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iiiEiiiSl H E favourable Recep .. 
tion Y ou was ple~' d 
to give to the 1 ranJ1a-

. tion of M. BJILEA ~?S 
LUTRIN, has elnbo14,- ~l ~ fiG 

l- to put his Whole W /Jrks llP..dJ.:'~ -

~,'·o Your Lordfhip's Protecri90· 

'\ T t ,vas Y oni" LordfiJip's P3.t r~- 00 

~age which recommended that 
, >PoenJ to the Public, who ,.are 

jufrly poffel~" d of a oJ... otion; that 
vhatever nr~- Lord Halifax il) not 

· . ~ 'Qftel1'" 



1JE.DICA,TION. 
~ . o .. nd d ith, may Defer their : . 

Approbation. " 
he Bookfeller\ fro'P' the Sue­

cers f that i~e,~ok a Refolu- ' 
tion to g t all the er Wotks of" I 
that Celebrated A t anfla~ 

~ ted · w hie being too great a~~ I 

for One Pcj" 11 to perfo/m .WIt .. 

in any rea{()nable Time, th y ' 
procur'd r veral Hands ' to Un;·l 
de.rtak it. . 

A to~the Poeti alVol m , - •. --
. fllm -to {ay,That tho' 1;It a ~ ____ _ 

al 1. ' , is of my OWll Compo­
~, ther is hardly a Line of it 
w.!Jieh.J did not ei her fi d con-

.. fonnable to the Author' enfe, 
or-which I did not rna 0. 

In this prefen Appli . ~j n to 
·Your Lord.fhi p, e th .U n~­
ni us Concur nc of all that 

I • , , . .' · .~re 



GN. · 
-' are ~ncern' d.in this W ork. Tne~r 

I 

Willies even prevented my-Mo-
tion of".il ; Your Lordfh~p being 
the ,a vow' d atron and Promoter . .. 
of @very -Thl g,that ~relates to Po-

- lite Ul:,- ,atu t! and U feful Know­
I be. 1 < IS to this Soll .. icitude of 
Your • Lordfuip that we ,chiefly 

" Owe the Publication of Mr. Ry­
.:. mer's FO_E D ERA, a Perfor­
, , m~nce never before attempted in 
" y Nation; and which-'WilJ he no 
- · ~ et"S a Mpnument of Your Lord-

ihip's Qlory,than of tbat .. G1 eat 
. Britain. ., .. 

Nor is Your Lordfhip's Care 
for the Belles Letters confiii'd to 
YOl r N~tive Count~y,but ext' rids 
to ForeIgn ,.Parts: The famous 
"f:!~ditors .of.L!lUSTO P HANEs'aridLIPT" 
have felt ~he .Agreeable EHeas of 

a. - You 
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our G nt:rofity, and that too In 
fa h a Manner, as wou'd hardly 
he Credjte~: by thofe whq are Ig-

· norant of'fou~ ~or lip's Noble,..:.­
nclination tdaffifu a encour3ge 

11 who d vote th nr:fi to . 
tudy,for.the Benefit 0 ankl tt.' 

ou will, MY L 0 R7J, find 
• J 

in this Tranfiation, fome Pieces of . 
. . B 0 J L EAV which have never .: 
arp fir'd in any Edition of is 

ork , aRd which ina y poffib . 
b ew to Your Lordfhip. 

TtuTlmit- the hole tQ Your 
. i p's J lfdgnlent, and am, 
MY.L Q R D, with the pro-' 
fC?~pdefl: RefpeCl:, . 

• 

• 

. , 

Yoar Lordfhips,­

Moft 0 ie;2t, 

bulfl6le Servant, 

J: ·OZELL. · . 
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Ge.tleral Preface, 

~ 
I , 

To the Laft Edition of his 

R s; 
t inted. -Jt 'PAR J s, Anno 170 1. , . ' .. 

• 
• 

lI~ii~i1 S thi is in all Probability the 
laft Edition of my ?lorks,that 
I !hall Revife, and a there is 
no likelyhood th;,)[ at the.Age of, 
Threefcore ann .Three, an dc~ . 

re fs;,d with many Infirmities, 
I can have any 1 ag. Courfe ot Lite to rurT, the 
~l1.blic will, I hope, allow me t~ take .Ie' ve of 
'c:min Form, and to thank 'em for theIr Good-

• a nefs 
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nefs in fo often purchafing Pieces fo little ' 
. worthy of their Admiration. I cao attribute 
\t to Nothing, but the Care I ev l' took to 
conform my felf to their piaions, and, as 
much a I p Ibly cou'd, 0 ca tl _h their Tafte 
in all Thing. And this think is what can- . 
not b tOO mu~h n die 'by Author~ : P"6"r; 
tho' a Work be appro" 'd by a fmall Num­
ber of Judges, if it is n t fu~ with a 
certain Agreeahlenefs and a ertain Stijt,1* 
per to pride the General Tafte of Mankind, it 

- will never pafs for a Good Piece l , and even' 
thore J uoge themfdves will at length be forc'd 
to own, They were Deceiv'd in giving it their 
Approbation . Now, if any Man asks m ; 
What this Agrceablenefs and this Salt is ?l I 
anfwer, That it i~ a 1e ne [caJ fjIl0), that may 
be Detter Conceiv'd than Defcrib'd. But et 

• in my Opirtion, it principally confifts i ~~ 
ring nothing to the Reader but True Thoug}{~s 
and Juft Expr ilion The Mmd of Man IS 

natur~]y"full of an infinite Numb(ll' of confus'd 
_ . I:~as _ of Truth, • which he oftentimes perceives 

Out by Halyes; and ,nothing pleafes him mote, 
than ~hellt any of thefe Ideas are prefented to 
him 'well Inuftrated and Set in a Good Ligbt. 

"What is a New, Brilliant Extraordinary 
Th Ight? It is not, as tbe I n ra.nt perfuade . 
thernfelves, a Thought 'fbic no Body ever 
had, fIo r ough~ to have. "But on the contrary, 
a Thought which every Body ought to ha.v.e 
had, and which forne one b thinks himfelf of 

• ex-
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I . . expreffing the Firft. H it is not "flit, but as it. 
. fa y fomething every Body thought of, an~ 

that.in a lively, delicate, and New Manner. 
Let us confider, for Example, ~ fall1Pus Re­
ply of Lewi/ XII. 0 fome of is Miniftcrs, 
who advis'd him t<.. unifh fevel:a Perron ~that 
in . th~ former Rei (when he was only Duke 
of Orleans,) had m de it their Bufine~ to Pre­
'judice him, A King of¥rance, fays he, revenges 

ot the [njfiries"'done to A Dulce of Orleans. 
How com s this Saying to Hrike· us fo fud- .. 
denly? I~ it not plainly, becaufe it prefent 
to our 'Eyes a Truth which aU the World is 
fen lib Ie of, and which exprerfe better than all 

_ -..law:> fineft Difcourfes of Morality; That It Grear 
rime, after his Acct/fion to t he Thro.'u, ollght no 

longer to aa bJ pri'LI~te Movements, nor to hA'LIt 
II oth~r View but the Gtor] 4nd Ge'lerat Good of 
hi l(in8dom. Wou'd you on the contrary, fee 

Q Jejune C'.rld Puerile a Falfc Thought i ? 
I cannot produce an EmpIe which {bow!, it 
better, than> Two Verfes of the Poet T eophjJe, 
in his Tragedy of Pyramus and Th]ske; where 
PJrAmus's Unhappy Mifirefs, tak4ng up the 

. Bloody Dagger with which he had:kill'd.him­
felf, !he thus rails againfi it. 

' . 
.JIh ! 'VO;C; Ie . l1ara 'lui au fang ae foil Mafjlre, 
S'eft foui"e lAC ement. It en r~ugjt Ie Traitre • 

• 
Ah! Coward Blade which drank,before his Time 

. Its MaIler's Blood; 1.T!a Btufhes at the Crime. 
a 2 All 



iv M. Bo'le u's General Preface. 

'~n the Ice of the North put together is not in 
my Opinion more Frigid than this Thought. 
Good God, ~hat Extravagance. is this! To 
have it fupp~'d, That t Redllefs of PJra-
mus's Blood wlth which tl agger was llain'd, 
fhou'cfbe the EfreEf of th Shame the ~agger 
had for killing him? Ie 1 give an Inllance 
of another Thought whie is no lefs Falfe,. 
and confequently no lefs Fri~d, Benferade' 

_ the Author ot it, in his Tranf1ation of Ovid's 
Metamorphofis ; where fpeaking ~ the De­
luge fent by the God to Challife the Info­
lence of Mankind, he thus exprelTes himfelF; '-Dieu la-z-'a bien tot tejle a [on Ima!e, 

God to fume Purpofe did his Image Se( nr 
• ... / _ .. 

Can any Thing, with rcfpea to fo gf ;it 
a Subjea as the Deluge, be more mean, or 
more f idiculous, than this C011fmdrUM; the 
Thought where fi fo much the more Falfe 
n every Refp " as that the God (who is 

meaqt up"p this Occafion) is If,piur, who was . 
never reckon'd by the Heathens to have made 

:Man after hi own Image: Man, in that Fable, 
being, as eery. one Imows, the N"orkmanIhip 
of Prometbeus, 

• 
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Since therefore no Thought can be ' othel 
wife Bealltifa! than as it is 1 'rut'. and lloce the 
infallible Effect of ruth, whe~t i~ well de-

.. l~ ver'd, is to make n ImpreffiorNln Mankin , 
it follows, that whjt makes 1,10 Impreffion at 
all upon Mankind j~neither Beautiful nor True, 
or. elfe is in deliverqd: And confequemly, any 
Piece that docs ·oot Hit the Tal1e of the Pub­
lic, is a very Paultry one in it felf. . The Bulk 
of Mankind may indeed for fome time take the 
l'a/fe for the Trlle, and admire worthlefs Things; 
but it -is impoffible for a good Piece to fail of 
~ng 'em in the End; and I chaJlenge 

drofe Authors that are th~ moft diffatisfied 
with the Public, to give me an Inftance of 
an Good Book which the Public c.ontinu'd to 
re. a; unlefs they put into this Number their 
.0\ n Writing~, the Goodnefs whereof lone 
but themfe1ves are perfuaded of. I llluil how­
ever own, ,!nd it cannot be denied, [h t fome. 
times upon the Appearance of an Excellent 
Pie c, Fafrion and Envy fino means to de. 
p'reciate it, and to make the S~ccefs of it 
feern doubtfllll; but that does nd't hold' long, 
and it 'tis with fuch Things as wirh a Piec~ 
of Wood, ~hjch we prefs down in the Water 
with our Ifc111d; it continues at the BQrtom 
fo long as it is under Force, but. wllen 
the Hand grows weary, it rife's and gains tlre 
·.Afcc:adam. I cou'd fay a great dt:al more 

• a ~ up~ 
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'fpon this Subject, enough to fill a large v:o~ 
}urne ; but I fancy this is fufficient to tefiifie 
to the Publ~ my Gratitude, and the High 
Opinion~I ha~t; of their T e and Judgment. 

Anct now a \V ord or '0 concerning thIs 
New Edition. "Tis tht ' rreaeft of a·ny yyt 
Publifh'd ; and I hlve not nJy revis'd it with 
a great deal of Care, but have given it fome, 
new Touches in many Places. For I am none 
of thofe lazy Authors, who think, ..vhen they 
have once pubJiill'd their Writings, they ~re 
no longer oblig'd to make any Amendments . to 
'em; and to exc fe their Idlenefs. aUe ..., r 

that by tOO much Rejnini, they might Wed 
'ern, and deprive 'em of that free eafie Air, 
which, the;' fay, is one of the greateft Charms 

. of Difcourf~; but their Excufe in my Opiri"on 
is a very bad One. Pieces writ in hafte, a~id, 
as they . fay, Currente Calamo; are commonly 
dry, hadb, and forc'd. · A Book pught not to 
{rem too much l~bour'd, but it cannot be roo 
much fo; and it ' is this ·very .Labour which 
oftentimes,.·in the polifhing, ' gives it that boafi­
~d Ecifine(s which Charms the Reader . . There 
is a great deal of Difference between eafie 
Verfes, and Verfes eafily made . 'The Wri­
tings of Virgil, " tho' extremely;;iabour'd, are 
tn.u.ch. more ~atural . than thofe : of Lftc4n, 
who, it is [aid, wrote with a prodigious Ra"'t 
pidity. 'Tis commonly owing to this Pains 
i . • which 
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which an Author takes in filing and pe.rfe~ 
iog his Works, that the Reader has no Pai 
in Perufing them. Voiture, who feems fo ea­
fie, employ'd. a deaJ of Study afj ut ~is 'Yorks. 
You hardly meet "':Wirh Any It " are quick 
at Mean Work, b there are very few Good 
W orkrnen, even t 0' \hey take Time. 

, I don't therefore Repent of having em­
ploy'd fome Study in reCl:ifying I1}Y Writings 
in this N&w Edition, which is, if I ma y fo .. 
fay, IJlY Favourite one. I have IiI ewife 
Pl.\t . M1 y Name to it, which I forbore to 

o all the reft, thro' a Motive of pure 
oddly; but Now my Works are in e­

very Bodies Hands, I conceiv'd that fuch 
a Modefiy might have fomething . of AfteB:a­
tiS' in it. BeGdes, I was deliraus, by put­
ti g my Name to the Book, to let the World 
fee precifely· what thofe Works al c which I 
own, and if poffible [Q put a flop [Q. an infi­
nite Number of Paltry Pieces that are fpread 
about under my Name, efpecially in the Coun­
~ry, and in Foreign Parts. And the better 
to prevent ~he like 'Mifchief, I ha ~ annex'd to 
this Pr~fC\ce, an exaCl: Catalogue of all my 
Writings: This is what I thought Proper to 
~cquaint the aeader with . 

