemen ' things.

* Should fome by partial prejudices led,
Like living puppets better than the dead,
We might, perhaps, infiru& them where to find
Amufemerts, more ad.: :pted to rheir mind
Shew rtragedies pathetically dreft,
LOr plotlefs comedies without a jeft.

Yet ere they leave us we would fain impart
A fev fhort efforts of our mimic art ;
To prove our nnnagu s creative fkll!
Who drefles, mouils, and moves us ot his will 3
With one nfe:vt, feft you hi. hopes d.feat,
That tho' his humble friends, we never Ear.

* T, H.1.

| THE
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THE EXPOSTULATLQN.
TO DELTA; BY LORD G wemmmmm—r,

I.

FOR ever, O mercilefs fair
F

Will that croel indif’rence. endure
Can thole eyes look me into defpa:r,
And that heart be unwilling to cure 2

11,

It I love, will vou doom me to die :
Or, if I adore you, upbraid ?

Can that breaﬂ: thE lﬁaﬁ Plt}' deny . t “'E-“h'::i" .
To the wretch which your beauty has maay 2
I17.

How oft what T fclt to difguife
Has my reafon imperiouily firove,
"Till my foul almoft fell from my eyes,
In the tears of the tenderefl love !

IV, %

"Till render’d unable to fiow,

By the torture’s excefs which I horg,
That nature funk under the wo,

Or only recover’d to maore.
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Then Delia, determine my fate,
Nor let me to madnefs be drove s

But, O! do not tell me you hate,
1f you even refolve fot to love,

§

THE REPL.Y.

!
!

BY LADY MARY § vmpastas

I,

Q! Ceafe to mourn, unigppy youth,
*Or think this bofomn hard :

My tears, alas! muft own your truth,
And .0 it could reward,

| 1L
Th’ excefs of unabating wo,

Thas tortur’d breaft endures,
Too well, alas ! muft make you know,
The pain that dwells in your’s,

111,
Condemn’d, like you, & weep in vain,
I feck the darkeft grove ;
And fondly bear the fharpeft pain
Of never-hoping love,

Vor. V. F 1V, My
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1Vv.
My wafted day, in endlefs fighs,
No {vund of comfort hears ;
And morn but breaks on Delia’s eyes
To wake her into tears.

'V,
If fleep thould lend her frieadly aid,
In fancy I complain ;
And hear fome fad, {fome wretched maid,
Or fec fome perjur’d {wain.

Vi
Then ceafe th}r fuit, fond youth, O ceafe, "
Or blame the fates alone; -
For how can [ reflure your peace,
Who quite have loft = @

THE CHOQICE OF A WIFE,

WHENE’ER, my friend, you chance to find
A female who attraéts your mind,
Your choice awhile {ufpgnd ;
Examine nicely firflt her heart;
If incorrupt, if free from art;
To that, be fure, attend,.

For beauty foon familiar grows,
- Or fades, as hourly fades the rofe,

Frai
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Frail tenant of decay!
But virtue, life’s extremeft length
Improving, fhines, and grows in firength,
With each fucceeding day,

This is the beauty worth yogy care,

And not the cheek, thqn___lip;the hair,
The eye, the teetﬁ?‘?thc mien ;

If no deformity difgrace,

You’'ll foon think that a lovely face,
Where truth and honour reign,

Be then thepurpofe of her hLeart,
Whom of yourfclf you’d inake a part,
Confirin’d and well inform’d

In all things moral, and digine ;
The virtues more attradtive fhine,
By true devotion waem'd, .

Thole virtues fhll have leaft allay, -
And beft will bear the flrict affay,
That on religion grow ;
Others to fear, or intereft, yield,
+ Or dhrink, or meanly quit the field,
When florms of paflion blow,

"Let no vain fuperititious fears
Create imaginary cares ;
. F )

For
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For thofe, who mean the bett,
Who've only honeft ends in view,
Will carefuily thofe ends purfue,

And leave to heaven the reft,

1f gratitude her boforn fyell ;

If there, kind, generous, pity. dwell,
Meeknefs, and manly fénfe ;

If no defire for drefs, or play, °

Can lead her fteady heart away,
Fear not her innocence,

Fair virtue, honour, candour, truth,
Alone maintain the charims of youth
Thro’ every ftage of life |

Thefe with new luftre Fglow,
And, every day, new charms beftow
Upon the friend—the wirE,

Thofe light the lamp of pure defire,
Thefe fan the clear, celeftial fire,

. Bright flame of latting love ;

‘While practis’d looks, and airs, and {miles,

And art, that thoughtlefs men beguiles,
But flafhes—mcteors prove,

THE



{ 105 ]

THE CHOICE OF A HUSBAND,

EY A LADY,

You ffk, if the thing to my choice were fubmitted,
You atk how I'd wifh in a man to be fitted ?
Il anfwer you freely, but beg you to mind him ;
Your friendihip, perhaps, may aflift me to find him.

His age and condition fhall firft be confider’d—
The rofe on his cheek thould be blown, but not wi-
theeld ;
He fhould be, then—but, hark ye, a word in your
ear,
Don’t you think five-and-twenty would fit to a hajr >

His fortune, from dglbts and incumbrances clear,
Uniaddled with jointures, a thoufand a year,
Tho', to fhew you at once, my good fenfe and ,goad
nature, |

I'd not quarrel much, fhould it chance to be greater

The qualities, next, of his heart and his head—
Good-natur’d, and friendly, fincere, and well-bred 3
With wit, when he pleas’d, on all fubjelts to fhine,
And fenfc, not teo great to fet value on mine

1 A 1) ia
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His learning, and judgment, fhould feldom ap
pear ; |
And his courage be fhewn, but when danger is near ;
With an eye, that can melt at another man’s w 0,
A heart to forgive, and a hand to beftow.

No coxe mb who boafls of his knowledge, or arts;
Nor ftift with his learning, Rir proud of his parts ;
No dull, folemn blockhead, whod fain be thuught

wife ;

For, a fool [ deteft, and a fop I defpife,

Thus I've try’d to mark out, in thefe whimfical
' lays,

The partner I with for the reft of my da)s

Go find out the fad that is form’d to my plan ;

And him I will marry—I meanif I can.

But, if it thould chance——there’s a proverl, you
know,
That marriage and hanging by deftiny go—
_whould 1t happen that fate hath fome other in ftore,
Phe reverfe of the picture I gave you before :

Sliould T chance to be curft with a fop, or a fool,
‘Tou perverfe to be rul’d, yet too filly to rule,
WWhat, then, could be done ?~Without fighting, or
argung,
Ithink I would ¢'en make the beft of vy bargain s
I'd
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I'd fit down content with the lot thag is mine,
And, tho' T might fmart, yet I would not repine—
You may laugh, if you pleafe; but I’il iwear that X

would
Do all 1 have tuld you—I mean if I could.

The two following little pieees were written by the late Dre
HawkrsworTu; aund given by him in order to be let to

Mofic by Mr. Stanrry, the Compoitr,
'ON FREEDOM.

FREEDOM?’s charms alike engage
Elooming youth and hoary age;
Time itfelf can ne’er deftroy
Frcedom’s pure and lafting joy :
Love and friendfhip gave
Half their bleflings to the flave;
None are happy hut the free,

Blifs 15 born of liberty.

ON FRIENDGSHIP,

IFRIENDSHIP is the joy of reafon,
Dearer yet than that of love :

Love but lafts a tranfient feafon,
Friend{hip makes the blifs above,

- . TTYTE o
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Who would lofe the facred pleafure
Felt, when foul with foul unites ;

Other bleflings have their meafure,
Friendthip without bound delights,

VERSES BY POPE,
[Not in his i’u"urks.:f
TO MR, Coe—=, §T. JAMES'S PLACE,

LONDON, CCTOBER 223,

FEW words are beft; I with you well ;
Bethel, I'm told, will {oon be here :
Some morning-walks along the Mall,
And evening-friends will end the year,

if, in this interval, between
The falling leat and coming froft,

You pleafe to fue, on Twit'n:un green,
Your triend, your poet, and your hott,

5

For three who'e days you here may reft
From office, bufinefs, news, and {infe ;

And (what moft folks would think a jcft)
Want nothing elfe, except your wilc,

I
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INSCRIPTION AT B, * 1770,

[Now firft publifhed,]

T Hrs healing fpring to Mansfield lends
Deftruétion from his fingers’ ends ;

'Thus plauts innoxious in the field,

To vipers deadly poifons yield,

TRANSLATION OF A FRAGMENT OF $IMONIDES,

L OUD blew the winds, and from the fliore
Her bark the fiwelling bitlows bore,
When the fond mother § clofely preft,
The infant Pcrfeus to her breaft.

¢ O child,” (and as fhe ’gan to {peak
‘The tears ran down her faded cheek)
% What thoughts my afxious bofom tear 2
¢ Yet thou, fweet boy, fecure from fear,
¢ With pure and peacelul flumbers bleft,
¢ Can'tt in this joylefs manfion reft ;
% Wherc night, and horror’s deepeft thades,
¢t (Save where the glimmering moon pervades)
¢ Their gloomy influence have {pread,
** Thou, in thy purple mantle laid ;

* Occalioned by a report that the Lorld Chitef ]u.’Hae haﬁng
foft his nails, recovered them by the ufe of t'.e Scaiborovzh waters.

+ Danad,
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Nor heed’{t8he waves, that o'gr thee flow,
¢ Nor hear’ft the winds that howling blow,
*¢ But-had thefe terrors half their pow’r,

““ On thee too; in this dreadful hour,

¢ Thy little ear thoud’it furely lend,

And to thy mother’s griefs attend.

¢ Sleep on my child: T charge thee fleep ;
* O could I hufh the angry deep,

** Or my unmeafurable woes,

*¢ Within my troubled breaft compofc !

¢ Dut thou avert, O Father Jove,

Such cruel punifiment for love.

*“ Bold as it is, I dare demand

¢ Juftice, from thy almighty hand,

“ And to the injur’d parent done,

# 0, be that juftice, by her fon!”

£

e

&

[ o1

-

THE PLEASURES OF THE MIND.

'K IND nature, with a mother’s jovs
Her every art to charm employs,

For man—the golden king of day
Pours light, health, beauty, n his ray,
The morn n filver trefles bright,
With milder charms {alutes his fight,
Aand night her fhadowy curtain draws,
Indalging fleep’s refrefhing paufe
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For man the purply finger’d hoyrs,3
Drefs beauteous {pring in new<blown flow’rs.
Teach her to breathe a rich perfume,
And fmile with eyve-enchanting-bloom,.
Then, ripe in beauty’s glowing pride,
Blithe Summer, Sol’s refulgent bride,
Bids plenty revel o’er the plains,

And carol heart enlivening ftrains.

Next, autumn calls the fylvan pow’rs,

To lay him {oft in fhady bow’rs,

Where grape and neftarine, plum and peach,
May tempting hang within his reach !
Laft, winter comes to rifle the year

In fwect viciflirude fevere,

See him on Zembla’s mountains fland,

He ftretches out his palfied hand,

And all his magazines unfold

Their copious hoards of ice and cold :
The hatl, 1n vollies rattles round,

The {now defcending, fhrouds the ground :
Deep betlowing burfts of thunders roll,
And pleafing horror fwells the foul. - -
With il improv’d delight, the mind
Beholds her powers unconfin’d,

She roves with nature, and explains

What virtues live in {ecret veins

-Of herbs; bids Flora’s children rife

In naked beauty to her eyes,
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To the {oft {erenade of gales
Thro’ occan’s liquid realms fhe f-':lllﬂ,
Thro' pearly worlds, thro’ coral groves,
Where every {caly wonder roves:
With Pheebus, in his chariot driv'n,
She journies thro’ the expanie of heav'n
Now roliing round on Saturn’s ring,
Now roving on the comet’s wing,
And urging ftill her airy flight,
She gains thofe fmiling realms of light,
Where {fons of blifs, immortals dwell,
In golden groves of afphodel.
Now confcious of celeftial fkill,
- Her forming pow’r flie tries at will,
Her pencil weds aflenting dies,
And fee a new-born world arife.
Here charms the eye the Lloflom’d grove,
Where, looking blifs, young lovers rove s
There ferpentine the river glides,
And nibbling flocks adorn its fides.
Soft’ning to flefh the marble lives,
And takes each attitude fhe gives
Here nerv’d to ftrength the hero {tands,
There orators extend their hands,
The patriot here, by freedom’s fide,
Smiling pours out the vital tide ;
Here beaury charms the gazing eye,
The loves and graces waiting by :
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Is it the breeze that wakes the {pring, -
Or 1fay, does Philomela fing,

And bid the lift’'ning ear rejoice ?

- *T'is mufic tunes her heav’nly voice,
Hcr voice of fweeteft tkill to raife

"The drooping heart ten thoufand ways,
Now heav’n-caught fury fires the foul,
And fpurring oft carth’s dull controul,
Vent’rous fhe wings her full-plam’d flight,
Detelts new reg’ons of delight s

Led by eachantrefs fancy roves,

The mufes gayddeal groves,

Where countlefs beings ftrike her cye,
Contus’d in glitt’ring novelty :

But what the varied years delight,

Or what the mental kenfo bright,

Or what the kind infpiring -

To blifs that genuine love transfufes )
The parent fond impaffion’d flow,

The fii*al duteous grareful glow, e
Congenial friendthip, heav’nly true, |
And pity prefling balmy dew.

The featt of converfe, that difpenfes
Rapture to fill up all the fenfes,

- Where reafon, mirth, good humour ft,
And beaunty {parkles into wit,

Here too, as in the natural fcene,
Triumphs the miind. creative miresn
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Here fancy, mj“w =y $ >
?dulges ev’ry Iﬁngm:g:ﬁﬁﬂ&}s 5y %,
rings to.the lover, mdefpaﬁ'*‘fh*ﬁ."-..'3_.5-7%:-;:%': - 3
His mutuaily 1m paflic _dfa;,r, % i J
Adorns the fnghfflﬂ ale fac_c" s S
- W:th beauties from ever S fr

’ 1 : v - ,_Ef:i‘gkupt_{'% *, __ ..
And br&ls the I'Eptllt! fﬂar a Gcﬁ?; TR Tanat!

App-auds the bard’s profaic fung:, 2. . | o
Gives ﬂlnquance to {tamm’ring tongues, < .7 T
~ Lets ocean’s fons their haven gain,

- Whabinds the captive’s gallm‘g“ Gh T
Tﬂ poverty :ach oy beftows, -~ .

A.nd charm the vtrtum ‘Ig ﬁcf&,
Yg:l: ffill referves the fa,!en_t mind,

Her darling free- born joy behind, _
- . When with fond eyes fhe loves totrace, . = s
 The beautigsiof hﬁ{tmﬂ‘ﬁl race, 599

And with blithe confidence can fay,

She liv’d with virtueev’ rydaygei
That {till the urg’d life’s great deﬁgu,
.~ To fit herfelf for blifs divine; - . =* . T
~ Then confcience le%ﬂs the plauﬁinﬂte, T 4
r* Thro’ ev’ry fenfe of j joy to float,
?  Strikes mufic from each vital firing,
That envies not when angels fing; L s

_;.
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And yet, perhaps, fome vent’rous fpark,
May bring it, now the nights are dark.
Punch T have {tore, and beer befide,
And port that’s found, tho’ frenchify’d.
Then, if you come, I'm fure to get
From Eafib’ry *—a defert—of wit.

One line, good Sir, to name the day,
And your petitioner will pray, &c.

TGO MY BROTHER MR, CHRISTOPHER PITT, AN
EPISTLE ; ON HIS HAVING AFIT OF THE GOU I,

AMONG the well-bred natives of our ifle,

¢ T kifs your hand, Sir,” is the modith ftyle ;

In humbler manner, as my fate 1s low,

1 beg to kifs your venerable toe.

Not old infailibility’s can have

Profounder reverence from its meaneit flave,
What dlgmty attends the folemn gout, |

What confciehs greatnefs, if the heart be ft f

Methinks I fce you o'er the houle prefide, =~

In painful majefty and decent pride,

With leg toft high, on flately fofa fit,

More like a {u'tan, thar a modern wit;

Qunick at your call the trembling flaves appear,

Advance with caution, and tetire with fear;

* NMr. Dodington’s feat, at that time,
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. Bv'n Peggy trembles, tho’ (or authors fail)
At times, the anti-falic laws prevail,

- Now Lord have mercy on poor Dick! fay I, %
** Where’s the lac’d hoe—who Iaid the fiannet by '

Within, tis hurry, the houfe feems poffeft
Without, the horfes wonder at their reft.
What terrible difmay, what feenes of care !
Why is the footy Mintrem’s hopeful heir, *
Before the morning-dawn compell’d to rife,
And give attendance with his half fhut eyes ?
What makes that girl with hideous vifage flare ?
What fidhds prevent Ead’s 4 journey tothe fair? §
Why all this noife, this bufile, and this rout ?
¥ Oh! nothing—~but poor mafter has the gout,”
Meantime, {upcrior o the pains below,
Your thoughts in foaring meditations flow,
In rapt’rous trance on Virgil’s genius dwell,
'To us, poor mortals, his firong beauties tell,
And, like Kneas, from your conch nfwﬁate,
In all the pomp of words difplay the Tr%l;m fate,
Can nothing your afpiring thoughts réftrain 2
Or does the mufe Yufpend the rage of petin ¢
Awhile give o’er your rage ; 1 ficknefs prove
Like other mertals, if you'd pity move :
* My, Puts fervant, the fon of a bl k['rﬁlrith-

+ Another fervant of Mr. Pict.
I Blindbord-fair, vwo miles from Uimpern,
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Think not your friends compat. 'd..7:1 VAR
When fuch the produc of difeafe tt,
Four fharpeft piangs but add to our lelight,
We'll wiih you il the gout, if ftill you write,

H E A L T I

H EALTH, Pleafure’s handmaid, loves my beech.
crown’d hill ;
There, when the fun firft ftreaks the eaftern fky,
I meet the nymph in flowing mantle dreft,
With rofy cheek, and luttre-beaming eye.

When nontide heats forbid to climb the brow,
With me fhe fecks the copfe’s green retreat ;
And as Ilie beneath the deepeft fhade,
She hears the willing vows which I repeat,

Sweet nymph, whofe prefence gilds the darkeft
{cene ! |
(Thus do [ oft begin the votive lay)
Parent of blifs | thou fource of purg delight !
Accept the grateful homage which I pay !

Oh may’tt thou ne'er my humble cot forfake,
May no rude ofgies drive thee from my door;
But ititl the plain repaft with me partake,
And throw a funfhine on my ev'ning hour.

THE
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"URT OF VENUS.
- FRAROM CLAUDIAN.

FEING PART OF THE EPITHALAMIUM ON THE
MARRIAGE OF THE EMPEROR HONORIUS WITH
“MARIA, THE DAUGHTER OF STILICHO,

"T'H’ Ionian quarter of the Cyprian fhore,
A craggy mountain coolly thadows o’er,
Untrod by human feet ; and, from its head,
Nile's fev’nfold mouths, and Proteus’ Pharian bed
(The Egyptian coaft) in diftant profpect lie;
No louring ftorms e’er cloud the happy fky.
To love and luxury, th’ indulgent {cene
Devoted lies, and wears eternal green,
Nor the bleak feafons that deform the year;
Nor wintry months difgracefully appear ; }
But {pring’s immortal beauties flourifh here,
On its hagh top a field extends around,
With a rich fence of golden hedges crown’d,

This curious border, Mulcilber, "tis faid,
Uxorious, for his wife’s embraces paid,
A bribe to purchafe love, The meadows {mile ;
No culture need, for zephyr tends the foil,
Na bird prefumes to warble in thefe groves,
Bur fuch whofe voice the goddefs firft approves,

The
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The victers triumph, and thie vanquifh’d train,
Are chas’d away to diftance on the plain,

To love, the chearful vegetables rife,
And ev’ry tree feems fenfible of joys.
His boughs the elder with the elder twines,
And, clofle emeﬁcing, conjugally joins.

£

The popiar to the poplar fighs his pains, g
And beech to beech alternately complains.

Two fountaiff®roll ; one fweet; and bitter one,
Whofe hateful ftreams all mirth and pleafure drown,
Here Cupid, fame reports, his darts prepargs,

And dips the cruel weapons of his wars,
A thoufand brothers on the margin play, }

Alike in face and drefs, all young and gay,
The family of loves, of unrefifted fway !

The reft {prung from the nymphs ; but this alone,
Of better birth, is golden Venus’ {on, }
Heav'n and the gods are fubjelt to hls throne ;

On princes his diftinguifli’d thafts he fpends;
O’cr meaner hearts the meaner race attends,

No other waiteful pow’rs are wanting here;
Voluptuous licence, which no bounds can bear,
And hafty anger cafily aton’d, |
And watchings, drench’d in wine, ihabit round ¢
Blufhes, and palenefs, love’s alternate hue ;
Boldneis, at Qrft abafh’d with raptures new,



[ 121 )

7 sghtful fears, and pleafures infincere,

1d wanton perjuries on wing appear :
“refumptuous yoush is till at hand to chafe
Decrepit age from this enchanting place,

‘The ghitt’ring palace fhoots a various blaze
Thro’ the brown grove, and fhines with mingled rays,
By Vulcan rear’d, who added art to price;

Gems mixt with gold here firike th’ admiring eyes.

On em’rald bafes plac’d the pillars ftand,

Hew’d from clear hyacinth with happy hand.

The walls were beryl; fparkling jafpers join,

To form the doors, and nicely polifly’d fhrine;

Rich agate pav’d the floor, difpes’d with fkill di.
vine,

Full in the midit an ample plain appears,

Which curtous plants and od’rous hurvetts bears.
Here {weet amomum and the caffia’s fpice,

And {oft Sabzan cinnamon arofe ;

Nor grudgingly their gums the branches yield,
But the rich balm diftils o’er all the ficld,

J. H. BROWNE, Esq; ON HIS BIRTH-DAY.,

Now fix-and-thirty rapid years are fled
Since I began, nor yet begin to live-—
Pawful refledtion ! to look back I dread,

What hope, alas! can looking forward give !
Day
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Day urges day, and year fucceeds to year ;
While hoary age deals unperceiv'd along,

Summer is come, and yet no fruits appear;
My joys a dreamn, my works an idle fong,

Anh me! T fondly thought Apollo fhone
With Deams propitious on my natal hour,

Fair was my morn; but now at higheft noon,
Shades gather.zound, and clouds begin to lour.

““ Yes, on thy natal hour,” the god replics,
““ Iihone propitious, and the muies finil’d
* Blame not the pow’rs; they gave thee wings to
ti{e ;
“ But earth thou lov't, by low delights begnil’d.

“‘ Poffelling wealth beyond a poet’s lot,
‘“ Thou the dul! track of lucre haft preferr’d ;
*¢ For contemplation torn’d, and lofty thought,
*“ Thou meanly minglett with the valgar hierd,

¢¢ True bards, {eled, and facred to the Nine,

““ Laften not thus to pleature’s warbling lays;
# Nor on the downy couch of cafe recline g

*+ Suvere their lives, sbitemious are their days,

O boyn
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¢¢ O born for nobler ends ! dare to be wife s

‘“ *T1s not even now too late; affert thy claim :
*‘ Rugged the path conductng to the fkics,

““ Buat the fair guerdon is immortal fame.”

THE CHOICE OF A WIFE BY CHEESE.

BY CADPT. THOMSQN,

THERE liv'd in York, an age ago,
A man whofe name was Pimlico :
He lov'd three fifters pﬂﬂing well,

But which the beft he could not tell,
Thefe fifters three, divinely fair,

Shew’d Pumlico their tend’redt care
For each was elegantly bred,

And all were much inclin’d to wed ;
And all made Pimlico their choice,

And prais’d him with their fweetefl voice.
Young Pim, the gailant and the gay,
Like afs divided ’tween the hay,

At ladt refolv’d to gain his eafe,

And chufe hus wife by eating cheefe,

He wrote his card, he feal’d it up,

And faid with them that night he'd fup;
Defit’d that there might only be

Good Chethire cheefe, and but them three s
e
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He was refolv’d to crown his life,
And by that means to fix his wife,
"The girls were pleas’d at his concelt 3
Each drefs’d herfelf divinely neat s
With faces full of peace and plenty,
Blooming with rofes under twenty,
For furely Nancy, Betty, Sally,
Were fweet as lilies of the valley,

But fingly, furely buxom Bet

Was like new hay and minionet ;
But each furpais’d a poet’s fancy,
For that, of truth, was {aid of Nancys
And as for Sall, fhe was a Dona,

As fair as thofe of old Crotona, *
Who to Apelles lent their faces,

To make up Madam Hclen’s gracess
To thofe, the gay divided Pim,
Came clegantly fmart and trim :
When ev’ry fmiling maiden, certain,
Cut of the cheefe to try her fortune.
Nancy, at once, not fearing——caring
To thew her faving, eat the paring;
And Bet, to fhew her gen'rous mind,
Cut, and then threw away the rind ;

* Anclics, from five beautiful virgins of Cgotona, drew Helea
of Lrov, ithe adulterous wife of Menclaur.

While
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While prudent Sarah, fure to plf:aﬁ:,
Like a clean maiden, ferap’d her checfe,
This done, young Pimlico replied,

£
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Sally I now declare my bride s
With Nan 1 can’t my welfare put,

- For fhe has prov’d a dirty flut :

And Betfy, who has par’d the rind,

Would give my fortune to the wind,

Sally the happy medium chofe,

And I with Sarah will repofe ;

She’s prudent, cleanly; and the man

Who fixes on a nupmlyan,

Can never err, if he will chufe

A wife by checfe—before he ties the noofe.”

ON SEEING THE FIGURE OF DEATH IN A DREAM:

BY DR, HARRINGTON.

(Y wane fuperfles !

AVERT, proud Death, thy hifted ipcar,
Nar vaunt thee Kinﬁg of Terrors, here;
Shorn of thy firlt envenom’d hing:

Vain are all terrors thou cant bring s

Smite, monfter, fmite, nor fparc thy deepefl wound ;
From Jefle’s root our fovereign balm is found.
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When o’er the world’s wide mifery,
Coeval dorknefs fwvay’d with thee,
Creation fhrunk bencath thy frown,
And horror mark’d thy ebon crown,
Thofe downcafl kingdoms, whelim’d in ruins lie,
Smote by the beaming day-{pring from on high,

Tho’ clad in vefture of affright,

Thou prowl’ft beneath the pall of night,

Thy tamith'd form doth quafl alarm,

Unpoife that daring threngrhlefs arm,
Bow thy duninifh’d head=—ttern tyranr, ilee,
For thou art {wallow’d up 1n victory,

Sweet Mercy hath her triumph fhewn,

"Thy darken’d hoft of fear ¢’erthrown:

Now to behold thee~—vanquifl’d ilave,

No power’s left heyond the grave j—
We greet thee kind ! -0 wond'rous tfricndfhip this !
Welcome, good herald !—to announce our blis,

WRITTEN IN THE PUMP-ROOM AT BATH,
Scire potefates aguarumy ufumque bibead:, Virg

ALWHYLE ye :hink, 'mid{t age and ache ybent,

Al creepe not comfortlefle befyde our {treame;

(Sweet nurfe of hope) afilyction’s downward fente,

Wrythe ftyll fmalle voyce, to rouze from thryftlel
dreame

pre—]
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Eache wyng to prune, that ﬂqit'tythe everie fparie,
In wytlefle fiyghte, and chyrpythe lyfe awaic,

Alwhyle ye lave—{uche folace may be founde
¢ \When kynde the hande, why ‘neath its healynge
¢ faynte?
. ¢¢ Payne fhall recure,the heartes corrnptede wounde,”
¢¢ Farre goneis that, which feclethe not its playnte,”
“ Ay kyndrede angel {fmote, Bethefda gave”
¢¢ Newe vyrtues forthe,~~and felt her troublede
¢ wave,”

 Thus drynke, thus laves&tior evermore lamente;
Oure {prynges but flowe pale anguifh to befriende ;
Howe faire the mecd that followe the contente!
How bleite to live, and fynde fuche anguifh mende!
How blefte to dye, when {ufterynge faithe makes
fure,
At Ivfe’s high founte, an everlaftynge cure !

Epc aAn.

THE SPORTSMADN,

OFT when I’ve feen the newefledg’d morn ariie,
And iprecad its pinions to the polar fkies,

T expanded air with gelid fragrance fan,
Drace the dfack verves, and anlmate the man
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Qwift from the college, and from cares I flew,

(For ftudicus cares folicit fomething new)

From tinkling bells that wake the truant’s fears,

And letter’d trophies of three thoufand years ;

Thro' length’ning flreets with funguine hopes 1
oiide,

The fatal tube depending at my fide;

No bufy vender dins with clam’rous call,

No rattling cnrringé drives me to the wall ;

‘The clofec compadted thops, their commerce 1aid,

In filence frown like manfiens of the dead—

Save, where the footy-hirowded wretch cries—~Sweep,

Or drowfy watchman ftalks in broken {lecp—-

*Scap’d from the hotebrain’d youth of midnight
fanme,

1Whofe mirth is mifchief, and swhofe glory fhnmge

Save, that from vender ficw the batter’d beau,

\With tot’ring iteps comes reeling to and fro——

Mark, how the live-long revels of the night

Srare in his face, and ftupify his fight !

Mark the loofe frame, yet impotently bold,

*Twixt man aud beaft, divided empire hold !

Amphibious wretch ! the prey of pathon’s tide,

"he wreek of riot, and the mock of pride.

Nut we, my friend, with aims far dif’rent borne,

ek the fair fields, and court the blufhing morn;
With
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With fturdy finews, brufh the frozen {now,
while crimfon colours on our faces glow,
Since life is fhort, prolong it while we can,
And vindicate the ways ot health to man.