. It only ~emains, that I ' 1hou'd- Y¢" l' 

"lmow what "thofe Additions are which 1 have 
;,' • a 4 ' mad 
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ade. The molt confiderable is , an .Eleve.nrh 

SHire, ,which I very latel l compos'd, and 
which will be found after t le Ten preceeding. 
It is Infc rib'~o M. de VaiincollJ', my lllu­
fhious Co'ml'i\ion in Hifto,~. I th~re~n tr?at 
of Tru' and Falfe HonoUi l and wnt It wah 
the f,j me Ca rc r: did' all t1 \,~ reft. Rut i can­
not fay whether it b~, Good 01' Dad, becaufe 
a let 1 have not commullicat'd it to aboveTwo 

r Three Friends; and to them I only reci-
_ t d it very haftily, for fear of the fame Ac­

'idcnt which beft.:Il lome other of :ny Piect~, 
that is, Jeail they Ihou'd be.: publifh'd 1 efore 
I ommirtcd 'em to Paper: Several Per--'os _:.. 
to whom I have frequently repeated fo I' 

Pi ces, having retain'd 'em by Hear t, and gi­
ven OU t Copies of 'em. lt is the. Public 
th rcfore thit muil inform me what Thoug~:s 
J am to cnrertain concerning th is \Vo!'k, [is 
likewife ()f fevcraI other fmall Pf-::CCS of Poc­
Irv, which will be found in this New Edition, 
;lJld ' re ('mingled with the Epigrarfl~ formerly 
l'rinted' theyare-mo of' m Trifl s which I ' 
\'I' i ( in my:, Yuuth, but I have correaed 'em 

a littk, to ·,cuder 'em [he more tolerable to 
tilt Redder. I have likewife added Two New 
( tte l'S; One of which I writ 0 Monfr. 
Pt'rr.1 7ft , a Ilel w herein I joke wi.tllJt(m about' our 
Pot tic.al Qua rrel, willch was as foon extin-
L' : :n' kindled: The other i5 a Letter of 
l'TJI h to tbe COUnt ti.'t:.ri~eyra., r lating tb, 

_ his 
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his Tranflation of my .Art of Po~trJ, whick . 
he was pleas'd to fend me from Lisbon, with 
a Letter and fome French Verfes of his com­
poling, in '-'lhich he Com pie nt~. me very 
highly, and wher "in there i n6't1iing want­
ing, but to be allply'd.to a betttr bjeHo 
I wmid very gladly JJave acquite d my felf 
of the Promife I made him in , that Let 
9f publiiliing his Excellent Tranflation at tbe 
End of my Poetical Works; ,but unfortunate­
ly, a Fri~nd:, to whom I lent it, had mif .. 
laid the Frr} Canto, and I was albamed to 
writ . back . to Lisbon for another Copy ; 

. Teare the moil Material Additions I have 
ade to this New Edition of my Work : 

But there is one Thing which will certain· 
Iy be very agreeable to the Public~ and that 
i the }>refent I make 'em o~' the letter 
w ieh the famous Monfieur Arnafild writ to 

onfieur PtrraIJlt, in relation to my Tenth 
Satire, and wherein, as I ' have mentjpn'd in 
my Tenth Epifile he does in fome Sort mak 
my A pology. I quefrion ·not but a grea 
many People wiH al:cufe me of ~fumption, 
in daring to joyn with my Writings, the 
Work of fo Excellent a Man; and I confefi 
their Accufation is well grounded; but hoW' 
could I rel1n the Temptation I had of °iliow_ 
jog to the whole Wod , (as d iQ e-
feet by Priming this Lett~r ) 'tfi t 
·Great Man. hOllo.ur'a me with his Efieem, 

• 0 ' and 



x M. Boileau~s General Pref4ce. 
and had the Goodnefs, me41 e/Jel'aliquid putare 
TJllgas ? 

To Coru:lu£; fince notw.ithftaJi)ding fo A u­
then tic an ~ology, and the folid Reafons 
I have eTwenty Fimes proCi1c'd both in Profe 
and Verfe; fince, I fa~ tAere are MeIf whQ 
1 k upon, as Calumny, the Railleries I have 
made upon a great many Modern Authors, 
and who report, That while I attack the 
Faults of thofe Authors, I have ..not done 
Jufiice to their good Q!lalities; I lhall co~vince 
them of tbe contrary, by once again repc1,!I.~i{lg 
th "vel'Y W ot'd 1 us'd upon this Occa 
in the Preface to my Two preceding Edit "J 

ons. They are there : 'Tis Pt the Reader 
jhou'd be ~c9u"inted with om Thing, which is, 
That when I attAck'd the Errors oj pve '4t 
Writers of our Age, I did 110t mean thereby . 0 
tleprive them ~j the Merit A,l1d Q,pa/ities whilh 
they mi~t hAve in other Refpells. I did 110t 
p'retend to dmy, bat that Chappelain for Ex­
Ample, tho' AVer)· hArfb Poet, did once t4pOn If 

Ti e, God-f(nows how, make a 'pretty good pde'; 
Nor aid 1 Jretend to deny, but that there's A" 

~rtAI delll of Wit in M. Quinaut's Works, tho: 
JAr frQIIJ the Perfeilion of V irgil. 4~ AS to the 
LAtter, 1 fball add, That at Ihe'fime when I 
",r~.!JI):. him}, we were both of us very r oung; 
lI~"hen t e Author oj A great mafIJ Pieces 
whi&h have fi,m, g,in'd him A juft Repflf4tio;'.' 
, • 1 
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I do likewife own, That there is fame Genitls iI. 
tht Writings t. Amalld, Brebeuf, Scud y, 
lind e'J,le11 Cotin, ami 1II41!Y othfrs ",hom' 1 bJ:ve 
criticiz'd. In a WQ1'd; wi~h Ipe Ji.me 'Sincerity 
which I htt'lle us'd in rAllying-lheir Fautts,I am read 
10 'COl1;U" irf whtt! >ev er" 1f!JfeOencies tfJt).. "1 
have. ThIS t4ke to '~e d~J,1tt them Juftiee nd. 
to be a flttin Proof that it ,is not a Spirit of 
Envy and DetractIon which' FNt me upon WritiJlg 
againjf t.hem.. , : ' 

• 
~ow,if after all this, I am frill accus'd ofSlan­

now no Reader who is not liable to the 
..... ne Charge' Since there is non but ft' y 

. peaks his Opinion of the Books that are pllb­
lifh'd, and who does not think he has full Pri­
vilege fo to do, even by the Gonfeffion of 
tlte Authors themfelves. For in · fum't, What 
is$ publilhing a Book? Is ' it not as it were 
faying to the Public, Try me? Why then 1hou'd 
we take it .ill to be Trfd? But I have pu 
this whole Argument into Rbyme in rrty-Ninth 
~atire, to which 1 refer my Cenfors. 

'--V · • 
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TOT H E 

, ADd unaffifte bear the Sovereig'n' Sway • 
.; 

Great Sir! 1f I have held the Mufe!; Rein • • 
And cou'd, to fiog of Thee, ~r age reftrain 

. ....... , 

\ If' hambly Silent I have been till now • 

And have not at thy ~ltars paid my V~w, 
'TIs not t~ my puey did not know, 

Nor wanted Will to pay the 0 bt I owe ~ 

B~t thy High ACts to celebrate '" ear, 

Thy Glory I too much, thy Fame revere • 
• 

/'fol. II. It 



. 
My Mufe which kno s but littl to applaud, 

Dreads the great Theme, and trembles a 

She dares .not Cpread her Wings to fi ar fo hig~, 
• 

Lefr, if thy Laurels fhe lbou'd touch, t ey die. 

She dare·s oot blinaIy temp.t the dang'rous H&ight, • 
But by her Genius regulates her Flight. 

More wife in her Refpeas, and not fo vain 

Thy Shrine with worthlefs Iaeenfe to profane. 

Not like the Bards, who to thQfe Hei hts ~;,:re, 

Yet praife Thee not for Honour, but for Hire. 

For filthy Lucr tbey thy Laurels wrong, 

. And foil thy arne with Mercenary Song .. 
• Bre3thlefs and weak, with a Prefurnptious Wing,. 

The try a Strain they have not Stre~gth to fiog; 

And wJ:i 0 they wou'd Thy mighty 0 d!: rehearfe. 

They tire Thee wi h their feoCeIefs Sounding Verfe. 

OQ~, whe .he dreffe~ out his Sylvan Lays,: 

In pompous Words begins 'em. with thy Praife; 

And here, as oft as he himfelf deftgns, J' 

He a SlU'S Pr.aifc s with a Hero'l join. 

In vain another ~ eating for l Rhime, 

And polifhing rough Verfe ifpends his Time, 

-

I . 



to tb, KIN G. 

'A glorioDs Labour this, and when 'tis done 

Th~ Song is crown'd, to mate theewitb the S,,". 
Th~ir Tal ts which they take to be the bell" 

Are the Nine Sifters Fable, and their Jeft. 
• • 

To them Calliope ae'er de' n'd to fpeak, 

Their Voice, to reach her Heav'nly Note's too weak; 

Nor e'er wou'd Ptgafus for them extend 

His Wing, nor, Ph~bus when invok'd defcend. 

4.~ . . t to fee 'em impudently fweU, 

: " If they only J:.<ept the Sacred Well; 

To hear them flatter Thee with deathlefs Fame~ 

'And promife Wonders in the Mufts N e; 
• 

Wou'dn't one think they had ApollD's Ear? 

~ lbat on}.y Th~y durft at his Shrine app at: 

That only T ey, were priviledg'd to Sing, • 
• hey only, Lc:.arn'd enollgh to praife the King, 

--From SOtlth to North thy Glory to con y 

And from the Riflng to the Setting Day ; . 
'So proud, w en They their lofty lights purfa , 

They think thy Glory's to tbei Verfe ~Qe, • 

. Immortal Wreaths on Lewil they beftow, 

And thou to Them tby. Mighty arne doR owe; 

// . a 1 Yet 



c E 
Yet, without That, where wou'd their Writings be, 

What aU their boaft d Merit but for Thee. 

The Brig toefs of thy Fame their FaulJ;s conceals, - . 
And when they freeze, thy Fire the eader feels; 

• • 

But for thy Name. to fet eir Writings off, • 

Their Works WGuid qulcklY be the Public Scoff • 

. To Duft and Worms they'd faU a certain Prey, 

Be Born, and Die the fame forgotten DalY 

A fafe Afylum in Thy Name they meet, Gn. -

And find beneath Tby Shade a fure Retreat. 

So in the Fields a Gender Shrub we fee 

Faften'd by :tortune. to a taller Tree, 

With01:lt whore happy Help, to Earth 'twou'd FaU, 

And thus the mighty· Trunk fupports the Small. • 

Nor at my Pen is fa unjuft and raJb: 

"their great Defign 0 pleafe, the King, to lafh. 

Tho' fe~ co .'d Rife fo High to reach thy Fame, 

~om there have been, whom 'tis to wrong to blame 

This ho' defeCtive, That perhaps excel 



, G. 

But I cau't bear that ev'ry auxward Fool 

Infipidly Polite, or pertly 01111 

Who thinks, fQl" that be knows t6 Tag a Ver;[e . . . 
He in Heroicks can thy Acts rchear[e, 

Shou'd ack himfelf to flatserThe in v io. • 

He thos wil1 never Giv, AppJaufe, nor Gllin. 

None {hou'd thy Laure1s touch without tbe Bay t 

None but irgil an AugufluJ praife. 

. * ~~vas ~he Warlike -f- Monarch, juft the Law, 

, ~, I only fbou'd his Picture draw; 
I 

And only a LYftppul durfr to trace 

His Form Majefric in tbe Molten Brars . • 

t as for me, whom PhtrbuJ newly arms, 

W<bo little kn of Him and of his Ch3rms ; 

Who from t ifrers of the facred Rill • 

Was lately wean'd, and want th . r Nurfi ng frill, 

'er I in bardy Labours dare engage • 
• 

My tender Mufe mufi be matur'd by Age 

a 3 

. . .' 
~ "Ti. ", imiflliD" ~f Horace, wbo in hit EPiftie " Auguftu J ,be 

ift of .be 2d Book [peaiuhru, Verf. 239-
Edi&o vetuit, De quis I~ zter A pellel1l 

/ Piogerer: aot alioi Lyfippo duceret ~r~ 
. • Fortis Aleundri ,uleam limulal1tia. 
t AJexamkr-



Ie WiD m 10 , 

And afe her felf, before e oilS to, toy. 

While b tlJ..e Wonders of thy ~readfi Sword, 

Juftice again is to the World reftor'd, ... , 
While Thoa the icked doft by Fear ChaftifQ 

My equal en feverely falls on Vice; 

Nor fhaU my felfwith partial Bli~dners {pare, 

But my own Errors fhalllike others farc. 

s in the Beauteous Spring the 'lab'ring Be, ' 

His Honey fucks from ev'ry various Tree; 

So from the various Follies of the Times 

My Gall I m ke, and form my halted 'Rbimes • 
• 

To ev'ry Quarter as my Fancy tends, 
Cl 

.My Mufe hcr Flight, a Courfe uacertaiq, bends. 

• ft . Her Manner unconfin'd abhors Con rfmt, 
• And ev'ry Crime, as it appears lbe'l1 Paint. 

She's wi11in hlt the thinks, the World fho1l'd know4 . 

. And lets it freely on the Paper Flow. 

• 

lite, vel t fidi arCilna So alibus, olim 
redeb t Iibris. 

,,-



to Ihl 

The Mifchief of it is, my forward Song 

Blufts all th,ings out and cannot bold her Tongue. 

This, Terror in the Minds of Men creat s, 
• 

And ev'ry Fool to fee his PiCture hates i 
For al wou'd by a {alf4 a pC'lran~e Shine, • 

And all £ em Fair withoDt, tho' Foul within. 

They cannot bear a Cenfor fbou'd reprove 

Their Faal ; and in h's Rage tile Mask remove. 

They..slread that he too deep wiU dart his Stiug ; . . 
. Ana Sacred Truth from the Wen's Bottom bring. 

Their Manners cannot {hod the T efl: of Light1 

And Truth is for their tender By s too Brigh t. 
• • 

None can, They thin, here Satire c mes be Safe~ ; 

A d foul they all on him who d n:s to ugh . 

'Tis there, yo hear at P",is oft xd aim 

Th, n rorld's undtlne wh,n BJptlcritts e blllmt; 

T e City frrait is in a mortal Fright, • .... . 
When a bold Author M naces to write; 

a -4 

.. 
• lit Joyellal .b., defmbel .bt Fear .be .r~t;,;, Pom "t"red in tbe 
~i&io.,:.tea of ."ei, tI.e, su. I, 6~. 
"' EDre velut ftritlo quoti Lucil ius arden. . . 

/ . lntremuit, rubet auditor cui fri gida mt:ns eft 
riminibu., tacita [ualac przcordia culpa. 



And general i the Cr , if once they hear 

A Word agaiIift th~ Bigot holy Leer. 

The' dari"g Piece is monftrous in th . Eyes, . . 
The Laws are broken, and attack~ the Skie •. 

. Tho' a alfe Zeal i.6 eve thE Pretence, 

We fee 'tis Truth alone hich gives Offence: 

Thus with aoftere Grimace, they ftrive to hide 

Their Errors, and conceal their inward ride. 

Too well they know they are not Satire Pr.oof,-· 
'r 

And when they fcorn the Skies, tbey dread TArtrljf; 

Fearl fs of Heav'n with fecret Joy ihey err, 

[pife the ~bunderer tho' they dread Mol.,,,. 
ut why do the Paths ofPraife decline? 

I cannot flatter, Sir, the Fault is minE. 

I cannotcof a Coward make a M.crs, t. 

Nor Place a Coxcd'mb with the Kindred Stars t 

A Dw~rt lee not to an At/lfl raife, 

N.or din a Fav'rite's Ears with Fulfom Praife • 
. -God itbout Virtue I can neter adore, 

Nor lav'{h on their hrin s th Poets Sto(e. . ... 
1 wou'd not e' D for'Tbee my Mure conftrain, 

Or once difguifc m~ Though I, or force my V in. 



,. ,ht 

ot tbe fun Glories of thy ov~reign Sway, 

Shou'd make me, what I did Dot think, t6 Ii y, 

No Hopes of favour, Fortune or of F me. . . 
Thy deatblefs Deeds invite me to proclaim, 

For if ilY Hand, did not mylHeart confelS, • • 
I never wou'd the Laws of Tt uth tranfgrcfs, 

No Reafon, nor no Politic 0 fign 

Cou'd in t Favour e'er extort a Line. 

But hen I fee Thee, with inceifaDt Care, . 
- • The gece['ary Toils ,ofEmpir bear, 

:t o In Thee, when i behold that noble Fire, 

Which Watching cannot quench, nor tab ur Tire: 

, A.f which thofe Monar~hs blulh? who h\te the P in 

Of Rule, and eave to other Hand the in: 
• 

Who frand a az'd thy mighty Worb to e, 

And BInd at Weights thlt are ot Felt by Thee: 
\ . 

~ , When I thy Wifdom view, thy jult D .gos . . 
While thy glad Subj ch Ocep beofath th ir Vines; . . 
When Plenty Flows and Glory fpreads her C arms; 

And Tllijo's Pride i hombl by thy ~rm5 l 
. When Tyber does to thy Refent1n~nt yield, 

.~Dd the Sea' made fQf us a CommGD Field; , . . 



When thy bold Warr~ours imitate their King, 

And with OtW' Vigour Imp the Emgles Wing, 

When Fortune by thy Laws tO~Anc. fubmits, . . 
• And either Ntptune dreads alike oar Fleets ; . 

When ite of Wipds 05 Waves OUf avy fti 
I • 

In queft of Gold, and meafures both the Skies. 

Far as he Forms tbe Metal in the Mine. 

hen in my Miod thefe Wonders l (arver, 

art, and do not for .. ~poUo ftay. 

My Mufi impatient of tby Praife tak 5 Wing, 

P v nts me a~d be ore 1 think, I iog. 

R aron eoming with fuperioar Force, 

Corrects her Rage and interru ts r Courfe, 

. How 'er my Ze may urge ine ra(bly o~ • 

My Strength 1 find 

D fpairing I i yoke the De/ian God, . . 
Tire with the Toil, and fink neath t cLod. 

or h r d rImy food Mure e fe 

But my vain ork pr ipit Iy do • . 
As wn n amid the t rm th 

To the firft Coa,ft . night he 



Swim for my Lift, and" ere I can 1 Land. 

To the K 
• 

N in, Great Sir, een Satire I difown, 

In Vain I vow to Write fer Thee alone, 

Soon as the Pen to Pa r I appJy, 

Phtrbus, met&inks, commands , Thro,",e;t by ; 

u44t Art tlmJ Mad, he cries, lind donethou lcnofl', 

Prl!umptious 00/, hilt thou'rt lib out to all ,t 
• 

Fllm'd IIr, fc rIC its th, ellS thQU TlJouti'j/ IXp or" 

1nd Storms flIi/J Jriw 71H n th,jh,l!y Sb4r,. 

ot but like other , 1 fome Rhimes co,'d find, 
I • 

Which .AlI~IIIIJ, 0 Thy Cllrr ou'd bind. 

With Bare in fo nding Verre thy Deeds re 

And lay the Subjea C4." a thy Fet~ • . 
, Mate Thee with MArS, in an idfipid Ode, 

.Or im.whomP,j.t4f made a God. 

Gife 



1jgris pars, and to the G""glS ierce: 

In I"ai. thy Vh~tor'oo Banner fpread' 
, . 

Bot ethers have a mach before m faid • 
• 

Reafoo, if ell, I wou'd th King ap laud 

Severely bid m 'quit the com mOll Road, 

For with fo many Authors I've been free, , 

Pha:bus might tremble to be toach'd by 

By fome n Work I ather lhou'd excufc 

Or vindicate the Licenfe of my Mare; 

For if the King's 1m ortal Deeds I wrong, 

Unequal to h' Glory my Song: 

Th fi rce * Cotins with Arms I JhaU fupply 

A~ainft my t:lf, and ran from thofe Wilo fiy. 
o 

Is ,his tl1 mighty Wit, they'D cry, who f,1J 

So f,ully on the onc,,, or'a Pucel1e! 
) 

This H~ '/lIh, cf.f!ls [0 mllny ..Authors Fooll, 

And for gooa TTerfo pr~t'nas to fot ',rn Rul.s ! 

1'b. Crif'if ThiJ, who did ttgll;/1ff VS ffllr11l. 

• .Ana proJf<ily th!/lglu P rnafI"us to Reform? 

.. SorT) Authors. 
1..,;.:1.1.--



HAS IN perform'J thlUf ". hu JOII' befor,! 

HAV' nOt we I,a o',r Alian Pl~;"s ollr Ho • • 
Ana crorln'a OIlY MonArch ~t th, Sultan's CojJ ! 

HAve 11 w, triumph' J in ,ht. Phrygian Piela, 

Ana mad, the Crefcent to the Lillies ,i,ld I 

Cairo ADa Memph is bAV' '!" .. , [ubJ.lJ, . 
find.. [t,n E hutes jlOJJ with Perfian Blood 1 

HtI'II' we not [pm,a th, PAm, in '"rth,ft Climes, 

. .A;a f,U'a th, lofty Lebanon for Rhim,/? 

- How I.urft Be ON (J1lY PrAi/ts 1,,11, .h,n h. 

vies our Woras Ana {f,AIs ~s ., 

Iham'd- Rtbok'd-· What Anfwef lball I give ? 

Will my rare erfe, becaufe 11ike ' m Ii e-? 
• 

Will my App ufe their Chara8er maintain? 

When only I am pleas'd, 'twill b ill vain 

Of tbe Town's want of Jodgment to co plain~ 

As proud as Authors are of ,what lhey'fe done, 

They hate to read th ir Poetry, .A/OII'. 

'Ti a molt mortifying thing to fall, 

,From their Hi&h Views to grace"a dirty Stall ; 

<?r low r ltill by Forws.e to be thrown, 

For Fortune's tbought as faulty as the Town. 
-~"""-.I 



4 
To wrap 

'11 ratber learn, like t C01U'1Ir to be 

Tn filen<;e h e my Foll and my i ~,· 
• 

Not write but Criticife on what is writ. 

The R:ce 1 to the vent'r s leave and bold: 

Sit, on tbe Barrier, and the Field behold. 

But fpite of my Refolve to write I long, 

Flatter my Fancy with a daring S'Ot)g, 

And 'tis not withou~ Pain (hold my Tongue. 

How ! To my feifl'n this Humour cry, 

Shall others prA;'!' ,ur M,nArch Alta not 11 

Sh4l1I his P "t.es anA gr'At ~as ~,hDld, 

"'fla idly h,ar th, 1'11/' by others told, . 

Or jifJg till I'm t'D hoarfi, Dr ,IJi too old I 

If til th Pi,Us of Brnlfels IIna of Line 

1 dare not foJi4,w bjlfl to 1Ii,'!» his Toil. 

In this .dtl' t Shou'd my R,;elJiDus Mu[e 

To p4s tin cheld ~d rapid Rhine "fufo. 

P"." iffirs to my £yll A (miling S&ln" 

Smooth ~ calm .1, liS E"jI,," Skill fir,,,, • 
• 



Exbauft their Fancy on fuch Flights as there. 

Towns let 'em. take and bloody Battels aiq, 
• 

And fpread with flaughter'd Foes the fp cious Pl.i~ 

Unlie s'd let 'em thy d eat:l Step.s arfue, 

And K ill again the Fo sty Armies new; 

Why Olou'd a Mofe to War and Blood inclin'd 

To new E lo'ts provoke thy fearlefs Mind! 

Wby fhoo'd Ole urge Thee in the Chace of Fame 

. And ran with needlers P ife fo eree a F1.im ? 

Let'~ thank Thee, or the leffiog of our Eafe, 

And taIte the charming weets of welcome Peac;e. 
• • 

." Why all thefe Elephants? This rain and Hoi ~ 

"·Thefe Ship r par'd 0 quit the ~ro lded Coait ? 

To Pyrrhus'fi ld a Sage, whom oft He bear 

' . 

And lov'd. Ye never did enoo reg rd. 

The King too ad, the Co neenor to~ Wi':, 
This fbews the aager, and th t thut hi Eyct. 

By Emp;r~ .nd by F""" Pm c"ll'd 10 Rome, 

And fly frDm l1fglw;oul E.ji At Hom.; 

7J'ith,r Igo-.. he boaftful Pri e ' r piies. 

" For 



"Whac fbal1 we, Sir, when Rome is taken 

We'll tben with Ellfo all It.lly [ubdue. . . 
• 

" Yours [ allow that ItALy may be , 

" But w at will y~>u do ne~t ? HAve Sicily; • 

Sbe'Ll [Don furrende~, nor will Syracufe 

Free Entr4nce to ~y dre4dfol Flett reff/ft. 

" Here do YOI1 ftop, my Lord? A tempt; IT Gale 

Pr'fintl, and thence we wjlt to Carthage Sit;!; 

Clln Car tbage delll with our .. iBoriolll Pow'rs 1 

Or long .. efilt our Arms wht. Rome is ours? . 
S", Whiff. fAn .poP us? Whtn the Ways /0 fair ! 

.All Africk wilt he mine without a War. 

" I underftand you, Sir, When we ha \: paft 

" The biAn Defert and V£gyptian W.afte. 

" When we've enG 'd the AYllbJ in our way, 

"G4ng~s and indus (halt your Laws obey, 

". And SClthilUl1 yet I1ntam'd confefs your Sway' 

, ~lh.n this nit Hemifphere is ours, w t then, 

"Shall we not fee 'Epirlls once again? 
• • 

res, JIS, YiCl-or;flus ""nrl ,(mtent, '" I er, 

Willlille the Lift of G'Otis, lUIa 1.lIgh "' CArt. 



, 

Nfl Timl far "'" ,~ ;., ,-, ..... 

" What hidden, Sir but, you rna I 

" Why 1hou'd you for the Joy of L u . n 

" Stay where you arc, and Laugh from Morn to 

Wife was tbe Council, {1 eet to be obey'd, 

And Pyrrhus had been Happy had he ftay'd. 

But Wifdom to Ambition gives Offence, 

.Ai mucb as to Court Biihops, Refideocc. 

Not; that to glOI ious Labour I'm a Foe, 

Or like thofe Kings, who none wou'd u 
() 

• A Slothfall1eepy Prince, a Royal Drone 

:( _ .At-beft is ur;} s Lumber on the Throne. 

• But yet tho" W. rriors of tbeir Laurels bo rt, ) 

Fame i ' not always got at fo muc Cort. 

To {; rm a Hero there's nQ need to Rob 1 

'fhe weaker Nations, and lay ~afte the Globe. 

For Glory's not to this 9f that c.onfin'd, 

at various, a~ the Virtue1 of the Mind., 

T.h~ greateft Cotlq'ror's not the gfeateft King 

What e'er Hiftor' ns write, or Poetsjjn~; 

Vol. iI. 



Each Clime bas had a Pav'rite SG'Il Of ~K.,s : 

Each A&e been fruitful in fuccefsful lJraves, 
• • 

And diU the weAk have to the Strong b en Slaves. 

Fortune and Fame the da ing Chief a~vllnc 
Rome has 'her C_!Ars, and her Bourbons France. 

Conq'rors from Scythia's horrid Wilds have come, 

And Arrick Heroes bred, as weU as Rome«. 

GothI, Vllndall, G'fides, and Hunns have fpread 

Their barb'roas Fame, nd fi 'd th~ World with n;;ad: 

A thoufand time have conq:ring Hofts broke fort'll, 

And Heroe delug'd from the Frozen North. 
o 

But for a King, who is a King ind ed, 

Whofe Heart's correfred l?y a cooler £lead; 
• 

Who ittfofc Peace his fpadous Empi:e keeps, 

Nor rages in the li'i Id, nor in his Pa ace llceps ; 

Who ,found' his Glory in the public Good, 

or lays the guilty Bafe in guildefs Blqod ; 



Such was that ~ Emp'ror, whore indulgent Reign 
• 

Reftor'd SIIturnian Times in Rome again; 

, The Rq lUIS then the OaYl of Rhu. kneW't • 

, Happy as ere to Heav'n Aflr41t flew: 
r _ 

, He only for the Good of aU was arm'd, 

And all wer with thei tary Bond ge Chum'd: 

The Injur'd was to him a Welcome Gueft, 

None ever from his Prefence went unbleft. 

, ,'Still to be doing Good was bis Delight, 

And when he Loft a Day, he figh'd at Ni ht: 

The Golden pa ,an Iron Age returo'd. 

But. why aio 'd 1 fo far go back, when we • 

Great KING, as gTeat,a Btelling ave in Thee? 

Why ou'd 1 fandly to old [ories fly? • 

Our own a' bright Example will fupply. 

Have not \ve feen Thee, in the Bt gic Field, 

To Peace amid a Thoufand Triumphs yield? 
• • 

When hoftile Lelrgues before thy- aoner fled, 
~. . 

And Via' y thy ~e'iftlefs Armiu led: ' . 
.. Titul. 



Didft then fergo the Glorie of the ar, 

DidO: tbe.n command the Rage of Arms to ceafe, 
. .' 

And reek a julter Fame in gentle Peace. 

Thefe are the gr~t Explqjts MIon fhon'dlt a~ Wt 

And Thee, for this I'd raife if I knew how. 

Enough without me, it a bolder F igbt, 

Will, of thy Deed and rapid Courage rite, 2. 
And fing, till with the Song the Wor~d they fright. S 
To Dole they'll follow thy viCtorious Hartt 

And paint a Siege amidlt the Winter Froft : 

While far irem Battels in a fofter Strain, 
c 

1'11 fing the Bleffings of thy Peaceful Reign; 

~he Joys, the Smile~, the Craces and the ports, • 
• 

Th'imp rial Councils, and the fplencSid Courts. 

Shew how th' Oppr~fibr trembles in his Tarn, 

Anc! ~ourns umfetf, who nade the People N[ourn. 

How thy wife Cares for all our \Vants provide; 

How Ilngry Dearth with Plenty is fupply'd, 

And hqjV thy' Hand fupprelt Licentious Pride. 

Abuft show Ref 01 o1'd, the LiWS obey'd, 

~ 



Ho alit, Thy Revenue's enlarg'd, , . 
Rich tho' the Prince, the People not o'er..charg'd. 

How g~iping *. Fanners for their R~pine bl~ed, 
• . And Frmt&l has been from hated Gabels freed: 

The diers how laborious a,nd difcreet, .. . 
Their Manners humble, as their Senice great. 

Our rude Art.ificers indaftriou grown, 

: And an au Superfluities our own: 

No more by Foreign Tributes are we griey'd, 

Which from our LJlx'" alien Arts receiv'd . 

. ·Sometimes I'd fing Thy mighty Works in Peace, 

The high Amufements of a Hero's E~fe, 
• 

W~ t Plan of pompous Structure tho~ 

What Temple thoa'ft Adorn'd, what 

Amaz'd methl s I fee, divided Seas' 

Unite their Wav~s beneath the ryrmteJ. 

The coft:ly Quarrels ofthe wrangling Baj, 
More fata1.than the bloody Feud of War, 

Quell'd by thy Edith from tbe Courts are flown. 

And Juftice has refam'd her equal Throne. 



What Heirs, wHom ChicMrJ woo d bay betrayld, 

'Are fav'd, what famo:us Lawyers urelers made? 

. 

-
What ~idows in thy Righteous R~ign are riev'd I , 
Wha,t Poor oppreft, what Orphan unrelie 'd? 