Onward our courfe diverfify’d we bend,
And right and lefr, with anxioys care attend
The poring fpaniel, fiudious as he goes,
Scents every leaf that on the margin grows;
Sudden lLie ftops '—he eyes the plathy {pring!
The frighted fnipe darts upward on the wing,
With fhrill ton’d pipe implores the paflive awr,
In vain ! for death ¢’en perfecutes him there—
Another {prings ! but happier in his flight,
*Scapes the loud gun, and vanithes from fights

‘The {port begun,
Heav’n ! what delights my adtive mind renew,
When out-{pread nature opens (o my view,
The carpet cover’d carth of {pangled white,
The vaulted fky, juft ting’d with purple light ;
The bufy blackbird hops from {pray to tpray,
The gull, felf-balanc’d, floats his liquid way 3
The morning breeze in milder wr retires,
And rifing rapture all my bofom fires,

G o3 While
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While fervid Rlights my lifted fancy takes,
“The wary woeodcocks ruftles thro? the brakes,
With hafty piniens wings his rapid courfe,
"Till death purives him, arm’d with double force ;
Each gun difcharg’d, and confcious of its aim,
Aflerss the prize, and holds the dubious ctaim ;
"Till chance decides the long contefted {poit,
Prociaims the viftor, and rewards his toil,

His lucklefs fate, immediate to repair,
The baidl’d fportfinan beats with forward care,
Each buth explores, that plats the hedge with pride,
Brooks at its feet, and brambles at its fidg
Another bird, juft fluthing at the found,
Scarce tops the fence, then tumbles to the grouad,

Ah ! what avails him now the varnifl)’d dye,
The tortotfe-colour’d back, the brilliant eye,
Lhe pemted billy that freer’d his vent’rous way
From northern climnes, and dar’d the boift’rous fea;
To milder thores in vain thefe pinions {ped,
Their beauty blafted, and their vigour fled,

Thus the poor peafant, ftruggling with diftrefs,
Whom rig'rous laws, and nigid hunger prefs,
In weftern regions feeks a milder ftare,
Braves the broad occa, and refigns to fate;
STarcs
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Scarce well arriv’d, and lab’ring to procure
Life’s free fubkiience, and retreats fecure,
Sudden ! he fees the roving Indian nigh,

Fate 1n his hand, and ruin 1 his eyce—

Scar’d at the fight, hc runs; he bounds, he flies,
*Till arrow-pierc’d, he falls—he faints—he dics,
Unhappy man ! who no extreme could fhun,
By tyrants banith’d, and by chance undone!

In vain! fair virtue fann’d the free-born flame,
Now falPn alike to fortune and to fame,

Thefe to prevent, be ftill the flatefman’s end,
And this the tafk of {fovereigns to attend ;
Be mine the care, to range this ample field,
Try what its {prings, and what its thickets yicld,
Purfue the game that to the fkies afpire,
And purge the zther with {ucceffive fire,
Spring o’er the fence bars my aftive mind,
And rouze my friend that ling’ring. {tays behind,
Guard the fteep bank, to catch with eager pains
The forward bound, that {carce the margin gains ;
Or loudly laugh, when diligently nice,
He backward flides, and bumps the crackling ice.

And thou, dear {paniel! friend in other form!
Obfequious come, thy duty to perform,
Whofe fond affection cver glows the fame,

Lives in each look, and vibrates thro’ thy frame ;
y oo [
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And thou, dear pointer ! never devious firay, -
But fearrh the plains inquifitively gay,
With length’ned fide, and fapient nofe inhale
The flonting vapour of the fcented gale—
Oft have I feen thee, when the balanc’d year
Br Libra weigh’d, rewarded Ceres’ care,
Thro” new-thorn fields with a&ive vigour bound,
Snudf the frefh air, and traverfe all the ground ;
Or cautious tread, and fiep by ftep furvey,
With keeneft atritude, the tim’rous prey ;
Then ftatue-like, with lifted foot proclaim
The partridge near, and certify the gamew—
Where ere I range, whutever fports purfue,
e (hill attendant, and be ftill in view,

The day advanc’d, and waning to the wefl,
Demands a thought for refpite and for reft,
Bick to the city calls a fudden eye,

Where vary’d bheauties all in profpect lie s
The pointed fteeples menacing the fkies,
The iplendid domes that emuloufly rife,

Thefe to behold may pleafe the vacant mind,
Nore pleafing far the cottage of the hind
‘That yonder fmokes, by ruflet hawthorn hedg’d,
By hay-yard back’d, and fide-long cow-houfe edg’d*
Oft have I there my thirft and toil aliay’d,
Approach’d as now, and dar’d the dogz that Lay'd;
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'The {miling matron joys to {ee her gu%ﬁs,

Sweeps the broad hearth, and hears our free requefls,
Repels her little brood that throng too nigh,

The homely board prepares, the napkin dry,
‘T'he new-made butter, and the rather rare,

The new-laid egg, that’s drefs’d with nicelt care ;
The milky {tore for cream colletted firft,

Crowns the clean noggin, and allays our thirft;
While crackling faggots bright’ning as they burn,
Shew t#e neat cupboard, and the cleanly churn;
The plaintive hen, the interloping goofe,

The lambkin dear, that frifks about the houfe—
The modeft maiden rifes from her wheel,

Who unperceiv’d a filent look would fteal;

Call’d, fhe attends, affiits with artlefs grace,

~ The bloom of nature flufhing on her face,

‘That {corns the dye, which pallid pride can lend,
And all the arts which luxury attend,

With fuel laden from: the brambly rock,
Lo! forward comes the fathier of the flock,
Of honeft front :—falutes with ruflic gait,
Remarks our fare, and boafts his former itare,
When many a cow, nor Jong the time remov'd,
And many a - alt his {pacious palture rov’d,
*Tiil rifing rents reduced them now to three,
Abridg’d his farm, and fix’d him as we fee;

G Yet
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Yet thanks his God, what fails him in his wealth
He feeks from labour, and he gains from health ;
. Then talks of fport ; how many wild ducks feen |
What flocks of widgeons too had fledg’d the green,

While thus amus’d, and gladden’d with our lot,
The hafty ev’ning calls us from the cot -
A {mall gratuity dilates their heart,
And many a blefling follows as we part.
Nor you, ye proud! difdain their fiate to hear;
The ftate of nature crowns thelr frugal cheer;
Tranfmitted pure from patriarchal times,
By art unfathion’d to corruption’s climes—
To you unknown their labours and their race
Alike unknown their innocence and peace;
Secure from danger, as remov'd from fame,
Their lives calm current flows without a name,

Now had the twilight, veil’d in gloomy gray,
Mourn’d the departure of retiring day,
A darker hue the face of nature ‘wears,
Aud fearce diftinct the diftant town appears—
Back to our mind, in quick {ucceffion throng
(To cheat the time and {teal the road along)
The various {ports of all the fummer patt,
When ling’ring long-vacation came at Jaft ;
Imagination fondly fports to tell,

. .
ET v rvars?r orirrmiide Reter o arsatier ovm ssbnes o] o & 118



[ t35 1

The rifing moon, with delegated {way,
Supplies the radiance of the diftant day,
Reveals the various objefts that we meet,
“And all the bufy tumults of the fireet—
With head-long pace the vagrant hawker fcours,
And bloody news from lungs horrific pours ;
The dull, difcordant ballad.notes annoy,
That muck the crowd with love’s fantaftic joy;
The cumb’rous coach, with blazon’d pomp that
fhews,
Where pamper’d pride and indolence repofe ;
While clofe behind the fhiv’ring female firays,
Parted from virtue, innocence and eafe-
She ance the darling of her mother’s arms,
Her father’s pride, and bleft with blooming charms,
Thro’ all the village known for fpotlefs fame,
Fair was her beauty, fairer ftill her name;
*Till the fly tempter urg’d infiduous fuit,
" And lar’d her weaknefs to forbidden fruit ¢
There perith’d grace, her guardian honour fled,
And {ad remembrance mourns cach blefling—dead !
Expell’d the paradife of native fway,
She wanders now to ev’ry vice a prey—
A prey to yonder terror of the night,
(Avert, ye Gods! fuch monflers from my fight!)
The bully dire: whofe froat the furics fwell,
And fcars difhoneft mark the fon of hell—m
G 6 In
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In vain! fhe fhrinks to fhun his lucklefs pace,
Aw’d by the terrors of his vengeful face;

>

Heav’'n! how unlike the pure, the tranquil fcer{e,
Where rural mirth, and rural manners reign ;

~ Where fimple checr difclaims the cares of wealth,

Aund frefh’ning gales diffufe the glow of health,

NEW-YEAR ODE,

TO HIS MOST EXCELLENT MAJESTY.

KING BLADUD OF RBRATIH,

ILLUSTRIOUS Bladud, beft of kings,

Tho’ thou can’ft make no gracious fpeeches,
"Thy fiream the gift of healing brings,

In fpite of all the leagues of leeches,

When this bleft well one virtue more,
The grace of Helicon fhall give,

The grateful bard, tho’ not before,
May learn to praife, who learns to live,

Here patriots, worn with wafting care
Of poor Britannia on the brink ;

Here matron fage, and maiden fair,
And deifts here believe and drink.

The
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The facred prelate here fufpends

His pious views of new tranflation,
JAnd here the {tatefman condefcends
" To {ave himfelf to fink the nation.

The wither’d beau, the gouty cit,

The pamper’d koight, the prieft, the peer,
The fwaggering biter, and the bit,

Fantaftic groupe! are gather’d here.

All, helplefs babes of fainted Hoyle,

With the moft fervent zeal adore;
All, as {padille attacks the ipoil,
Spadille’s protedting aid implore,

Propitious to thy monarch’s will,
O boiling wave, do not defift
To keep alive aunt Deborah fiill,
And feat her foberly at whift,

Ah! did thy fount the cup {upply,
That blots the confcious memory out,

Full {oon the currrent would run dry,
And greedy votaries lick the {pout.

“His lordihip, with the filken firing,
Might then evade the poifon’d dart,

Which keeps him ¢ver on the wing,
Flying the horrors of his heart.
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But all that this fine town beftows,
To drels, to dance, to laugh, to fret,

Nor giddy ball, nor tawdry clothes,
Can teach the guilty to forget,

TO THE PARRET,.*

PARreT '—whofe artlefs windings lead

The ling’ring eye from mead to mead,

Where nature {preads, fo fair .0 fee,

Her fcenes of pure fimplicity ;

Oft’ to thy banks, when life was new,

Thy little votary fondly flew,

And hovering round thy paftoral ftream,

Indulg’d young Fancy’s earlieft dream ;

Full oft’ with fix’d attention ftood,

And gazing on the reftlefs flood,

Saw waves on waves fucceflive throng,

And wonder’d how they flow’d fo long !
In fimple childhood’s carelefs days,

Thefe {cenes could ltrange emotions raife N

Could wake the {inile—~could call the teare

Exalt with hope, or fink with fear:
Even now, when nature wakes my heart,
And weans it from the toys of art,

By fome refifllefs magic led,

I twine thy willows round my head,

® The Parret is a river near Sherborne,

".

i
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And flealing thro’ thy fair domain,

Bid Memory paint yet once agatn,

Yet once again, thofe fcenes belov'd,

When here with innocence ¥ rov’d s

Or, ftretch’d beneath yon’ bloomy fpray,

$aw pleafure lead the hours away.
But, ah! no more, fweet fiream no more

Will pleafure liten to my lore;

She flies my fteps on wings of wind,

And leaves me all forlorn behind,

The fairg {cenes of fancy fled,

Bach flattering expectation dead.

Thee I revifit all in vain,

Secking thort folace of my pain

For at each fcene that memory paints,

My fickening, fickening fpirit faints,
Parret ! if e'er thy banks along

Sweet Echo learn one fimple fong,

O teach the pratling rr-iymph' to tell

How tranfport rofe, how tranfport fell,

O teacH her to repeat aloud,

That pleafure’s like a fummer cloud :

The fleeting form of painted air,

Is gon¢ whilft we pronounce it faur,

E, L, Na
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ON LADY %¥#e¥&#  wyo UPON THY ATTHOR'S
PASSING AND LOOKING INTO HER CARRIAGE,
HELD UP A HAT, WHICH SHE WAS PURCHAGS~
INGy, BEFORE HER FACE,

WHAT tho thy plighted faith to one "confign’d,

Forbids the love you raife in all mankind ;

Tho” no foft vows prefume to tempt thine ear,

Nor fervent orifons, *twere fin to hear; |

Tho’ no new triumphs touch thy breaft with pride,

Warm to it’s truth, and cold to all befide ;

Woud'ft thou alike our cyes and hearts reprove,

And reprobate our tafte as well as love ?

—To cloifter’d walls, or thades reclufe retir'd,

Thou mufi be hidden not to be admir'd.

But in the world thy radiant courfe begun,

To mde thy pow’r were to conceal the fun 3

Some tranficnt moments may eclipfe his rays,

To fhine more glorious in a brighter blaze;

Some glimm’rings ffill confels th’ all-congu’rin 4
hights,

And intimate what foon muft joy our fights,

—While to obicure that lovely face you try,

And veil the thining beauties of thine eye,

‘With vain {uccefs you fhield us from their pow’r ;

“While hiding them, you but difcover more,
Thofe
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"Thofe arms alone our homage wou'd command,
Or half the namelefs graces of thy hand,
New charms in ev’ry finger are difplay’d,
And all your purpbfe is at once betray’d,
—1If ¢’er we too intemperately gaze,
*Tis holy rapture all! ’tis pions praife!
Religion’s felf the venial fault mult own ;
We covet not what one can claim alone
No decalogue we break, nor madly dare
To {et our love and piety at war;
The ftrongeft but the pureft flame we boatt,
And all our crime is in one prayer loft.
—Oh ! may thy Lord well know the prize pofleft,
And be, by greatly blefling, greatly bleft!

A T A L &

ONCE oh the way, #s fable tells,
Love, Reputation greeted;

The firft, like modern friend, feem’d frank,
The latter, thy, retreated,

Sir Gravity, faid {prightly Love,
Shall I my {cheme unravel?

Cumpaniun rare ! yet once for Wﬁ'im,
Together Jet us travel,

Nog
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Nor i1s this leagué with empty views,
On cither fide, invited ;

Perz flander hull in vain aflay,
Or you, oriue, united,

Agreed—away flies eager Love,
His wings outftripp’d the wind,

Whilit Reputation, flow of foot,
Came lagging far behind,

Love ftopp’d, impatient at his ftay,
And cried, If thus 1 rarry,

- How many matches thalf I fpoil ¢

How many prudes mifcarry ?

How many vot'ries fhall I lofe ?
Yet not my faith to fully,
Y'll teach thee, my dear friend, theo’ new,

To mark my progrefs duly.

When towns I {feek—a wing Pl plume,
Your guide to trace me thither;

-At malquerades, affemblics, balls,
You ne'er fhall mifs a feather,

Soft ! fnft! faid Reputation, Chuld,
To thefe I rarely come;

Bo maftter Love, again yvou're free,
In random flight, to roam
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Yet ¢re we part, wcigh well my words,
With {triét attention mind me ;

Thofe whom I meet, and me defert,
Again’ fhall never find me,

FROM THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER,
INTELLIGENCE EXTRAORDINARY.

EY RIGDUM FUNNIDOS.

- 1767,
IN the prefent dearnefs of all kinds of provifions,
it mutt undoubtedly give great fatisfalion to the
prory as wail as peiwae fanmilies, to be informed,
that the price of wrsde is fallen from 4s, 6d. and 484
to 3s. and 2s. gd. per pound, which is certainly very
realon:ble, confidering that the fhell and other indie
geftible parts do not weigh above two-thirds of the
whole, _

Latt Sarurday night was broke open a barber’s
$hop s when the villuins had the audacity to fieal from
thence the rector of the parifi’s wig; by which
means the parifhioners were deprived of hearing an
excellent {fermon from it the next morning,

At a churchin Nowth Wals, the whole fum colleted
by a buief fora terrible fire, amounted to one farthing,
which was given by the curate, who declared it was

the
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the moft he could afford to give, out of 1al. per anti,
- confidering he had a wife and fix fmall children,

Yefterday morning Mr, George, an cminent oilman,
and onc of the Common-Council, was found dead in
his bed. He had ate a very hearty dinuer the day
before of turtleand venifon.,

‘The fame day alarge {ow, belonging to an emincnt
diftiller, was found dead 4rask in her fiye. She had
ate a great quantity of cherries ufed in makingcher Iy~
brandy.

Late Iaft night a gentlewoman was raken xp in
burying-ground. She was afterwards re-
moved by Habeus Corpus to a furgeon’s, where fhe is
to undergo a chﬁ%ﬁexaminatiﬂn. ‘

On Wednclday laft as fome fellws were making
merry at the fign of the Golden Ball in Warwick-
lane, feveral /iccarions perfons, with a blackfimith at
their l:iéad, fuddenly prefented themfelves at the
door, and infifted on taking a pipe and tankard along
with them, alledging that there was room enough
for more company; whereupon one of the Jellowus
within prefented a large fpwirt at the rioters, which
happily operated as was intended, by giving the whole
corps an immediate mozion,

"I'is thought that a late arrangement will ccrtain-
ly give permanence to adminiftration ; and therefore
80 changes are expe@ed for fome hours tq come.

Yﬂﬁfrday
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Yefterday morning, the weather being favourable,
Lord Chatham took an airing on Hampftead Heath,
~=An example worthy to be imitated, by fuch of us as
are friends t@ our confiitution !

The following fhocking murders were lately coms
mitted in a nobleman’s kitchen bys® Freuch cook.
A fucking-pig was whipped to death, and a lobfler
roafted alive,

Laft Thurfday, at the muftering of the city traine
bands, a quarrel happened between two of the offie
cers, a cheefemonger and a haberdather; in confe-
quence of which, a duel was to have been fought the
next morning ! but both the partlﬂlha'ﬂng got drunk
over night, they happily muﬂepf themfelves, and
no bloodthed enfued,

To-mosrow the noted Filed will fet out upon his
travels into foreign parts,

The fame day Bob Booty, alias Bloody Bég, will
pay a vilit te Fobu Kerch, Elq. near [Paddingion,
wherc he will make but a fhort ftay, and afterwards
proceed to his country-feat on Hownfloav-Hearh, where
he will refide as long as the weather will permit,

The grand national races do not begin till next
{pring : The jockies are to ftart from moft of the
great towns in England, and ride to St. Stephen’s
pofte. As jockying is allowed, ’tis thought there
will be excellent {port, many thrown out of their
Jears, many diftanced, and much moncy loft,

The
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'The King’s coats and badges will be'rowed for
foon. ’Tis hoped by all honeft people tha# the Ju:ﬂ
Jeulls will come in firft,

Laft night was murdered, at a hoiife of ill fame,
by a fet of female aflaflins, the reputation of many
virtuous ladies? Pray ftop their mouths,

Monday night were interred the laft remains of
Englih Hofpitality :—Charity, Benevolence, Vir-
tue, Honour, Honefty, and Chaftity, (who {upports
ed the pall,) were puthed into the grave, and covered
over likewife,

To be lett and entered on immediately, on leafe
for life, many ofthem in good repair, fope thoufands
" olfyoung unmarried women : They are to be ¥iew-
ed every evening till they are lett at the following
places, viz. Vauxhall, Ranelagh, Sadler’s Wells, the
Park, &c. &c.
 Laft'night were taken up by the watch, and car.
vied to the round-houfe, nineteen full pots of firong
beer. They were all difcharged, and let out again,
before the JTuftice was up. 1

This morning about ten o’clock was hang’d, pur.
fuant to it's fentence, a fine fat haunch of veniioa
It is to hang a fortmight, and then to be eaten by the
patifh for the benefit of the

overfeers of
poor.

A forgigner
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A foreigner is taken up for ravithing a lady of dif
tinction, with his fiddle-ftick, His trial comes on
. next concert night,

To be difpofed of to the beft bidder, warranted
found wind and limb, rifing fixteen, ca:rles her head
in the right place, has all her paces,” T8 in good cone
dition, and able to carry any weight, a fine brown
girl, ‘The reafon the prefent owner parts with her,
is, that he is going to be married, and has no furs
ther occafion for her,

Yefterday Bob Piifer was chriftened mn the parith
horfepond. ‘A great number of the mobility afliited
at the ceremony, '

To all forcigners and others,

~This is t¢
notice, that the Englith vulgar tongue is taught at
Billing{gate, by a company of (lllﬂliﬁi.d fifhwivomen,
upon very reafonable terms.

This morning was married at St. Giles% ‘church,
James Tripe, Efq. carcafe-butcher, to Mifs Biddy |
Treakle, only danghter and heirefs of the late Ti-
mothy Treakle, Efq. gingerbread-baker., Afterthe
ceremony was over, the new.married couple fet out
for their country-feat at Marrozv- Bone,

Latt Sunday the clerk of St, ———’s parifh was
feized with a fuging in bis head, a little before fers
mon. He afterwards raved w fome s2ne, and be-
laboured the congregation about the ears with two
faves, which he had feleGted from 2 great number
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for that P“rilﬂfe : Mﬂeﬁmg it was fo the ﬁrm_/& o
glory of God. - : e

= We hear the Comm:ﬂ'ioners of a certain turnpaku
have made a-way with the money which they had

 _colleGed, |

F; ¥ 5 %--
A. B. Ohfema, tha;, £ fugmt is the folly and
mcnnﬁfteucy of mankind in general, e flill con-

1yl:ﬂ:us:,. in ﬂolﬂtwn of every kind of propnc‘ty in lan-

“* | guage, to be duried at St. BrIpE’s, and marm*at
St. SEpvLcHRE’s. . Would it not (fays our cor-
& refpondent) be an equa@bntradi&inn in terms, to
: “‘Ta . that a j" Synagogue was eflablifed at St,

o s At St. D#ﬂﬁmﬁ was bem*'
evil Tavern o | |
_C. D. informs us, that a new and elegant tavern
rs go m bewpened in the city, with this motto on
the fign, Pro Bono Publicawo.
&, X. Y. Z. reflefting upon a letter which fome time
;5} agn appeared in our paper, fetting forth ¢ that a
~ poor man might maintain himfelf cumfnrtablf upon
~  ad. or 3d. a day,”—fays, that it puts him in mind. .
:*# of the flory of a Frenchman, ¢ who formed a proje&
E  of making his horfe live upon little or no provender,
kS
2

- .and juft when he had brﬂught him to it, the creature
- died,”

# |
iy

BE.. +7 2 LITERARY
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LITERARY ARTICILT,

N THE MANNER OF A CRITICAL REVIEW,

The 1aft dying Speech,and Confeflion, Birth, Paren-
tage, and Education, Life, Charudler, and Be-
haviour, of the noted Bob Booty, alias Bloody
Bob, who was executed this morning at Tyburn,
"Zo which is added a Copy of a Letter, which he
fent to his Wife the night before his exceution,—
Single fheet, folio, price 1d. Printed for, and
fold by the Street Bopkfellers in London and
“Weltminfter®

Trirs elegant little work is adorned with a Deaya.,
aful wooden frontifpicee, repreicaning the fatal cas
taftrophe, 10 .Chiario Opiure. The drapery in particu-
it of the Ordinary of Newwoare's gown, is admiruble,

‘i'he author very fAinely obferves, in his moral in-
‘treducttion to this work, that © the pitcher, that
Gacs often to the well, will be broke at lait,” and
conciudes with this nolle reflection, ¢ e, who ig
corn Lo be hanged, will never be drow e, This,
hewever, is not always true: for the hogs that wey
frowwned in the inandation at Chelpipord, {ome yeurs
ago, were afterwards bung up, and, we arg told,
mude excellent bacon,

"Uhis little hiftory may be compared to a regular
{]1‘:!:}11{, i which is obferved ar il wing, R WHAdie,

1.-1.:‘} L. V. i‘{ expy b
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and an end, Our hem, it feems, was born of pa-
rents,=~that 18 the Jeginning ; he was fediced by
lewd women,-~=that is the middle; he was hanged,—
thatis the end. .

His dying {peech is a mafler-piece of oratory, and
we cannot help {uipefting, that fome parts of it muft
have been diftated by the Ordirzary himfelf,~par-
ticularly the conclufion, in which " the good people
are fo pathetically advifed to take warning by his
untimely end, and not ¢ go on Sundays to a church with
¢ chiimuey in ite

The letter to his wifé™s fo very afeding, that we
fhall take the Uberty of tranferibing the whnle ﬂf it,
for the entertainment of our readers. A

My deareft Wife,

AS Tam going to launch into eternity, I hopes you
will forgive your unhappy, who has been a moft un-
dutiful hufbaid to you and your pore children,.
Pray God bicfs us all, and our children after us, as
long as we live My deareft wife, dont be fadufed
by bad women, swhich fartinly brings a man to de-
ftruétion at lalt,~—=The Lord have marcy upon my
nore fowle—ny flends, I hope, will take my body.

80 no more at prefant from
Your loving hufband tell death,
Condend Qle, Septs 19, RopiRT LoOTYe

Ty A0
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FROM THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER.

JANUARY 23, 1596,

w

IHAVE had it in contemplation for feveral days
palt, to renew my correfpondence with you, by write.
ing a letter for the Public Advertifer; and I Thould
have Immediately carricd my intention into execuse
tion, had it not been for one Jetle want that occur-
red 1o me, viz, the want of a fubjeét: Ia fhort, I
withed to write, but wanted fomething to write
about. How frequently 3 out, that people flarg
around, and fearch about, for fomething that happens
to lie immediately under their nofe ! This was pres
cifely my cafe: ¢ Dupd pris bic eff,” Taid T to m):-
felf, cafting my eyes upon {ome news-pagérs which
lay upon the table; here is 3 fubje¢t for you,—~write
a letter about NEws-Parers Having thus caught
the idea, the reft followed of courfe,

News-papers now-a days are not what" they
were formerly, the dull repoefitories of the neceffities
and misfortunes of mankmd s mere folios of adver-
tilements for things 42 or

foleny lett or auanted s
No, Sir, news-papers »ouw e JUagazines, reviews,
and political pamphles . they are Spectators, Guar -
dians, and (undeniably) Tatlers ; they are Rama

blers, Adventurers, Idlers, Critics, =nd Connoiffenrs,

H > News-papers
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News-papers arc the ¢ Abfras and bricf Chronicles of
the Times 37 In fhort, a man knows nothing of
what 15 going on in the world, (and confequently is
fit for no conipany} unlefs he reads the nCws-papers,

There are many people however, who affect u pon
all occafions to cry down thefe moft uicfol and moft
certann vehicles of inteliigence : they generally talk
in the moft contemptuous manner, % of mews-paper
INFORMATION,” and *¢ meavs-paper AUTHORITY 17
Nay, fomc of them pretend to be totally u nacquaints
ed with any thing contained in the news-papers 3 al-
though they read everyparagraph and eve cry eflay,
either during breakfail, or while the fiizenr is adori.
ing thewr empty noddle before dinner.  For my own
part, Mr. Printer, I will fairly confefs, that I do not
enjoy my tea in the morning, nor my punch at
nighs, without the #fal accomtanyments of a news-
papcr. |

by the afiitance of the moruing-papers, breakfaft
becomes a comiortable meal; they proiong the res
paft, amufe the mind, and aid digettion; but when
there are no news-papers, the mornine’s meal is
huried over inoomott uncomfortable manner; the
tea s bwallowed fealding hot, and the toatt half mafs
ticated.  Hence proceed crudities and indigeftions,
with a long train of gorders, too tedious and toe
Cnaulveus to ennmerate s and all forwant of chat mcﬂ
falntury concomitanieg Hewspapey,
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What is the reafon, Mr., Woodfall, that Suxday
appears fo extremely dull to wicked wits, and peo-
ple that don’t go to church? The reafon is plamn,
there are no news-papers publifbed en that doy s
though for my own patt, I can {ce no geod reafou,
(fince they are now become a necctlary article of
life) why they thould not be fold on Sundays, as
well as m//é and mackarel,

I think I can remember a precedent of the lngheft
(news-paper) authority, viz. the Gazerte, being fome-
times publifhed on a Sunday: fuppofing therefore
that this minifterinl chrofffle was to be publifhed
ALwavs on Sundays: I do not a.hfuluwly aflert,
that it would much eniiver the day, (for the mniftry
never give us any «ui# in the Gazette) but full it
would be better than no publication at all : it would
be {etting an éxample, and eftablifhing a pretedent
by authority.

It has been already pmvcd that news-papers con-
tribute greatly to the health of the body natural ; fo
do they alfo to that of the body politic. I do not
talk of the immenfc fums which they bring into cir-
culation, but literally and bora fide of their {alutary
effe¢ts on the conflitution of this country. If Brie-
tons continue to enjoy conftitutional freedom, after
all their neighbours have loftdg; 1f Britons have pre-
ferved their rights and privileges, and have handed

H ¢ them
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them down undiminithed to their children, it is in
great meafure owing to ncws-papers. Printers are
the watchful gmldlans of our liberties, and news-
papers arc the beccons which convey to the moft re-

mote corners of the kingdom immediate intelligence
of any hothile attack on our libertics. Thus the
alarm is fpread—the people are fet on their guard—
the violence is prevented, or the violator punifhed.

News-papers are likewife of great national benefit,
inalmuch as they furnifh thofe in power with many
‘exceilent plans and ufeful biws for the {afety and
go d government of the ftate. I myfelf, Mr, Wood-
fall, have frequently (through the channel of the
Public - Advertifer) offered feveral excellent plans,
and fulutary hints: to which no doubt the Miniftry
always paid a prﬂperﬁ'altention, (thﬂugh I confefs,
that none of them have cver told me o) and I cane
not belp thinking, that the great improwements in
- this metropolis, with the prefent flourifhing ftate of
our agriculture, arts, and commere, are chiefly ow-
ing to myfelf, and fome other public-fpirited writers
in the news-papers,

Notwithftanding the high opinion I entertain of
my own abilities in this way, attended with a cone
fcioufels of the moft upright intentions, yet I can-
not help perceiving, that there are others who poflefs
this fpecies of abilities in a more eminent degree, and

= who
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who feem likewife to have more of the buftling ac-
tivity, and enthufiafm of public {pirit. I cannot give
you a better nor a more firiking inftance, than my ex~
cellent friend and neighbour WirL. Worrny, Will
is a very refpectable citizen, who having acquired a
genteel independence for Aimfelf, is now totally de-
voted To THE sERVICE of 1HE PusLic, Inftecad
of troubling his head about grievances, which per-
~ haps do not exift, he endeavours by the mere force
of his pen to reltify real abufes, to remove obftruc-
tions, and to avrite dovon public nuifances. In com-
bating thefe monflers he has proceeded for feverak
years paft, with wonderful fpirit and perfeverance.
Who does not remember the Devil’s Gap ? that dan~
gerous narrow pafs, which had remainced for ages the
terror of the fair fex, and the difgrace of the police
A lady of Will’s acquaintance happening to be overs
turged there, and to have her. arm broke, roufed
Will’s indignation ; he took up the pen, and ad-
drefled the inhabitants of that quarter. In twelve
months this dangerous pafs was laid open; for it
took fix months to open their minds.

De you remember an old, ufeleis, Gothic gateway
which flood in King’s-fireet oppofite the Treafury,
and looked like a wen or excrelcence on the fide of
that elegant fabricw—Whitehall ? It had flood there

upwards of four hundred y®rs ; Will wrote it down
Jn lefs than four months.
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Thofe old cumbering obftruétions in the fireets of
London—the city gates, after an obflinate refittance,
yielded to the powers of his pen ; and by one da/b he
turned the fasp corner of Sty Paul’s Church-yard
QUILC ROUN D,

Will has been long endeavouring to write down _
the brick-walls which imprifon the two parks, and to
write up a handfome iron rail.  But this is likely to
be 2 werk of time ; for unfortungtely rhofe taftelefs
opulent Gotfs who inhabit Park-lane and Piccadilly,
prefer the view of a dead 2 wall 1o A4 GriEN lawn,
Somic of them, however, feem at {alt to open their
cyes 3 nature and true tafte begin to dawn upon them,
from leveral gaps and neéw vails, ¥ perceive, that
the adinonitions of my - friend Wlll are- now: Jiffened

to, and I hope they will operate at laft on the park
walls, like the trumpets of the priefts on the warns
o7 fEricHO,

-Will Worthy has a country-houle at Greenwich;
and the park there being iMmuneDp like other parks,
he has tried for fome time to perfuade the inhabitants
to putl down a part of the bigh wall, and to fubfti-
tute a rail ; but alas ! they are fo unfeeling, that he
may rail long enough, before he can prevail upon
them to rail in their turn, and in a mewier he

fhes 'em, - ‘

But.



But nf all poﬁ‘ible ubﬁrué'{' ons; that old deﬂﬂl& ‘ *"‘“
tive nmfanceh-a-Lﬂndﬂn bridge—has proved the moft
ftubborn, having withftood the attacks of my friend
Will longer than old Troy did that of Achilles. -
Neverthelefs, 1 am told he does not -defpair of fuc
cefs ; on the contrary, he is refolved ‘to continue -
playing upon it from his batteries in the news- -papers,’
3,1111& the tides ancl the current proceed underncath
by fap > and ﬁnaﬁy, he cxpe«&s the afliftance of 2 cer
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this winter a large body nf FLOATING ICE, to give 3
= it the finithing ftroke. et ahe |
Carriage-wheels are tco important an aﬂtde hds

have efcaped his nétice ; he has added: to th“&lf;_' A

breadth, in order to preferve the roads s and hehaa ¢

raifed the height of the fore-wheels, that we may - =X
travel with the gretter expedman. 3 >
1 Many of the commodious new roads about thm L
| metropolis, ate owing to hinis wl:trcﬁ he has thrown
out : indeed, he has not only pointed out #ew ways, Jh

but mended the o/4; and at one mafterly firoke has ;
nnprﬂved both the /a»d and avater carfiage, by taking

thﬁ' gruci from the bed of the Thames, A 5

=
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“T'o contlude: if aldermen and water-bailiffs at-
tend more to turtle fealts than the Thames navigas
tion ; if the commiffioners of turnpikes neglect their
#rufly or the clder brethren of the Trimity-Houfe
are inchined to be letbargic, it is no fault of his;
tor he frequently gives them a jog,

In fhort, my friend Wrrt Wozrtuy has exceed-
ed the fabulous heroes of old ¢ 4is labours have out-
done thc ladours of Hercules; and he has worked
greater wonders with his per, than ever Amraioxn
did with his LyrE.

All this, however, my friend never could have ef.
{cted, but by the means of News-rarers :—He
who writes on a fugitive fubje®, can never find fo
ready and proper a vehicle for his thoughts, as a
Sugiive publication, A leaf, like the K005 leawes,
is more precious than a volume. Books ftand un-
moleited on our fhelves, but Papers are for ever in
cur hands, and on our tables, A fubjeét of little or
o 1mportance to-morrow, may neverthelefs be of
great confequence to-day; and the compiler of fuch
i diary 18, tor the moment, the author of hittory., As
to vwh, the hittorian of the day perhaps difpenics
more of it than the hnitoran of atter-thnes, who of-
ten adds to the dye of the day the lyes of fucceeding

generations,
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To conclude, Mr, Woodfall, I am one of thofe whe
have alivays beeh convinced of the utility of news-pa«
pers, thinking that the fervices they render the pubs-
lic are more than fufficicnt to atone for their frequent
and fcandalous abufes and that is 2 boid word, As
to yox, Sir, I have always diftinguithed you from
amongft your brethren on this principle ; you have
¢xerted, on fome occafions, the freedom of the prefs
with great {pirit and firmnefs ; byt your attacks have
been made on public charadters, not levelled at pri-
vate Individuals, You have not Lelped abeut the
laire flander of a worthy family, or given wings to
a malicious report of no cot{equence to the world in
general, but calewlated to dettroy the peace und hape:
- pinefs of a few innocent particulars. While you.
maintain this honourable dittin¢tion, 1 fhall remain-
your ftaunch friend, and a warm adyocate for the
merits of the Public Adveriifer s always wifliing it to
be honoured with pelitical writers, as able and ag
eloquent as JUNIUS; polite writer® ag elegant and
humourous as your late friend Bonnpt THory.
Tox ; and proteftors as honclt and Ingenious ag
Wit Worrtay,

I am, Mr, Woonrawy,
Your old Correfpondent,
QU¥roNunNe,

6 AT A Y.
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M A D N E 8 s,
A PO E M,
I.

\SK-VELL the clarion, fweep the ftring,
Blow into rage the mufes’ fires !
All thy an{wers, Echo, bring, | -
Let the wood and dale, let rock and valley ring,
*T'is Madnefs felf inipires.,

IL.
Hail, awful Madnefs, hail !
Thy realm extends, thy powers prevail,
Far as the voyager fpreads his *ventrous fajl.
Nor beft, nor wifeft are exempt from thee ;
| Folly—folly’s only free,
U IL
Hark 1—To the aftonifi’d ear
The gale conveys a ftrange tumultuous found,
They now approach, they now appear,—
Phrenzy leads her chorus near,
And diemons dance argund,———miem
1V.
Pride—ambition idly vain,
Revenge, and Malice fwell hor EFATN ) e
De.otion warp’d—Affe@ion ¢ ¢l

Hope in difappointment {oft— -
Antd



, [ 161 ]

And injur’d Merit with a downcaft eye,
(Hurt by Neglect) flow italking heediets by,

V.

Loud the fhouts of madnefs rife,
Various voices, various cries,—
. Mirth unmeaning—caufelefs moans,
Burits of laughter—heart-felt groans—
All {fcem to pierce the tkies,

V1.

Rough as the wintry wave, that roars
On Thulé’s defert fhores,

Wild raving to the unfeeling air,

The tetrer’d maniac foams along,
(R‘lgt the burthen of his jarring fong)

In rage he grinds his teeth, and rends his ftreaming

hair.,
VII.

No pleafing memory left—forgotten quite
All former feenes of dear delight,
Cennubial love—parental joy—
No fympathies ke thefe his foul employ,
———But all 1s dark within, all furious Llack defp:tir.

VIII. .

Not {2 the love-lorn maid,
By too much tendernefs betray'd ;
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Her gentle breaft no angry pathon fires,

But flighted vows poflefs, and fainting, {oft defires,
She ftill retains her wonted ame,
Ali—but in reafon, 1hill the fame,———

‘ Streaming eves,.
Inceflant fighs,

Dim haggard looks, and clouded o’er with care,
Point out to pity’s tears, the poor diftracted fais,
Dead to the world—=ler fondeit withes croit,

She mourns herfelt thus early lott,——

Now, fadly gay, of forrows paftime fings,
Now, penfive, ruminates unutterable things.
S'ie iturts—ilie flies—~who dares fo rude

On her fequeiter’d fteps intrude ?

’Tis he,—the Momus of the Aighty train—em—
Merey mitehict ills his brain.
Blanket rob’d, and antic crown’d,
The mimic monzarch fkips around
Big with conccit ot dignity he fmiles,
And plors his froligg quaint, and unfufpeéted wiles,—-

Laughter was there—but mark that groan,
Drawn from the inmofl {foul ! *
¢ Give the knife, demons, or the poifon’d bowl,
¢¢ To fimih miferics equal to your own,” e
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~ Who's this wretch, with horror wild ?e—
—T1s Devotion’s ruin’d child e
Sunk in the cmphafis of grief,
Nor can he feel, nor dares he afk relicf mm

Thnil, fair Religion, waft defign’d,
(Dutecus daughter of the ikies)

To warm and chear the human mind,
“To make men happy, good, and wife.

‘To puint, where fits, in love array’d,
‘Attentive to each fuppliant call,
The God of univer{ul aid, |
The God, the Father of us all,

Firft fhewn by thee, thus glow’d the gracious {cene;
- "Till Superftition, fiend of wo,
Bade doubts to rife, and tears to flow,
And fpread deep fhades our view and heaven Dbe-
rwveen.,

Drawn by her pencil the Creator ftands,
(His beams of mercy thrown afide)
With thunder arming his upliftéd hands,,
And hurling vengeance wide.
Hope, at the frown aghaft, yet ling’ring, flies,
And dafh’d on Terror’s rocks, Faith’s beft dependence
lies,

Pt
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But 2! —too thick they croud —too clofe they
throng,
Objeéts of pity and affright !
Spare far-her the deferiptive fong—
Nature thudders at the fight,——
Protract not, curious ears, the mournful tale,

But o’cr the haplefs group low drop Compaflion’s veil,

WRITTEN TO A YOUKG LADY ON THE NIGIHT ¢F
THE ECLIPSE, JULY 30, 1796,

L. ot where in fullorbyd glory bright,
Rites the filver queen of night,
Her deflin’d cowrtfe to run
Noenvious clouds our view prevent,
Su clear the fhines, we {fearce Llament
The abience of the {un,

B, while unconicions of her fate,
She moves along n {olemn tate,

A iad reverfe fhie feels ;
For darknefs drear, by flow degrees,
Begtas her lovely form to feize,

4

And all her charms conceals,

[

= U

Learn henee, dear maid, this moral truth,
Tho’ cloudleds thines thy early youth,
Unconjcrous of decay ;
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- Yetwhile life’s journey you purfue,
Envy may blacken—even you,
And cloud the brighteft day,

AMUSEMENT IN MODERN HIGH LIFE,

T H E Bucks had din’d, and decp in council fat,

"Their wine was brilliant, but their wit grew flat,

Up ﬂ:arts his lordfhip—-to the window flies,

Andlo; “arace! arace!” inrapture crics.

¢ Where!’ quc:th Str juhn. ¢ Why, fee. two dré}pa ﬂf
rain

Start from the fummit nf the chryftal pane ;

A thoufand pounds which drop, with nimbleft fotce,

Performs its current down the flipp'ry courfe,’

The betts were {ix’d, in dire fuipence they wait

For victory, pendent on the nod of fate,

Now down the falh, unconicious of the prize,

The bubbles roll, tike pearls from Chloe’s cyes,

But, ah! the ghtt’ring joys of life are fiort g

How oft two joitling ficeds have {poil’d the fport !

So thus attraction, by coercive laws,

Th’ approaching dreps into one bubble draws.

Each curs’d his fate that thus their projedt crofs’d ;

How hard their lot, who nc¢ither won nor lof!

DESCR]P-
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DESCRIPTION OF AMERICA, IN REFERENCE T®

ITS§ PAST AND PRESENT STATE.

- WRITTEN 1N 1797,

SoRrRR OW was a ftranger here;
Diltant far the mourner’s voice 3

Pleaty rob’d the finiling year ;
Rapture bid my fwains rejoice.

W here her harp Contentment ftrung,
Pity’s fighs are heard to flow

Scenes that loud with rapture rung,
Gloom a wildernefs of wo,

Chearful from the kindling eaft,
Rufh the gold-hair’d youth of day:
Bleft the vale, the mountain bleft,
Triumph’d in the genial ray,

Now each hill and vale forlorn,
Defolation’s haunt appears ;

Clouded, dim, the eyc of morn
Wakes upon the wafte in tears.

Dumb the minfirels of the grove,
Mufic glads no mere the dale:
Sad the breeze, that breath’d of love,

Swells of death a hollow gale,

S&fe'ty‘" |
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Safety flept in ev’ry ficld, |
Fear had Night’s pale empire fled ;
Now, with tyger-crouch conceal’d,
Danger lurks in every fhade.

L I F E.
AN ODE,
STRANGE ftatc of withes, hopes and fears,
Of difappointments, {iniles 'md teals,
Where man purfues, with anxious mind,
The treafure he can feldom find ;
Since difappointment more or lefs,
Attends his {fearch of happinefs,
It is a phantom that efcapes,
And cheats him in a thoufand fhapes,
Now beauty’s winning graces wears,
And now in Mammen’s form appears ;
Anon the hero’s pomp aflumes,
The flowing .obes, the nodding plumes ;
To fame invites with brandifl’d fword,
Then wooes him at the feftive board,
With fools and madmen to poflefs
‘The fancy’d pleafures of excefs :
In facerdotal habit here,
A patriot now, and now a peer;
A nabob now, with heart of ftone,
»-:And now a monarch on his throne ;
' Yot
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Yet none of them, alas! fupplies
‘The happinels for which he fighs,
’Tis not in pomip, ’tis not in pow’r,
*Tis not 1 folly’s mirthful hour ;
T1s not in loxury's excefs,

*Tis not in vain delire’s {uccels ;
It 1s not in a bed of down,
It 1s not ina monarch’ crown ;
*Tis not in mifers’ cofferz found,
Nor on the hero’s temple bound;
*T'1s not in circles of the vain,
Nor in the ficree opprefior’s chain g
>T'is not in what keeps man in awe,
The endlefs puzzle of the law ;
*Tis not in diftant clknes convey'd,
Nor deep in earth, with diamonds laici;
’I'is not in sll the gems that deck
'T'he tavourite Sultana’s neek g
It dweils not on the harlot’s iace
It dwells not in the lov’d embrace ¢
*T1s mot to worldly friendfhip ty’d,
Nor by the flatterer’s tongue fupply’d ;
It breathes not in the fragrant gale,
It refts not in the {picy dale
*T1s not in fweetelt notes convey’d,
Tho’ watted from the ambrofial fhade
Nor can bnghr beaut} by thﬁ eye,

- Y - LT Y L R
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’T1s not thethearing, touch, or fight,
Can give us this {upreme delight
It is in God alone we find
This panacea of the mind ;
He gives new®fragrance to the rofe,
New {weetnefs to each bud that blows
New vigour tothe funny beam,
Ncew faftre to the lucid ftream
New foftnefs to the cooing dove,
New ardour to the voice of love ;
Without his prefence all is dim,
For ev'ry bleffing conves from him.

NOTHING NEW TUNDER THE}SUN
DY CiPT. T . |
O F Roman emprefles the heads and tails,
Seem to have fet the fafhion which prevails ;

Ous sory chambermaids appear Fautlinas,
And lacies in high iite are Mcflalings,

A T A L E.

DEEP i the bofom of a vale,

(The opening of each rural tale)

Far from the court’s or city’s pride,
A parr had Wd,weand there had dicd,
But for afad varicty

- [ |
(Tf ﬂ'l’"l U AP kraaTy I 11";"1?:‘.;'-1'\ el {:'r'n'.';{*.:-.r':
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Or guard againft the confequence,
Defied their prudence and good fenfe s
Content, tho’ neither chick nor child,
Their winter's evening had beguil'd,
This pair for many rolling years

Liv’d undilturb’d by hopes br fears ;
While this, the fummit of their labour,
To aid the poor, and pleafe their neighbour, . -
Blefs’d pair ! till from the nuptial bed,
In time’s fad procefs came, and fpread
Contufion fearcely to be told,

A daughter of diftinguiihed mould,
¥riends and acquaintance, far and near,
To fhare their joy partook their cheer,
Saw ‘tin abundant flore

In future throng their feftive door ;

Saw the main curreng of their blood

By heralds Llazon’d from rhic flood,
Defcending m a right relation

Down to the gen’ral conflagration,
While ntirfe propheric next appears,
Foretelhng from its eves and ears

The bloody rivalthip of neighb’ring peers.
The tenor of their life 1s ching’d——
Their pailions, which before arrang’d
T'o fuit the comforts ot a country-life,
Jir by degrees, and kindle firife.

%
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* When Betty pets into her teens,

We mutl find ways, my dear, and means
To give our wench an education
Adapted to her age and fiation,

She muft be taught the tongue of Frarice,
To draw, to paint, to%ing, and dance,
With all the little train of graces

Which fheds a luftre on fair faces,
And has the magic pow’r alone
Tomake an ugly one go down,
*“ Waggons, my love, with pond’rous loads
Have roll’d delightfully the roads :

The ways are eafy, but the means .
T'o bear us through fuch high-flown fcenes
Calls for much caution and fome care #
And time, my jewel, to prepare.

Betty, thank heav'n ! is yet too young
To exercile her foot or tongue,
What havock wou'd the little wench
Yermake with fingine, or with French !
o time—the hufband’s backward phrafe,
Expreflive of demurs, delays,

Which law vers. always fubftitute

To lengthen out a chane’ ry fuit,

Sunk deep into the mother's breaft,

And robb’d it of its balmy reit ;

"Till the rofe fcken d on her Lheet{,

cEEV AR ol e e e . .
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From horrid :uf.lmns imd :
Of ev'ry creatupe on the road,
That h:lpa you to unpack mlﬂad,

The , the chambermcﬁ the dinner, .
—He' t ought the devil muft be in her;

But fhe cou’d prove there’s nathm-g loft

To families by running poft, -

So leaving ftrait the blaeks behmd

(For one was iame, thf. ther

Tu blaf:ks, ﬁt nnly fﬂr the*'lys

But to fave money, the’d contrive

A ftratagem that John might drive.

Arriv’d, they've nothing now to feek,

But an houfe furnifh’d by the week.
My moral’s trite,~in ev’ry. ﬁamm.,

ngrcﬁw is each innovation, sl

Conneéted by an endlefs chain

Of fmall-expences, which in vain’

Experience labours to explain :

- .Parts of one whole, that when you ;hlnk

You fee the laft, another link |
Starts up, to challen ge ftiil vour care;
To make the gaping rabble ftare.

- But let the mufe her tale puriue,

- Asd tho’ fhe tells him nothlng new, .
*Uﬂrﬂ V. 1 1
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~ How ’artfu]ly th&‘
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shile he reads, :_:f
‘The carriage at their weddlng bmlt

~ Painted, tho’ not in tafte, and gilty

~ By little ufe and country¥are,

Was found to be in good repair,

And gliften’d at their annual fair..

- No fooner was it drawn to town,

| _’Than old and outof-fathion grown

Madam in doleful dolour finds,

Her only comfort in the blinds.

~ But who fhou’d deck the rifing fair?
VW ho trim the robe, o r the hair ?
Fame mention’d Bou:P:r ShEllE,
Backward to fay which moft excels ; -

~ Lemon the ladies too delight on,

For conquefts he conferr’d on Bnghtnn. |
Betfy, whofe hajr but little grown,
Started at trefles not her own,
When Bouvila, *¢ See, madam, Tybura
Supplies our ladies that are high born,
With auburn or with any trefles,
Quite fragrant in their warm careffes ;
Which with a mixture of black wool,

“Are found to keepthie head fo cool—==

For warmth, the fages all determine,
{mipregnates ev'ry fort of vermin.



Strait {weeps the cobwebs frnm the ﬂms :

Horfes, and ev’ry kind ofseattle,
Emblems of peace with thofe of battle,

#ﬂanmnn wnh ﬂimm-bo@_:,_pnmbin’d,

rtles are entwin’d,
To charm the E} r::, ufﬁrﬂ‘-themnd,
She fteps into the coach compleat,
Turns up the cuthion of the feat,

~But all in vain—by near three feet.
~ What’s to be done i—A -l&ufand' ways

The mind fuggefts—the top they ratic,

' Expedient eafieft to ‘be tried, :

Th’ effe&t too plain to be denied :

When John, * and may your hﬂnt}ﬁr ple.aff; e

To raife the roof of your remife,

Or ne’er expet the coach to enter

Where you originally feat her:

Nor can I reach to clean the top”—

s« What, will the blockhead never ftop 12

Cries mmadam, ent’ringin a terior

Left John, by fome untoward error,
Should mar her fchemes, fo firait propo. ‘es

A new Serlin done round with roles,

3. 2

Thit
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That Fofter, famous in the Acre,
Should give a plan, and be the maker,

Needlefs the reader to detain,

While other inftances explain,

In ev'ry day, in ev’ry hour,

The progrefs of fell Fathion’s power;
How from the f{iructure of the head,
Infenfibly the party’s led, |

By treach’rous arts, and flow degrees,
'T'o ruin of their fame and eafe.

In {acred matters too you'll find
'The famie contagion in the mind,
Reltgion, 1n our riper years,

Can awe us with its hopes and fears
Can keep us within proper bounds,
1"t Fafhiton enters, and confounds ;
Arnd tells us 1t 18 mighty hard—

And where’s the harm to throw a card
On Sabbaths, as on other days—

*T'is better fure than reading plavs,
Or talking o’er your neighbour’s fin,
When you are juft as black withun,

Eeware how you o’erleap this fence,
Approvid by Decency and Senfe ;

For it has this attendant curie,
It frangely lcads to fomething worfe,
And is prog cllive as—my verie

Fot
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For [ can fee my readers think
'They ne'er fhall reach the furthe link.

HORACE AND LYDIA.

tlor. WHILE in my 1lydia’s heart [ reign’d,
E’er yet that heart had learnt to stray,

All other empire 1 difdain’d,
Nor envied Jove his prouder {way,

Lyp. While Horace was to Lydia true,

IL'er yet you thought thefe charms could cloy,
A brighter Jove I found in you,

And pitied Juno's poorer joy,

¥ror. Now, at my Chloe’s feet I pine,
\WWhofe voice confirms her beauty’s {way ;
Rleft, if this forfeit life of miné
Couid add tu_hrzr’s onc fleeting day.

Lyp. No more by jarring pathons toft,
I bend to Calais’ gentle pow’r ;

Blett, if my life in torments loit,
‘Could add to bLis one fleeting hour,

Hoer. Say, fhould I {till for Lyd:a burn,
Were all .ny love to her transfert’d,

Would Lydia welcome its return ?
Would the forget how oft’ it err’d &

,
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Lyp, Tho' ke is gentle as he's fair,
"Thou, fickle as wild winter’s breath,
Pleas’d with my Horace would 1 thare
'The {fovms of life, and calm of deaths

TO A LAY, WHO WAS OQOFTEMN EMPLOYED 14
RFADING MR, GIEBON'S HISTORY OF THE DL-
CLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE,

r_rHO’ angels doubtlefs might delight
Gibban®s poiifl’d fiyle to wrire,
1f angels wrote at all .
Yet Deliay, why {6 keen to know,
A dozen centuries ago,
What mace great empires FALL ?

Thaole empires as appear {0 us
in Gibbon, Livy, Tacitus,

By Vice were undermin’d :
Had tney by Virtue been fattain’d,
Like Delia they had ftill retain’d

Theis empire o’¢r mankind !
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CLLEBRAFED 5QNNET OF MONSIEUR BERNARD,
LA ROSE,

'1 ENDRE fruit des pleurs de I'aurore,
Objet des Baifers de- Zephnr ;

Reine de I'Empire de Flore,
Hate-tol de t'¢panoudr,

Que dis-je ? hclas! différe encore,
Diftére un moment de ouvrjr s

L’in{lant qui doit te faire-éclore,
Eil celui qui doit te flétrir,

Themire eft une fleur nouvelle,
Qui doit {ubir la méme lot:
Rofe, tu doi’s briller comme clle ;

Elle doit paffer comme toj,

Defcends de ta tige cpmmlfe :
Viens [a parer de tes couleurs ;

‘T dois €tre la plus heureufe,
Comme la plus belle des fleurs,

Va, meurs fur le fein de Thémire,
Qu’il foit ton tréne et ton tombeay ;
Jaloux de ten fort, je n’afpire
Qu'au bonheur d’un trépas fi beau,

14 Tu .
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Tu verras quelque jour, peut étre,
L’Afyle ol tu dois péﬁétrer; -

Un foupir t’y fera renaitre, |
31 Thémire peut-foupirer.

L'Amour aura foin de ¢'inftruire
e cité que tu dois pénétrer 3
Eclate 2 {es yeux fans leur nuire 3

Pare fon fein fans le cecher,

_Si quelque main a 'imprudence
D’y venir troubler ton repos,
Emporte avec tol ma vengeance, -

Garde une épine & mes rivaux,

TRANSLATED.

FLOW'R that Zephyr fond carefles,
Sprlmg from tears by morning fhed,

Brighteft flow’r that Flora drcffes,
Now thy bluthing beauties {pread.

Yet, fo {foon thy glowing treafures,
Flaunt not to the garifh fun ;

Oh! too tranfient are fuch pleafures,
Scarce we view them ere they’re gone’!

TS

Coelin
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Czlia is a bud new blooming, .
~ Thou, like hef; now boaf’ft thy primes -
But ere long, that prime confuming,
She, like thee, muft yield to Time !

Quit, O Rofe! thy thorny manfion; -
Gladly with the aymph abide;
O’er her bofom’s fair expanficn,

Lavifh all thy purple pride !

There, the fnow.white heae’n gdmiﬁ"g:
- Breathe thy ffag’fant life away 3
While, with jealoufy expiring,

I behold thy dear decay !

Such the blifs kind Fate may give thee;
And, when on her breaft you die,
She with fighs fhal] {oon revive thee;
If that breaft can heave 3 figh!

‘Then, as parsial love’s revealing,
To which orb thou {halt incline
O ! adern without concealing !
O ! oftend not as you fhine !

Aud, thould’ft thou by fome rude
Thence with cuvious rage be torn ;
Let the daring wretcl difcover,
7 ¥engeance lurks teneath thy thorn !
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-

Le Dé'ofliment de la Guerre, ou la Philofop! ie des Heros ¢

P O E M E,

-

Ecrit tar fa Majefid e Rot de PRUSSE, pendant fon

Séjosr & BrESLAU,

L’AMOUR fe foutient par efpoir, - .

Le zéle par la récompenfe,
L’autorité par le pouvorr,

1.2 foiblefle par la prudence,.

Le crégit par la probite,

La fdnte par la tempérance,
Llefprit par le contentement,

Le contentement par 'aifance, -
L’aifance par 'arrangement..

Plus de douceur que de beaute,
Me femble aux filles nécefluire,
Plus d’éclat que de vérité

Dans un auteur ne me plait gueress
Pout &tre heureux, il faut avoir,
Plus de vertu que de {avoir,

Plus d’amitié que de tendrefle,
Plus de conduite que d'efprit,

Plus de fante gne de richefie, -
Plu. de repos quede profit.

PeTite
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Petit bien, qui ne doive rien,
Petit jardin, petit table, -
Petit minots, qui m’aime bien,
Sont pour moti chofes délectables.
J’aime a trouver, quand il fait froid,
Grand feu dans un petit endroit.
Les ddlicats font grande chére,
Quand on leur fert, dans un repas,
De grands vins dans un petit verre,
De grands mets dans de petits plats,
Il réfuite de ce langage,
Qu’il ne faut jamais rien de trop !
Que de fens renfernte ce mot!
Qu’il eft judicieux et fage
Trop de repos nous engourdit)
Trop de fracas nous etourdit,
Trop de froideur eft indolence,
Trop d'ativité turbulence ;
Trop d’amour trouble la raifon,
Trop de reméde eft un poifon,
Trop de finefle efl artifice,
Trop de rigueur eft dureté,
‘Trop d’¢conomie avarice,
Trop d’audace témérité ;
‘Trop de bien devient un fardeau,
ro p’ d’honnenr eft un efclavage,

Trop de plaifir méne au tombeau,
*1rop d’elprit nous porre dommage s
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‘Trop- de confiance nous perd,
Trop de franchife nous deffere ;
Trop de bonté devient foiblefle,
Trop de fierté devient hauteur,
Trop de complaifance baflefle,
'T'rop de palitefle fadeur,
Ce trop pmm‘nit, A bien le prendre,
Aitément changeren bien; .
Cela vient faute dé s'entendre,
Le tout {ouvent dépend d’un ricn.

ITn rien elt de grande importance,

U'n rien produit de grands effets 3

En amour, en guetre, en proces,

Un rien fait pancher la balance.

Un rien nous poufle aupres des grands,
Un rien neas fait aimer des belles,

Un rien fait fortir nos talens,

Un rien dérange nos cervelles,

D’un rien de plus, d’un rien de moins,
Depend le fucces de nos foins :

Un rien flatte guand on efpird,

Un rien trouble lor{gu’on craint,
Amour ! ton feu ne dure gueres;

Un nen Uallmpe, un rien éteint !

FREDERICK,.

— T B —_
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WHAT always gaming night and day,-.
baid Sylvia to her brother,

Will you ne’er leave it off, | pray ?
Dear Sifter, yes-—fame time of other ;.

K1l throw the dice and cards afide,
Whenever you coquetting ceafe.