,-hy B\r to ev'r~ jail Co~plaint is free, f' 

And the whole Univerfe is blel1: in Thee • 

,What fhining Virtue, what diftinguifh'd Wortb~ -

Or in the Torrid Ellft, or Frigid North J 
Haft thou not fought, r-ewarded and enrich'd, 

, And to the Poles thy boundlefs Bounty ftretch'd: • 

The Mares we in full Abundaace fee, 

From their long Want, for ever freed by.Thee. 
l" • 

'* Great Ki ! Secure their Peace, without thdr-5ong 

A 'Hero will not be a Hero long; 
. ( 

For f~n, as MIghty as he was, whea Death 

Has tlos'd his Eyes, and {topt his Vi~31 Breath, 

With him rill die his Hifi:ory and Name! 

And who withouube Nille~s fecure.of Fame? 

In 

-....;..------------
• Horace Lib. 4 Ode IX. V. 2<;. 

V ixere fortes ante A~amenmcna 
MUl ti : fed omnes ilJacbrymabiles 

) U rgen tD r. ignlltiq; longa 
No£le,tarent quia vate f.l~r • 



ht not his Nll 

AchiUer drown'd 'th Tears defpairing T"~J' , 
r/.Ene4s had in vain by Storms been to , 

• To land hi~ Gods on the L4'1);II,411 Co ft, 

And fri t Help,ri4 with a.Tr.oj,," ~oft: 

Fam'd as they are, without the Mu~es Aid, 

• Their Fame with the~ lIad in heir Grnes been laid. 

No-- to batever Actions Good or Great • . 
Thy Virtue leads Thee, and thou'rt cal1'd by Fat 

.In 'vain are tby Efforts) Thy Nlmc like theirs 

- . Wou'd die without the faithful Mures Cares; 

ApoUo only can the Sanction give, 
• To .him thy Treafure's open, and 'twill ive • 

. In famous Poe let our Climes abound, 

And our,s, be' r e th' Auguffean Age, renow 

This, an Auguffus may effi a wit E~fe, 

And make ~s matly VtrlTils as he pleafe ; 
_ I 6 • 

What Cronds 0 Authors with iIluftrious Rhymes, 

Thy Bounty wou'd pro laim to Future Times J 

E~'n I, to celebrate thy Fdme Afj)ire, 

A~d learn to fiog w 4t I fo muc lldmire. 

~n my Pen's End, 1 fce~ my Satire dic~, 

B dare not of my Verfes boan: the Price ; 
b 4 



s uacrriog adgment Olou'd furviye~ 

Perhaps it may affift thy high Renown, . , r 
And rene thy Glory, when it favei its own ' 

Por W D in Auth,ors, fQture Readers find ( 

The wond'rousDeeds which now fllrprize Mankind,S 

They'll doubt that Fable with the Truth is join'd. 

But if fame Scepticks filo 'd fo far proeee", 

'As doubting to deny the Truths they read, . 

,The World will to reprove their Malice, cry' 

s BOILEAV, who bas faid, it wont to lie? 

Wou'd he, vrho for Sincerity was fam'd, 

, And Knaves and Fools of old, fo freely blam'd ? ". 

Wou'd he have raid what we in Story 'View ? , 
f3ut bot~ the Poem and the Fa are trte. 



THE 

Abbot Des 

OR what fhou'd I my Sle~ping Mare awake~ 

To fall on Authors, who the ules Codi ke . 
• 

When I have raid the worft that I can fay, 
I 

.Will one of'em, d'ye think, my Laws obey? 

WiD one fubmic to Reafons joft Decree, 

And hearken to' h r, ' when fhe fpeaks by me? 
• 

.A five Reformer this! do,s he pretend • 
They'll cry,O Writings and our Art ttl mend? . . 
Wou'd he nerl 'DoEltine on ParnaIfus P,,4ch ? • 
Or like anothtr Horace, hop, to Tell ? 

Our Poems may be blld, but JPh4t are his 1 • Does he 1l1rite ~ttter, if WI writ, "mifs i' 

Firft farious Lim,y, to the Combat dares 

Tbe Satyrift, and arms him for the Wars ; 

". Horace Lij. I. S4f. IV'. ~ rf. 14 • 
• C:irpinusminimo me pmvocat; accipe li vis. 

Accipe jam tabu las, decur nobis locus, hora~ 
Cuttod 5, videamus llter p!us rcribere pol1it· 



I nimb[,ff A R/,yme, or Hr ,,. J , 

!!!id-':"Jbut liS up togethtr- He,,' I A Sh Itt 

• And he who fills it firft follil be the Wit. 

While I bo kno~ not wit~ my Pen to figbt, 

Am forc'd I!O kaye him by himfelf to \1.1 ite : 

To vent his Rage and beaping Rhyme on Rhym , 

Punifh the Guiltlers Pap r for my Crime. 

But YOD who fear no Rhymer to defame 

Your diftant Condua, and infult your Name. 

What are you doing in your Abbey, fay, 

How wear YOJlr folitary Hours away? 

Are you impatlent for the Qyarter day, 

r 

Dort tbink--- Thou Champion of tby C"urch's Rights.., 
• 

That Ju(tLice follows, if tbe Law invit ", 

Woud'll: Thou thy proud Rebellions Monks chaftife? 

B lieve me, 'tb; 3 dang'rous Enterprize. 

Can Aui""tt, tho' feed, fecare 'the Cau[e, 

Convin.:e the Judges and compel the Laws? 

Tho' jull: tby Suit, ne'er think it win fucceed.;~ 

_ In vain the Law directs, and La yers plead: 



" 

Don't imitQte the Fools whom Luft of Gold 

Provoke, and make 'e in a Procers bold 
I 

Don't at thy Colt the Greedy B h enri~ , 
• Nor let litigious Ho es thy M' nd bewi cb. 

For he ho in a Suit hi ea~n ~r w 1 
Is often beggard, tho' he gains his Caufe. 

But who, t~e Lawyers fc y, wou'd lofe bis Right? 

The Law · no Refpett for Muck or Might. 

At Clltn they preach this Doarine, whet the Son 
- . 
The Father follows, and is foon undone. 

At MIUfJ th~ Sire betimes this Leffon reads, 

The Son's foon taught, and Son the Sir fueeeeds 

But thou on this fide of the Oifo wert red, 

And wilt not" ith their Follies fill thy Head ; 
• 

Nor wilt tho , like fome hot Incumh n ,fi 

The Clowns, nor fue a Pea Cant t r a Piece, 

Nor, e'er the Law has ta'en its coftly urli , . 
Make bawling M II.r..ier and Corbin hoarfe. 

No, No- But 'f thou e'er fhoud'ft long to 

A La'yer, Prithee, firft conCult with m ; . . 
. And if I can't thefe: wicked ThorJghts difperfe, 

Read tbis old T.ile, w ich now I tell in V rfe . , 



"it hap~'d in I forlller wrangling Age; , 
~ Author writes- (No Matter for the Page) 

~'Two Travellers for Breakfaft r~ady foond . . , 
~ A fat Stray OyRer lyin~ on t e Ground. 

~ Says one, 'tis Mine, the ther raid the ram . 

. ~ And hot they grew, and Hunger fann'd the Flame. 

~Wbo fhou'd come by, while they debating ftand, 

~ But Juftice with the Bal1ance in her Ha 

.. To her th y both appltd. She heard the Caure, . . 
~ And found 'em bent to leave it to the La s. 

" She weigh'd the Matter, and to end it wen; 
~ Ope~'d thtJ! PHh, an~ gave to each, ~ SheD. 

" ThU/, having Swallow'd it at once, fhe ~ry'd, 

" We Judge the'Cau[e, and thus the Goo~; '~i'Uide' 

.' Wb~; ~t for Fools '41ou'd LArD and LtrQ)jer s do" 

~~ ~rJl'.J a good OJft", Gent/emert, Adieu. 

~ 



Do[/or of the S 0 R BON N E. 

, YES, ARNAVLD, thou doft eafily perceive 

\ . Th: Fraud of thofe whofe Art is to deceive: 

Thtlu tl1ro' their Sophiftry doll: fee, and break 
.-

The Wily Nets they lay to ,catch the Weak ; 

" Of Claude's Deceits thou do'll: the Falfhood 1how~ 
• 

;But ~hat avails when they their Wea~ efs know? 

Co~futed friU ' . fenfible to Shame, , 

In E~'ror harJen'd they are ftill the fame . • 
In vain to fuch thou wilt thy Do ine teach, 

Thy Talent is to Reafon, ClAude's to Preach. 

The Church when The; are '~il1ing to Jmbrace; 

One Sermon will thy Work at once deface; 

er!,piey one fo skilful to deceive 

Himfe1f, will e'er for Thee, his Errors leave. • 

Or tho' he's by hy Truths conviac d, will own 
, . ' 
TnJ \lja 'ry, or &Jndo what he has done. 



If to Converfton h 1hou'd e'er incline, , 
So ~ e Demon" wi] oppofe his Light divine; 

And cry~ '" Forbear,. what will the People raYt 

" Shoud'It tltou theFlock whdm tbou'ft abus'd, betray; 

'Twill eanly repreren~ his bleft Return, 

, How Charenton will his Defertion monrn, 

Blot out the good lmpreffions thou mayft make, 

And Confcience Lull, when it begins to Wake, 

As well ~s he's difpos'd, pervert his Will, 

And in the Bloom, the Truths tbat ftrike him kih. 

So proud is Man, that he's for nothing grie\1'd 

So much as t" confers he'as ~een deceiv'd. 

~ The Shame of being Good w hen he incline~~ 

Shou'd that e'er b'e, will balk his beft 15e[Jgns, . ~ 

:fothio to Virtue is fo gre,at a Foe, ( 

He'd fain embrace the Truth, but knows not how, 

Shame oft dt es Honour's beauteous Form dlfguife, 

Like Infamy'it paints it to.()ur Eyes; 

It rna es us Heav'ns tremendous Vengeance brave, 

And to ach pther doe£ our Minds nil ve, [ 

* Horclce L,b. I. E/,. XV/. V.24 . 
S:ulcorum incuraca pudor 'malus ulcera celH. 

; 



It renders Virtue Cowardly and bare, 

And of all Evils moft it dreads Difgrace. 

Do'ft thou not hear that Libertine defy 
• The Righteous Wr-ath of an offended Sky? 

He ra' s againft the God w.hom he believe • 
To be, and impioufir Himfelf deceives ; 

In vain he with convinci g Truth contends; 

He'd ow 't, but he fears his laughing Fr'ends. 

. He dares not ftand their RaiU'ry, be's afraid . 
Of the lew'd Jefts that he himfelf has made • . 
His God be'll rather turn to Ridicule, 

Than ~ive 'em a Pretence to can him 

H's Blafphemy is Cowardice, he'd roon .. " . 
Ht('Faul~ fefs, bllt he's a v.ile Poltroon~ 

This is of-all our Il1s the Fatal Grounrl 

'Tis thus we fright our felves, a d thus confound; 

Of others Judgments foolilbly afraid, • 

We ftill err on; Left they our Change upbraid; 
I 

; \. Each others Whims thus madly we adore, • 

ave we o'er our Wills or ReafoD Pow'r; . , . 
OT in our Selves fo bUild ar 'we, and weak, 

9ur Virtues do we, or .our Vices feek" 



The Babbles of our Vanity, at leaft 

Lets own oar Frailty, nd avow the jeft; 

* Why, when a Fever barns our Veins, fhoa'd we . ~ . 

Pretend to hide, what ev'ry Eye can fee? . 

The Fites that fparkle in qur Eyes confefs 

Ou.r Folly, and betray the Rude Difeafe. 

Your Pulfc unequal beats, your fainting Frame, ? 
With Mortal Symptoms fpeaks the glow\p,g Flame,s 

Yet frill you feign, and fatal is your ~hame. 

What ails YOIl, Sir? W y notbhig you reply, 

And oblt.inately frill the Truth deny: 

While all Y09-, Blood's on Fire, the dreadful B aze 

Spread'S, and wIll foon the falling Fabric Raze: 
• I ' 

The Fever frronger grows, the PrieR: at ?i1ds, 

And r:o d you, fee a Troop of weepins FrieDds~ 

The Mifchief lees pt-event, the evil Day 

Comes like a ~htef, and Death for none wil.l fray. 

It, freals upon us e'er our Pea'ce is made 

ith b{eav'n, w hen all OUf Debt remain unpaid, 

' Vh~ 
6 • 

--------..------.---..-....-.­
" Horace Lib. I Ep. Xv/' V. 19. ' 

Sed vereor, ne cui de te plus, qQ,am tibi, crcdas; 
Ntu, fi {e popul us ranum retleque valentem 
D,itlirec,occulcam eb.rcm, ru b tempus edendi, 
Dllfimulci, dOD!"C manlbu; tremor incidat , I 4 • • 

. 

J' 



to Mon t IIr A U L D. 

When .on out Oeath-B tis 130glilflnng we lie, 

In vain for Pardon of oar' Sins we cry. 

Let's me the prefent ~nnut'e, and embrace. 

* With grateful Hearts, the prefent Hour ot Grace: 
• • 

Let's h !le, for Time, his ace will fwifely run, 

And thus the Moment that I fpoke is flown. 

ButSh .. nle itill keeps us Bound, like Slaves in Ch ins, 

And o'er· r Rea[on Arbitrary reigns. 

-~Tis thou who doft undo us all, who firft . 
The Race of Mas in At/11m's Ruin cDrft : 

By thee our Father fell, and fondly proud 

Of a f\lfe Blefling and mifta·ken Good,. 

He-'durd not his deceitful Confort bla~e ; .. , . ~ 

Arf~arte 1 h his Paradise thro' Shlfme : 

All Nature to {beD.cmon thus He fold; 

And only in his tempted Lapfe was bold. 

Belore he damn'd his Offspring for his poufe .. 

Fait fiow'd his Bleflings, and Surpaft his Vows, 

'" Ere with himfelf Pofterity he ctlrft, • 

_~ __ . ~ture war'd with Hunger, or wi~h T~irft. 
Vo.1.lI. c . . Nor 

-----------------.--------------_.---------------
" Perfius }Jt~r r. rtf. 1 B' 

• ,memor lcthi, fu~ it hora; kot '1ood l~quor, inde eft. 



E PIS T L B IU. 
Nor was the TiUer then at CoR or Pain; 

To cultivate the Soil or fow the Grain. 

The Earth did then her Fruits Sfontaneou iet ~ 

* And Crops unfown enrich'd the Ripen'd Field. 

The Ox was never Yok'.d,( tbe fruitful Vine n 

Was always fun of Grapes, tbe Vat of Wiae. 

Milk, thro' the Meads, in white )l.ftandc",tflow~ 

And Man was free from Labour then ad-Woe. 

From Adam's Fall we aU our Evils date, 

He loft with Innocence his happy State: 

And by his wandring in forbidden Ways, 

His Race, of 4Ccuel Woe a Tribute pays~ 
e , . 

Man now muft Till the Field, and Sow tll.e.l~~ed,'· 
~(1 • , 

'And Pllrchafc 'with his Sw.eat, his daily ~ad. ~ . <-

The Ox~e yoaks, the niggard Earth he Ploughs, 
• • And never reaps the Field but when he fows. 