Go, paughty man, Sylvia reply’d,
Thow'lt be a gamefter all thy days.

"W HEN wedded Nan was brought to-bed,
She feream’d and roar’d with pain ;
She’d rather die a maid, {he faid,
Was it to do again,
Pray have a little patience,
And {ay, why now this psther ?
Before your marriage you could tell,
What 'twas to be a mother,

YoU want you {ay fomething in verfe,
That’s ealy, pretty, light and terfe ;
‘The rectpe s good, no doubt ;
But pray, into what chemift’s thop
Am I my needy head to pop,
To find thofe fearce ingredients out ?
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VERSES ON SEEING A BOY WALK ON
BY s,

L EAVING his grammar for his play,

" Forgetful of the road;

Tott’ring on flilts, thro’ mire and dist,
The fchool-boy ftrolls abroad,

Why does this innocent delight
Provoke the pedant’s fpleen

Look round the werld, thou fool, and fee
The ufe of this machine.

The tricking {tatefman, prop’d by thefe,
His virtues boafts aloud ;-

And on his gilded filts, fublime,
Steps o’er-the murmuring crowd.

Thro' fields of blood the general ftalks;
And fame {its on his hilt:

The fword or gun at length beftows
An honourable {tilt,

When quite deferted by the mufe,
The finking fﬂnne%i_t;r

Hammers in vain a thoughtlefs verfe,
To pleafe Belinda’s ear :

The mighty void of wit he ftops
With a fuccelsful chime ;.

On filts poetic rifes quick,.
And l##ns upon his rhime.

STILTSe
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-

With well-diffembled anguifh, fee
The canting rafcal beg,

Aad by a counterfeit gaim more
Than by a real leg. .

Yet on the boy’s inftruétive fport,
Is this contrivance built ;

The fource from whence his gains arife,
What 15 it, but a it ¢

- Corinna fair, of ftature low,

Yet, this defect fupplies,

- By heels, like ftilts, which may afit
The conquett of her eyes.

See ! in his fecond childhood faint,
‘The old man walks with pain ;

Oun crutches imitates his ftilts,
And aéts the Loy again.

So well concerted is this art,.
It fuits with all conditions ;

Heroes, and ladies, beggars, bards,
And boys, and politicians,

Long thro’ the various courfe of life,
Each artift walks unhurt,

"Tull death at laft kicks up his flilts,
And lays him in the dirt.
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ON A FART DUR:&HG THE WAR,

. "T O faft for our fins ! ~Why "tis decent ¢nough ;
But to faft for fuccefs on our arms is—mere ftuff ;
It may likewife be healthy,—fet the flomach quite
right ;
But I wifh it would give us a ftomach to fight.

A. B: has fent us the following lines, which he
tranferibed from a pane of glafs at the King’s Head,
at Dorking :—

To five and five, and fifty- ﬁﬂ:,
The firft of letters add;

Tt is a thing has pleas'd a king,
And made a wile man mad.

We are not fond of inferting rcbufles, but there 1s
fomething fo whimfical in the above, that we kope
our graver readers will excule it

EXTEMPOR E,

ON THE DEATH OF GESERAL WOLFTE.
A LL cong’ring cruel death, more hard than rocks,

Thou 't have fpar’d the #vfe and tock the
1oy, *
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ON THE SCOTCH PAVEMEN T,

HAD paving London ftreets in tafle
Been left to me alone, B

On Scotchmen’s heads we might have trod,.
And Beee the corper-ftone,

M E R C Y:
AN ZS5.8AvY:

ON THE FREQUENCY AND CRUELTY oF PUBLIC
EXECUTIONS,

MOIT HUMELY ADDRESSED TO THR KING,

wea——=The quality of Mercy is not ftain'd,.
It droppeth, as the gentle tain from heav’n
Upon the place beneatha—meit is twice blefs’d,
ke blefles him that gives, and him that rales:
*Tis mighrieft in the mightieft ; ir becomen
The throned munarch, betrer thaua his crown ;
Itis an artribute to God himie!fe
And carthly pow'r doth then fhew Likeft God's,
When Merey feafons Juitice,
SHAKRSPEART,

THE author of the following lines moft fincerely
kegrets, that his abilities are by no means equal to

the undertaking—yet willing  penforce the impref-
| finn
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fion of a melancholy truth, that the lives of men are
too often wantonly facrificed to the {feverity of the
law ; he has endeavoured ftrongly to mark the cruel-

_ty and horror of thofe public executions, for which
England is remarkably famed, beyond all other na-
tions——With forrow he adds, he has {mall hopes
of moving thofe brealts, untouched by the eloquence
of a Beccaria,—whofe arguments, (nay more than
arguments) whofe truths have had hitele effect on un.
feeling man,

Should the punithment of death be Jaid afide, (it
may be demandcd) what fhail be done with the
ctowd of wretches that fall under the fentence of
the law ? At prefent, I fhail-on this point only
throw together a few loole hints, ’ull fome effec-
tual {cheme be planaed.—~ [ranfportation would take
off great numbers ; others might masy ways be dif-
pofed of, to the advantage of the kingdom.  Some,
fentenced as in Germany, to work in mincs 3 others
might be employed in many trades prejudicial to the
life of man; and yet, which intereft tempts our
youth to undertake—one great caufe of depopula-
tion ; fuch trades are, the blowing of glafs, melting
of lead, and preparing white lead, &c. &c. Crimis
nals convicted of lefs crimes, might be chained in
his Majefty’s dock-yards, and condemned to faw

wood
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wood for a term of years, or employed in repairing
the high-roads, &c. &c, * |

To the above plan of punithment, one objeltion
has long been made, that no man in this free coun-
try can be treated as a {lave. To this 1reply, (tho’ -
the abfurdity of the argument {carcely needs the
trouble of refutation) That every debtor in Eng-
land is adtually a flave, and every reputed felon, ace
tually confined with a rigour unknowr to flavery,
even before his guilt is proved.—1f the laws of free-
dom will allow the innocent to be chained in a damp
dungeon, fure they may allow the guilty to be chains
edout of prifon. But entirely to enerve the objecs
tion, a bill might e propofed—purporting, that,
whenever an indisidual in fuch and fuch points,
violates the laws, from that inftant he is no longer
entitled to their prote@tion ; confequently no more a
freeman, he becomes an outlaw, and as fuch may
be treated as a flave. This method would not only
punifh the vice, but the caufe of the vice alfo ; for
‘tis a falt, moft viciows inclinations proceed from
1dlenefs ; and to an idle man, perpetual labour is in-
finitely more dreadful than death, The example
would be a confiant and miferable one, to deter
others from the commiffion of thofe crin'af:s, the con-
fequences of which were, a terrible, a perpetual pua
IliftlﬂlﬁﬂFr |

S Rufha,
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Ruffia, Tufcany, and Naples, have reformed theif
fanguinary laws, and fet a noble example to other
kings and kingdoms ; they have reftrained the fword
of cruel juftice, nor have crimes in thoie flates, fince
that period, been obferved to multiply,

'To a monarch, juftly famed for the nobleft of all
virtues, Mercy, I have prefumed to addrefs the fol-
lowing lines ;-—May his heart be open to the call of
humanity, and 'his ears attentive to the voice of
defpalr‘—Let him tarn his eyes from the ipicnduur of
the throne, to the gloom of the dungeon '~~there let
him view the unhappy victims of fevere and uare-
lenting law, torn trembling, frantic, to the place of
execution !—let him feel, let him {peak, and mur-.
der, authorized by law, fhall mft »=-How. then-
would poflerity blefs 2 George's reign ! how would
future hiftorians celebrate the royal philofopher,
whe, inftruéted by Reafon and Mercy, reformed a
barbarous and fanguinary code of laws |

TO THE KING.

A Youth,~the meanelt of the mufe’s train,
'T'o thee, dread Sire, prefents this artlefs ftrain{
Humbly he hopes—the firft and beft of kings,
Will deign to liften to the truth he fings,
When heav’n decreed you to adorn a throne,
Juftice and Mercy mark’d you for their own ;
| And
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And {pite of faltion’s voice, it is confefs'd,
That while you reign, Britannia muft be blefs’ff
Yet {ad the mourns,~and has for muurmng caule,
A flave to ftern and fanguinary laws,
See in the dungeon’s gloom, and dreary cell,
The fons of forrow and repentance dwell ;
While with fwift flep draws on the fatal hour,
Which yields them vitims to the law’s ftern pow'r
Forwhat fmall crimes, our laws unpitying doom
Thefe haplefs wretches to th’ eternal tomb?
Yet one great Pow’ ’ry all-feeing, and all-juft,
- Form'd them and 'y ynu from. the fame worthlefs duft g
Endow’d you both with reafon and with {enfe,
To chance alone you owe the difference.
Of want impatient, and of {pirit fierce,
The wretch, * who on the heath demands my purfe
Had he in higher rank been plac’d by fate,
Had been fome god-like hero, brave and great;
Thn ‘now by all defpis'd, his country’s thame,
- #He then had been the fav'rite child of fgme ;
Some Ceefar, by th’ enraged gods emplu}"d,
He greatly then whole kingdoms had deftroy'd.,
The wretch who &ilP’d in fraud, untkill’d in Jaw,
Cheats the unfeeling mifer of a firaw ;

-

, of a Rice or

¥ The charalters of a Turpin.or M
y aiffer Lirtle.

H

+ Blany have been evecuted for the meft trifling forgeries,
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(For which fo trivial, and fo flight offence,
He dies; a moft unequal recompence !)
Had he in higher rank been plac’d by fate,
Had been fome Machiavel, and rul’d the ftate.~
Forgive, dread Sire, judge not my mufe too free,
I plead a noble caufe~—Humanity ;
Merey, that meek-ey’d maid, my fong indites,
And what the prompts, her feeling poet writes.

Was I a monarchw——cre I fign’d the word
That gave the viftim to the law’s fharp fword,
‘Thus 1’d refleCt—This man, perchance, has feit
Wrong:—-fuch as would the firmeft virtue meit ;
Perchance, indignant felt his {pirits bow
Beneath a weight of undeferved woe ;
Has feen bis much-lov’d wife, his children lie,
Wafted by grief and pining poverty:
Then would I lifllen to mild Mercy’s voice,
Unlock his chains, and bid defpair rejoice.

Let blood for vengeance call, let murderers die,
And the cui¥’d villain {tzin’d with perjury, *
Why the poor wretch 4, who by fond nature led,
Steals for his ftarving child one cruft of bread?
'Tis

* By Perjury s meant bearing falfe witnefs againft the invo-
cent, with a premeditated defign to take away their Lives.

+ Wednefday, February 15th, 1776, Willtam Morley was exea

ruted at Tvioura. tor roth ne John Heiwd 3 Ciemer’s hnv . b fie
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*Tis thine—~dread Sire, each circling year to fave
A thoufand wretches from th’ untimely grave ;
O glorious pow’r ! which kings alone enjoy,
Like God ta pardon, not like man deftroy,

E'er fince I trod this pilgrimage of woe,
Man have I mark’d, of man the bittereft foe ;
Flis nature prone toill, averfe to good,
Relentlefs, favage, thirfting after bloed :
Invented {oon the gibbet, rack, and wheel,
The flaming fagget, and the torturing fleel,
Here let me paint {cenes of fuch horrid woe,
‘That man, unfeeling as he'is, may pity know,—
Where * with the gentle waves of placid Soane,
Unites th” impetuous ftream of {fnow fed Rhone;
On the dire feaffold plac’d, ayouth 4 I faw,
'The haplefs victim of inhuman law=—
By the rude torture, every nerve unitrung,
His limbs diftorted and disjointed hung ;

L]

pence 3 at the fame time were executed Thomas Free, and John
Erown, forrebbing a mae of fix fIillings.—~ N. B, Morley had a
wod charifer, and was apiverfally pitied,
b s I .

. Lyaons,

+ Thisexecution, or rather this feene of infernal cruelty, was
aftually performed at Lyons, in the year 315770, ona youth of
twenty-five, convifled of murdering his father j—he deferved
dearh ~-hut could any crime merit fuch wanton torture ? oy cogld
any but devils inflict, or order it to be inBi&.d $

His
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His hand diffever’d, on a fpear they bore,
- And from hm motth hig quiv’ring tongue they tore 3
Bound on the wheel, &ch flow repeated firoke,
‘His mangled limbs with keeneft anguith broke ;
"There left expos’d, tweive ling'ring-hours he [aYs
 phrenzy, horror, and defpair, # prey.

Ye, who by bloodfhed, keep your flaves in awe,
Ye ftern interpreters of barbarous law
Say, why thefe torments ? do they merit'death ?¥—
Take by the gentleft means their forfeit breath
When we behold a man fuch torture prove,
His crimes forgot, his fufferings pity move.

Where dwell Helvetia’sfons, a martial race,
Yet rude and favage, as their native place;
Far in a vale—their liv’d a gentle maid, *
Whofe eafy faith fome flattering youth betray’d ;
Pregnant——-her father's cot, fhe haplefs fled
To the lone woods, by fear and madnefs led ;

* This unfortunate gir! ‘had no intention to murder her child,
nor did fhe,—it being found and preferved: Jt 1s to be obferved,
an abandooed profligate will never defiroy bher chid ; fhe hasnore-

The
Hof}ital des Infants Trouvees at Paris receives all children, with-

putation to lofe 3 1t 15 the timorous and maodeft only,

out any qreftions er exceptions, and there is not (I belicve) an
anftance of a baltord’s being murdered in that merropohs, fince
the 1nflitetion of that charni v ee———What a fhame! that our
Faundlmyg Heipitaf is rendeced ufelels, by the avarice of —w——|

Deliver’d
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Deliver’d there~frantic, defpairing, wild,
Expos’d to chance and heav’m «fhe left her child s
For this fhe died, the law was too {evere—
Pity on her {ad grave drops many a tear, me—
Fell Superﬁltmn, in Religion’s * name,

Firit dar’d to Iight the fanguinary flame ;
And arm’d with terror, and the church’s rod,
Pleaded the order of an injur’d God,
No {ex, no ageit fpar’d, but millions ¢ gave
Deluded victims, to th’ infatiate grave,
»11ll mild Philofophy’s inftrutive page
Enlighten’d more and more each rifing age ;
By tlow degrees, pure Reafon’s radiant light,
Dhipers’d of ignorance, the gloomy night s
From the fair day ftern Perfecution fled,
In the convent’s gloom canceal’l her head ¢
As much reludtant the curs’d fiend retires,

she yields her fword, and quenches all her fires.
~ Then Becearia rofe,—immortal name,
Enroll’d for ever in the lift of fame:

-

% It Lito be obferved, that religion, 1ot much ts the henour of
¥s miniflers, firft ufed the horrid rounithment of fire~—and tothe
snjusdition we owe the invention or mofl initroments of torture,

“ Tantum religio patwit ivadeye malorum 1%

+ Witnels the MafTacee of St, Bartholomew, at Paris; ol the
Piaictants, in Ireland j of the haplefi varives of Amcrica, &s.
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He dar’d to plead for innocence diftrefs’d,

For haplefs man by cgnel laws opprefs’d.

Mhen thofe who've triumeph’d in the bloody plain,
Have wafted kingdoms, and have millions flain ;

. &heir day’s of rapine, and of mugder paft,

To death their laurels fhall relign at laf} ;

When they by the much injw’d world forgot,
Shall in fome ruin’d tomb negleed rot ;

‘Then thy fair namew—jf Mercy aught can give,
Shall in.man’s grateful mind for ever live, e—u
Thee—they’l] adore, their guardian and thejr friend,
Who bade inhuman law to Mercy bend ;
Thee~—who toman’s aftonith’d mind difplay’d

The wanton hayock cruel Juttice made ;

Lavith of blood, her fword fhe wildly dealt,

Its bitter edge wrong’d innocence oft’ feit,

"Till Mercy haft’ning from the pitying fKies,
Millions to {fave—Dbid Beccaria rife,

He fpoke, and bid the fons of grief rejoice ;

He fpoke, and fartheft Ruffia heard his voice 3
From the proud Baltic to the Euxine Bay,

Bleft climes ! which own a Catharine’s gentle fway,
No mere death triumph’s leagu’d with lawmeno mar,
The fword of juttice recks diftain’d with gore,
Klercy, in barbarous Mofcow rajs’d the throne,

£nd call’d the happy regions round her own,
Thence
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Thence fpread to where with every beauty grac’d,
"Midft happieft climes Parthgnope * is plac’d;
Where on fair Baix’s ever peaceful fhore, |
No tempefts howl, no wild waves furious roar ;
She bade flern Law depart the realins of Peace,
And Juftice rob'd in blood —her flaughter ceale,
Where’er mild Mercy came, by Reafon led,
Fell Perfecution and dark Vengeance fled ;
Far let them fly—meek nymph, thy gentle reign,
Extend o’er mourning Albion’s fea-girt plain;
With conquett, glory, arts, and riches ble{s’d,
She mourns by laws, inhuman laws opprefs’d,
Yach day—the views her fons condema’d to death,
To the ftern fenitence yield their ftruggling breath,
Shall barbarous Ruffia, fhall proud Naples fhow
What Albion, fam’d for Mercy, ought to do ?
"[is thine, dread Sire! whofe mild and gENEroUs
breaft | |
Feels for the wretch, and pities the diitrefs’d ;
"Tis thine—to foothe .the horrid thieks of woe,
To bid the ftremms of blood no longer flow—
Speak, and thy voice th’ impending fword {hall ftay ;
Speak, and thy voice retards the fatal day.,

¥ S'nce the publihiag Baccarja’s baok, no crimiinal has heen
erecuted either in Ruiia, or Tofcany, and few i Napless ver

Lodmies Dave not been found e encres'e,
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Infpir'd by Mercy—at thy feet 1 fali,
For no one friend I plead——I plead for all ;
For all—whom the flern law may henceforth doom
To the fad horrors of an early toab.

Let me not vainly plead— cou’d my weak fong,
That rolls its languid numbers rude alongz,
Paint with the life and fire the theme requires,
All that mild Merey in my foul infpires ;
Still—as I tketeh’d thefe feenes of horrid woe,
From thy full €yes, the generous tears would {low,
'T'ho? zli cicrvate—may thefe hmes have foree,
To ftay off death by law, the rapid courfe;
My labour’s paid, fhould they, perchance, ere fave
One haplefs victim from ¢’ natimely grave,

FROM THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER.

Stuatores noftros cum Nawtis comparare, quid vetat ?

Cicero pE Orar,
S1w,

I am juil returned from a Zoxr through the Sea-Port-
Townsin the Channel, Inclofed I {end you all the
Ship News 1 have been able to pick up, and defire
it may be coinmunicated to the Public through
vous paper.

Iam, S1x,

Your old Correfpondent,
Y v 7 = 2 oo oo -
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INTELLIGENCE EXTRAORDINARY.
S HI P NZE W S

FPortsmourr, April 20, 1705,

Y-ESTERDAY, during a thick fog, the Weawver's
Delighty, Capt. Bloombbury ; the Gentle Shepherd,
Capt. Budget; the Satler, Capt. Dunk; and the
Trae Iriend, Capt, Twitcher, run foul of the Royal
George guard-fhip on. the Moruer Bank, and re-
turned into the basbour in aﬂmm=rfr2 corditinn.,

May 15 This morning we had a rerridle fouall in
the barbour, by the wioknce of which, the Fox, Capt,
Holland ; the Zrifh Darling, Capt. Percy; and the
Superde, Capt, Mackenzie, were driven from their
mooriigs, and forced out to fea. -_ x

Fuly 1. CLEARED oUTwaRrDs, the Weaver’s De-
light, the Gentle Shepherd, the Sadler, and the
True Friend ; with the St. Patrick, Capt. Hillf
borough ; the Blenheim, Capt. Marlborough ; the
Trentham, Capt., Gower; the Sweepitakes, Capt.
Weymouth ; the Gimcerack, Capt. Bolingbroke ; the
Briftol, Capt. Nugent; the Zoper, Capt. Rigby;
the Doublefeey Capt, Bulface; and the Devid’s-Gap,
Capt. Cobweb. N. B, The Trentham, the Sweep~
ftakes, the Gimcrack, and the Toper, were towwed

out of the Larbour by the Weaver’s Delight, Capt.
Bloomfbury,

K 3 el
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Fuly 8.  No fhips of war at Spithead,

Fuly 10, ArriveED and failed into the harbour,
the Geod Iutenr, Capt. Rockingham ; the Endeavour,
Capt. Dowdciwcll; the Neflor, Capt. Winchelfea ;
the Diligence, Capt, Conway; the Ejpcrance, Capt.
Grafton ; the Providence, Capt, Darunouth ; the
Experinent, Capt. Portland ; the Happy Reawrn,
Capt. Yorke; and the Recovery, Capt. Belvborough,
ALL from Newcafle, under convoy of the Cumberland
MaN of war, and the Crowvn flore-fbip, The Biene
L, Capr, Fitzherbert 3 the Toweraire, Capt,
Ontiow ; the Formwe, Capt. Meredith; the Defance,
Capt. Gilmour, and a great many others are in fight,
but can’t get their names this poit,

“or fome time paft the wind has been generally at
Noa1e, butis now come abeut to the South Eaft,
and glows b,fi*f_‘ﬁ).

Ve hear that Lis maiefy’s fhip Conway will be
no ionger emploved as a zan of avar, being found to
be fitrer for th ¢ Merchant’s fervice,

Fuly 1¢. REmarn in the garpovrr with his Ma.
jefty’s fhips as per laft, The True Briton, Capt. Gran-
by ; the Neprwne, Capts Egmount ; the Friend’s Good-
n0il, Barrington ; the Heart of Oak, Howe; the
Goed Steavard, 'Falbot; and the Townfend fly-boat.

The Neptune, Capt. Egmont, full freighted, for
the DIiand of St John’s, in the gulf of St Law-

Y e B s deh .1..1:'-.- 4 mr o ‘-H Yy I‘n.—-tﬂ J'Ilﬁ?’.ﬂ | o 1"-[-1
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The Townfend fly-boat was. with jome dificulty
brﬂllght' to her m{?ﬂrf.r:gj, where fthe xzov bies ; bt s
~expected to fall on a rowving cruize, as foon as the
weind changes.

The Laarel, Capt. Pitt, and the Oliwe, Capt.
Bute, are expected to fail on a join cruize.againﬂ:
the common enemy the firft fair wind.

Other advices fay, that the Lawrel’s flern-pofis not
being found, fhe muft firft come 1nto dock, and have
a therouzh repairy betore fhe can proceed on the in«
tended voyage, |

"Tis {fuppofed that the Tewple will nor bc put in
commiiion agadn, as the carpenters; on examining
her, have reported that her dack is broke.

Aug-ff 235, Arrived the S:.rgrize cutter exprefs
from Dunkirk, with accounts of the demolition of
the Jettees.—"Tis added, that the French Court, in
order to fatisfy sur Court (of Common-council}
have offered to pulverize the ftones, and to throw the
powder on the fand-bank at the mouth of the har+
bour, which will by that mcans be cutirely filed up,

The report of the 8t dndrenr, Capt, Bute, hava
ing put inte fome port in Wargs, was entirely withe
out toundation ; and only circulated with an intent
to izpofe on the Unier-Writers.

GRAYESEND, Auguf? 24, Pafled by the Thiitle,
the Happy Janet, the Charming Moggy, and the

| K 4 Highland
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Highland Laddie, all from Leith, with Scotch
. pebbles, for Weftminfter. N. B. The fleets to ahd
from Leith are obliged to rur s2—no coxvoy being
yet appointed for the Scorch trade. |

Auzoufl 25, We hear that his Majefty’s {hip Neae-
eafie will foon have a new figure-head, the old one
being almoft worn out,

"Tis reported from good authority, that &/ the
petty officers, who have féved on board the Cum-
beriand man of war, will foon be provided with good
births,

The Prudnt, Capt., Hertford, a three dccker,
fately flationed on the French coaf, will fail in a
thort time for freland, 1n order to protect the trade ;
the Weymouth frigate, which was appoiuted for that
{oivice, not being reckoned a fuficient force,

"Tis reported that the Geade Sheplerd, when res
fitted, wiil proceed to the Weit Indies, where fhe 1s
to alt as a Guarda Coffuy 1 order to prevent any al-
bicit trade being carried on with the Spaniards—""Tis
expeited that all the colonies will vie with one ano-
ther, in making a greper return te Capte Budysr for
his great attention and #ndefativable afidnity 1n pro-
moting their grwe futerefl, when laft on that ffation,

The Fanfirtart, nichly laden trom Bewgal/, and the
Durant, with bard dollars, from the IHavaunab, are
arvived tn the river--'Tis faid that pars of the cars

2053
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goes will be lodged in fome wwarcboafis in the Bo-
rough.

The Taviccher’s tendir, commanded by Licntenant
ﬂn!;'-Sejd,.:fj, h:wing been ﬁ:ﬂﬁg_ﬂjr fome time, ’tis
feared that {he has thared the fate of the unfortunate
Wikes fre-fbip, who foundered in the channel in the
year 1763, occafioned by her carrying ro0 much fail,

LoNpow, Aug. 28. The Adirefs, Capt, Bearde
more, having efcaped the vigilance of the enemy’s
cruizers, with great diffealty ot to LParkeGate, bravy
[aden with moLAsses and VINEGAR,

*HACKFALL AN ELEG Y.

T O N E £ R A,

TO ITacxrALL’s calm retreat, where nature reigns
In rural pride tranfported fancy flics 3w

O bear me, goddefs, to thofe fylvan plains,
Where ail around unlabour’d beauties rife !

Let Mammon’s vot’ries, Gothic fons of tafle,
The fetter’d hand of mimic art admire ;

The marble fane, with urns and flatyes grac’d,
The gilt alcove, andjulily floping {pire ;

¥ Aplace belonon-ts Mr. Aiflabie,

K ¢ Tl a
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Be their's thro® long-drawn walks, that tire the eyes,
Thro’ gay parterres and viftas green to ftray,
Where flately trees in due proportion rife,
And tortur’d waters regularly play,

With thee, NesrA, miftrefs of my foul,
Lefs artful feenes my fimple mind delight ;.
Such as where UrE’s fair ftreams meandring roll,
By nature form’d, tranfport the ravifh’d fight,

‘There wood and lawn their various charms combine,
The green dale finks, and fwells the verdant hitl,

O:d rev’rend vaks their high-arch’d boughs entwine,
And parting rocks difclofe the gufhing rill,

Lo ! thro’ the glade, where rip’ning harvefts bend
To the foft breeze, a diftant * town appears 3

From {nwakinyg cots the bluzith.wreaths afcend,
And many a tow’r its antique firncture rears !

Down fiom yon’ hoary mountain’s rugged ide
A torrent falls :—how fwift the waters flow,
Whillt under ground with filent fealth they ghde,
Then {pring to light a frefh.cafcade below !

* The town of Mathum,
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Thuy as the prieft of Love, {weet Ovin tells,
To fiiun, ALrHEUS, thy enraptut’d waves,

In winding mazes ArRETHUsA fteals
Thro’ fecret vaults and fubterraneous caves :

Fond nymph in vain !—A lover’seagie fight |
What art can biind ? He fees the private fluice,
"Then under feas directs his rapid flight,
And mingles with liis charming ARETHUSE,

Faft by this ftrearii, and in the thickeit fhade,
A fraw-roof cot appears with ivy bound,
The walls with fhells and vary’d mois o’erlaid,
And rough-hewn altars mark’d the hallow’d:
ground.

Here haply dwells fome hoary-headed feer,
Far from the guilty cronds’ tumultuous din,

Here in {oft mufings wears the filent year,
E{trang'd alike to patlion and to fin,

Peace to his hours ;—Nor yon, my charming maid,
Approach the cot, but turia, O turn yous cyes ;

Should Lovs, thetyrant Love, his breai invade,
Far from the fage all wonted quiet flics !
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Sce in yon’ grove, and o’er the topmaft boughs,
Uuntaught by art, a filver fountain plays ;

In waving folds the bubbling water flows,

~ And fun-born Ir1s paints the hunid rays,

No figur’d TriTon fpouts th’ indignant ftream,
Nor weeps poor Ni1ost in antic thew j

No Dorruins {port, no leaden NEREIDS fwim,

 Nor fond Narcissus views the lake below :

>Tis nature all !—Grotefque and wild the fcene ;
The rough rock cleaves, the wave afcends on high,
Then tumbling down upon the grafly green,
O’er piebbles ftrays in gurgling harmony,

Hail fweet recefs ! —~What charms the fight regale
Nature hath giv’n with more than lavifh pride 3

Hail {fweet recels !—More fair than TeEmPE’s vale,
Or Ioa’s grove, where fabled gods refide.

O hafle, Nsx&rA, to this blifsful grove,
Here let us Wifdom'’s filent fteps purfue,
Here fpend an age of innocence and love,

And bid this folly-fetter’d woyld adien !

A DAY,
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A D A Y.

AN EPISTLE TO JOHN WILKES, OF AYLESBURY,
ESQ.

BY DR, ARMSTRONG,

[NoT IN HIS WO R K S.]