In Caves ande Coverts, venom'd Serpents creep, 

And growling Wolves deftroy the frighted Sheep. 

. * Virgo /. Gear. Vu. 1.27. 
----lp[4que teUus 

Omnia liberi.us, nullo pofcenre-, ferebat. 
lilt: malum virus ferpenti bus addidit atris: 
Prcedarique lupus juffit, Pontumq'be moveri, 
Menaque decuffit fl)liis, ignemque remoYic, 
fie piliim rh'i5 currcnr·ia viDa repreffic! 

The 



t Mo1Jfo fir U L D. 

Tb "1 :f)D{ npw ~\lrDS the blafted Shores, 

And ft rpring ]JO¥FAS on the Mopntains roars. 

The guiltleA. ¥locks r,e of their Fleeces -{born, 

And the Sheep's cloathing by the Shepherd's wora; 
• 

Nake~ he leaves the LIJ Si and robs ~he Fold, 

To a.rm himfelf againft the biting Cold. 

War, Famine, Peftilence"in League are joia'd, . 

And Swat once the ,fuiJl ,of Mankind. 

'- But of all Plagues, with which tpe Race is cIJrft, . 
Shanu is the moll: Injurious, and the worft. 

'Tis in thii Nell: that all the Vices breed, 

Henc an our Frailties, all our 1115 pr~ eed. 

Th'e ~.~ '1ew, who hy Caprice are l~d, 

e vJ Want and Starving in their Head. 

Honour and \1rtue, in th~ir Gain they Place • 
• 

And Poverty's with them the 1aft Difgrace. 

The fhame of Want, their OavlRl Vice' maintains 

ThQ' bafe their Shame, and infa )11ous their Gains • 
• l. Virtue lnd Honour dare not now appear, 

-~'P'"Piety's too Formal and Severe.' • 

To Wilds fue's forc'd and Cloyn. rs to retreat : 

But Sbame in ev'ry HurbatJ Heart YO!l meet. 



B s L E. 

None from this Weakn rs; and this Goilt fo c;1ear; 

But will on fearch be found, to have a fhare; 

. 0 Fatal Confequence of our fifO; Crime! 

Ev'n I C!my -felf, who thus againft it Rhyme; 

It's mighty Pow'r by fad 'Experience knoW',c­

Compell'd to what I blame fo much, to bow: 

Confcious of both the Folly and the Harm, 

My felf, in vain, L with weak Virtue"iirm: 

,Thus am I always Sliding, and in Doubt, 

I've always in the Slough of Vice a Foot, 

For one gets in, fa foon as t'others out, 

H happily tollle warning Ray of Zeal, 

Shines on my S0I11, and I its influence. fefi,J,. . ~ ...... ,'\- "-
,Thro'Shame, I wou'd the fecret Wor/conceal: " 

Afraid of ev'ry Look I meet, for fear 
( , 

It Darts within, and fees what's doing there. 

While I tI-kfe very Verfes write, I dread, 

To think, how they, may by the World be read: 
c 

Or while on ethers Faults I freely play, l 

\~lhlt others in r,cturn, of mine may fay • 

• 

'l! PI': 



To t KING. 

I N in, to praife Th ,.is my Mafe pr~par'd, 
She oft has try'd, but finds the Task too hard. 

*" That Conntry for her Hoftile Cities fam'd, 

Whofe H red Towns thy rapid Conqaefts tam i:J, 

..Js not [0 Coon in Verfe to be fubda'd, 

Their Sound too barb'rous,and their Names too rude. 

Each Syllable, a tuneful Ear affrights, 

And w· h the Mure, a fiercer. Combat hts: 
• 

Fratn: f~ to the 1,x,Il, we mart Run l 

T rd that is not out of Tune. , 
As oft as we th,. Vitlories wou'd Rehearfe, 

Each Fort deftroys the Mufic of ·our Verfe. 

What Numbers dare engage wi h Wo,,, en's ~ al15~ . 

And flat at Heu{dm'5 Name the Cadence f .. llls. 

, Howe'er difpos'd for Rhymes a Mufe may be: ..... . 
~ es not touch the Banks of Z"id,rue, • 

Or. not:umbourgh befiege, or HAfd,r1J;t, . 
I • c .3 



E P I 
Nor W Agn;nghm nor Dmbur/;'.J Towers attaclf-j ;-

Stop'd at the hAl, and gra el1'd J t th Led; 

Tho' in fix Weeks, you Tewl"l~Y Hundreds take~ 

One's hard enough to drive a Rhymer back. 
" Still if your Martial HetE wou'd give US Time, 

We might not be at ruch a 10rs fdr Rhyme. 

The timid Mufes then might Courage take, 

And boldly venture for their Monarchs fare. 

Tbus, by meer dint of Srudy, or of Art, 

Come off with Credit, Sir, and play their Part 

But foon as I attempt tne dangerous Courre, 

Back flies my regitf us, and doubts his Force. ( 

My Phq:buJ is amaz'd, and e'er my Pen .. V, '" 
ilas conquer'd Orfoi, thou'rt at Nimeguej'l{- v , . """" - , 
But frill encourag'd by my Zeal, I fain 

\V ou 'd trace thy Conquefrs o'er [he Btlgic~ Plain: 

And animateU by this bold Defign, 

Attempt the happy Paifolge of the Rhine: 
, 

And whether I [lleceed or not, I cry 

Thus t() my ,[el f, "1 ought at leaIt to try_ .! 
• I 

H Exert thy Art, my Mufe, the Draught refi ne, . 

~ ~nd fuit t hy Colours to the van Defign : . . . -For 



" Fo' tho' tbe Them e is ill itCe1f fa ftroog 

." Tis thought Fable, do no fiak thy SOllg. 

" Beware the Subje oes not Flag Dor .Tire, 

" But warms it with its own, its wand reDS Fire: 
• 

"Ma tain it's Dignity, nd let its Force 

" Be well fapported through the daring CoarCe; 

" Leaft he, who raibly Tempts the dang'rous height, 

"Falls h Difgrace from the preforoptious flight. 

(t. Confider with thy [elf, what Tragic End, 

~, What filame too eft a pompoLls Vure attend; 

.:. " For Words, which ia Magnificence abound, 

tedious oft, and lofe themCeJtes in Sound. 

W9. ~r9Lld * AdJlH., from his high Sammet views 

A '~treams, the Rhin, his CourCe purfues ; , 
E afie he flows, and with his Cov'raign Waves, 

• 
Proud of his Streams, the lJtlgic1t Jhores he laves. 

His Hand upon his Urn rec1in'd, he k~ps 

His peaceful Way, and o'er his Murmurs Oeeps . 
• ..... ~~hen 'fak'd aad {tartled by a thoufand Crie" 

"'-~pens from his Reft his wo.nd'ring Eyes;· 

c 4 

• ..,...,-----------"!""""": 
4 MOlln,,;n ., rb~ SOl/ret: oj' ,be Rhine. 



E IV. 
Re Gazes,. Orie e . He lif! s his Head on high; 

And fees aroond his trembling lilli-Ads fly, 

In haft thty to their humid M narch ron, 

They teU their Terrors, and increafe his own; 
• He hears" a Hero led· by Vit1'ry comes, -

" And a new Empire o'er his Flood afi"umes ; 

" With Troops intrepid he his Streams has pdt; 

~, And laid at once his Ancient Glory w~~e. 

c, Rhinberg and Weft/I, in two Days fubdu'd, 

Threaten with fudden Chains his Captive Flood. 

The Storm, fays one, " we raw the Conq'ror brave; 

~, The brazen Lightning too, and boift'ro\1s tNave . 
• 

'L In vain thy fwelling Tydes began to ro:v/ , , ,\ 

c, In vaip they thllndred from the frigh ' ~ ;;j~r.. 

~' He "tOrc'd the various fury of his Foes, 
• " And dauntlefs on thy farther Border ro(e. 

(( To Tholul now hi$ dreadful March h~ bends; 

~, A nd ViCtory his refiftlef~ Hoft attends, 

f' WTlen Winds has ruflled Thee, and fur~Q~s Tyc!fs 

' t WiUl foa.my Billows lafu thy woanded sid~~ 
, Thy Rage, comp'ar'd [0 his~ is foft and mild, . 

t, Like a Man's fury to a froward Child. 

Lik~ 



,~ the 

" Like """ he Looks, fuch his Im,perial Mien; 

~' Nor e're was Mortal fo Majeftick feGn, 

" Since on thy Bank he God-like * ROJ1!An ftood,' 

~' And infolently pafs'd thy humbled Flood. 

- The onarch Rhinl, th dreadful Tidings heard, 

And for bimfelf and fubjea Waters fear'd, 

.The fires .that fparlded ill his Humid Eyes, 

Confefs'd on,e bis Fury and Surprize. 

~' Was't not enough, that in two Months, the Srhtl"t, . 
" Sllou'd to new Laws with vile Submiffion yield? 

~~ Mall: I, encompaf,'d with a hundred Walls, 

" Fal\as a mean, a namelefs River falls? 

" ~~~ri~ all my Streams! he cry'd;, no more 

" ' ~ C rrent wafh the German Shore! 

" Or I'll by fame diftinguifh'd Effort Cry, 

c.' \iVho's Mall:er, or a Mortal liere, or I. . 

He fpoke; and £tarting from his 00'1# Bed, 

. He 1hook the ilimy Honours of his Head, 

\ He wip'd his filthy Beard, and fierce he rofi 
• 

_" .. eet in Arms, .n~ :0 repel his Foes' 

'* J uliu~ c~ror . 



STLB 
His Front, bicb ga with y a d ead flllScl r ~ 

In nng flll Furrows Rolls, and bid, the War. 

Rage gl~ws in ev'ry GlaDcJ-,he barns to Fight, 

'Afi"ert his Empire, and de~nd his Right. 

Str ·r; cover'd with a CIQud, t-o Sh111-be tli , 

~nd meditates his Stream wi anxious Bye" 

He fees his pale Defenders quit the Coall, 

'And trembling fly befofe the Viaor's H u I 
They leave for fencelefs Walli the martial Field, .... 

'And onlJ wait the Conqaerors ord to yield , 

Confus'd he thus his fly ing Friends accofts, , • 

" Are thefe ,?ur Battels ? Thefe your B.ig~c'Boaft'~? ' i , 

, Great Arbiters of Riggs! Are thefe YOf./~~ ~ ~ 

"Where's He who for his'" Country ~~l~' es ? 

" Whefe He who will for Fame or t<'reedom fight 

U Stop, {top, you Cannot 'fcare the Foe by flight. 

" Behold hiQ'l now the foamy Tydes he Laves 

~~ At Tholus, and defies the ..... arring Waves. 

~, If em the farther hore you dare not frand, 

~, AppeiJrr <? t leaft, and own Jour Native an~ 

• ~ 'Tbue 'jI);11 this Mnuo i71 rLe Duree Colo\lr~ . 
Pro Honur & Pa ' ;u, 

, 

!.An 

.. 



, th 

" An e fie ConqueR you may 0 in~ 

. "Bat face him, and he'll urge his Wat in v in. 

" Hence, hence ye staY t and lay yobr Ma~ket 'by, 

" A load upon your lazy Backs they lie. 

' . t:t'"Uo tak your Scythes, yo r boggy Marfhes mow, 

~ "And Milk in flowing Pails the giving Cow. • 

~ , H Go fill the curdled Fat, 3nd prefs the Cheefe. 

" And learn 0 languifh in a flavifh Peace : 

,-,' Or {bnd! Defend this one remaining Shore, 
, . 

" Or talk of Freedom and of Fame no more. 

" ,~ "Come 00, I'll Lead you, on my Help rely, 
~ , I 

~' Refolvr to Conquer on this Bank or q,i~. 

Tt~~[ .. e~'l'ords pronounc'd with a rough Warriours 
~..I : • 

\ Air 
" 

Reviv'd their Hopes, and quell'd ~eir late Dcfpair. 

Their dying Honour blaz'd again, ~nd now 
, . 

I, To Vanquifh or to Fall, they ra{b)y Vow: 

Their Hearts, the poor remains of Courage warm, 
" 

each agairift the Foe extends his Arm , 
~~* 

e now performs what Valour, {bou'd have donr, 
• ,to the Flood in wild Array bey run; 

• 



E T 
Where u'If1is Iland in erfon, and urv s. 

The firm Battlliip: J, liS they dauntlef, pars : 

Serene himfelf, the ftormy r . he guides, 

And o're the Battle like a God prefides. 

And firft brave * GrAmW' ont by his Or er oIeaves . , 

(A Heto in his Looks,) the boiftrous ~aves, 

To cut the fwelling Tydes his Courrer rtrains, 

Proud of the Hand which holds the filvarwReins. 

Strait ReveiJ follows, with refifdefs Force, 

Ana pre!fes through the Stream his rapid Courre : 

The Squadron by fo bold a Capt~in led 

Their hoftila Wings on foamy Furrows fprea,l! . 
• 

Now far into the Depths, l'Efdigiere +, '"\ 
PoOles, and leaves' m, in the liquid f{tfl ~ ~:< 

Vivo,,';;, Nantouititt, CoeJlin and Salar, 

Thro' the [(rong Current urge the dreadful War. 

Vrndome, whrfe Race intpires his boiling Blood, 

J?arts with intrepid Fury through the Flood. 

Now «avoil , Beri.nghm, and Dambre Plough, 

Tb ir watry Way, La Salle and NOlTent now: 
, 0 ~~ , 

Ben~iI1 th 
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Beneath the nOble W t, the R ver fh ke , 

And as the Coaft, the frighted B'/gilln quake , 

LlfDis, whofe Coorage, animates their Flam~, 

Impatient fees them pa s the roarin Stream. 
~ 

\.~omplatns, that forc'd by.his exalt dRank • 

. He nands a tame Spectator on the Bank. 

His Legions to fuftsin, snd clear the Shore,,; 

See thirt dfels ply their lab'ring Oars. 

T~ere for the Paffage His high Careg provide, 

And fee how foon they cut the tagiog Tyde • 

• \ A hundred Heroes on the Poop appear, 
I 

And dare the Belgians with a doubt'e r . 
• 

TIle RW,:e!furveys 'em with a vengeful Eye, .. 
ArrcMfo)tf'dle ounds the leaden Tempefts fly: 

An Iron ihow'r the floating Squadrons meet, 
• 

And (".)rms <?f burning Hail impede their Fleet. 

The fulph'rous Cloud the etttick Rage p ovokes, 

While with redoubled Blows the Border fmoaks. 

__ T_he lea,den Death a hundred Heroes feize, • 

onward !till againft his Rage they pre!! 
\ 

B?eath the flu ions Steeds the' Billows foam, 

Ind doubtf 1 are the aters of their Doom: 

So 



So loud the Storm, fo thk the Te t1 tow.; 

That Fortu e fi:atce to chofe ber Party 'knows: 

A while fbe Iland , but when {he UfI);S ¥icws 

She is ~o Ion get! lit a lols~o chufe: 

One Glance of his, roon ~urns her doubtfuUtScalc, 

And where He looks,~the let's the Ballance faU: 

MArs and B,liDII_, with GrllmmDlft appear, 

And the RhilU trembles with his freezin§8ear. 