F.sCAT’D from London now four moons and more,
I greet gay Wilkes from Fulda’s wafted fhore,
Where cloath’d with woods a hundred hills afcend,

Where nature many a paradife has plan’d

A land that, e¢’en amid contending arms,
Late {mil’d with culture and luxuriant charmsj
But now the hoftile feythe has bar’d her foil,
And her {ad peafants ftarve for all their toil,

What news to-day >—1 afk you now what rogue,
What paltry imp of fortune’s now 1n vogue ;
What forward blundering fook was laft prefers’d,
By mere pretence diftin guifh’d from the herd ;
With what new cheat the gaping town is fmit ;
What crazy fcribbler reigns the prefent wit ;
What fuff for winter the two booths have mixts =~

What bouncing munic grows a Rofcius next ?
- &

Wave
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" Wave all fuch news : T’ve feen too much, my friend,
To ftare at any wonders of that kind,

 News, none have I : you know I never had;
I never long’d the days dull lyre to {pread;
I left to goflips that fweet luxury,
More in the fecrcts of the great than I.
To nurfes, midwives, ail the flippery train,
"That fwallow all, and bring up all aghit ;
Or did I €’er a brief event relate,
You found it foon at length in the Gazette,

Now for the weather—This is England ftill
For aught%ﬁnd, as good, and quite as ill,
Even now the pond’rous rain perpetual falls,
Drowns every camp, and crowds our hofpitals,
This foaking deluge all unfirings my frame, -
Dilutes my fenfe, and fuffocates my flame— g
*Tis that which makes thefe prefent lines 1o tame,
The parching eaft wind {till purfucs me too——
Is there no climate where this fiend ne’er flew ?— }
By heaven, it flays Japan, perhaps Pern!
It blafts all earth with its envenom’d breath,
‘That {catters difcord, rage, difeafes, death.
*Twas the fielt plague that burlt Pandora’s chefl,.
And with a livid fmilc fow’d all around the reft,
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Heaven guard my friend from every blague that
flies,
Still grant him health, whence all the pleafures rife,
But oft’ difeafes from flow caufes creep,
Andsin this doéirine ag (thank Heaven) I'm deep,

W * * ¥ * % %

& * ¥% * * » »
% % W * * * .
-H- * £ % P %* *

h-TeEn time excufe me that [ {lily fnatch

‘The only theme in which I fhine your match,

You ftudy early : fome indulge at night; .,
Their prudifh mufe fteals in by candle-light,
Shy as th’ Athenian Bird, the fhuns the day,.’
And finds December genial more than May,.
But happicr you who court the early fun,

For morning vifits no debauch draws on ;.
Nor fo the fpirits, health, or fight impair,
As thofe that pafs in the raw midnight air,

The tatk of breakfaft o’er; that peevilh, pale,
That founging, yawning, moft ungenial meal 3
Rufh out, b.fore thofe fools rum iy to WOrTy ye,
Whoie bufinefs is to be idle in 2 hurey,

Who kill your time #s frankly as their own,
And feel no civil hints e’er to be gone.

-
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'Thefe flies all fairly flung, whene’er the houfe,
Your country’s bulinefs, or your friend’s allows,
Ruth out, enjoy the fields and the frefh air;
- Ride, walk, or drive. the weacher foul or fair.
Yet in the torrid months [ would reverfc
This method, leave behind both profe and verfe s
With the grev dawn the hills and forelt roam,
And wait the fultry noon embower’d at home,
While every rural foiind improves the breeze,
The raling fiream, the bufy rocks, and murmur of
the bees,

You'll hardly chufe thefe chearful jaunts along~—
Except when fome deep fcheme is carrying on, -
With you at Chelfea oft’ may I behold
The hopeful bud of {enfe her bloom unfold,

With you I’d watk to * ¥ % # ¥ #

To rich, nfipid Hackaey, if youwill ;

With you no matter where, while we're together,
I {corn no fpot on carth, aad curle no weather, .

‘When dinner comes, amid the variouns feaft
That crowns your genial board, where every guneft, .s»
Or grave, or gayv, is happy, and at home,
And none e’er figh’d for the mind’s elbow-room ;
I warn you {till 10 make your chief repaft

On one plain dith, and trifie with the reft.
¢ * * * N * o

» % * W * » * o %
-- - - .. , Repf
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Bcef, in a fever, if your ftomach crave it,
Ox-check, or mawkifh cod, be fure you have it.
For ftill the conflitution, even the cafe,
Direéts the {tomach 3 this informs the tafte H
And what the tafte in her capricious fits
Cuyly, or even indifterently admits,

The peevith ftomach, or difdains to toil,
Or indolently works to vapid chyle,

This inflinét of the tafte {o feldom errs,
That if you love, yet {mart for cucumbers,
Or plums of bad repute, you'll likely find
*Twas for you feparated what nature join’d,

'T'he ipicey kernel here, and there the rind.
* % * * * * *
¥ * * e * % 5

*Tis ftrange how blindly we from Nature ftray !
The only creatures we that mifs their way !
To erv is bzman, Man’s prerogative, |
Who’s too much {enfe by Nature’s laws to live s
Wifer than Nature we muft thwart her plan,
And ever wiil be {poiling, where he can.
*Tis well he cannot ocean change to cream,
Nor earth to a gilded cake; nor e’cn cou’d tame
Niagard’s fteep abyfs to crawl down ftairs ; *
Or diefs 1n rofes the dire Cordelliers s ¢

¥ Vide Chatfworth, 1739,

1 Les Cordalleira’s des Andee, are a chain of hills, which re

LI . .
tlro’ Sovih Amarica.

-
Ll . = i
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But what he can he does : well can he trim
A charming {pot into a childith whim ;
Can every generous gift of nature {poil,
And rates their merits by his coft and toil,
Whate’er the land, whate’er the feas produce,
Of perfedt texture, and exalted juice,
He pampers, or to fulfome fat, or drains,

Rcfines and bleaches, till no tafte remains.
®* * K R X X ¥ X ¥ %X 2 » ¥

* ¥ K ¥ kR x ¥ ¥ % X ¥ ® w®

Enough to fatten fools, or drive the dray,
But plagues and death to thofe of fincr clay.

Noc corner elfe, ’tis not to be deny’d,
Of all our ule fo rankly 1s fupply’d
With grofs produttions, and adulterate fare,
As one renown'd zbode, whoit name | {jare,
Thev cram all poultry, thar the hungry fox
Would loath to touch them j ¢’en their boufied ox
Somctimes is glutted {o with nnéuous {poil,
That what feems beef is rather rape-feed o1l
D've know what brawn is ?~-O th’ unhappy beait !
He ftands eternal, and is doom’d to feafl,
Tl but the naufeous procefs 1 forbea tmm—r—
Only, beware of brawn befure, bewarce!
Yet brawn has tafte—it has : their veal has none,
Save what the butchet’s breath infpires alone; -
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Juit reaven one day may fend them hail for wheat,
Who fpoil all veal becanfe it fhiould be white,
"T'is hard to fay of what compounded pafte
Their bread is wrought, for it betrays no tafte,
Whether 'nis flour and chalk, or chaitk and flour
Shell’d and refia’d, ’till it has tafte no more ;
But1f the lump be white, and white enough,
No matter how infipud, dry, or tough,
In falt udelf the fapid favour tails,
Burnt alom for the love of white prevails :
While tafielefs cole-feed we tfor muftard fivallow,
*T'is void of zeft indeed —Dbut {til] ’tis yellow.,
Parfnip, or parfley.reoot, the rognes will {foon

ocrape for auciradilby and "ewill pafs unknown ;
For by the colour, ot the talie, we prove all,
As hens will air on chalk, 10 °tis bhut oval,

I muft with eantion the cook’s reten invade,
Hot as the fire, and hafiy from his trade,—

¥ ¥ % ¥
* ¥ X% ¥
¥ £ * *
% ¥ ¥ *
& ¥ % #
¥ F k¥

%
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#* ¥ F X
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A cook of genius, bid him roafta hare,
By all that’s hot and horrible would {wear,
Parcl native drynefs ! zounds, that’s not the thin g
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His gen’rous broth 1 wonld alinoft pref'ér
‘T'o turtle-foup, tho’ turtle travels far.

You think me nice perhaps : yet I could dine
On roafted rabbit ; or fat turkey and chine;
Or fulfome haflet ; or moft drily cram
My throat with taftelefs fillet and wet ham:
But let me ne’er of mutton-faddle eat,

That folid phantom, that moft fpecious cheat ;
Yet loin is paffable, he was no fool
Who faid the half is better than the whole :

& X %
# % %
% W

%
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3
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But I have cook’d and carv’d enough and more,
We come to drinking next.  "Tili dinner’s o'er,
I would all claret, e’en chiampain forbear,
Give me f{refl) water bleis me with {mall becr,
But full whate’er you drink, with cantious lip
Approach, furvey, and e’er you fwallow, fip ;
For often, O defend all honeft throats !
The reeling wafp on the dreneh’d borage floats.
I've known a dame, fage elic as a divine,
¥or brandy whip off Jecacwan wine ;

Ahd
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And I'm as fure amid your carelefs glee,
Yow'll fwallow Port one time for Cote-rotic,
But you aware of that Let/ean flood,
Will fearce repeat the dofe—forbid you thou’d !
"T'is fuch a deadly foe to all that’s bright,
"Twould foon encumber e’en your fancy’s flight ;
And if ’tis true what fome wife preacher {ays,
That we our gen’rous anccitors difgrace,
The tault from this pernicious fountain flows,
Hence half our follies, half our crimes and woes 3
And ere our maudlin genius mounts again,
“T'will caufe & fea of claret and champain }
Of this retarding glue to rinfe the nation’s brain.
The mud-fed carp refines amid the {prings,
fnt! time and Burgundy might do great things ;
ut health and pleafure we for trade defpife,
For Portugal’s grudg’d gold cur genius dies.
- O bhaplefs race ! O land to be bewail’d !
With murders, treafons, Lorrid deaths appal’d !
Where dark«red fkies with livid thunders frown,
While earth convuliive thakes her cities down 3
Wlhere hell in heaven’s name holds her LmPpious
court,
And the grape bleeds out that black poifon, port ;
Sad poifon to themfelves, to us ftill worfe,
Brew’d and rebrew’d, a doubled, trebled curfe.

L

-
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Tofs'd in the crowd of various rules I find,

Gtill fome material bufinefs left behind :

* % % * * * 3 &

» % ¥ * 3 * * %
The fig, the goofeberry, beyond alt grapes,
Mellower to eat, as rich to drink perhaps.
But pleafures of this kind are beft enjoy’d,
Beneath the tree, or by the fountain fide,
Ere the quick foul, and dewy bloom exhale,
And vainly melt into the thanklefs gale.

» # W« * * o o* &
» * - * * L o *
* * * #* * ¥ * #*
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Who from the full ineal yield to natural reft,

A fhort repofe ; ’tis ftrange how foon you'll find

A fecond morn rife chearful on your mind :

BefiYles it foftly, kindly, fooths away

"The faddeit hour to fome that damps the day.

But if you're coy to fleep, before you fpread

dome eafy-trotting poet’s lines—you’re dead

At once : even thefe may halten your repofe,

Now rapid verfe, now halting nearer profe ; |

There fmooth, here rough, what I fuppofe you’d
chufe, -

As men of tafte hate famenefs in the mufe 3

Yes, I'd adjourn all drinking *till *tis late,

And then indualge, but ar a moderate rate.
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By heaven not **¥ with all his genial wit,
Should ever tempt me after twelve tO {itmm———— }

You laugh—-at noon you fay : I mean at night,

I long to read your name once more again,

But while at Caflel, all fuch longing’s vain,

Yet Caflel elfe no {ad retreat I find,

While good and amiable * Gayot’s my friend, }

Generous and plain, the friend of human kind ;

Who {corus the little.minded’s partial view ;

One you would love, one that would relith you,

With him fometimes I {up, and often dine,

And find his prefence cordial more than wine.

There lively, genial, friendly, Goy and I

Touch glafles oft’ to onc, whofe company
MWould—but what’s this ?—Farewel-=within twa

hours
We march for Hoxter-=ever, ever your’s,

ON THROWING BY AN OLD BLACK COAT.

OLp friend, farewel—with whom full many g
day,

In varied mirth and grief, hath roll’d away.

* Mouf. de Gayory, Fils, confeiller d’eftat, et intendant de

]—‘irmﬁp Pr‘:'l-nrnire- ary & ”nrn:rrnjl
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No more thy form retains its fable dye,

But, like grey beauty, palis upon the ey¢—

That form which fhone fo late in paflion’s gloom,
How fali’n f—cre while the gloy of the loom !
Late, wrapt fecure within thy woollen folds,

I brav’d the fummer rains, and winter colds,
Fearlefs of coughs, catarrhs, which Eurus brings,
Or dark November, on his noifome wings,
Whiftling a tune, like Cymon in the fong,

Thro’ filthy ftreets and lanes I’ve trudg’d aleng,
Nor heeded aught the hackney-coachmen’s cries,
Tho’ coach, your honour, founded to the fkics ;
And fhall Ithen forget thy brighter hue,
Seil thee a flave to yonder hoarfe-mouth’d few ¢
Forbid it gratitude~forbid it fhame ——-~—

That were a deed would blacken Clodio’s name.
Thou poor old man, whole brow Is fireak’d with

care,

Stretch’d on the clay-cold earth, thy bofom bare,
Fiad I but half that Clodio’s thining ftore,

Thy brealt fhould heave with mifery no more;;
Yet take the {fcanty pittance I beitow,

This coat fhall fhield thee from the drifred foow.

But ere we part—indulge the moral iay,

Hear it, ye fools, who flutter hife away,

Vain arc the rich man’s toils, the prond man's brags,
Men turn to duft——and broad.cloth turns to rags.
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ON AN OLD HAT.

1,
F:’SITHFUL for months, full-man}} a fhow’r
Of batt’ring hail, from clouds defcending,

“Thou haft withfrood with all thy pow’r,
But now to old age thou art wending,

I1.
With paia I fee thy fable fade,
And view a dingy brownsappear ;
Griev’d T behold thy varying fhade,
And much a total change T fear,

I11.

With thee I oft’ with aukward air,

~ And arttitudes by no means pretty, |

~ Paid homage to the blooming fai,
That grace Europa’s noblett city.

. 1V,

And frequently 1 took thee off,

; To thew refpett to thote T lov'd ;

" Who flatter’d then—now meanly {coff,
And are not by my mis’ries mov'd.

T Y R T
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§trange that the fkin of any beaft =
Should prove more conftant to its mafter,
Than thofe his bounty oft’ did feaft,
Ere he {uftain’d a dire difafter !

VL.
Come then, my friend, my true Achates,
Let {ycophants or {mile or frown,
Still, old acquaintance, fuch thy fate js,
Thou muft my fhallow eaprs crown.

YIIL

But for the fervice thou hatt done ,
Thou fhalt be brufh’d and black’d again,
Nor will I put another on,
Whilit thou cantt fhicld me from the rain,

VIIIL.
Should fncering witlings be fo bold
"To comment on thy ancient cocks,
The foeering withings thall be told,
A Letter newer grac’d their blocks,

THE LIFE OF A WOMAN OF THE TOWN.

Anwpat avale, how once appear’d the fair,
When from gay equipage the falls obfeure

In wain fhe moves her livid fips in pray’r:

Wit mia fo mean to recollett the poor?
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From place to place, by unfee’d bailiffs drove,
As fainting fawns from thirfty blood-hounds fly.
See the fad remnants of unhaliow’d love,
In prifons perith, or on dunghills cie,

Pimps and dependents once her beauties prae’d ;
" on thefe beauties, vermin-like, they fed ;
From wretchednefs, the crew her bounty rais’d,
When by her fpoils enrich’d==deny her bread.,

- Thro’ fireet to freet, fhe wends, as want betides,

Like Shore’s:dad wife, in winter’s difmal hours;
The bleak winds piercing her unnourifh’d fides,

Her honfelefs head dripping with dmzzly fhowers,

Sickly fhe 1troles amidit the nury lane,
Tfhile ftrr:amiug fpouts dath on her uncloath’d
- necky oo
By faminme pmch'd pmth’d by dlfﬁafe-bred paiw,
Contrition’s portrait, and rafh beauty’s wreck,

ole dies; fad outcaft ! Hearr broke by remorie ;
Pgle ftreteh’d againtl th’ inhotpitabic doors ;
” Wh%f: gatl{ﬁring gotlips taunt the fleihilels corte,
And thank their Guds—that they wvere nover
F hores, |

1. G

12 LORD
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LORD-MAYOR’s DAY,
.l.l MOCK ELEG'.Yu

T HE fun creeps flowly o’er the eaftern hills,
The lazy-pacing hours attend his way,

Thro’ the thick fog the fcarce pervading beam
Gives an pon’s LORD tm gn.rgenus gaudy day.

Now the grlrn’d fcavcnger his befom plies,
And whiltles at his work with wonted glee,
The firects look decent, ev’n in courtiers’ eyes,
While the wretch fweeps for dirvier foil than he,

And now the city bells, in many a peal,
Burfling at once upon the vacant ear, = -

bid the glad freemen from their counters ﬁeal
And hail the day to beef and pudding dear,

Nor is this all—the {olid ham fupplies
The place where yetterday’s plain ﬁ]tﬁft'tun {tood,
And the rich pudding with the pye-cruft vies: =
—But all this is fwallow’d foon, for all is gopd.

f
Nor pafs we by the eapon and the chine,

Nor lizedlefs, leave the turkey'’s praife unfing!
The manv-anstur’d puncly, th' indpiring wine,
pow ol cach hearty wod theme of every ri.‘!rr:f,_iuf* ;

- -
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And now AucvusTa's fenators repait
‘T's thiat old pile where broad-fuc’d giants tand
While courtly ftrangers like thofc giants fiare,
~="Maz"d at the clumfy wonders of our land !

Dut hafte, my mufe, the coach of flate appears !
AveusTa’s Lord, and all his coust, are blithe &
Coachman, be careful how you jeach the ffairs,

And {and the Monarch Lirely at Quecnhithe?

Put ah ! one moral thought will yet intrude,
Tho' glad the heart, and feftive be the d.y ;
“ How (hort our blifs ~—=We've made the landmg
good,
~0n the frail waves to plow the wai'ry way !

Now fail the barges—half a mile an hour;
Now fly the ftreamers—now the corks, too, fly ;
The morning brimmer gives the flomach power
To florm the beet, and raife the pigeon-pye!

Let F"?Elcy, trav’ling on the banks of Thame,
Suppofe at Rurus’ Hall the glitt'ring throng ;
The bufinefs done—-revifit we the {tream,
While pop-guns canonnade us all along !

-

L 1 With:
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Where does this denizen of air refide,

And to what beautics is her power applied 2
\What, what attraction to a woman brings
This {ylph, this fairy, with cnamel’d wings ?”

—Thus StrErnox anfwer'd: ¢ Grace, O beaun<
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teous dame,
That child'ef heaven, illumes your lovely frame §
"Tis in vour cheeks, whole | blandad tints unite
The two contending rofes, red and white !
"Tis int your lips with vermeil perfume prr:ﬂ,
It ranges lovely o’er your faowy breaft: |
"Tis Grace that breathing fweetly in each ﬁgh
Speaks in your voice and lightens in your cye.
*I'is in all, it circles you around
In every lock, in every word-—’tis found
—0O thou, by nature exquifitely plan’d,

*

‘Who came perfettion from her labouring hand,

Deem naught amifs of him, whofe artlefs mule -
Thefe her beft gifts not undelighted views,

But on his tunelefs reed and fimple toil
Propitious look, and trafl him with a {mile !

¢¢ §o fhall his lawns, tho’ parch’d by fummer’s heat,

14

34

4 ¢

Lé

R4

Revive, when trodden by Aspasia’s feet ;

So fhall his flowrets with frefh fragrance blow,
Liis lilies whiten, and lis rofes glow :

And once again his ruftic fong fhall tell

What grace, what beauties in AsPASIA dwell.”

L 4 | NMes
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Mr, PrixTER,

I HAVE taken the liberty of tranfinitting to the
pub.ic, through the chawnel of your paper, the above
elegant verfes, which have only circulated hitherto
- through the fathionable world in manufcript. They
dre too good to be kept a fecret, though addrefled

to the wife of another man. But while they abound
with the moft elegant compliments #o the lady, th
pocr hufband is forgotten. It 1s to preferve htm
feomn oblivion, that I take the liberty of fending yon
a paredy on the above ; and I flatter myfelf you will
infert the trifie I have fubjoined, with this apelogy
to the public,

While rays of glory beam’d arovmd his head;"

** Say what is Graee }”* a love-fick B—p faid ;

* What is this power of grace, whofe magic {pell _

¢ Can awe the gaping multitude fo well ?

¢ Say, is this thing fo much, fo little known,

~ * Is it by manncr, look, or titles fhewn ?

¢ Dwells it in lingle or in marrred life,

M Shines it the moft in Mg, or in my Wire

w—When virtuous Strerron anfwer’d
“ Learn’d Divine,

* On thy own brows confpicnous {ee it ﬂune ;

¢ See from thy pouting lips in power difpenfe

““ In holy, lufcious fu¢ams of eloquence.

¢s PYa
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¢ *Tis that which gliftening in your vacant eye

¢

- by.

¢ *Tis all in all, it circles 'you around,
* In coat, in caffock, in lawn fleeves *tis found:

O thou, for hufband by thy fate def; gu’d,
" To human: errors charitably blind ;
““ Deem naught amifs of him whofe modeft mufe
“* With pious praife your bluthing dame purfucs s
‘“ But on his harmiefs viéws, and virtuous life,
¢ Propitious-look, and truft him with your wife 2.
¢ 'So fhall his Hewe—eys violated thade
‘- Weep o'er another fair to fhame betray’d ;
““ So, at the fight, more pale his lilies grow,
*“ And blufhing rofes feel a deepcr glow ; |
“¢ So fthall his flowers with gayer tints bring forth,
“¢ And horn-beams nourith in the gales of North g
““ And, beft of gifts, the pious bard receiye
‘‘ One blefling fit a B—p’s wife to give."

L.

BAGATELLE, -

P. S. T think it but proper to add, that I Jig
claim all infinuations againft the fair charaller of
the above lady, who I firmly believe to be a very
good fort of woman, and her hufband & very worthy
man, and whofe worit a&ion is certainly that of hays -
ing introduced her to fuch a Cicifbeo,

LS - M -

Glotes on your wife, while all the world ftands =
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I'HE POET. A RHAPSODY,
BY DR. AKENSIDI,

TWIS WAS ONE OF THE EARLIEST FRODUCTIONS
OF DR.,AKENSIDE : IT WAS WRITTEN, AND ORI~
GINALLY PUGRLISHED, BEFORE HE HAD ARRIV-~
ID AT THE AGE OF $IXTEEN YEAES. IT 13,
zrnu-'zzn*tn_,"' NOT PRINTED IN THEEDITION OF
HI$ WORKS,

OF all the varions lots around the ball,
Which Fate 1o man diftributes, ahfolute ;
Avert, ye gods! that f the Mufe's fon,
Curs’d with dire poverty ! popr huhg“rythretch "
What tiall he do for life  he. canpmodtwork
With manual labour : {liall thofe {acred hands,
‘That brought the countels of the gods to light g
Shali that wnipird tongue, which ov’ry muie
Ha¢touch’d divine, to charm the {fons of mier
The hallow’d organs ! thefe! be proflitute

"To the vile 1civice of {ome fool 1 pow'r,

All his behelts fubmiflive to perform,

Howe’er to hunngrateful 2 Oh! he feorns

Th ignoble thiought 5 with gencrous difik :m,
More eligible decming it to fturve,

Like his fam'd anceftors renowe’d in verle,

Tlton
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Than poorly beud to be another’s flave,—
"Than feed and fatten in obfcurity,
—'Thefe are his firm refolves, which fate, nor time,.
Nor poverty can fhake, Exalted high
In garret vile he lives; with remnants hung
Of tapeftry : but oh! precarious ftate
Of this vain tranfient world ! all pow’rful time !
What doft thou not fubdue ? See what a chafin
Gapes wide, tremendous ! fee where Sanl enrag’d,
High on his throne, encompals’d by his guards,
With levell’d ipear, and arm extended fits,
Ready to pierce old Jefle’s valiant fon,—
Spoil’d of his nofe !--around in tott’ring ranki,
On fhelves pulvernlent, majeftic fands
His library ; in ragged plight, and old ;
Replete with many a load of criticitin,
Elab’rate produts of the miduight tmI
Of Belgian brains; fnatch’d from the deadly hands
Of murd’rous grocer, or the carcful wight,
Who vends the plant, that clads the happy thore
Ct Indizan Patomack ; which citizens
in bilmy fumecs exhale, when o’cr a pot
Of fage indpiring coflve, they difpofe
Ot Kings and crowns, and fettle Europe’s fate,

Elfewhere the domce is 8117 with various heaps-
iE oid domiefiic lumber s that huge chair
H{as iten fix monuarghs il the Britith throne «

Here a Lroad pafly table thands, o’eelpread
T £~ 117, L
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With ink and pene, and ferolls replete with rhyme 3

Cheils, ftools, old razors, fraftur’d jars half full

Of muddy zythum, four and {piritlefs:

Fragments of verfe, hole, fandals, utenfils

Of various fathion, and of various ufe,

With friendly influence hide the fable floor. - -
‘This is the bard’s mufeum, this the fane -

To Pheebus {acred, and th’ Aonian maids

But oh! it ftabs his heart, that nigpard -fate

To kim in fuch {mall'-meafure fhould difpenfe

Her better gifts : to him ! whofe gen’rous foul

Could relith, with as fine an elegance,

The polden joys of grandeur, and of wealth;

He who ccu'd tyrannize o’ér menial laves, .

Or {well bendath a coronet of -ﬂzt.;e-,-

Or _  ‘a gilded chariet with a mieny =

Grand as the hagghtieft Timaon of them ali,—
But ’tis in vain to rave at deitiny,

Here he muft reft and brook the beft he can,

To itve remote from grandeur, learning, wit ;

Immur’d amoengft th’ ignoble vulgar herd,

Of loweft intelleét ; whofe ftupid fouls

But half inform their bodies ; brains of lead-

And tongues of thunder: whofc infenfate breatt

Ne'er felt the rapt’rous, foul entrancing fire

Of the celettial raufe ;- whote-favage ears

Ne'er heard the facred rules, nor ev’n the names

©Of the Venufiag bard, or critic-fuge
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Full-fam'd of Stagyra-s whofe clam’rous. tongue,-
Seun the tormented ear with:collogqny,

Vociferate, trivial, or impertinent:

Replete with boorifh fcandal: yet, alas!

This, this! he muft-eswdure, or-mufe alone,
Penfive and meping o’cr the ffubborn rhyme,

Or line impetfedt-—No ! the door is free,

And calls him to evade their deat’ning clange,

By private ambulation ;—'tis refolv’d :

Off from his waiit he throws the tatter’d gown,
Beheld with indignation ;. and unloads:

His pericranium of the weighty cap,

With fweat and greafe difcolour’d : then explores:
The {pacious cheft, and from its hollow womb.
Draws his beft robe, yet not from tincture free

Of age’s rev’rend ruflet, fcant and bare; ..
Then down his meagre vifage waving flows

The thadowy peruque, crown’dwith gummy hat
Clean brufh’d, a cane fupports him. - Thus equip’d.
He fallies forth; {wift traveries the flreets,

And feeks the lonely walk 3 Hal fylvian fcenes,

1e growes, ye wallies, ye meand’ring brooks,

Admit me to your joys, in rapt’rous phrafe,

I.oud he exclaims ; while with th' infpiring Mufe-
His bofom labours ; and all other thoughts,
Pleafure and wealth, and poverty itfelf,

Before her infiuence vanifh, Rapt in thought,.
Fancy prefents before his ravaflli’d eyes
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Diftant profperity, upon his page :
With tranfport dwellmg ; while bright Ieammgz
fons
That ages hénce muft tread this earthly ball,
Tudignant feem to curfe the thanklets age,
That ftary’d fuch ment. Meantime {wallow’d up
¥n meditation deep, he wanders on,
Unwecting of his way—=—<But-ah ! he ftarts!
With fudden fright ! his glaring eye-bwits roll,
Pale turn his checks, and (ha® his leofen’d joints,
His cogitations vanifh into air,
- Like painted bubbies, or a morning dream.
Behold the caufe! {fee ! thro' the opening glade,
With rofy vilage, and abdomen grand,
A cit, a.dun te—As in Apalia’s wilds,
Or " Thracian Hebrus rolls his wave,
A heedlefs kid; difportive, roves around,
Unheeding, ’till upon the hideous cave
Of the dire wolf fhe treads; half-dead the vicwa
His bloodfhot eve-balls, and his dreadful fangs,
And {wift as Evrus from the monfler ilies,
So farcs the trembling bard ; amaz’d he turns,
Scarce by his legs upborn ; vet fear fuppiies
‘T'he place of firengih ; ftraight home he bends hi:
courle,

Nor looks behind him tll he fafe regain
tis faithful citadel, There thont, tatigu’d,

He
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He lays him down te-eafe his heaving lungs;-
Quaking, and of his fafety icarce convinc’d,
Soon as the panic leaves his panting brealt,

Down to the Mufe’s facred rites he fits,

Volumes pil’d round him; fee ! upon his brow .

. Perplex’d anxiety, and flruggling thought,

Painful as female throes ; whether the baed.
Difplay the deeds of heroes ; or the fall

Of vice, 1n lay dramatic : or expand

'The lyric wing ; or  elegiac firaias

- Lameant the fmn..,, or lath the ftubhorn age,.

With laughing fatire ; or in rural fcenes

. 'With fhepherds {port ; or rack his hard bound Drains,

For th” unexpeéted turn,  Arachne fo,

In duity hitchen corners, from her bowels
Spins the fine web ; but fpins with better

'Than the poor bard : the! caitiff | fpreads her fnares,
And with their aid opjoys luxurious life,
Bloated with fat of infeéts, flefh’d in blood :
He ! hard, hard lot! for all his toil and care,
And paintul watchigs, fcarce protradls awhile
His meagre, hungry days ! ungrateful world !
If with his drama he adorn the fiage;

No worth-difcerning concourfe pays the charge,

“Or of the orcheftra, or th’ enlight’ning torch.