His Terrors at the fight increafe, but moO; 

When COllae and Enthitn approach the eoaR'. 

Th" LAna, the, Ltlnei, the flying BelgiAns cry, . 

And fafter" as tbeRqmour fpreads, they fly. 

'At CDnae's tl;eadful Name, their boafted ~l1s" \ ,.. 
Are ure1ers, and the found their Hea'ts.a~~ :," 

Theit'Cities yield, their proud Battalions rUD., 

And Conqueft is wIthout a Combat won • 
• 

The only P(:-oduCl: of his Princely Bed, 

To \Var and Via'ry from his Cradle bred, 

His g\orious Paths purfucs ; O'erwhelms the Foe; . .:.,.,.. .. ..;. 
And nC\w the foremon: thinks his Flight too flow 'I, 

I 

They barely quit the conquer'd CoaCt, aDd gain, 
, ' 

(A fwift,. but fhameful Race," the ooighb'ring Plain; 

I 
• I 

I 

The. 



The God abandon'd, to the TorreJll yields, 

And grit es tb ~e in vain his Sceptre eUds: 

To Lewis, when h 11 the Combatton, 

The Vitt'ry he refigns, an vanquHh'd Coaft-. 

~ . The FIQod thus bumbled : on th~ Wings of Fam 
'" 1\e News to Wwt'S in his Entrenchments came. 

~ WurtJ, B,Igi,,'s only H;ope, Her Iown's Defc.nce , 

\ But th~ Fri~ foon will d,ive their a ampjon t ence; 

Wtlrts- W,hllt a Name-- And bat a Hero . e ! 

How'~,ll, Great KING, they with the Mare agree! 

fIad Dot I met that formidable Name, 

' How far bad I purfu·.d thy Deatblefs Fame: 

Wha~' Wonders might my daring Verfe ltave fung? 
I 

And ~~ fYr,. Ski , my founding Lyre had ftruog: 

Soon had my So~ reduc'd her lofty Tow'rs, .# 

That rafhly had defy'a thy conqu'ri g Pow 'n ; 

.But IVurlS, alafs! my forward Metre ftops~ 

.l And down my Pen, which dares not flam!, it drops. 

To finilh my audacious Flight, 'tis time, • 

~~.or ," ar I "Jbou'd be hamper'd for a Rhyme, . '( 

, A~d fplit on Arnhtim, or on HtwdtflltJ'm. S 
" 

W/u'd Heaven, in favo~r to our (,/tick ftrains, 

Gre t KING. had led tby Arms to Afilln p}aiD9, 



A tboufand Rhymn had ofter'd to ur Song; 

'And Nombers waa'd about the iQfjj~a throng ; 

A thourand Nations we had foon fubdu'd, 

And paft with Mufic maDra Phrygi4n lood ~ 
o Pliin is there fo Barren, none fo Dry, C) 

But wou'd fine Words and fruitful Verfe fupply" 

How fweetly wou'd SCilmanders Theme employ 

,The Mufe, and how the tuneful Wars ~,Troy f 

W then might have examin'd in our Lay!, 

If thou woud'ft in that Siege have fpent Ten Days; 

.Which coft the Grf'~s as many Years complete, 

,With Hoftt united, and Confederate Fleet. 
r 

,Why, without Rearon, fuou'd my Mufe J;>cfpair~. 

What Climate is there in the World fu fa~~~' 
But tfiy unweary'd Valour may explbre, 

Ar.d thy Great Atls alia her ftill to Soar? 

What Caufcr has fhe fuch vain Complaints to make? 

Since in two Months thou forty Towns doft take. 

And efince Thy Conquefts to fuch Numbers mount, ....- . 
The Mufe Olan meet Thee at the H'lltfpont ; 

In two Years fplce; fhall o'er all .Aft" go, 

And plant Her Llfttr,lt, w~re Thy Ljff'tJ grow: . 

EPJ-
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M nfieur Vet Guillerague's, 
Secretary of the CAB I N Eo T. 

Bo R for a Court, and verR in ev'ry Art, 1 

Which gains the Judgment, and inch ants ! 
? 

. i the Heart, 

. To me, Oh GV!LLERAGV ES, thy Skill impart. 

Tell me, and I lbalJ ne'er be in the Wroog, 
• 

Where C?llgh~ I, or to Speak, or hold my TGngue • . 
Shall.t in SlIti" fign alize the Mufe, 

And againft Authors let my Choler 100fe ? 

The Subjea's tempting, w here th~ Field's fo large, 

And Cronds of trembling Writers dread tJIe Charge • 

J . 

J Time was, I us'd Parn.tf{us to alarm, 

Not without T~mult, when my Wit was warm. 

-'Twas foOn, when I was Younger, fet on Fire 

But now to fomething more I wou'd afpire : 

AnI! fancying that Difcretioll comes with Age, 
I • 

.Think l'm intided to the Name of Sill' 

Vol. H. d 



so E P I 
At leaft I'm Oide , if not Wife , grown; 

My Forehead'" fuaded wi't a lig ter ro 

Mature ~re my Defires, (the Work of Time,) 

And what was once a Jeft, is now a 

My Pleafures too, I guid~ by Rea.ron's Rule· 

At Forty, he that does not, is a Fool. 

QIiet and Eafe fball be my future Choice, 

No Bunle wou'd I make, no glorious Npjfc. 

Againft me, let a Thoufand Authors write, 

And Whet their venom'd Datts,and Edge their Spite: 

Let all of 'em InCuit me, ev'n Pinchene, 

I'll bear witJt all, and never tyrn again. 

Like an old yon, ,blunted are my Claws; . 
Againft me, ev'ry Beaft, his Weapor draws: '_I" 

Fierce as I was, I'm Soft and Mild at laft, 

And with my bdglfter Days, my Cares are paft: 

My Choler ~s no morc, nor biting Spleen; 

~or is my Anger Hot, nor SAtire keen. 

Let tbe dull Rhymers write, What's that to me? 

RhYffi1Ji are for Fools, as well as others, free. .t 

My FIl'U/t lhaU for the fut,ure, be my Foes, 

He'i happieft, who Himfelf~ not Ochers, knows; 
\ 

Rrror 



to MOlljilRr De GuiUeragues. 

Error I fly, and Virtue I adore; 

I'd kn ,mV felf, and be deceiv'd no more. 

I'll to this only Stady be cOl1fin'd, 

And wiih vain Inqu lies vex my Mind. 

Let oUten take the Te fcope and try, 

. To Meafure with their ken, th' immeafuri:able Sky. 

If the Sun's fix'd, or on its Axis turns, 

And if . h real Fires or faHe it burns . 

. Or if the Globe, the Tour Diurnal takes, 

dr Saturn to our Eyes can make a Parallax. 

Let Rohault, if he plea[es, crack his SkuU, 

To know, how all (;an Move, when all is Full. 

Be .Berr.ier on the Moilt and Dryemploy'd, 

Of .Bodies wa~dring in the Boundlers Void. 

White aU my <!:are fhan be my Skiff to fave, 

From Rock and Shelf, and the d vouring WaTe ; 

To Govern my Ddires, by Pamon toft,. 

Lea,ft Reafon, in the raging Storm be loft. 

We'd all of us this [weet Repore polfefs, • 

And yet none reek it in the proper Place • 
• 

E~ch in himre1f thili happy P ce mult find, 

Which hc'O ne'er do, who to himfelf is Blind. 
~ . 

"\ d 1 b 



EP I STLE. 

In vain a mad Man. fall of Brrors., fhnns 

The Care that follows him wheree'er he run ; 

In Tow~ 'ti~ with him; inf'e lonely Shade, 

His Heart's ftill Sick, and loaded is his Head.' 

~t· In vain, he from his Horfe, relief wou'd find; 

Care mounts as faft as he, and rides behind. 

What think you the Great Al':~41Zdtr fought 

In Toil and Tumult, but to fly from Thought? 

Harraft within, and full of cank'ring Care', 

He fear'd Himfeff" and fought Relief from War. 

. Pwfians and lndians, were for this fubdu'd, 

And Aft'" dei~g'd with a purple Flood. 

,This bears him to the Seas remotefl: Shole~; 

Wher: Indus flows, and rapid Ganges roars : 
.. 

,Where the Sun firfl: his golden Beams difplays, 
c 

'And burns the Wretch, as he Devotion pays 

~o his bright Glories, with ungrateful Rays. 

* We 

---------..-...-.----,-----~---

" Horace , Eook III. Ode I. VU. 37 
_Sed timor ~ min:e . 
Scandunr eo<"\e m, quo domInus; neque 
Decedi t :eratJ trireOli, &: e 

Poft eq ui tt:m feder acra cura. 



t~ M 01JjitMf De Guifleragues. 
f 

* We of our own Misfortunes are the Caufe'; 

One Error after it another draws. 

Far from our Selves w e hurry'd, far we foam 
• 

To find the Peace that's only' found at Home. 
t 

Why, t e new World do ventroos Fools explort', 

And rip her fruitful Womb in fearch of Oar? 

Troe Happinefs, we here, as well may know, 

As where t e Cedars and the Spices grow, 

'As .wen at ,Paris, as at Mexico • 

.The Mountains of Potofi t, you may tear; 

, 'And dig 'em deep, you'll never find it There. 

Content alone we Happinefs can can, • • 

For Notbing, with Content's a~ good as a11. 
t 

Still ignorant of our Wants, we moft Defire .. 
• 

Of Heav'n, thore Things which l;aft our Wants re .. 

quire. 

d 3 
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'* Ibid. Lib. I. Epi/f. XI. ¥' r, 29' 
~-Navibus atque 

• 

• 

QUadrigis petimus, ben~ vivere. Quod petis hie elt, 
Eft Ulubris, animws fi te ncr., deficit ~quus. 

, t NUulrains where tbe Silt'l:r Mines a,~. 

*Oh! 

• 

J 



" * Oh! That fame friendly Cold, f<lme kind Dife&te, 

" My ,miferly old Father 'n Law wou'd fieze; 

" ~ure all his Ails at once-f'-nd fome Divine 

" Confers him, and his Abfolution tigfh 

" Wou'd I cou'd fee him In his Coffin ftretch'd ; 

" Were too the Sexton call'd, and Btartr fetch'd ; 

" Were his Hoafe hung, and I with Mourning clad: 
I ' 

" How wond'rous Eafie lhou'd I be, how Glad! 

" I wou'd not cut the Vr1tI.~ale,.'ts Bm, 

" Nor think, whate'er he charg'd, he us'd me Iil. 

So faid the -1- TeOer's 'Heir, a Month .ago, 

Whore Mann~rs then, were like his Fortune, l()w'; 

. The Time is came at Iaft, the Mifer d,rops: 

Of Forty wretched Years the Fruit he crops: " , 
he Darling Boy has all, and Wealth at will, 

( 

He roTIs in Riches. Is he happier ftill? 

Proud of the Figure that he makes, he fwelJs, 

And Tales of hi, il1uftrious Fathers tells. 

Sets 
------"----<--------------

* 1'or{. Sar. II. Vcr. 9. 
------- ---0 Ii 

Ebuilic p.Hru i pr;rclarum fUll liS ! &, 0 fi 
Sub rattru crepe [ argc:nci mihi feria, dextro 
Hercu\e! pupillumve utinamJ quem proximus h;rres 
lrnpello, expung,am. 
t A TeDer of "be Exchequer. 



to MOlljitllr , De Guilleragues. 

Sets up at once foJ, Q!Jalityand Wit, 

And has his Pedigree OIl Vellum writ. 

Tho' in a Mjll he was Begot and Born; 
... 1 

And oft the Kerfey-Coat ~nd Canvas-Frock has worn: 

A Thou nd Projeas fill h' wOlijng ~rain, 

Haughty he's growD, ImpertinMt and Vain; 

. Penfive, Uneafie, Sullen and PQ"plext, . 
For nothi . with himfelf and others Vext. 

PIe, 'ad better with his Fathers in the Min, . 
Have worn the CanTaS and the erCey JUl}. 

, His HoOrs, like them, with fweet Content to pars; 

To take large Toll, and load his Neigh bur' fs. . . 
The Vulgar wilt not fuch a Ser[J)on like, 

, . 
Whom Pomp and Show with falfe Id,,,s ftrike. 

,t II 

,They think a Man is happy it he's Ricb, 
• 

For Gain's a lewd and univerfal Itch. 

o Money! Money! Is the charming Sotmd, 

Without it, ev'ry Thins's but barren Ground. 

d 4 Virtae 

'-. * Horace, Epijl.l. Lib. J. V~r. 23. 
o Cives, Cives, qua:renda pecunia primum eft, 
\linus poft Nummos : bee Jauus fummui ab Im~ 
Perdocet. 
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Virtue withgut i , is a Ureler, · Good; 

As little va.lu'd, as 'tis undedtooc!l. 

A Rafca1, who has Money~ is adol"d ; '# ( .. 

~Tis Money gains the Caufe; and makes ahe Lord~ 

" Say, I'm a Rogue or R: fcal, if you plea~; 

" You canndt move me with fuch Names as thef~: 

" ~ar, I have neither Honour, Truth, nor Soul; 

" Yet, of rare Qualities, my Coffer's fuli. 

" A Hundred Thoufand Guinea~, right and good~ 

" A Hundred Tboafand Virtues do include. 

" Gan Heaven, a Man witir 'any Talent bIers; ' 

" Wh'ch, i my Money, Ido not poKefs? 
• 

S() to himfelf, the Publican- may f;y ; 

Such Reafons with fuch 'Men will always weigh: 
, 

But as for me; I other Judgments make, 
c 

nd can't Appearances for Subftance take. 
. '~ I 

Ltarn-

-------------------
* Ibid. Lib. I. Sat. I. Vcr. 61. 

.At hoha pars hOlOinum decepta cupidine falfo, 
N il fa is eft, inqu it;. quia tanti quan tu m habeas fis. 
___ Utquidam memoratur Achc:ni .• 

rdibus ac clives populi contemnere voces 
Sic rolicus: populus me fi bilat," & mihi plau40 
lpfc: d OOli, fi-mul IC nummos contemplor in area. 



Learning I prize, and Wit is Wealth ith me; 

I valoe * PAT R V, ev'n in Poverty; 

More than the Man, \!~o has his Coon try ~old~ 

Anti Boys And Builds fo bloch with Public old. 

Not at I'd t, like theca&e, to fay, I'm free, 

Fling, what may be of ufe, into the Sea. 

Nor to avoid imaginary Care, 

Groan und~rneath a Weight I wen can bear: 

Reafon's more equal; he who knows ber roch; . 
'As well may have too little, as too moch : 

Bot this is aU I wou'd infer from hence, 

~~ Wirtoe's foon pleas'd, and lives at Ii 11 Expence • . 
Wby with wild Projeeb fhou'd we fill our Heads ? 

;\Vhy fhou'd a &ran have more than what e needs? 

The Charms of' Money, ne'er cou'd me Bewitch, 

Nor rver was I fond of being Rich. 

Believe me Friend, I've pracHs.'d whatl preach, 

And tau~ht Illy felf the Truths that I wou'd teach:, 

Wealth. in my Childhood never weigh'd with 

Such ever ~ere my Thoughts, and e'er will 

'.,-

~~ --y-------------
"* A famoMJ Adl.lor4U, ,na ,bl: b41 Gr.zmm1filw in Franc~. 
t Crates, II Cynick PbilofOfb( f. 
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My Sire to Bulincfs ThrceCcore Yean app y'd; . 

nd left me for my Portion, when he died, ' . 

fair E~mple, and a fmaU,..i.ftate ; 

But hatin~ Pai~s, I was 'Content with that: 

A nobler Bnfinefs, my Anbition fir"d, 

Gold I negle8ed, and to Fame afpir'd. 

My Father, Brother, Uncle, Regifters., 

My Coulin, Brother-in-Law, with eqlJa~ Cares, <­
Held the fame Poit) and I the fame with theirs.. , S 
Soon weary of tbe muny Rolls, I fled, 

The Courts,and tU,rn'd to brighter Things ,my J.iea4. 
t Cought the Nymphs that haunt th" .Aoman Flood$, • 

And early ftnly'd in the Pi4rian Woods. 

The Family beheld, with Rage and SLorn, 

Pott, in the dull:y Office born. ( 

'to them, the lawlefs Mufe, with Horrour fuor'd 

'On Scrolls, o~er which with fa much Gain they por'd. 

R~ches 1 faw mull: be acquir'd by S,weat, 

And Mted Wealth, which was fo hard to get. 

The Mufe ClnG Bufinefs never well agree, .-
The one's as moch a Slave as t'other's Free. 

Fteedom 1 chofe, my Studies bent to Truth, 
, . 

And in her SCn'ice, fJgnaliz'd my Youth. 
Was 



to MonJieur D GuiDeragues. S 
Was Troth the way to rife, and cou1d the More 

A worre Bmploy to make her Fortone chufe? 

Po ts have Rill their Fatber Homer's Curfe ; ~ 
• 

And who by fpeaking Tro , e'er fill'd his Purfe? 

What ha I done, that I n ou'd hope to fee, 

Where all were Blanks, a Prize turn up for me ? 

. But the King's Bounty, which is unconfin'd, 

To Truth a Friend, to Merit ever Kind, 

Piea,s'd with a Plail'lOefs feldom feen before, 

Enlarg~d with Royal Gifts, my little Store • 

• I Nor Envy nor Cabal, his Hand withheld, 

The more they grieT'd, the more my Tr~a'fure fwell'd ; 

My Foes enrag'd, with doleful Cries complain; 
• 

His Favour was the fame; they rage in vain. . , 
No cries cou'd ftop his Courfe; with Hands profuCe, 

• 
He crown'd my Labours, and enrich'd the Mufe. 

* Bu t ' twas too rnuch--- My Fortune fat furpaft 

My Hopes, and an above Enough, was wafte . 

. :Tow COIJftant or Inconllant let her be; 

It is not in her Power to Anger me. • 

• 

And ------ -----
". Horace, Liv.11. SIH. V J. Va. I. (5 F~. 

Hoc er.t in votis, modus agri non itd lPagn us 
H urrus ubi & teHo "icio u~ )ugis aq u;e f.ms, 
Et p~ullum fylv3? ruper his torero Aut/ iu, ar que 
Di mel ius f~c re , bece dt. nihil amplius 010. 



And for the future, If She's up Qr down; 

It 1hall not break my Ren, I'll nil' Sleep on: 

The onlv Care that now my.Breaft can fling, 

Is how I fhall the Hero's aires Sing. 

My Thoughts are full of t'ite .prefumptuous 1 heme~ 

By Day my Study, and by Night my Dream; 

And always in my Ear fuch Sounds as there : 

Or Sleeping or Awake, difturb my Peace." , 

&, What can't his boafted Smiles thy Mure infpire ? 

" His Fame and Gif~s immortal Verfe reG.uire~ 

This the role Trouble I can ever feel, 

'And if it lhould inflame my grateful Zeal; 

If in fo great a Work I fhould engage, 

And triumph o'er the jealous Critick~ rage; 

With Rea[on, r in this, my felf may plea[e, 
,.. 

To pay my Duty, and procure my Peace. 

Pity me, Guil!eragut/ if I lhould change, 

Lt;ave a known Happinefs to court a frrange ; 

If filt~ Lucre I lhou'd e'er purfue, 

Or Write, or ACt, with an ignoble View; 

If from without 1 feek, what dwelJs within, 

I who to Sweet Content do ev'ry Good confine. 

EP 1-



EP 'ISTLE V . 
• 

T .O 

Monfieur Vi! Lamoignr;n, 
Attorney General. 

Y E S, Yes, Lamoignon, with the Town I'm 

tir'd, 

And Hate the Follies that I once Admi r'd : 

I, to the Shades, my only R.efuge, fly, • . 

'And thus prefent its Landfcape to your Eye: 

A Village, or * Hamlet, which you wiU, 

Built on the M rgin of a ranging Hi11 ; 

From whence a-far we view the Vales below, 

• Where wanton Streams tbro' flowry M adows flow. 

The Seine, a Monarch Flood, the Mountains laves, 

And winds arollnd their Foot his filver Waves .• 

• W~th 

~-----------------------------------.-------~ 
"* CIlO'd Hautile, Il jmal1 L dfbip m llr Roche. GuioD. ~elq"gi"g , 

10 his N(phew 'hI: /Uuf/ T/OUS M. DODgoi5. . 
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With various Currents, he his Way beguiles; 

And cuts the Valley into Twenty JOes. 

Thus,. Twenty Rivers ou of One are made, 
r 

And Twenty Ways they flow and kifs the [miling 

Glade. 

The WiDow there dilates in Shady Rows, . 

And there the Filberd Grove unplanted grows. 

An Amphitheater the Village forms, _ 

Above by riling Hills fecur'd from Storms. 

The ufe of Lime and .;"vfortar here's unknown; 

'And Lodgings in the pliant Rock are hewn. 

Fairer th($ Manuon of the Lord appears, 

'And it's proud Head it fomewhat higher rears: 

With wans enviuon'd, and the rili!.g Day 

Bre ks on it with his firfi: and fre£left Ray. 

The Mountain o~r it on the North depends, 

And from..the furious Winds its Tow'rs defends. 

There, Dear Lamoignon, in an eaGe MiQd~ 

Th~t Peace, in Cities never found, I find. 

My lonely Hours, I to my Profit tu rn, , 
Nor waite the Time, whore 10[s in Town we. mourn. ' 

* There 



.' 

* There folid PIe fare, at an eafie Rate, 

I Purehafe, and am there Content with Fate: 

J take my Book, and in the Meadows ftray, 
• 

Read as I Walk, and mufing Iofe my Way: 

So faft t e fweet Ideas ero d my Mind, 

To Books the Field, the Shade.s to Thought fo kind. 

Oft, ·at the corner of a Wood, ( meet 

The Wor.d) wanted, and my Verfe complete. 

Sometimes with Walking weary I and my nooi~ 

J t-t!mpE the Fifh with a deceitful Hook. 

Sometimes, when I the Leaden Death prepare, 

.With the wing'd Nation of the Air, I war: 
, . 

. Whe Home I come, a pleafant Meal I meet, 

.Where all, wit out Magnificence, is neat, 

Kind to the Hea th, and to the Palat Sweet. " 

We want not a BroujJain the Fea to guide, 

The plenteous Table's by the Farm fupply'd 
• 

No t &rgcrllt we need for Poignant Sauce; 

A iharpen'd Appetite fupplies his Place. 

• 

• 
Oh, 

< ---------------------

.. Hora,e bas fome no ,s fl., .lif[' in ,be V!til Satire of hit 21 
~oDk. 

t ..4 [a17UlUJ COQI: • 

• 



, Ob, bleft Abode ! 0&, Dear delicious Shade; 

Had I for you, and you for me, been JDade ; 

How gladly wou'd 1 fix my wandring Courfc 
( 

With JOu; how wilIioE! bear the Wprld's Divorce! 

, 'And only bleft in yours, cher Charm~; forget, 

Renounce her Pleafures, and to yours retreat. 

When with R€g~et, I leave yeur lovely Vales, 

To Paris driv'n, I'm fcarce within the Walls, 

But Care, I in my Way, and Trouble meet" 

Impertinently ftop'd in ev'ry Street. 

Some teazirg Coutin, on his Kindred bold~ 

Comes up, and I muft hea his Story told; " 
, 

And dirty as I am, with Boots and Spurs, 
~, ~ 

Addrefs the Judges in their Reverend Furrs • 
.. 

* Prom Wefhninfler to Wapping, I mua run, 

To do his Bdinefs, tho' 1 lofe my own. 

From him and other [uch, if I get loo[e, 

Theyl din me in the Ears with dreadful News. 

*Com-

----'----.. ----
( 

it- The Original requius [u(h " Tum. 

• 

" 



. ' 

tD 

* Com laints they "ten 'me to the King 

ADd for my Satires, faft I fllall be laid . 

The King, cry I, That.all? Th n I am fafe; 

,What raid he pr~y ? He burp into A LAugh. 

~' Bat t e whole Town's a your laft Piece enrag'd, 

" And P RA DON has to Anfwer it eD~ag'd . 

. " I read the Preface at a H. ner's StaD, 

" And faith, if Hm a judge, 'ci full of Gall. 

" 'H?JD~' tho' you Hit, yet Home may others ftrike: 
j 

" The Court, a Word which you have us'd, diUike. 

" Hot was it rumour'd yeflet'day, your Throat . '. 

" Was, as pirhaps they wou'd have had:j , Cut. , . . 
. " A tiDel' o1er the 10wn for yoors has run ; 

~' For 'yours an~ther at the Court has gone . 
• 

• For mine! 1 heard it, Sir, from more than One . 
• 

~~ The Palais Royal fay, as ethers do, 

~' And father it, as' I'm inform'd, on you. 

Vol.n. e 

. * Horace, Lib. 2. Sat. J. t'er. 82. 
Si mali condlderit in quem qui cilrmin .. , Jus eft; 
Iud!ciumque. Efto, Ii quis mala; red bOD" fi qUl'~ 
JudIce, condiderit, laudatur '~rare; I quis 
0fprobrii digDum lacraverir, integer ipfe, 
So ,cneur riCu tabvla, u milfus abibi .• 



And my Book ~ublifb'4 with too much Suce {S~ 

To Sot, and Fools'l {incer have been a Prey, 

Condemn'd tB foffer what they're pleas'd to fay. 

Truth's a poor Help a~ainft iueh futicus Foes, 
And I mull: bear the Burthens they imP?fe. 

A Country Coxcomb writes a lewd Lampoon; .. 

And prefently I pafs for the Buffoon. 

T o give ~is Verfe a run, they cry, 'tis mine, 

And Country Fools with tbc;:re Their Ver~it~ join. 

Againll it, I in vain, produce my Proof, 

Nor Cour nor Town, to clear me, are enough: 

" No, no, fays One, too well I know you,r .S~l~~ . 

"Such Verfe as thofe mlolft coft yoo Til1\e ansl .TQil.? 
~ ' 

Vpon my Honour, Sir, 'Tis none of ~nin'. 

" Not yours; Pray Pardon me ; No, Nat A Lin,: 

, D'yl think .that 1 [uch horrid StiJjf cou'd mit, I 

," At once you fhow yOl~r Modefty and Wh; 

"B tbus' defpifing what you do, you Praire, 

,~ Al1~ when you "You'd debafe it's Valae~ raire; 

Ten'd, vex'd, diftur'b'd, and troubled 'ftilJ, What 
I 

Time, 

Can I in Paris find, to Think on Rhyme? 
~hat 



What Time.,Lun.ignon, there to court the Mufe? 

And yet the)' make ~ Jeft of my Excufe, 

They fancy, when I qke my Pen in Hand,. . . 
.Ap,Ofl. bOlmd to come at my Command .. 

The l)ing, tbey tel~ me, .• Like a Tcmpeft f ns. 
And Levels with his Bolts the Btlgick Walls . 

. ' In Triumph now he entel'$ JTllitI'Jcimtze . , 
And C4mbrtty, which to Fr4ncIf, a Block has been. . . 
Which has fo 0 t !rer dauntlefs Ho~s defy'd, 

Low fees her ruln'd Mounds., and humbled Pride. 

Before St. Omer, by NAJ/AU'5 Defeat, 

* The Concfror Philip makes his Fjlme co 

" He~'n knowsltow caUe ,tis with you to writ; 

, To Paint the If rrours of the glorious Fight. 

" To crown our-Heroes with Imlliortal a 5, ' 

Cries a fond Friend, to tempt m lazy ys. 

~ He thinks we Verfe as eafily c n make,. 

As fATl1is Towns with conq'ring Armies take! 

And hH~ere Martial Times, when HeClors foV m; 

The ~~ts Hand i like the Heroes Arm . 
• 1 

e 1 

. . 



# 

B~t I, who reeLi ev'n then my Geniu flag; 

Of no fuch Fire, of n fuch Fligh't" ca brag; 

And knowing that the Tb~me's for me too high; ' 

To his vain Complements make nC! Reply • . 
~ ., ( .. 

, But juftly with my w~nt of Strength perp~x'd, 

I at the Happinefs of Fr~n" am vex'd. 

How bleft the Ma , whofe eaGe Life is fpent, 

In a 10n~Cottage with himrelf Content? 

Wbo lives retir'd, Iud to the World unknown, 

At others Follies laugh, and mends his own? ' 

Whofe Reft wa$ never for that Nothing broke • 

. The World calls Fllme, aDd is at beft but Smoke • . 

Who, to himfelPs Accountable alone 
<J 

For h is fweet Leifure, and whore Time's his own. 
o • 

Who to his Freedom, aU his Joy confines, 
~ 

And forms no troublefome, no vain Defigns. 

Whom neither Inj'ries nor Affronts'difturb, 

or the vile Rout, wbom Rule cou'd never Curb: 

Thefr Flatt'ry bates, their Praifes does d(fpife, 

Conte nns their Favour, and their Rag de~es. 

While we, who Poems make and Books, mun: r 

T~eir Caprice for a Vog , allcmpty . ; 

With 



ttl MOllfilll' De GuiHeragues. 

With Praife we're on !'Arn.jful poorly fed, 
• 

.' Ag.d by the Fantom, a 

fond Chimzra fills ou 

We're Slaves to Fame, 

Cn in • 

onr Lives, are led: 

working Brain; . 

and dare not break 
• . .. 

,We dread:. tb,e Reader's Frown, and conrt his Smile, 

. And if we gain Applaofe, forg~t our Toil. 

The Name we've got, we're ftill afraid to lofe, 

An~ with falfe Views oar flatt'ring Hopes abafe • . 
The World inrich'd by our exhaufted Stote, 

Expetls, do what we can, we lbou'd do more. 

Men, wh~n our Wi~ is at the bigheft, t Ink, 

We're not 'to be forgiv'o, if e'er we fink • 
• We always muft preferve Q,Ilf Youthfu11lrain, _ ., 

And as ollr Years increafe, grow Young agllia . 
• 

Yet ev'ry Thing dimini1hes by Time, 

• And that which is our Fate, is made our
o 
Crime. 

Ey' I, who in my Brow no Furrows find, 

And am apt to the Verge of Life declin'd, 

Yet feel the want of Vigour ip 'my Mind. 