Jle who fupports the luxury and pride

n'F e F"]'l';.t'l rp ‘I "'ITE » 1'\..::- ! 11'11.!""!'(:-1 ™M -y P Yy Y P nt‘l‘l
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Dogs, eagles, lions; has not yet enough,
Wherewith to fatisfy the greedier maw
Ot that moft rav’nous, that devouring beaft,
Yclep’d a Poet, What new Halifax,
What Somers, or:what Dorfet can’lt thou find,
Thou hungry-mortal ? break, wretch, break thy quiil
Blot out the ftudy’d image ; to the flames
Commit this Stag’rite ; leave this thanklefs trade 5
Erect fome pedling {tall, with trinkets flock’d,
There earn thy daily half-pente, nor again
Trufl the falfe Muyfe : {o (hall the cleanly myal
Repel mtruding hunger.——Qh ! ’tis vain,
“Fhe triendly admonition’s all in-vain
The {cribbling itch has feiz’d him, he is loft
To all advice ; and ftarves for ftarving’s fake,

Thus femg the {portful Mufe, in mirthful mood,
Indulging gay the frolic vein of youth ;
But, oh! yve gods, avert th’ impending firoke,
‘This lucklels omen threatens ! hark ! methinks,.
1 hear my better angel cry,  Retrear,
Rafb you bl in time retrear ! Iy thofé poor bards,
Hile Jighted olly all 1 for the Hattring Muf:,
Vet curs’d aoct! pining want, as landmaris Hand,

To 2vwn tice from the fervice of 44 Ingrasey

AN
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AN EPISTLE FROM OBEREA, CUBEN OF OTAHEITE,
TO JOSEPH BANKS, ES5(,

TRANSLATED BY T. . 2. BE5Q, PROFESSOR OF THE
OTAHEITE LANGUAGE IN DUBLIN; AND OF
ALL THE LAKGUAGES OF THE UNDISCOVERED
JsLANDS IN THE SOUTH 3EA; AND ENRICHED
WITH HISTORICATL AND EXPLANATORY NOTES,

(T HE Editor of the following Epiftle has only to
inform the public, that he has tranflated it with all
the fidelity, which the diffcrent idioms of the two
Jangunges will ndmit of, He is fenfible that it is im-
poflible in Englifh, to convey any idea of the beauties
of the Otaheite tongue. It abounds with dipthongs
and tripthongs, and every word of it begins with a
vowel, Upon this account it is infinitely harmonious ;
to which if we add_the beauty and fublimity of its
metaphors, we fhall.only do it juftice, if we pronounce
it to be one of the nobleft languages which has ever
becn fpoken fince the confufion of tongues,

The Editor is in hopes, that this lietle fpecimen.
will excite the curious to the ftudy of it 5 and he
takes this opportunity of inferming them, that he 1s
going to facilitate their labours by the publication
of a compleat Grammar and Dictionary. This work.

will be printed on the fame paper, and with the fame

letter as Dr. Hawketworth’s celebrated Voyages, and



[ %8 |

will be ready to be delivered next {pring, for the
moderate price of three guineas. It will be inghlv"
ufeful to fuch gentlemen as propofe to vifit the South
Seas, and to make the grand tour. If the impreflion
of this work thall not be fold {o foon as the author
flatters himfelf it will, he cngages to pubhifh 1t 1o
woekly numbers, at one fhilling each.]

Dablin, Scpta "25:::",-!1 773

READ, or oh! fay does fomie more amorous (it
Yrevent * Opano, and engage his car¢ ?

I, + Oberea, from the Southern main,

QOf tlighted vows, of injur’d faith.complain,
Tho’ now fome European maid you woo,

Of ¥ waiff more taper, and of whiter bue ;. .
Yet § oft® with me you deign’d the night to pafs,
Beneath yon? bread-tree on the bendiug grals,
Oft’ in the rocking boat we fondly lay,

Nor fear’d the drizly wind, or briny {pray.

:- -._ Foes

¥ The people of QOtaheite could not pronounce Mr. Banks's

rame, bur calicd him Qpano. -
Prelegis, an cowjux prohibetnova, &c.

+ Pegalis Ocnone, Phrygiis celeberitiia filvise

1 It appears that Oberea was rather plomp and round, and no
of the fajreft complexion, Sce Haokefeworth's Foyages,

& Suwepe greges inter requicvimus arbore icéil,

Y

Miftague cum folusprebult herba torum,

qrr-nF r:tnFI'_ ﬂlﬂmpn. Ky
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¥ Who lcd thee thro’ the wood’s impervious fhade,,
Yicre'd the thick covert, and explor’d the glade ;
'Taught thee each plant that fips the morning dew,
And brpugfht the latent minerals to thy view ¢
Still to thofe glades, thofe coverts 1 repaur,
‘I'race cvery alley-—but thou art not there,
Nor t herb, nor falutacy plart I find,
'T'a cool the burning fever of my mind .
Ah! i I remember on the river’s fide,
Whofe babling waters *twixt the mountains giide,
A bread-tree ffands, on which with fharpen’d ftone,
To t'hjr deéarname 1 deign'd nnite ,m}-_nw 1
Giow bread-tree, grow, nor envious hand remove
The feulptur’d fymbols of my conftant love,

To the vaft § main a rock projecting lies,
Where tempefls howl, and roaring billows rife,

* Quis (ibi monftravit faltus venatibus aptos,
Et tegeret catulos qud Tera rupe fuos ?

+ Me miferain | guod amor non eft medicabilis herbigy
Deficior prudens artis ab arte med,

Ponulus ¢ft {memini} Auviall confita ripd
. ! f Ps
Efl in qua noftr: lictera [eyipta memor,
Popule vive precer, o,

& The South Sea,
Aipicit immem{um moles nativa profundum,
Meous fuit, 2quorcls illa refiftit aquis.
- Hlic vela rug coguovi prima caring,
Et mihi poy fludlus impetus 1re feclt,
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There firlt at eve thy opening fails I fpy’d,

And eager glow’d to eleave the briny tide.

My faithful fenate {at in wife debate,

And weigh’d the dubious imterefts of the ftate,

Tho’ fome with brandifi’d lance for war declare,

With all the frantic figns of wild defpair;

Yet I more foft to gen¥le peace tnclin'd,

And footh’d the terrors of *# Tupm s mlud

Send them, I cry’d, twice twelve .dogs,

And give them coeoas, women, bread, and hogs,
"Twas morn, the gallant veflel feers to land

On the moift beach the marfliall’d failors ﬂ'mu.

'Thren firft the pangs of confcious love I knew,

My eyes, my longing foul was fixt on you,

To gain thy love I practis’d every art,.-

And gave my kingdom as I geve my hearf..

Alas ! what fireams of fcalding tears I fhed,

When you furpris’d 4 Obddee 11 my bed;

¥

et

» Tupia was Prime Minifter to Oberea.  She confented that he
fhould come to England with. Me, Banks, and thereby gave the
firongeft proof of her artachment to that geptleman, Uoforiu-
nately this great politician and philofopher dicd on the voyage,
Luétvofum hoc fuis j acerbum patrie ; grave banis omuibus, Cre.

+ On the agth, not very early in the forcnoon, Mr, Eanks went
to pay his csurt to Oberea, and was told that the was ftill alleep
undey the awning 6f her boat. Thither he went, and upon look-
ing into her chamber, ke found her i bed with 2 handivme young
fellow about twenty-five, whefe name was Obidee. Hawief-

Fﬂﬂ':‘[’]".ﬁ!.
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From * my.chaf’d tem?lgs firait my.locks I twiteh,

And with the prickly fhell tataow my breech. =

In the foft dance if ¢’er I chanc’d to move,

" How throb’d thy bofom with impatient loved

Now flow I fail’d, and ftole my eafy way
With fweet, relu&a-nt, amorous delay; . -
Then + in britk circles glanc’d around, and hant '
The meafur’d cadence with my quivering feet.
My eyes reft rent beam’d with wanton ﬁrﬂ,

- And all my limbs were brac’d b}’ ﬁem; deﬁm, -
5. Nut Hclla {elf

with a Py
¥ rh .i-.' o Wk n A g et L -
= = oot et E 5 it i g -
iy i gl s
3 Yy . _-1--;.. =
ey _:' _'5_\,_ 3 Ek o

‘ ot} m'rﬂhﬂl,-
“h L'uch quunaiit gram difplays her thigh, =%
Or ¥ Temerédes, with fuch eafe as 1. :
Oft’ on thy lips, thofc lips of love, I hung,
To hear thee greet me in my native tongue;
§ Meetee am'a; i_'wectly you expreft, -

Your e;u'}w ?& uent ga:gl;m!d the reft,

* Tum vero rupique finus, & pe&ura ?hgxil
; Et fecui madidas ungue rigente genas,

- o . '-. |

-} Tunc te plus folito lafcivia noftra juvabat,
- Crebrague mobilitas, aptague verba joco.

T The Temeiedee 1s the lafcivious dance. See Hawlke[ Foyages.

! had fome difficulty to find out who Oberea meant by Hella,
but an ingenious friend and criric fuggefied to me that it muft ‘be

MademoifeNe Heinel, whofe fkill and fame we may fuppofe wete

hughly exaggerated to Oberea by Monf. Bougainville.

§ Anglice, come here to kifs me—See the 'Vucabula.q' of thl.': -

Chtalieite language, which may ﬁ:nf: till fny Dl&mna.r}r is pub-
liflied,

Say,

" oty
i ol e e R, W
PTG SRR A

oty
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Say, fondelt youth, can’ft thou forget the night,
When ftarting from your fleep in- wild affright,
Rife Oberea, rife my Queen,. yon faid,
Some * thief has ftol’n my breeches from my head,
Sorrowing + I went befide the billowy main ;
Search’d the long-winding coaft, but fearch’d in vain,
My choiceft garment ftrait I thar’d with you,
And fondly cloath’d you with my own } Peruu.

Nor firove not other Tnitors ta
A mutual paffion to my royal heart ;
My neck, my jetty eye-brows charm’d § Teetﬂe
And Otapairoo pink’d his bum for me,
Their tears, thew warmeft vows could ne’er
Not gift of chequer’d beads, nor proffer’d nail.
To thefe fond hands, when firft we weat to view,
The magic wonders of thy vaft' canoé ;-

* Upon their vifit to Tostaliah, Mr. Banks thouoght himfuif
fortunate in being placed by Obirea 1n ber canoe. She infifted
upon taking his ciothes into her cuftody.  Awaking abour elevin
he found they were ftolen, upon which he awakened Qberea, who
tiarting vp and hearing his comyplaint, ordered lrghts, and pre-
pared in great Faflie to recover what he had loff.  In the marning
Uberea brought him fome of her country cloches,

+ Brd axswy wapa Jua morvproctois Saracong.

s Perou fignifics a petticﬁat in the Ortahelte tongue,

Eque tuis demptos hwmeris mihi eradis amictus,

§ i i —— P — e Sl dffPifétUﬂ Iﬂlb.ﬁ
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" A curious * image did Opano give,.
.Whofe eye-balls gliften’d, and which feem’d to livey -

With this T talk beneath the plantain thade,
As tho’ it heard and anfwer’d what [ faid ;

"In amorous dalliance place it oo my knee,

And lavith all the raptures due to thee,

Oft’ to myeyes the well-known Icenes appear, . .
Which image all that paft when thon waft near.
Here  Teroppa, wretched widow ftood,

And ting’d the ocean with her livid blood.
Thrice with the thark’s fharp tooth fhe pierc’d her
head,
"Exclaim’d, Teha:, and in trmmph bled.
"~ There

I received her (Oberea) with fuch-marks of diftinétion, as I
thought would gratify her moft, and was nct {paring of my prefents,
amovg which this Auguft Perfonage feemed particularly delighted
with a ¢hild’s dell. Vol 1L, p. 106. »

11li blanditias, illi tibi debita verba,

Dicimus, amplexus. acmplt illa meos,

Hane {pefte teneoque finu pro conjuge vere,

. Et tanquam poflit verba referre, qucror.

Crede mihi plus eft; quam quod v.deatur, Imago,

Adde fonum cerze, Protefilavs enc,
4 Tikora, Tumaida's wife. _ - |
*+ Anexclamation of grief which HBEoifies, Where is he? Rarly
i1 the morning on the 28th, 2 great number of women came down
to the fort, and Teropoa belng oblerved among them on the outfide
ﬂf the gate, Mr. Bauks weRE out ami brought her ine He faw that
the
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*There to-yon’ plantain * Qorattoa came, . -
- &id paid yuft honours to Opano’s name,
Three {carlet robes her tall attendants bore,.
And gently {pread them on the winding fhore ;.
~ Graceful fhe mov’d, and with majeftic eafe, =
Pull’d up her petticoats above her kaees ;
Then thrice tura’d rnund with meafur’d feps an%

flow,
Proud the cur\r’d + archﬁs of her bum to ﬂxew.

the tears food in hef:p;.ftﬁ, and as {oon as fhe entered they began
to flow in great abundance. He Eﬂqui.ltd fafneﬁly'the caute, but
inftead of anf{wering, Lh'%:tnnk from under her garment a fharka

toothy and fruck ic fix.or feven times into her head with grelg

force. Vol . p. 104.

* Friday 12th of May was diftinguithed by a vific from forge
ladies. Having laid fome pieces of cloth on the ground, the forea
moft of the women, who appeared to be the principal, and who

was called Oorattoa, fepped upon them, and taking ap her gﬂ':lif!
ments all round her to'the waifl, turned about -three times with
great compofure and deliberation.  When this was done fhe diop-
ped time veil, and ftepping off the cloth, three pseces more were
aid, and fhe repested the ceremony. The three laft werc laid,
- and the ceremony was r::pr:i_ted the fame manner the third ume,

’Vﬂl II Pt 12 5
L The part an which thefe ornaments are lavithed 15 the breech ;

this in both fexes is covered with a deep black, above which arches
arve diawn one over another. Thele arches are their pride, and aagl

_dbewn wuh great uﬁent \tien, ,Ha'wf.'j Voyage.
hf.r,p_
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Here * Tirattiow-diea dar’d to prive,
The impetuous tranfports of ‘Toopuah’s love,
Scarze twefvg (hort years the wanton maid had [eeny’

~ The youth was fix feet high, or more I ween. -

Experienc’d matrons the young pair furvey'd,

And urg'd to feats of love the felf-taught maid;*
With fkill {uperior five perform’d her patt, - |
And potent nature fcorn’d the tricks of art,
Curft be the envious gales that wafted o'er -

Thofe ﬂuaung wigwams to oar peac:ful {hO«rc

®* A young man, near fix fm:t high, perfcnrm:d the rites aF V:u
nus with a Jittle girl abant eleven or twelre, before feveral of our
people, and a great number of the natives. Among the natives
were feveral women of fuperior rank, particulaly Oberea, whe
m1y property be faid to have affifted ac the ceremony. For they
gave imrudions to the girl how to perform her part, which, young
a5 the was, ﬁnc did not feem much to ft#rd in need of, Vol, 1o
P 12 =

Bianda truces animos fertur molliffe voluptas,
Conftiterant uno feemina, virgue loco.
" Quid facerent ipfi nullo didicere magiftroy
Arte Yenus nulld dulce peregit opus.

The tranflator intended to have fuppreficd all paffages of this
nature, which might offend the chafie ear of a Britifh readey, But

s -Dr. - Hawkelworth’s very }ufciﬂus defcripti'nn_l have been cone

bdered rather asfallies of his prurient imagination, than-the tranfe
atlions ‘of real life, he thought it a piece of Juﬂlcl: due o tha-.t'
greu mas to authenticate his narpatives -~ .. : o

"‘WL._V._ M wig
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With fpecious gifts a crew infidious came,
“And left us * Zitier plidges of their flame.
*Till then was nature free and love fincere,
Nor generous paffion quench’d by flavith fear.
No pining maiden knew the venom’d kifs,
But all was genuine extacy and blifs,

Oft’ have I wifh’d, for fuch you love, that I
Were metamorphos’d to fome curious fly ;
Beyoud the main 1'd fpeed my eager way,

And buz arcund you all the live-long day ;

" Nor would I not be fome umbrageous tref:, o
That fhades thy grot, + and vegetate for thee ; 3
At thy approach I'd all my flowers expand,

And weave my wanton foliage round thy haud.

-1 Think not I covet what you riches call, ™
Your houfes, lands, eftates,—1 {corn them all
1 § crave no jointure of five hundred fkins,

- Nor twice as many pounds to buy my pins ;

. I {uppole this allades to the intmdu&iqn of the venereal di
eafc among them by Monf. Baugainville, which they emphatical
call she Rottenmefs, See Hawvke wwerth's Foyages,

+ ~ il

A Bopptvra pehiosa xal ¥ Tiov avlpey iweiGave ~  Th Enc':

aodis yevoiaay

* Non ego miror opes, nec me tua regia tangit,
§ It 1 furprizing, that Oberea fhould be fo well acqualinte
withh the manners of Great-B'rita.in; but as the appears to ha,s!
had fuch fine parts, we may eafily imagine, that the did pot il
io prefit by her frequent converfations with My, Baoks, '

- Na
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Nor yet fhall ¥ the tardy fates repigheh,

Pant for the lozenge on my lacker’d coach;

Or wafte the produce of your doating will,

At fordid Loo, or Dowager Quadrille,

With you, thrice dear Opano, oft’ I lay

Within the wigwam ’till the dawn of day;

Then ffom my pack, with anxious care for you,
Chofe the beft dog, and ftew’d the nice ragout.

~ Ah! how I frove thy curious tafte to hit, ™

‘From the bak’d viands carv’d the browneft bit:

To grace thy table {fpread my finett fmocks,

And pour’d the fraprant * Monoe o'er thy locks..

For thee each morn I cull’d the bread-tree’s fruit,

And + with my noftrils blew the dulcet flute.

Thrice happy ynuth ! what blifs with thine could .

vie,
To feed on dog's fleth, and thh?&eens to lie!

* The ptﬂplﬂ of Otaheiie have a cuftom of anomting their
heads with what they cali Monoe, which is an oil extradted from
the cocoa-put.

+ It ap[;ears that mufic is cultivated in Qtaheite toro fmall de-
'-grcc of. perfeétion, Indeed, this method of blowing the flute with
the noftrils is admirably calculated for the cromatic,. 'We hav:
h:iard with great pleafure, that the ingenious D, Furney intends
to take 3 "F'ﬂ?ﬂé‘ﬂ to the South Sea to mmfurm him elf, and after-
. waeds to giwe fome accdunt to the public, of the frate of nwfic in
the e parts

M * Parting
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} Parting yau wept, this truth “at lealt yoq

own, .
Nor think that weaknafs whlch was luw alunc.
Steadfaft I gaz’d, till from my aching view,
Your leflening canvafs gradually withdrew. .
Then to my tent I ran in wild defpair, .
And ¢’en in dreams renew’d my anxious cares
Whene’er I {trove my flumbering eyes to clofe, .
'Terrific phantoms, dread illufions roik, |
Now o'er the waters I appear’d to float,
And fondly clafp you in the 4 crazy boat.
3 Culling choice fimples, now 1 feem’d to g,
O'er barren waftes, a wildernefs of woe;
Where'er I turn’d the dread § Morais appear'd,
And the wild thrieksof frantic grief were heard.
At length you beckon, and I leave the thore, -
Then tempefts 'gan to rage, and winds to: I‘Dﬂiﬁ
T he billowy furges feemn'd to lath the fkies,
And Otaheite yanifh’d from my eyes,

® Flefti di{':cndens, hoc faltem Parse DEZArCsy—rwammn .

l* " Sr———— gcmpit fub P‘Uﬂdﬁrﬂ E_Ymh‘ g
Sutilis R

o

)
— femper langum incomitata videtur

© 7. Ire viam

- § The fpulchres of the peaple of Otabeite-are called Morsis)

o Haawl, L Favares.
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© Perhiaps ’ 6?53&(!3{: the oinen vainy -
If ere thy fhips thall reach thefe fhores agailg
You'll feck the wigwam where we fondly lay,

-And ia its place will find my fad Morai.

Yet think at leaft my copious  tears you fee,
And fpare one thought from botany for me.

And when with curious fearch thine eyes explorey

The waving foreft, or the marthy fhore; -

When in ftrong gin thy fkilful hands (hall fteep

Seme unclafs’d fowl or monfier of the deepy

Think on the rapture, which we once have knowny

And waft one figh to Qtaheite’s throna,

Tempo verrd anchor forfe

- €h" al’ ufato foggiorno

Forni la ferz, betla ¢ manfueta j
E 12, o¥ ella mi fcorfe
Ne¢l benedetio giorno, B
i"nlga fa vifia defiofz e licta
Cercandomi’s € o pietad .. .
Gia Terra infrd, le pietre-
Videndo amor I'infpiri
Fn gufa che fofpirt

8i dolcementomre————- . PrTRARCA}

| 4 The people of Oiahaite. are-remarkable for theix fine feeling iy~
which generally produce a copious effufion of tears upon évery afs.

fefting accafion, See Dr. - Hawkefworth paffim, |

‘,M 3

L



THE ORANGE-GIRL AT FOOTE’s
TG SALLY HARRIS:

OR, THL TOWN TO THE COUNTRY FOMONA,

AN HEROIC EPISTLE.

'O THE LADIEZS OF THIS VIRTUOUS AGE,

Metus docer? gander Tonicos
Matura Firgo—~3 fingitur Artibus ;
Fam nunc &S inceflos amores
De tenero mediatur Ungui,

TO THE MODERN FINE GENTLEMEN,

Non bis guventus oria parentibus,

.fr;ﬁur U0, ﬁrﬂgmm Gallico,

W ELCOME, fair nymph, from Hock’rill’s gloo.
my plains, |

“To this gay town, where wanton Vetius reigns;

‘Venus, who fmiles, rejoic’d in thee to gain,

An acquifition to her blooming train,

See unfeign’d forrow, rage, and deep defpair,

Seize on all Nelfon’s nymphs, and Mitchell’s fair §

For much they fear that thy freth rural charms, =~

Shouw’d lure the wand’ring rakes from their weak

« . arms,
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See Powell weeps, t’en in her new-built coachy -
“And trembles for her lord * at thy approach.
 While Stephenfon plays o’er each- winning art, -
To guard the feeble Gr——17s fickle hearts -
“The proud Du Tay thy charms with envy f:es,
. Fearful left they young Eg—-—t fhould pleale.
:With grief fhe iees, as nearer you advance, = -
" A bloom fuperior to the rouge of France.
“Thy native rofes make het falfe ones pale; -

- With nature, art compar’d will ever fail.

~Welcome, dear fifter, welcome, I alone,
Of all the girls in this gay vicious town,
Thy youth, thy bloom, thy charms unmov’d can ﬁ:t, -'
-~ Untouch’d by envy, free from jealoufy. - e
Chearful and young, and void, like you, of art,

I truft to nature’scharms to gain the heart; - -
*Tis health’s pure bloom that o’er my cheeks is-
 fpready | |

T ufe no artificial white and red ;

Each wath, each daub, to Archer I reﬁgn,

* Let her of beauty a fair piture thine;
None paint fo well, ’tis by the town confefs’d,

. Except her little lovely fifter——Weft;
Leave them to blaze with G r from afar,
Like varnifh’d dolls hung out at Temple-Bar,

® Lord Scafemth, -

Y | T e
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Like you, tho' gay my heart, tlm warm my blﬂﬂd’g.
®The temptmg pow’r of love I lung withflood ;
Not ev’n K—Ild—re my virgin breait could move 5
Fat Ch—wt—n fweats in vain to gain my love; .
To flatter me, the ever gallant Hare
Leaves his lov’d Clarke a prey to black defpaic, . .
 For me young Charles * the dice. box oft” foregoes,
And cards forgot, for once with love he glows,
Egmont forfakes his hounds and favouritc horfe,
And, wond’rous ! quits for me the unfinifh’d courfe,
Theﬁ,, and a thouland more long ftrove in vain, -
' With vows and bribes my favour to obtain; -
My gen’rous heart refus’d the proffer’d bribe,
And fcorn’d the macaroni filken tribe,

~But love, enrag’d that I fhould brave tus pow r,
. Once, in a foft, unguarded, fatal hour, |
Produc’d a manly youth, bleft with each charm
'To blind our virtue; or our pride difarin g

Yet he was poor, uepenfion’d, and unplac’d,
Lord of no lands, and of no titles grac'd :

He ne’er had plunder’d India’s haplefs thore,

¥or millions funk in feas of native gore »

'fo fortune and to fame he liv’d unknown,

New to the world, a franger to the town,

_* FGI;* .

- With
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Whi ﬁm health, - mamgm vigour hlc& o
~ His amiorous htand'&ﬁpfcﬁ'dn my mntmg bmﬁw ,‘ 5

’Tnﬂ hi ldugih ummu—-—-r S o e

Far nthcr was. tmhy fa-t&,. u{fhagpg H!ald Bl
Whim and caprice thy erring heart betray®d :- £
- In Le———, what didft thou'hope to find .
- His body Tﬁ:ﬂ:ﬁﬂh luft, with vice his muﬁrd :
0, fcarce a perfe&t maid, yet fearce a wee—e%,,
By me inftructed, be deceiv’d no more, A
My mufe‘ﬂp‘erienc’d fhall dire&t thy ways . .
Thro’ this enchanted ‘town’s s perplexed maze; g
Teach thee (too well it knows) to thun each fuureg
Laid for the young; the innocent, and fanrf_.
Let not a Hayes, or Collins, with curftart,. ' %A
Tempt thee with hgalth and liberty to part,- ; i
The haplefs negro, from his native land, ':_
Borne to Jamaica’s much more favage ftrand,. :
To fome ftern brute,.on that accurfed coait ‘
Some human brute, to ev’ry feeling loft—
- Sold*s a flave—and doom’d to toil away,
In ceafelefs labour, the long fcorching day ;- 2
To fmart beneath the whip, to drag the chain,- AL v
# Tn linger through a life of tears and- pain je—- .

* Pope’s Sapphu to Phaon,
“ Q fcarce a youth, yet fcarce a tender boy—*

M 3. - Wretch
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Wretch as he feems—light are his woes, compar’e
Avith the poor girl’s, by fome old bawd eninar’d :
Her biooming charms, her _yuuthful hours ¢
| doom’d, |
To be by unguifh and difeafe cnnfum

She’s doom’d to be of luft the abje&t ﬂave,

‘To end her forrows in an early grave.

Far happier lot, from fuch curtt bondage free,
Poor to remmn, but bleft with Liberty,

- Truft not alﬂne to beauty’s fading flower,

Or youth’s frefh bloom, thy fortune to fecure, =
Bleft with love’s fweeteft fmiles, with fparkling eyes.
With breafts of fnow, that foftly fall and rife,
With youth, good-nature, and an angel’s face,
Ard with a fhape that would a Venus grace,

~ 1i)-fated Kitty wanders through the town,

Her charms negleéted, and her worth unknown :’

- She wants that winning art, that certain grace,
 Which conquers furer than the faireit face. |
How few, like Polly, * find a faultlefs youth ? 2
How few can equal her in love and truth ¢

See on her breaft her chofen Eden lies,

¢i And drinks delicious poifon from her eyes .”

* Thy park, O Greenwich, and each confcious grove,
. Is of’ the witnefs of their mutual love, ’

“® Plly Jones, . + Harriet Powell,

Can
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Can that foft flame ftill dwell in Parfons’ breaft,
Which palfy’d age, -with his cold hand has prefs’d ;
*Tis not her charms, ’tis her ingenuous mind,
'That did a Grafton-—doth a D) ~— blind.
How fcw, like Harriet, * rile to wealth or fame ?
What crouds are {unk in poverty and thame !
S¢e Muire and Kennedy declining fait,
And Thompfon fcarce two winters more will laft,
Fled are thofe charms which late fubdu’d each heart,
Love and Champignon are compell’d to part, -

Where are Duburgh, Coxe, Hayward, Spencer,
Stone ?

Their hour is paft, and they are now unknown,
Each winter fees fome favourite beauty rife,

She blooms all {pring, and in the fummer dies :
The uymphs bound ’prentice to the wanton trade
Are like the daintieft flawers that foonelt fade,

Fair to the eye, and to the fenfes fweer,

Men pluck, grow tir’d, and caft them at their feet,

Be this your plan, to this alone attend ;
Seck not admirers, gain one real friend.
In public places let your charms be fhewn,
The lovelielt face is nothing if unknowi.

* Pope’s Abelard and Fliiia,

R'IT F‘L r‘.“'.ﬂ".-"l-
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Come then, dear nymph, with me here take thy

" fland,*
The batket dangling from thy fnowy hand ;
‘Together thro' the boxes will we go,
Whifper each rake, and ogle every beau.
'Thy wanton eye, thy every graceful charm,
R’en vigour-vanting B — — fhall warm.
‘To thee, oa tip-toe foft, fee March advance,
Deck’d out.in all the frippery of France:
See atheift Twitcher comes, thatlewd old goat,
Whofe harden’d features every vice denote ;
Let not his temnpting tongue thy pafliens move,
Hec'H pick your pocket, while he’s making love. $
Pale as the pamper’d hope of fome foend mother,
Sea T §——-, Tony’s own dear brother;
A pair {o jultly match’d, *tis hard to tell,
Which doth the other by one vice excel.

But chiefly mark that youth who fkulks behind,
Sullen he feems, dejelted much of mind,~—
*Tis
Laugh’d at her rights, and broke her nobleft laws,
_8hun hitm=ye young, ye uniuipedting fair,
For he is kill’d to ruin and eafnare :
There’s fcarce a day, but by his art beguil’d,
Some {rantic mother weeps her wretched child,

, =—=who betrayed his country’s caufe,

* At Foouts Theatre,

+ Vid. An berow eptiile to Sir William Chambers, -
One
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Ome girkthere was, %—, *tis fuch a tale of woe,
Would make the tears from flerneft tyrants flow:}
Nor have J time, at prefent, to félate
The loft, forfaken Kitty's baplefs fate,

Detefs this worthlefs tribe, this vicious race,
With theic unhaliow’d touch, pollute not thy eme

brace ;

Deaf to their words, and to their bribes preve blind,
We many L —ew—— for one Eden fing.

® Vide the following.

A N EPIS8 T L E

TO THE HON. MR, » IN BEHALF OF AM
UNFORTUNATE YOUNG LADY,

w—2uis talia fande .
Temperet a lachrymis 7 Viags

{ Among the many miferable wretehes whom Mr,
—=——~— has ruin’d, he fcarcely, perhaps, recollefts
the unfortunate Kitty T————1y; the intention of
the following fhort epiftle is to ewaken his pity, and
to recall to his mind a wretched outcaft, whom it is
yet m his power to refcue from infamy and perdi-
tion,

Her
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Her extreme * youth, her {enfe, her beauty, all
plead in her behalf, Without putting Mr, e
to any great expefice, many ways may be found of
providing for her; for himfclf, the aunthor avows,
that the moit difinterefted generofity was his only
motive for publithing the following lines; fhould
they have the intended effe¢t, he will think his
trouble amply repaid, |

¢ Next to#elieve innocence diftreft,
To plead its caufe, declares a generous breaft.”]

—IF yet, enflav’d by vice, there reft

One fpark of love, or honourin your brealt;
1f not quite loft to every generous fenfe,

You ftil{ can feel for injur’d innocence ;

Think of that haplefs fair—whofe youthful charms
So lately bleft your clofely-circling arms.

'The foremoft one in pleafure’s gilded {cene,
The fairelt votary of the Cvprian Queen,
Now=—to all hope, to every comiort loit,

By the wide waves of {tern afili‘tion m'ﬂ',
Doom’d to endure the cruel pangs of necd,
Cail from thy bofom like a poifonous weed ;
Doom’d, as defpair puints out the gloomy way,
Along the paths of infamy to firuy,

* Sooroe v over pventooe,

.1.1-.1.'-}1
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- Much-injur'd girl, to better profpefts born,
Tho® now abandon’d, left to weep atid mourn. -
* Fortupe finit'd flattering on ¥er nat™ hour,
Bleft ﬁer with fenfe, and beauty’s choiceft flow’r 3
Nor were her parents of-ignoble race,
- In her, a generous line firft knewdifgrace :
Her father *fleeps with thofe illuftrious dead
Who fought for Albion,#nd for Albion bled,
Happy in death—he never liv’d to fee
His much-lov’d child---his Kitty's infamy,

And €an-you, sy =, peace or pleafure kﬂﬂ?’
- While loft ﬂ!&wzndcﬁ, funk in.guilt and woe,
Recal the hours, ‘when to her bleoming face
The fmile of innocence lent every grace.
When in her love-form’d and all-fpotlefs breafi
Content and happinefs had plac’d their neft;
And dwelt, *till you, to your eternal thame,
An envious fiend, a fubtle tempter, came,
Triumphant forc’ d thofe virtyes to retreat,
And much-reluétant quit their favourite feat.
Refle& one moment, with what treacherous art
You won to love her unfufpedting heart
Her all the gave—her peace—her virgin fame—~
And fondly chang’d them for remorfe apd fhame,
When torn froma {end mother’s laft embrace,
You gave her to a loft, a haplefs race;

® He was a captain in the army,

With



260
With them to proftitute her blooming charms,
Joylels to every cnmcr 3 loathfome arms,
Say, for that end was form’ d thy Kitty’s face,
Her noble air, her more thau female grace ;
Thofe eyes, that with fuch re and meaning glow,
Thofe cheeks ofrefes, and thofe breafts of {fnow ;
Thofe lovely locks, in wanton ringlets ipread,
Thofe ivory teeth, thofk lipsas coral red;
Thofe coral lins, from whence proceed: a vaice
So foft, {o fireet, twould make difpair rejoice?
No, fhe was furely form’d, thus fair, to prove
'The perfeét Joys of pure and mutual love ;
To blefs in Hymen’s bands fome bappy youth,.
With beauty, virtue, conftuncy, and truth,

Such was her lot, and ftilf in one favoc th ftreany
Her hours had flow’d, herlife a pleafant dream ;-
Had you ne’er come to tempe her far aftray,

From where meek virtue pointed-out her way ;.
Chang’d this fair {cene, and blafted all herjoys,
As the rude North the blooming Spring deftroys.
Full well you knew, to what her youth you doom’d,
'To be 1n anguith and i tears confum’d;

To be of bratal fuft the baplefs {lave,

Toend her forows in an early grave.

What time, what {chemes, what art you us’d to blind
The dawning virtues of a generous mind 3



f 261 ]

With what falfe oaths her virgin fears fupprett,

With what falfe hopes in{pis’d her youthful breait ;

So whih to death, the chofen victim’s led,

The fatal paths with faireft flowers are fpread,

Unteeling youth! cre yet it be toe late,

Think on thy once lov'd Kitty’s wretched {ate,

See, toafhit my words, the fair appears,

ber faded cheeks worn with inceflant tears

On you, her grief-fwoln eyes, imploring throws,

On you, the guilty author of her woes,

And pleads not confcience, hourly in thy breaft,

For thy lov’d Kitty, injur'd and eppreft 2

O hear us then, while yet you've pow’r to fave

The lovely mourner finking to the grave.

Yet, yet, fhe loves, ungratetul tho’ you prove,

Cruel and falfe, and ever mufl fhe love.

Midit all her griefs, for you, the much wrong’d fali

Solicits heav’n with never-ceailng pray’r;

For you, fhe joylefs waftes the ling'ring day,

For you, fhe weeps the inidnight hours away,
Soothe then her foul, and filence all her fears,

And wipe from her full eyes the ireaming teass ;

Of forrow’s cup no longer let hertafte,

Nor in the fhade of grief her beauties wafte.

TO
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TO THE PRINTER OF THE PUBLIC AD.
| VERTISER.

-t.
.

Y Buiepuld agint Homines; VOTUM, TIMOR, IRA, VOLUITAS,

“ Gavpia, Discunsus, redei f FARRAGO Lidell,

JevexarL.—1. £6

S 1 R,
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T

SOME time ago I communicated to the public a
methed of reading the news-papers erefi woans, (vide
Vol. 1L} and at the fume thue gave a {pechinen ol
the eftects of this new way of reading.

The favourable reception which that little piece
met with, has induced me to ofter a fevend part.  If
it thould be remarked, that many of the foliowing
crofs-readings appear to be political, T hope the gaod.-
natured public will not impuie it to me, but to the
circumiftances of the times,—The politics of late have
refembled the weather s the imtharity between the
political and the natural atmofphere is extremcly
{triking 3 we have experienced a yreat deal of foul
weather in both.  Party writings have long poured
upon us, withoutintermithon ; every day the torrent
gains new tirength; all «fays tottop i, or to confine
it within proper limits, are in vain; the inundation
ipreads ; the news-papers are covered with it; and
we arc threatened (mercy on us!) with a polivica
DELUGE
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DELUGE. ’Tis true, indeed, that we occafionally
meet with a few letters of morality, or of humour

..-i{,ﬁ;b:zreszt rari NANTES # GURGITE VASTO,.

They fthine awhile on the {urface, but foon are borne
downt with the tide, and are loft in the gulf of
party. " |

It was unpoflible for me, in wading acrofs this flood
ot politics, not to imbibe the complexion of the
ftrcam ; and if there feem to be any perfonalities i
‘the following crofs-lines, (to fpeak without meta
phor) it would be equally unjuft to find fault with e,
as with the compofitor who fct the types, and placed
the lines of one column exaltly oppofite to thofe of
anothicr.—This 18 no bufinels of mine ; ’ris the work
of the journeyman printer: Hg is the Mafter of
Ceremonies in this kind of conrrrE-pance, who
fixes your rank, and choofes your partner ; and in
doing this, as he is unly aflited by blind chance, and
couples you together at random, what a motley dance
muit it produce ! being compofed of perfons whofe
humours and charaéters are as oppofite as fire and
water, o1l and vinegar ! made up indiferiminately of
all ages and fexes, all ranks and profeffions, high
and low, rich and poor, civil and military, church
and ftate, court and city,

Such a hodge-pudge, or mels-medley, is a Lon-
~or news-paper! a political mixture of heterogeneous
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ingredients, and difcordant combinations; where we
daily meet with derniin inteligence—totally dethtute
of foundation ; awthentic advices—political- lyes 3
where we are told, that eur difputes with Spam are
on the point of being amicably {ettled——and that a
*war is Jnevitable; where we are afiured, that we
have upwards of thirty fgil of the line ready for
fervice—and that we have not fo many a3 #welwe ;
where our naval force is faid to equal to.the com-
Jined fieets of all Europe—and yet not a match foz
%oy ome branch of the Houle of Bourbon; where we
are reprefented at the fame inftant as poor and dif
treffed~—rich and flourifhing ; perfedtly fecure in o
liherties and properties—yet groaning under the
weight of flavery and oppreffion ; where the {elf-
{ame perfon is reprefented as being both dead and
alive s in & decp decline—and in perfeét heulth j
where one and the fame charadter is DEIFIED and
grpEVIL'D ;3 where a minifteris treated with the moft
bLitter invective, and the moit fulfome panegyric;
whilft Junivs japans him on onc fide, and Mo-
pESTUS avhite-wafbes him on t'other, he marches
along, like the man in the MASQUERADE, a walk-
g Piftllr: iy Chiare Ofcure,

Now I will fubmit it to any number of politician.
within the bills of mortality, whether the above

portrait of a mews-paper is a #re likenefs, or a CA-
¥
RICATURE ;
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aicaTeax ; and in order to alift their determina.
tions upen this important peint, 1 recommend the
following extrails to their moft ferious confidera-

;iﬂn. )
Parvyrivs Cursog,

TO-MORROW the Houfe of Commoans will
meet—

¥_* The cocks to be pitted at three.

Warm debates are expedted in both houfes-=e: .
—-—-»Awnﬁant fupply, freth from Billingfgate. B

We hear that a divorce will fpeedily take placc--

A new recipe for the diftemper among the horned
cattle.

Ye@lerday there were violent difputes in the Come
mon-Council-

For fome time paft the Polcano has been extremely
turbulent.

Ruffia and the Porte have fettled an Armifice—
A method of CURING RUPTURES, wvithout cutting.

We learn from Berlin, that his Majefty—
Was convifted of debafing the current coin,

Owing to the general complaint of fcarcity of
money—

~ We hear there will b: a vere of crEDIT.

T v ma
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Now in rehearfal the Diffref Mother, a tragedy-
Occafioned by the undutiful behaviour of the co
lonies.
Arrived at Liverpool with difpatches from Ame
Fica—
‘The Canterbury flying machine, i one day.

Nutwuhﬁandmg the prefent exorbitant price o

sandles—
- Some dark tranfaltions will foon be brought tq

g ——

There 1s a general combination of the ladies of

Bofton—
To encourage none but their own commodities,

- "Tg afferted that Dr. Franklin will foon be in

London—
After which will be prefented PRoMETHEUS, witk

alterations.

Yefterday ended the races at Newmarket—

At wluch feveral of the great Officers of State
aflifted.

Laft night there was a meeting of the fimale coe

2EY [ 2
And five of the moft hardened committed to Bride-

well,
Yefterday the Queen was fafely delivered—

To be continued arnually,

Lals
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Laft night alarge fhip broke from her NOOT Qg wa

+4++ N.B. This is nos the firlt time of her clop-
ing,

She received confiderable damage in her hull—

Therefore 1 will pay no debts of her contracting;

CounTRY DANCES taught, with the true method
of footing— |
Particularly addrefled to the dealers in mors,

MoxEY, to any amount, always ready—
4% No family ought to be without it.
A large affortment of rich cazprnars and CAPUa
CHINSG=— |
Renounced the errors at St, Martin’s church,

To the curions in llquid ELACKING =
JUNIUS in our next,

-

Yefterday a pairiotic metion was made in a great
aflembly— )

It burnt very ficreely, Jbut did not damage the
houic: adjoining,

"Tis reported that Jamaica is taken by a Spanith
fleet—

And carried into the Havannah.

The Spaniards have funk one of our frigates in
the Mediterranean—

Ihis day avas publiffed, Tue FALSE ALARM.
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&

The grand Breft fleet will fail fome time in June—

To which will be added, rbe farce of THE Ino
VASION,
' Mareichal Broglio is to make a defcent with 40,000
men—

Cork JACKETS of a new invention are recom-
mended,

b

Yefterday there was a proclamation for a GENE-
KAL FAST— , |
&' It was warmly oppofed in the Court of Aldermen;
. *The order of the fzff was ftrictly obferved—

By the parifh poor, in London and Weftmindter,

Friday being the day appointed for a mational bu-
#iliatio ne— ,

The ncw appsinted commifffoners embarked for
- America.

On Wednefday evening died, after eatinga hearty

fupper —w-
Eminent Common-Councilman for the Ward of

Portfoken,
He was buried in the fame vault with his fpouie—

At prefent below par; butitis thought they will
Ae up again,

Is any one coftive, or troubled with wind 7—
1t is confidently reported, at the cther end.
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Prodigious crowds refort to the new chapel—
‘Theywill hear fomething greatly to their advantage,

Whereas feveral reports, tending to blacken—

Malicioufly infinnating that I have been white-
wafhed, |

Loit, or miflaid by accideat—
The reputation of a lady at the weft endmme=

That famous horfe Otheilu_, alias Black and all
Blagkee
To ha 0ne ﬂf hﬂr Lﬂdyﬂup $ dﬂmtﬁm Chapld:ns.

““ Serious Thm]ghrs on the Decreaie of Popula.
t10n "~

Forfl foricws many Signor Tenduced,
A young woman, geateely educated, is willing—-

A Capt.nn on thr: Irtlh Lﬂtabhﬂumut would b:
glad tﬂ—_ e

-

Laft night a violent quarrel arofe-—
At a general meeting of the Amicable Sociery,

There was a ternible rior, and fome blood {pilt
Far exceeding our molt jurpwne cxpedtations,

Y-::ﬂﬂrday the anaunity-bill received thie Poy .t affent —

Inthe evening their Majettics went tolitac! in o gy Pt
.ﬁ.. .

Jofephus” Hittomy of the Deftradtion of the Jew s
¢ Mr. Wedderburn has added feveral ciamfes.
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To-morrow will be opened the Exhibition of Pic«
tures—
Having met with the greateft fuccefs on our Can-

Yas.

During the poll there wag the greateft appearance
of candour——

Owing to a confiderable fall of fnow, the preced-
ing night,

Yefterday being the birth-day of John Wilkes,
qu—

The damage done thercby is faid to be confider-
able,

‘To all lovert of Alderney COWS=m }#
Alderman Bull is arrwed frum Bath perfeftly re-
govered,

We hear from. Caficl, that his Serene Highnefs—
A very eminent carcife butcher. -

We hear from Copenhagen, that they are pre-
pArtn Y —
‘The revived Tragedy of the Ambitious Step-Mo-

F}uhr-
LI F A

It is contidently repoited, that the Czarina—

Tihie Second Editicn of Semiranus,,

I heve 1s now pr Ij'ﬂ‘in by order of the Popem
&H E%&"h] R R 1.1'1 SRR R IR . %
On

]
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- On Tuelfday, at a Common-Hall, a Remonftran-e

was voted—
‘Never were inflammatory diforders o frequent.

The following is {aid to be the fuhje:ft of the Re-

on{tran e
t¢ By G—d Wee wﬂl fet your Huufe on ¥ierr,: 1f *

vou refruie.”

We befeech you, Sire, to comply with our moft

judt requelt— *
¢ Wce have all fwor to it, and damn out Blwdds

if Wee duznt.;“

Lad night a defperate gang broke into a houfe ia
Pall-Mall— |

And they all had thie honour to kifs his Majefty’s
hand, |

- Wednefday-at two o'clock, the Remonflrance was
prefented—

It happily mifs’d fire, and the rogues efcaped,

On Sunday laft, a large quantity of combufiiblese=

Delivered to a congregation of Diflenters at Hack-
Rcy,

‘To the Difciples of Dr, Price, A Caution—

Yefterday Joliu the Painter was hangea at Porde
mouth,

%
N 2 The
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- The furplus of the Sinking Fund . is now h1gher |

than ever-— _
A remarkable inftance of the decay nf our tradc |

ahd ma:mfa&ures.

¢+ >Tis whifpered that a nuble L———has married his

; miftrefse— _
In purfuance of a late A& fm‘ mrfqﬁﬂg Commons,

" Lord Bu%e i3 expedted to return about Chrifimas—
_After which will be prefinted “ A Peep behind
'tﬂ'e Curtain,”

There is-a frefh talk uf a chan ge in thofe at the
J:glm-——

*_ % The Mafter to be fpoke with on ﬁe Scotch
Walk. .

And we hear that {feveral eminent patriots—--
+1+ Beware of {uch, for they are counterieits,

“The fnllowmg clergymen are candldatts for the

vacant leCurethipe— - |
*_* Four to one on High Flyer,

Iaft week fet out on a matrimonial trip to- Seote
bopda— |
Firft wight, Lowe finds the Bay.

The Bifhop of Llandaff intends to propofew— |
Anecading and repaiing the yoad from Maiden-
P2 ks L 9

i

R
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Di’appear’d fome time fince, and Yuppofed to be
dead— . '

Fair argument, and candour of debate.

Genuine Patriotifm, or a difinterefted Love of our
Country—

Fables, for the Amufement of Children,

We hear ~  feéveral members of buth houfes—
Bull-finches that pipe at command,

The following ig.a corre® it of the MOt Y
~—~—To be difpofed of, in one lot,

Some people pretend there will be a coalitiogem
A cement much fronger than common glue.

It has been obfervéd that fome lenders of oppo-

fition—
With their horfes’ heads towards St. James’s,

The Conftitotional Society meet on Tuefday—es
N. B. It will be Full Moen.

*Tis faid the patriotic minarity intend to perfifte
¥ Advice gratis,
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Difi'aining down the golden fiream to glide,
But bravely ftemm’d Corruption’s rapid tide ;
Think not I come to bid thy tears to flow,

Ot melt thy gen'rous foul with tales of woe ;
No: view me firm, unfhaken, undifmay’d,

£s when the welcome mandate I obey’d—
Heav'ns ! with what pride that moment [ recall!
Whowouldaot with, fo honour’d, thus to fall!
When England's#’Genius, hov'ring o'er, infpir’d
Her chofen fons, with love of freedom fir'd,
Spite of an abiet, fervile, penfion’d train,
Minions of pow’r, and worfhippers of gain,

To fave from bigotry its deftin’d prey,

And fhield three nations from tyrannic {way,

*Twas then my Ca’ndifh caught the glorious flame,
The bappy omen of his future fame;
Adorn’d by Nature, perfected by Art,
The cleareft head, and warmetl, nobleft heart,
His words, deep finking in each captiv'd ear,
Bad pow’r to make ¢’en liberty more dear,

While I, unfkitl’d in oratory’s lore,
Whofe tongue ne’er {peaks but when the heart runs
| o’er,

In plain, blunt phrafe my honeft thoughts exprefs’d,
Warin {rom the heart, and to the heart addrefs’d.,

Juttice
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Juftice prevail'd ; yes, juitice, let me {ay,
Well pois’d her {cales on that aufpicious day.
The watchful thepherd fpies the wolf afar,

Nor trufts his flock to try th’ unequal war ;
What the’ the favage crouch in humble gmle,
And check the fite that flathes from his eyes ?
Should once his barb’rous fangs the fold invade,
Vain were their cries, too late the {hepherd’s aid,
Thirfting for blood, he knows not how to fpare,
His jaws difiend, his fiery eye-balls glare,

While ghaftly defolation, ftalking round,

With mangled limbs beftrews the purple ground.

Now, memory, fail! nor let my mind revolve,
ITow England’s Peers annuil’d the juit refolve,
Againdt her bofom ain’d a deadly blow,

And laid at once her great Palladium low !

Degen’rate nobles! yes, by heav'n 1 {wear,
Had Bedford’s felf appear’d delinguent therc,
Aund join’d, forgetful of his cmuﬁ%‘;{'s claims,
To thwart th’ exclufion of Apoftate Jumes,

A1l filial tics had then been left at large,
And T myfelf the firft to urge the charge.

Such the fix'd fentiments that rule my foul,
“Tine cannot change, nor tyranny controul ;

< N ¢ While
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While free, théy hang Bpos my pesfive brow, .
Then my chi¢f care, my pride sud glory now ;
Foil'd, I fubmit, not think the medfure hard,
For confcious virtue is its own Peward,

Vain then is force, and vain eaclr fubtile art,
To wring retraction from my tortur’d heart ;
There lie, in marks indelible engrav’d, |
The means whereby my country mufi.befav'd s
Are to thine eyes thofe characters unknown ?
To read my inmoft heart, confult thine own ;
There wilt thou find this facred truth reveal’d,
Which fhall to.morrow with my blood be feal’d,
Seek not infirm cxpedients to explore,

But banifb James, or England is no mores

Friendfhip her tender offices may ipare,
Nor {irive to move the unforpiving pm‘r,
Hopelefs the tyrant’s mercy-feat to climbem
Zcal for my coundgy’s freedom is my crime !
Lre that mects paFﬂBn, lambs with wolves fliall rangey
Charles be a faint, and James his natuye change. -

Prefs’d by friends, apd Rachel’s fond defires,
(Who ¢an deny what weeping love requires !}
Frailty prevail’d, and for a moment quelt'd
Th? indignant pride that in my bofom {well’d ;

' I fued—™
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I fued—the weak attempt 1 .bluth to own-——
Y fued for mercy, prnﬁrale at the throne.
O blot the foible out, my noble friend,
With human ﬁrmngﬁ human feelings blend !
When love's endearments fofteft moments feize,
And love’s dear pledges hang upon the knees;
When nature’ s ftrongefl ties the {oul ﬂmhralf
{Thou can'ﬁ couceive, for thou haﬂ felt them alll’
Let him refift their prevalence, who can ;
He mauil, indeed be mﬁgc; ﬂr;lﬁfi ih.an man.

Yet let mje yieldmy Rachel honour duc, |
The tend’reft mfe, the nuEIeﬁ heroine tnn.
Anxious to fave her hufband’s honeft name,
Dear was his life, but dearer ftill his fame !
‘When fuppliant pray’rs no pardon could obtain,
And, wond’rous {trange ! e’en Bedford’s gnld provid

‘ vain, | ..
Th’ informer’s part her gm rous foul ablorr "d,
. Tho’ life preferv’d badbeen " reward;

Let impious Howard a&t fuch treséh’rous ﬁ:e.{len,,
And thrurk from death by fuch opprobrious means,

O! my lov’d Rachel! name for ever dear!
Not writ, not {fpoke, not thought without a tear ]
Whofe virtues, and unfading charms,
Have blefs'd thro’ happy years my peaceful arms !
N b6 | Parging
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Parting with thee into my.cup.was thrown,

Its hartheft dregs, elfc had hqt-ford’d a groan lem
But all is o’er—thefe eyes have gaz'd their lJaft-—ee
And now the bitternefs of death is paft.

Burnet and Tillotlon, with pious care,
My fleeting foul for heav’nly blifs prepare,
Wide to my view the glorious realms difplay,
Pregnant with jJoy, and bright with endiefs day.
Charm’d, as of old, when Ifrael’s propket fung,
Whofe words diﬂill’d like manna from his tongue,
Whilethe great bard fublimeft truths explor’d,
Each ravifh'd hearer wonder'd and ador’d;
o rapt, fo charm’d, my foul begins to rife,
Spurns the bafe earth, and feems to reach the fkies.

But when, defcending from the facred theme,
Of bou#dlefs pow’r, and excellence fupreme,
They would for man, and his precarious throne,
Exa& ubedience, dlie to heav’n alone,

Forbid to his worft commands,
And place God’s thunderbolts in mortal hiands ;
"The vifion finks to life’s contraéted {pan,
And rifing paffion fpeaks me ftill 2 man,

\What ! fhall a tyrant trample on the
And fiop the fource whence all his pow’r he draws ¢
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His country’s rights to foreign foes betray,

Lavith her wealth? yet fipulate for pay ?

To fhameful falfhoods venal flaves {fuborn,

And dare to laugh the virtuous man to fcorn ?
Deride religion, juftice, honour, fame,

And hardly knew of hdfielty themame?  ~

In luxury’s Vap lie fereen’d from cares and pains,
And only toil to forge his fubjets chains ? :
And fhall he hope the Public Voice to drown,

The voice which gave, and can refume his crown !

When Confcience bears her horrors, and the dreact
Of fudden vengeance, burfting o’er his head,
Wrings his black foul ; when injur’d nations groan,
And cries of millions fhake his tott’'ring thirone ;
Shall flatt’ring churchmen foothe his guilty ears,
With tortur’d texts, to calm his growing fears;
Exalt his pow’s above th’ wthereal climes,

And call down heav’n to fanttify his crimes !

-

O impious dodtrine t—Servile priets.
Your prince you poifon, ard your God betray.

Haplefs the monarzh who, in evil hour,
Drinks from your cup the dranght of lawlefs pow’r!
Thg magi¢potion boils within his veins,
And locks each fenfe in adamantine chains;

Reafon
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Reafon revolts, infatiate thirdt enfires,

The wild delirium each freth drawght fepews 3
In vain hig people urge him to refraip,

His faithful feryvants fupplicate in vain j

He quafls at length, impatient of controul,
The bitter dregs that lurk within the bowl.

Zeal your_pretence, hut wealth and pow’r your
T ime T R AR y
You ev’n could make a Solomon of James,
Behold the pedant, thron’d in aukward flate,
Abforb’'d in pride, ridiculoully great ;
His courtiers feem to tremble at his nod,
His prelates call his voice the voice of God;
Weaknefs and vanity with them gombing,
And James believes his-Majelty Divine. -
Prefumptuous wretch! almighty pow'r to fcan,
‘While ev’ry allion prove him lefs than man.

By your delufions to the {caffold led,
by you, a royal Charles has bled,
Teach then, ye {ycophants ! O teach his fop,
The gloomy paths of tyranny to fhun;
"Teach him to prize religion’s facred claim,
‘Teach him how Virtue leads to honeft fame,
How Freedom’s wreath a monarch’s brow adorns,
Nor, bafely fawning, plant his conch with thorns. .
Pomnt
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Point to his view his people’s love alore,

'The folid batis of ‘his ftedtait throne;

Chofen by them their deareft rights to guard,

The bad to punifth, and the good reward ;

Clement aud juft let him the {ceptre fway,

And willing {ubjeéts thal with pride obey,

Shall vie to execute his high commands,

His throne their hearts, his {word and fhield thejr
hands,

Happy the Prince! thrice irmly fix’d his crown !
Who builds on public good his chafte renown ;
Studious to blefs, who knows no fecond aim,

His people’s interedt, and his own the {ame;

The cate of millions retts upon his carcs,

And thus heay'n’s high prerogative he fhares.

Wide from the throne the blefs’d contagion {preads,
O’cr all the land its gladd’ning influence theds,
Faction’s difcordant {founds are heard no more,

And toul Corruption flies th” indignant {hore,

His minifters with joy their courfes run,
And borrow luttre from the royal fun.

But fheuld fome upftart, train’d in flavery’s {chool
] ’ ¥ ?
Learn’d in the maxims of defpotic rule
P ’
Full fraueht with forms, and erave pedantic pride
8 > 24 I P 3
~ (Myiterious cleak ! the mind’s defedt to hide!)
Coardicd
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Sordid in {fmall things, prodigal in great,
Saving for minions, fquand’ring for the ftate~=

Should fuch a mifcreant, born for England’s bane,
Obfcure the glories of a profp’rous reign

2

Gain, by the femblance of cach praifeful art,

A pious prince’s unfufpeéting heart ;
Envious of worth, and talents not his own,

Chatfe all experienc’d mwerit from the throne ;

T'o guide the heim a motley crew compole,
Servile to him, the king’s and country’s foes
Meanly defcend each paltry place to fill,
With tools of pow’r, and panders to his will
Brandifhing high the fcorpion {courge o’er all,
Fxcept fuch tlaves as bow the knce to Baal—
Should Albion’s fate decree the baneful hotir—
Short e the date of his detefted pow’r!

S on may his fov’reign break his iron rods,
And hear his people, for their wuve is God’s!

r Ceafe then your wiles, ye fawning courtiers?

Suff:r your rulers to repofe m peace ;

By renfon led, give proper names to things,

Cod made them men, the people made them kings ;
To all their adts but legal pow’rs belong,

T ovws Flagland’s m onaril never can do avrong

OF right diviac let fooli/b Filmer dream,
i

P T
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Lives there a wretch, whofe bafe, degen’rate. foul,
Can crouch beneath a tyrant’s ftern controul ?
Cringe to his nod, iguobly kifs the hand,

In galling chains that binds his native land ?
Purchas’d by gold, or aw’q by flavifh fear,
Abandon all his anceftors held dear ?

Tamely behold that fruit of glorious toil,
England’s Great Charter made a ruffian’s fpoil ?
Hear, uneoncern’d, his injur’d country groan,
Nor firetch an arm to hurl him from the throne ?
Let fuch to freedum forfeit all their elaims,

And CHitles’s minions be theflaves of James.

But foft awhile—Now, Cavendifh, attend
T'he warm effulions of thy dying friend ;
Fearlefs who dares his inmoft thoughts reveal,
When thus to heav’n he makes his laft appeal.

All-gracious God! whofe gocdnefs knows no
bounds,
Whofe pow’r the ample univerfe furrounds !
In whofe great balance, infinitely juft,
Kings are but men, and men are only duft!
At thy tnibunal low thy fppliant falls,
And here condemn’d, on thee for mercy callg !

¢+ Thou heat’lt not, Lord ! an hypm:rite complain,
. S T AL E T T LT
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To thy all;piercing eye the heart lies bare,
Thou know’lt my fins,’ and, knewing, &ill can’@
- Ipare!
Tho' partial pow’r its minitters may awe,
~ And murder hgre by fpecious foyms of law ;
'Theé axe, which exccutes the harth decree,
Wounds but the flelh, to fet the fpirit free!
Well may the man a tyrant’s frown, defpife,
Who, fpurning earth, to heav'n for refiijpe flies 3
And on thy meicy, when his foes prevail,
Build his irm trui ;—that rock can never fail !

Hear then, Jehovah! hear thy fervant’s pray’r !
Be England’s welfare thy peculiar care !
Defend her laws, her worfhip chafte: :an,d pure, B
And guard her rights while canhjndhcav n enclurc !
O! let not cver fell tyrannic fway,
. His blood-ftain’d ftandard on her fhores difplay !
Npr ﬁ_::l'}' Zeal ufurp thy holy name,
Blinded with blood, and wrapt in rolls ﬂf flame!
¥n vain let Slavery thake her threat’'ning chain,
And Perfecution wave her torch in vain !
Arife, O Lord! and hear thy people’s call !
Not for one man let three great kingdoms fall ¢

O! that my blood may glut the barb'rous rage,

Of fwcdnm s foes, and England’s illg affuage !~
Grant-
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Grant but that pray’r, I a%k forno repeal,
A willing vittim formy country’s weal !
With rapt’reus jey the crimion ftream fhall flow,,
And my heart leap to meet the friendly blow !

But fhould the fiend, tho* drench’d with hutnag
gore, . -
Dire bigotry, infatiate, thirft for more,
And, arm’d with Reme, feek this. devoted land,
Death in her eye, and:-bondage in her handem.
Blaft hes-fetk parpole F blat her.foul defires ! |
Break fkort her fivord,” and quench her horrid fires £

Raife up fome Champian, zealous to maintain
The facred compadt, by which monarchs reign !
Wile to forefee all dangers from afar, _
And brave to meet flie.thunders of the war}
Let pare religion, not to forms confin’d,

And love of freedom fill his gen’rous mind !
Warm let his breaft with fparks celeflial glow,
Benign to map, the tyrant’s deadly foe !
While finking nations reft upon his arm,

Do thou the great Deliverer fhield from harm !
Infpire his councils! aid his righteous fword !
TH! Albion rings with—Liberty reftor’d !
Thence let her years in bright fucceffion run ;
And freedom reign coeval with the fun !

"Ta
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"Tis done, my Ca’ndifh, beav’n has heard my

pray’c,
So fpeaks my heart, for all is rapture there,

T'o Belgia’s coaft advert thy ravifhd eyes,
That happy coatt, whence all our hopes arife !
Beliold the prince, perhaps thy future king !
From whofe green years matureft-bleflings {pring ;
Whofe youthful arm, when all-o’erwhelming pow'r
- Ruthlefs mareh’d forth, his country to devour,
With firmi-brac’d nerve repell’d the brutal force,
And flopp’d theupwieldy giant in his courfe,

* Great William bail ! whe feeptres could’ft defpife,
And fpurn a crown with unreforted eyos !

O when will princes learn to copy thee,
And leave mankiog, as heav’n o¥dain’d them, free!

- Hafte, mighty chicf! our injur’d rights reftore |
Quick fpread thy {ails for Albion’s longing fhore !
Hafte, mighty chief! Ere millions groan enflav’d;
And add three realms to one already 74 |

While freeedom lives, thy memory fhall be dear,
And reap freth honours each returning year s
Nations preferv’d fhall yield immortal fame,

And endlefs ages blefs thy glorious name !

. Thein
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Then thall my Ca’ndifly; sforemoft in the ficld,
By juftice arm’d, his fword confpicuous wield ;
While willing legions crowd around his car,

And rufh impetuous to the righteous war.

On that great day be ev’ry chance defied,

And think thy Ruffel combats by thy {ide ;

Nor, crown'd with victery, ceafe thy gen’rous toil,’
Till firmeft peace fecure this happy ille,

Ne’er let thine honeft, open heart believe
Profeffions fpeciovs, forg’d but to"deceive ; -
Fear roay extort them; when refources fail,
But Q! rejet the bafelefs, flatt’ring tale, |

"Think not that promifcs, or naths can bind,
With foleran ties, a Rome devoted mind; .
Which yields to all¥he holy juggler faith,

And deep imbibes the bloody, damning faith,
What tho' the bigot raife to heav’n his eyes,
And call th” Almighty witnefs from the fkigs 1]
Socn as the ~vifh'd occafion he explores,

To plant théRoman crofs on England’s thores,
All, all will vanith, while his priefis applaud,,
And faint the perjurer for the pious fraud.

v

Far let him fly thefe frcedom-breathing climes,
And feek proud Rome, the folt'rer of his crimes ;
| ‘There
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There let him ftrive to:jpount the Papal chair,
And fcatter empty thunders in the air.
Grimly prefide in Superttition’s fchool,
And curfe thefe kingdoms he tould uvever rule,

Here let me paule, and bid the world adieu,
While heav’n’s bright manfions open to mywiew !

Yet flill one care, one tehder care T&mains 5
My bounteaus friend, relieve a father’s paiis ! '
Watch o’cr my fon, inform his waxen }umh,
‘And mould his mind to virtue and to truth
Soon let him learn {fair liberty to prize,

- And envy him, who for his country dies;
In one fhors fentence to eomprize the whole,
Transfufe to his:the virtues of thy-foul,

Preferve thy life, my too, too gen’rous friend,
Nor feck with mine thy happier fate to blend !
Live for thy country, live tg guard her laws,
Proceed, and profper in the glorious gaufe ;
While I,. tho’ vanquith’d, feorn the §gd to fly,
But beldly face my foes, and bravely die, H

Let princely Monmouth courtly wiles beware,
Nor truft too far to fond paternal ;care;
Too oft’ dark deeds deform the midnight cell,
Heav’n only knows how noble Effex fell !

Q‘I fll"‘ll"-'l_r
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Sidney yet lives, whofe copprehenfive mind
Ranges at large thro’ {yffems unconfin’d ;
Wrapt in himfelf, he fcornts the tyrant’s powlr,
And hurls defiance even from the Tow’r ;
With tranquil brow awaits th? unjuft decree,
And, arm’d with ‘virtue, looks to follow me,

Ca'ndifh, faréwel ! may fame our namies cntmﬁﬁe.!
Thro’ life I lov’d thee, dying T am thine;
With pious rites let duft to duit be thrown,
And thus infnrlbe fny muﬂumental Rone o

Hﬁ:____.__‘;____ulfcl lies, enfranchis’d by the grave,
He pfi';;’d' his birthright, nor would live a flave,
Few were his words, but honeft and fincere,
Decar were his fnendﬁ, his country fill ‘mere dear;
In pavents, ¢hildren, wife, fupremely blefs’d,

But that e paffion fwatow’d all the reft;
‘To guard her freedom was his only«pride,
*8uch was his love, and for that love he died.

Yet fear not thou, when Liberty difplays
Her glorious flag, to {leer his courfe to praife ;
For know, (whoe'er thou art that read’ft his fate,
And think'#f, perhaps, hus {fuff rings were too grcat)
Blefs’d a8 he was, at uER imperial call,
Wife, children, parents, he refign’d them all;

Each



[ 293 ]

Each fond affe&tion then forfook his foul,

And amor patrie occupied the whole ;

In that great caufe he joy’d to meet his doom,
Blefs’d the keen axe, and triumph'd o’er the tomb.

The hour draws near—But what are hours to me 2
Hours, days, and years hence undiltinguifh’d flee !
Tinie, and his glafs unheeded pals away,

Abforb’d, and loft in one vaft flood of day.!.
On Freedom’s wings my foul is borne on high,
And foars exulting to 1ts native &y !

ON A HANDSOME LANDLAD

I'T has been obferved of the wrifingx of the, lste
Harry Ficlding, of facetious memory, that he feemed
never {o happy as when he could get into the chim-
ney-corner of «an inn-kitchen. In like manncr you
muft have perceived, that.my letters to you during
my ruftication, have favoured of the aﬂ'ﬁf‘tinn which I
have always entertained for my honeft friend the
landlord, and his civil attendants, up from John
Boots to Betty Chambermaid. 1 {hall therefore make
no apology for giving you an account of 5&5 recep-
tion I met with at the laft inn I put up at% where,
indeed, I fufficiently experienced the truth of the
*foljowing obfervation of bifhop Corbet ; |

1

s All
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¢t All travellers, this heavy judgment hear !
¢¢ An handfome hoftefs makes a reck’ning dear :
¢ Each word, each luuk, your purfes muit lequltcr
' 1 em’
¢ And every welcome adds another szem.,”

My horfe and myfelf being both of a mind with re-
{pe& to baiting, I fuffered him to turn in with me to
the firft 1nn I came to, which happened to be the
Caftle ; when I was met at the door by a young lady,
whom, by her drefs, 1 {hould have conceived to have
been fome gueft of fafhion, if fhe had not, upon my
alighting, moft politely made me an apology, that
all her rooms were taken up, and defired me to walk
- into the little parlour behind the bar. This civility
~of her’s, together with a look that would have un-
loofed the purfe-firings of an old city churl, at once
removed all my prudent ccconomical refolution: of
eating only juft a fnap of cold wmeat, and away: of
my own accord, [ moft generoufly ordered a chicken
to be put down ; but my lundlad}','dmpping an hint,
that the herfelf had not dined, I could not refift the
‘temptation of defiring the pleafure of her comparny |
1o eat with me, which fhe rcm.f}'éccepted; and, on
her ﬂbfervmq that the chickens Were ’fef-; {imall and
nice, and o be fure T mudt be | bungry after iy ride,
I confented to have 2 couple of them done. She then
“afked me, in a moft bowits hing mann.r, if I chofe

Vag, Vo . O
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‘to drink any thing ; but, though I declared that |
- never touched a drop of any liquor before meals, ye:

fhe inticed me to tofs up a glafs of fherry, to get me
“an appetite, which, before, fhe had concluded ]
- could not want, and fhe even had the complaifancy
. to pledge me. - When dinner wis ferved up, I wa

furprifed to fee a difh of eels brought in ; and on m
'f faymg, that I fancied the cook had made a mlﬁak

{he moft civilly bggged ten tlinufiﬁdmd""

r rr L

faid fhe thought I had ordered them ; but added,
that indeed fhe did not doubt but T fhould like them,
and for her own part fhe was exceflively fﬂnd of them,
As that was the cafe, 1 could by no me "'.,cﬂnfent
to their being taken away; and, after we h: j
with the fith and the chickens, a dith nf' *ta;rtn fpon« 1
taneoufly made its appearance, without waiting for
- theword of command., My kind landlady intreated
_me to tafte this, and infifted upon helping me to ano-
ther, which fhe aflured me was moft excellent, till
fhe had either forced upon me, or taken to herfelf,

a bit out of each fort. 1 fhould have told you, that,
during dinner, befides the ufual concomitants of a
tankard of each, I was prevailed on to hob and nob
'Hh her in a variety of old beer, cyder Rhenifh,
- mountain, LifBon, &c, and,to crown ally my land-
< Jady would even rife from table herfelf 1 nake me a
ﬁ”“” at wh;ch fhe declared fhe had a mnﬂ: excellent
' hatld.

33 o
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hand: When the cloth was removed, I could not

“but afk her, what fhe chofe to drink ; to which fhe
modeftly anfwered, whatever I liked; at the fame
time hinting to me, that nobody had better French
wines than fhe had., However, I thought proper
to difregard all her hints of that kind, and ordered a

fimple bottle of port. When this was brought, I atked

if T fhould help her ? ihe told me fhe never touched
that fort of wine; fo that I could not but call for a

pint of Lifbon, which fhe liked better. She would

fain, indeed, have prevailed on me afterwards to fuffer
her to produce a bottle of claret, of which, fhe faid,

fhe ¢ rink a glafs or two herfelf ; but finding
me iﬁme on that head, the cnmpounded the mat-
ter with me, on bringing me over to confent to our
having a flaflk of Flerence, the beft that ever was
talted, Ineed not tell you the agreeable chat, or the

pleafing familiarities that pafled between us, till it
was time for me to mount my horfe; but 1 could

not even then get away, without doing her the plea-
fure firft to-drink a difh of tea with her, to which a

pot of coffee was alfo added, though I did not touch
a drop. In fhort, her behaviour was fo éngagingsy
her looks fo inviting, and her artifices fo inveigling,

that I #te forgot how dear I was to pay for my
entertaifinent, till the dreadful reckoning was called

for, which convinced me of the juftnefs of Bithop
O 2 Corbet’s

1
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Cotbet's remarks before quoted. Indeed, as I had
ordered a fuperfiuity of victuals that I could not eat,
and of liquors that I could not drink, and all for the
fake of my hoftefs’s fweet company, I think that the
‘bill, inftead of the ufual articles of bread and beer—
chicken~—wine, &c. ‘might have been made out—
for a fmile—an ogle—a fqueeze by the hand-—a
ehuck under the chin—a kifs, &c. {o much. For.
my part, I am determined, for the future, never to*
{et my foot in an inn, where the landlady is not as
ugly as. Mother Redcap,

THE CAPTIVE LAREK,
A FABLE.

AT dawn of day the farmer rofe;
The deadly {nares were fet;

A lark with piercing cries and throes

. Was {truggling in the net.

"The flutt’ring pris’ner begg’d his life ;

O} pity me! he faid; - |
"Twould kill my children and my w1fe,

 To hear that I was dead, -

T kurt
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I hurt no creaturé, I;: the whole
~ Wood round might vouch for me 3
- I nor thy gold, nor filver ftole ; o
Let mnocence be free,

One grain indeed this fatal morn
I took ; ’twas ali I did.

Tu die for one poor grain of corn !
Alas! kind heav’n forbid,

A red-breaft from a neighb’ring tree

- Beheld his haplefs ftate; -

Ah! ceale thy piteous plaint, faid the;
... Nor_hope to thun thy fate,

Poor bird ! be {ure thy death’s decreed ;
~No eloquence will do 5

~ % Since he, the wretch to whom you plead, |

15 judge and party toe,’ .
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The fub’e&t of the following fragment, is the recital
of a melanclply circumflance, which is {aid to have
happened at the battle of Shrewfbury, which H.
Perey, furnamed Hotfpur, loft (together with his
life) to King Henry IV. and his fon. ‘The event
is uncommon, and ferves to fet forth the horrors
of civil war,

EMMA OF SHREWSBURY.
- A FRAGMENT,

W HERE wide Salopia’s fertile plaiﬁs extend,
And circling Severn bids her waters bend, = .
When the fourth Heary England’s feeptre {way’d,
Young Emma liv'd, a fair and virtuous maid 3
Sweet was her breath as rofes newly blown,

Such was her form, as Venus felf might own

So gently fram’d, fo innocently gay, -
She charm’d all eyes, and ftole ail hearts away.
But one alone, of all the noble train |
That fought her hand, her favour could obtain s
¥dwin his name, rich, young, and nobly bold;
With paffing art each tender tale he told ;

Her fire and brother to his fuit gave ear,

And blufhing Emma faw her nuptials near ; '

When
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When angry Perey, in an evil hout,
Defy’d his king, and rais’d a mighty pow’r;
And on the Severn’s banks refolv’d to dare
Great Henry and his youthtful heir to war,
Her father, Morcar, (once a valiant kaight)
Now, worn with age, abftain’d from fietds of fight §
Yet for his king he rous’d his {on {0 arms,
Fxperienc’d Edwin, train’d to war's alavms:
But Edwin, now cngag’d on Percy’s fide,
At Morcar's hands in vain demands Lis bride;
Till, by furprize, beneath the night’s dim thade,
Ic to the camp convey'd the lovely maid,
“For him her father, brother, glad fhe leaves,
And, ere the fight, his profer’d vows receives,

The battle join’d, amid’ that {cene of blood,
A blooming warrior by his fide fhe ftood ;
Now fits his armour with officious cares,

Now for his fafety wearies heav’n with pray’rs.
Amaz'd her foes {urvey the warlike bride,
And turn their half defcending fwords afide,

But now the prince, whofe fate in after days,
Defign’d his country’s name in arms to raife,
Glowing with rage, preferring fame to life,
singl’d forth Edwin in the fatal firife;

04 ~ ‘Nor



[ 3c0 ]}

Nor Emma hete I:hf.': field inglorious fled,

'‘Fhrice twang’d her bow, and thrice her Mafts ihe
fped ¢

But vain her aid, her lover’s valour vain,

By furious Monmouth ftretch’d upon the plain ;

And herc one fate two faithful hearts had join’d,

In death united, as in life combin’d;

But gallant Percy, threat’ning from afar,

Gloomy and dreadfu!, rufh’d amid the war,

Preferv’d her from the victor’s threat’ning dart,

And aim’d a deadly jav’lin at his heart ;

The Ipear no paflage thro’® his buckler found,

But o’er his fhoulder fix’d a ghaftly wound ;

With heavy eyes, that fhot forth gloomy fires,

He drops his lance, and from the fight retires.

Now low in earth had England’s hope been laid,
Buot Edred haften’d timely to his aid ;
With eager Ipeed betore the prince he prefs’d,
Oppos’d the fteel, and felt it in his breaft ;
Unhappy Emma fdw her brother 1lain,
And her lov’d Edwin on the hoflile plain,
The pitying Percy {ought to {footh her care,
And bore her fainting from the ranks of war;
Forc'd trom her grafp her lover's fatal fword,
Which elfe had given her paffage to her lord,
“ When we return (faid he) with glory crown’d,
b Te heal thy woes fhall fome relict be fmmdl;

¢« ['nbounded
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¢¢ Unbounded joy thall bid complaining ceafe,

¢ And fpeak thy woe-fraught bofom into peace,’’
In vain, alas: the prince returns no more,
Stretch’d on the fedgy Severn’s naked fhore,
Condemn’d in fight a haplefs end to meet,
Beneath his royal conqu’ring rival’s feet ;

Ev’n where his lance had given the erring wound,
His own undaunted body preft the ground :
Greatly he fell ! —but Emma, weeping maid,
‘The victer-princes from the field convey’d ;

While angry Mommouth®s tears were feen to flow,
'To hear the beauteous rebel’s tale of woe,

He charg'd his guards with tender care to bear,
To Morcar’s houfe, the {fadly mourning fair;

But ere fhe reach’d the hofpitable dome,

Her once much-lov'd, and dear, delightful home,
Her tather’s clay-cold corfe, a weeping train,
Bore to her feet, by his own poniard flain ;

For Rumour’s tongue had fpread his fon’s {ad fate,
And Henry victor in the ftern debate,

Smail hope of Emma’s forfeit life:pould yicld,
Ev’n if the ’fcap’d the horrors of the field,
Defpairing thus, the aged chieftain fell,

And bade, with fighs, a wretched world faréwell,
‘Thus pref{s’d with grief, in all her withes crofs’d,
Her fire, her brother, and her lover loft,

Yy ~ g A Y |
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Fix’d, motionlefs fhe ftood, nor filence broke,

(As one who feels th® thunder’s firoke)
At length, (fear adding firength) the virgin-bride,
Bur{t from her train, and fought the Severn’s fide ;
Ev’n there, where once the young Sabrina brave
Perifh’d, indignant, in the foaming wave ;

With fitreaming eyes and agonizing woe,

The damfel plang’d her in-the.deep below.

For her no trophy’d hearfe, no torches bright,
Gild the dun horrors of the confcious night ;

But weeping heav’n pours faft a rufhing fhow’r,
And Severn lifts his waves, diftain’d with gore ;
Loud thunders roll, and livid light'nings play,
The {imple fwains with horror mark the day ;
Some fay, that by the moon’s pale light they ﬂﬁ?’d
Her fhade afcending frnm the angry flood, *
_Till in the clouds fhe met her lover’s form,

And with him foar’d to heay’n, amid the bellowing

ftorm
And flill the ruftics to their fons relate,
‘The difimal Rory - Emma’s fate,

As oft’ as *¢1n long winter nights” they tell,
How Monmouth fought, how gallant Percy fell,

]. H.
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ALLEN AN@D ELLA.
A rnasmnmf.‘

ON the banks of that cryftalline {tream
Where Thames, oft’ his current delaysy -
And charms, more than poets can dream,
In his Richmond’s bright villa furveys,

* A furreptitious copy of this appeared (agreeable to the date
below) under the names of Cortw and Lucy: and, at a time"
when all modern produdtions were decried, this piece, by means
of the follywing preface, mer with an approbation which other--
wile, “no doubt, it would have failed of, |

To the READER.

The MS, bears date {anno 1609}, at Eatt-Sheene in Surry, the
then bright refidence of a maiden-queen, and her royal court.
Who the perfonages were, concealed under the ﬁmple charaéters of
ALLEw and Erra, does not righidy appear; but, as a lady of
the noble family of Hungerford is recorded to have drowned herfelf
much about that period, ’tis more than probable it gave birth to
the affe@ting tale; and the recder 1s lefut (g , how far the pro=
“duftions of that refined age w uld have ¢¥eeéded thofe of the pre-
{cnt, had more of them been, fortunately, preferved.

It is hoped, that time has not fo 1njurcd other pleces, as to prea
vent their being prefented to the public hercalter. What parts of
this were unintelligible, are only gueffed at: for the cditor, as he
would not dare the adding to, chofe alfo, net to diminith from,

{o valuable a Fragment,
Richmond, Mav 1, 1555,

06 Faiy
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Fair Ella! of all the gay throng
The fairelt that natitre had feen,
Now drew ev’ry village along,
From the day fhe firft danc’d on the grecu,

JAh ! boaft not of beauty’s fond pow’r,
For fhort is the trium p’H, ye tair!
Not flecter the bloom of each flow’r ;
And hope is but gilded defpair,

His affeftion each fwain now, behold,
By riches endeavours to prove ;
But Ella till cries, what is gold,
Or wealth, when compar’d to his loye ?

Yes, Allen, together we'll wield

Our fickles in fummer’s bright day ;
Togecther we'll leaze o’er the field,
And finile all our labours away,

In winter I'll winnow the wheat,

As it falls from thy flail on the ground:
That flail will be mufic as {weet,

When thy wzice in the labour is drown’d,

How oft’” won'd he {pcak of bis blifs !
How oft” wou’d he call her his maid!
And Allen would feal with a kifs
Ev'ry promife and vow that he laid,
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Bat, hark ! o’er the grafs-level * land,
The village bells found on the plain ;

Falfe Allen this morn gave his hand,
And Ella’s fond tears are in vain.

Sad Ella, too foon, heard the tale, |
Too {oon the fad ‘the was told,
"That his was 2 wymph of the vale,
That he broke his fond promife for gold,

As fhe walk'd by the margin fo green,
- Which } ——mm fide,
How oft’ the was languifhing feen !
How oft’ wou’d the gaze on the tide!

By the clear river, then, as {he fate,
Which reflefted herfelf and the mead ;

Awhile fhe be-wept her {ad faté,
And the green turf ftill pillow’d her head,

'There, there ! is it Ella 1 fee?

*Tis Ella, the loft, undone maid!
Ah! no, ’tis fome Ella like me,

Some haplefs young virgin betray’d.

# Moft Jikely the village of Peterfham,

+ In the original (much damaged in this particvlar plgee) 1t
Teems to be=% Which befringes that fwect river’s fide,”

T.ike
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Like me, fhe has forrow’d and wept,
fike me fhe has fondly believ’d;
. Like me her true promife fhe kept,
" And, like me, too, is jultly deceiv’d,

I come, dear companion in grief!

Gay {cenes and fond plﬂ&fiﬁ‘eﬂ, adieu !
I come, and we'll gather relief

From bofoms fo chafte and fo true,

Like you, 1 have mourn’d the long night,
And wept out the day in defpair;

Like you, I have banifli’d delight,
And bofom’d a friend,in my care,

Ye meadows fo lively, * farewell !
Your velver ftill Allen fhall tread !

All deaf to the found®f that knell
Which tolls for his Ella when dcad.

Your with will, too fure, be obey’d;
Nor Allen her lofs fhall hemoan ;
Soon, foon fhall poor Ella be laid
Where hier heart fhall be cold as your own,

Ay 1

* Inthe MS. v appears  lovely,

"Then
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Then twin’d in the arms of that fatr,
Whofe wealth has beed Ella*s {ad fate ;
As together ye draw the free air,

_ And a thoufand dear pleafures relate ;

If chance, o’er my turf, ag i ye tread,
Ye dare to affeét a fond" figh,
The primrofe will fhrink her pale head,

And ¥ — die,

Ah! weep not, fond maid ! *tis in vain;

Like the tears which you lend to the fiream;
Tears are loft in that wat’ry plain,

And your fighs are {till loft upon him.

Scarce echo had gather’d the found,

But fhe plung’d Jrom her grafs-{pringing bed ;
'The liquid fiream parts to the

And the mirtror clos’d over her head.

The {wains of the village, at eve,
Oft’ meet at the dark-fpreading yew ;
There, wonder how man could deceive
A bofom fo chafte and fo true,

* Perhaps it is, ¢! And the violet langaifh and dic.”

Wl th
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With garlands, of ev’ry flow’r,

(Which Ella herfelf thou’d have made,)
They raile up a thort-iiving bow’r ;

And, fighing! cry, *¢ Peace'to her thade,”

Then, hand-lock’d-in-hand, as they move
The green-platting hillock around ;
They talk of poor Ella, and. love ;
And frefhen, with tears, the fair grnuild.

Nay, wifh they had never been born,
Or liv'd, the fad moment to view !
When her Alien could thus be forfworn,

And his Ella could &ill be fo true,

THE CONTENTED PAIR,

A Cottage, with a fteepie nigh,

A little brook that bubbles by ;

A garden full of fruits and flowers,
Of moffy beds and fhady bowers ;
An orchard richly fter’d with fruit
That any lady’s tafte may fuit ;
Daifies fpread th’ enamel’d ground,
Diftuling fragrance all around ;
The tender trees and fhrubs exhale,

Thale {weets that blow with ev’ry gale;

The
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The fertile lands and fruitful fields,
Enliv’ning all that nature yields 3
Without, you view this lovely frame,
Within, the {cene is much the fame.
Tho’ fome would call our cottage meéan,
Few palaces are kept {o clean,

For fumptuous fare we never look
When there’s a flitch upon the hook,
Bleft with two lovely girls and boys,
Who part our care and fhare our joys,
We chearful pafs the time away

In labour all the live-long day ;

With hearts quite open and fincere,
With no improper with or fear,

We ftudy, aim, and with to do

Juft as we would be done unto ;
Thinking content a greater gain:
Than pride with all her haughty train,
Or blaze and {plendour of a court,
Where honour’s often but a {port,
Contented, as we faid before,

We neither afk or with for more ;

'To wifh for more were but a jeft,

To Providence we leave the reft,

. .
s
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Without her favours bleft ?
Lome, goddefs, come, propitious hear,
In all thy rofy trim appear,

And Jhull our pains to reft,

I fung ;=~the goddefs heard my prayer,

And faid, ** To Avon’s banks repair,
““ Where Bladud’s waters flow ;

¢ There have I plac’d a lovely maid,

*¢ Lawrence, fair miftrefs of my trade,
¢ And fubititute below.”

~~But, oh ! ye invalids beware
How you approach the pump! for there
Cupid in ambufh lies ; -
There, while her hands deal health around
The wanton rogue is {ure to wound,
And kils us thro’ her eyes.

But what kind canticn €’er could fave,

From ber {wect chains, the willing flve
As we too fondly know ;

The god at random lanc’d = i o,

Which wounded yon anire tnry' ch heasr,
And me from head to tog,



[ 313 ]
A NEW TALE,

GRAFTED ON AN OLD S3TORY,

‘Turor Moorfields, at the peep of day,

A troop of {porifmen taok their way ;

In ruftic ftate they rode along,

A ranting, purfe-proud, thoughtlefs throng,
With modith nabs, and tight furtouts,

And bright {pring fpurs, and jemmy boots ;
Thefe in the foremoft ranks appear;
Falc'nere, hawks, dogs, compofe the rear,

A bedlamite, by chance let out,
With gaping grin admir’d the rout ;
And when the cavalcade had pafs'd,
Beckon’d and bawl'd to ftop the lait.
*¢ Good friend (faid he) pray let me know
** What means this fort of raree-fhow,
*¢ And who’s yon’ green coat riding there,
“¢ That cracks his whip with fuch an air ;
““ Is he your brother ? fure he is;
¢ For you’re much like in drefs and phiz.”

No, he’s our "fquire (reply’d the other)
But loves me better than a brother ¢
rtAnd well he may, for ne’er 3 man
Could train hLis falcons as I can;

'This,
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This, on my hand, tho’ lately made,

Is quite a mafier of his trade,

And fliews more fenfe, if I may fay’t,
Than all yon folks have in their pate
*Tis that has brought them all together,
T'o try his blood, this charming weather.

st Well (faid the firft) and pray what hire
¢¢ May you have yearly from the *fquire

A fcore {{zid he) of yellow boys,
Befides fome other cafual toys;
A waiiicoat lac’d, unfoil’d and clever,
Or ruftied fhirts as whole as ever ;
And oftentimes a lucky pounce
Tempts him to throw me half an ounce;
Befides the beft of meat and drnink,
And all too little you may think,
For the fatigue that I endure
In bringing young ones to the lure
But {uch an ord’nary, you know,
Is no bad thing, as markets go.

¢« HFas he a fon ?”’ rejoin’d the fool!
Ay, but he’s boarded out at fchool.

¢ What has his tutor by the year "
As muchas I, or very nears
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¢ Ts that the cafe ? o’ertake your mafter,
¢ Tell him, from me, tq gallop fafter ;
¢ For if our keeper gets him here,

** He'll tie him down, at leatt, 2 year,”

ON A LADY'S ASKING A GENTLEMAN How MUCH

HE LOVED HER,

E‘IY pathon, Sylvia, to prove,
You bid me tell how much I love.
I love thee then—bur lingnage faj]ge
More than bees love flow’ry vales ; .
- More than turtle loves his dove ;
More than warblers love the grove ;
More than nature loves the {pring ;
More than linnet loves to fing;
More than infeéis funny beams ;
More than poet’s airy dreams ;
More than fiflieg love the flood ;
More than patriots public good ;
More than flocks the grafly plains ;
Mare than hinds increafing raing :
More than ftatefman loves his plot ;
More than am’rous age to doat .
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More than lords their pedigree ;

More than Britons to be fiee ;

More than heirs love twenty-one ;
More than heroes laurels won ;

More than elves the moon-light fhade 3
More than ancient maids to wed ;
More than hermit loves his cell

More than beauty to excel ;

More than mifer loves his ftore s
More than myfelf---can I do more ?

END ©OF YO Le ¥,

D. M.