"My Piiiions 4utter witb a weaker 109, 

And ~ately with fainter Voice 1. Sing. 

e ,3 



* The Sylvan Shad~ and Silence 1 req ite; . . . 
To animate..my Voice, and fetd my Fire. 

My Mitre, who in tbofe Walks delights to r 

And loy s the Mazes of the lonely G ov , 
f 

Scarce fteady on the ftony Street can move. 

~be tri ps, file ftumbles; from he Nbi~ ibe flies 

Tp peaceful Paths, and to fereDI(,[' ki s: 

But to the Woods when I do thas retreat~ 

..Apollo will oUchfafe mt: there to meet. ' .. 

Ask me not· why, I am fo Savage grown, 

Or why, w hen Th~.11 art there, i leave the Town; 

+ And w hen the Lyon mounts the fcorcflihg S y. 

From thee, I to the diftant Village fly . 
• 

c 

.< J ... 

.. - -
• ... juvenal, s.t '11/. 'ler. S 3 • 

. Sed vatem egre~ium, cui non fie publica vena, 
Q!.li nihil <lxpohtum filleat deducere, nec qUi 
C'll:lInllni feriat carmen trl,iale moneta, 
HUne qualem equeo monftrare & fentia tan umQ 

Anxietate ca ens animus facie, omnis a~erbi 
lmpatieo , (l)pidus Sylvarom, .ptufque bibentlis 
FOllCibu5 Aonidum. · 

-While 

+ Horace, Lib. T. Ep. X. '1tr. 1). fpedillg of IIi, Cou"J HOIlfo, 
- __ ' _ubi gr.1tior aura . 

Leniac & rabiern at nis at momenta Leoni. 
Cuin reme~ ~cc-!pit [olelD {lJri~undus acutlJlD I 



Why croaded p",.;, bas BO Charms for me, 

When there I might at leaft be Bleil witb' thee. 

Tholllhoud'~ not wonder tbat I q it tbe Town, 
• 

Nor judge my Taite, LIU1J(Jitnm, by thy OWij. 

Thon w fe High Blood,w fc Eloquence and Worth, 

Whore Rank, to ferve thy COllntry, caU the for.ch. 

Thee, Juitice to this bllfic ely draws, 

To hold her -Sa llance and maintain the La ws. 

Thee it becomes to bear the Public Weight. 

So much thoa ow'! thy Sov'reign and the State: 

If thoa fitood'ft .go, tbe fuJf'ring Orphan's cries, 

In vain perhaps wou'd rend the patient.Skie , 

Th' Oppreifor, an audacious Front, wOll'd lbow; 

And high won" Wrong erect ber ,Brazen BroW'. 

Th,m;s her felf, oa'd want thy Eyes 0 fee, • 

(And fnre lhe ne'er faw clearer an by Thee.) 

• What lhon'd 1 do at P"r;s! What i me, 
• 

With a TOWJlelifc and HllrfY woo'd a&fee ? 

Am I cot out for Toil, and endlefs Care? 

What Bufinefs ha a ufdefs R,v,ur there? 
• Give,me the Shades, the ForreRs and the Fields, 

And the foft Sweets which Rural Quiet yields. . ' 



Ob, leave me, to die Ii 

And let me here a while enjoy my Rafe: -

Let me I!Dmonlf's plenteous Bleffings crop, 
• 

And fee rich Autumns ripen'd Burthen drop: 

TIU BacchuJ with fuU Cl ft.ers cr.owns the Yatar, ,/ 

And gfaddens with the Load the Vintager; 

Thy Friend then of the City lefs afraid, 

Will meet thee there, and ,change a while the Shade. 

Vith thee, I'll thence to Btt71ille fly, and there 

With tbee, thy Bleffiogs and thy Pleafures Blare. 

hee 7 bemis only there to reft permits, 

With thee,. the Town, till thou return'ft, Jhe quits: 

There (halt tho II find me read y to Embrace , 

Thy Rural Sports, and fO~!lrd urgC1'the Chace. ,, ! 

vice at a Horre, I'll looTe 'tbc:.-Rein; 

And Sput" the foanUog Beaft, and fCOUT the lain~ 

Ride as tho\1 wilt, I'll not be far behind, 

And fuit to ev'ry Sport my willing Mind. 

, (llJ. fom times view around the ~audy Scene, ~ 

Walk in the Groves, and on the flowry Gre'co, 
t:-

Or wander on the Banks of Potycrene *. 
And ----

'II; .A Spring b~f ' Lt~ue /m" Baville, {o n4 " bJ MtmJieur 
,L1Moignon. 



, 

And bile e fee him fpread his lib'ral ouret, 

We'll of the Virtues undifturb'd Difcourfe. 

Tby Studies Clall be the.r: our afcful Then>c, , 

'And what we 1hou'd Defpife, and what Eftecm ; 

Of falfc nd real Goods, e there will Talk, 

And thus improve aur Morn a.nd Evening Walk. 

We'll Scimc. feek, when we from To n retire; 

T e Way which to fair Glory lead, inquire. 

And if, when be perceives he's apt to Err . . 
A Man of Honour, with himfelf {hou'd bar. 

To Fame fubftantial, we'll the P~ths explore; 

Whether vaft Know/edt. or found Virtue" Lore, . 
ConduCt .us fureft to the diftant Shore. 

Thus to eoga me to thy [elf, thou know'ft, 

Proud of fo wi e a Friend, (0 great a Hoft. " 

How eafie in our Solitude, bow left? 

If no lmpertinent$ difturb oar Reft. 

But 

------------~--~~ --~--~~~---,----
.. Horace, [peaking of his Country Diverfio7ls, Lib. 11. Sat. VI. 

f!I Ver. 72. • ' 
--_____ qupd magis ad nos 

Pel'tinec & n fcire malum clt~ agieilmu!: utrumne 
Divitiis homine • an Int virtuee beat.; 
Quidve ad amicicias, ufusorellumne t rahat n('~; 
Etqu~fi[ atut b ni, ftllumumquequid ejus. 



But where ruch Cr come,.wc·re.u e 

Fools will be there, and Fools we m endure. 

Doty to tbee, Imler';" nts .wiD fend,. ,. 

'And Coxcombs come, when e ex pea a Friend. 

Thus wben, for Three () Four, we lo.oic artNight, ' 

In whoin we may, both Profit and Delight; IJ 

Oft, (and what, Help?) To difappoint Hopes; 

Both Houfe Ilnd Park will be beCteg'd by 1?~ps. 

Then Happy he, ho to fome Cave can fiy, 

'And fafe witbhl its fecret Co,·ert lie: 

Thl D,villARe 'hI hindmoft, is the. Cry. 

EP 

f • 

. j ... 



lnfpire 

The lab'ring AClor with thy Heav'nly Fire 1 
• 

How is the Player by thy Paffion, warm'd, 

And ho the udience with his AtHon charm'd ? 

Thy Spirit animates the moving Scene 

For the beft Aaor's but a good achine. 

• At .Au/is, when fair lphigtni4 bled, 

Not half fo many Tears the Gr~cillns filed; 

s when * Ch4nme/e, with her Name difguis'dl 

as in . thy IPHIGENI.A S crific'd: 



y learn'd "ritings, our App1aufe conft 

And cv·ry Vote, with ev"ry Heart you gain : 
. I 

Yet, dOIl't belieYe, you're aJways ftire to ta e, 
- -

The risk is Great, w hen you the Road forfake. 

A hundred Parties will againft you rife, 

And Rivals view you with malignant Eyes. 
. . . 

'* Such Mifchief ever too much Light qeods, 

Nor free from Envy will you find your Friends. 

Death only can confurnmate Worth defend, 
r, • 

, . 

~rom Wrong and Envy, which with Lite will end. . 
T 

A Poet dead; good Senfe his Writings weighs, 

And fc ts th lawful Price 'opon his Plays. 

E're MOLIERE lay in charitable Ou!!:, . . 
How fi were to his Mufe and Merit fuft? 

( (! ; ., 

Coxcombs and Fools wou'd fcarce for Senre alloW; 
~ 

Thofe Strokes that are fo much'commend~d now. 

As foon as a lIew 'Piece of his was pbY'd, 

':New Fools were aoger'd, and new Criticks made~ 

~ , . 

I,go'rane .. 

-------------~----
• ,. Horace. Lib. 11. Epifl. t. {pukiMofHercules. , 

Comperic invidiam fupremo finedomui. 
Uric enim fulgore fuo qui proegravat artes 
Infra fe poficas . ex tihltus amab\cur idem. 



Ign'rance and Error, like falfe M-Ar'lJt«'s Oreft, 

.Defam'd his Wit and his beft Plays d pr~ft. 
\ "" " 

Molt Fault was -found, where molt his Geniu~ (hOl1~ 
• 

So wife, fo jult, was our indulgent Town. 
" ~ 

. This Lor , wou'- have t e CeDe be more exaCl. 

ADd thai, i~ tird1before the Second Act. " 
" The Reaion i~, be; fears tbe Piaure's know n,. 

And t!rke~" Offende, becaafe fo like his 'Own. . . 
Another v{ndicates the Bigot'S Caure, 

, I 

And fain againft 'the Bard wou'd arm the Law. 

The Court he Sacrifices to the Pit, 

The Marquis raves, aDd damns his fauc' Wit;, 

But when the Sifters «Ut the fa"tal Thread, 

And rank'g hi with "the Number of the Dead, 

Than !trait his Cond~a' and his Wit were beft/­

And now they firmly frand tbe Critick's Teff. 

• With hill} was Comedy, they cry'd, interr'd, 

And [carce the Ancients are to him preferr'd ; 

His Death was to the Buskin fuch a blow, 

'T has De're recovered, lince"it fell fo low. 

Sucb was with us the Comic MQ~ s Fate, 

And is tbe Tn.g;, ill a. better State? 



Yo then who SopIHcl,Mf Heights Cl'plore; 

And tread the Steps the GreciAn trod before, 

Who guide your Mufe by his U~ef'riDg ight~ ' 
• 

And gild the Ctltick Stage with Beams as bright 1 
Who in thy Art fQ m oy doft elCcel1, ,.. 

f 

And comfort PAri, for decay'd CORNEILLE. 

It Fools fbou'd with thy Merit be too free, 

And Envy-fix her pois'noDs Teeth on thee; 

bink it !'lot {trange, if Sla~der Qlould prevail, 

Hea-v'n fuffers tbat to Bite, and this t<fRail. 

And a5 in aO Thiggs, [0 in this is Wife, (lies. 

KnQws wlt~re our Streijgth,. and where oar. We~Jui~fS 

Merit grows Lazy in Repofe, and Sle~p$, 

But Envy frill awake a Genius kee : 

It I'nIps the Mufes Wings, and in ~er flight, 

Helps her to Soap to the fublimeft Height. 

The more to Ruin her when Malice {hives, . . 
The more {be quickens in her Growth, and thdv 5 ~ 

. If t~e CID ne'er had perfi cuted been, 

• CINN.A had never grac'd the Gallic .. c nt~ 

Perhaps, bad PH RHVS been more jllftly us'd, 

A BVRRHVS thou hadft not fo [opn prodac'd . 
• 



Can on pale Rnvy 10.9 , and not Repine: 

\ Free, as I found my Humour, and my Mind, 
r • . 

Not form'd by Nature of the pliant Kind, 

" I ftock'd JIlY !elf witb pfeft l Foes betimes, 

And whetted on their harden'd Spite my Rhymes. 

. More to their Hate (I grant) lowe than aU 
. . 

That France a Talen~ bas been pleas'd to call. . . 
Againft me when they rQfe, their venom'd pitt', 

Serv'd when I Tro~, tq keep my Steps upright; 

Wi.t~ Caution, ~v'ry ,Line I ve~ur'd, came, 

As ready to CC)['recx, as they to Blame. 

Beware, I to my felt, wou'd ofte~ cry, 

The Band obfe5ves- thee with a dang'rous Eye ~ 

By their Advic my Verfcs I revjew'd, 
I 

And mended them, if their Rem rks were good • 

• Charg'd with an Error, no Rep]y I make, 
• 

But Anfwer by corretling the Miftake. 

Wben Crimind to render me. they {trove, 

1\1y Vengeance was in Virtue to iOlprove~ 

R.A~I!,E, thy fc If by my Example guide, 



When Author's fball, to wrong thy Fame, Cabal; 

Turn to tby Good, their ilJ·intended Gan ; 

Laugh a~ their Noife, like Wind away it fii • . . 
And 'both theif Fol-ly: a nd their Spite defpife,' 

Let 'em expofe their IA1~l)tence, and Rail,€, 

Can Ignorance againft thy"Verfe prevail? . 

The French Parnllffus, honour'd by thy Vein, 

Thl Glory will againft their Plots maintain. -

For Thee fbe'll jun: Ponerity engage, 

And quickly fileflee their ungrateful Rage: 

When'p HvEDRAs cruel Fate,their Heartsfuall melt; 

And they o,ece feel the Pity we have felt: 

Palfe but ReluCtant wben they view the Fair, .. 

Her hated Inceft, and her full Defpaif: 

They with julL Wonder tbe great \C'ork ,!ilJ fee, 

And bIers the happy Age fo bleft in thee. 

An Age thatrdoes in glorious ACts abound, 

Yet molt for thy illuftrious Toils renown'd. 

W,ha~ if fuch Criticks fnarl, they do no harm, 

Thy \Vorks wi1l1e[s ' o~end, wben lefs tbey char-m·: 

:! What 



E. 
What, if our Writings OJou'd dull P,rrin pleare, 

Or duller CorrAl fhou'd their Worth confers. 

n ruch as they our reall/alue raire? 

. Or our Fame live the longe for their Ptaife 1 

. What, if, tbe fool11h Author of S,nli. 

Approv'd 'em, wou'd it to their Hon,our be? 

. If Amitlt's dry Tranfiator's vain Applaufe 

Gave Judgment for them, Wou'd it gain the Caufe"? 

Wou'd it increafe our Merit and our Fame? . , 

Or is it in their Pow'r to fave or damn? 

No, no, a Name fo purchas'd ,annot laft ;\ . 

But if they're to the Court and Country's ta e, 
• I 

Why {bou'd we deign a urelers Praife to take, 
• 

Or Judges own, who can no Judgment make . 
• 

If we the greateft King on Barth can pleafe, . 
And entertain him in his Hours of Eafe. 

·If Conde, at ChAnti/li's cbarming Grove, 

Suffers my Satires, and tby Scenes approve. 

Vol.H. f • If 

------------------~------------~~­t 

* Horace Lib, I. Saf. x. Ver. 78. 
Men mo eat cimex P ntjlius? 
Plotius Be Vuius, ?Y,lecaluas: Virgiliufque, 
Valgius, Be probet hzc Ofiavius opcimus, acgue 
Pufcu$. Be here utinaltl Vifcorum laudc:t uterque.. 



T.L .B vn 
If Enguien likes them, Cql~,rt and ytfl"'n'~ . 

If RochefoueAu" MarfitlAc and Pomp,n',.; . ~ 

And if a Thoufa'nd more, llom I'coa'd Name; 
Applau~ our Verfes, thei

Q 
'Applaufe is Fame. -I 

Oh! That Montauiier,(whioh the Work wod~ab:~ n) 

Wou'd to their Approbation, add his own r .. 
'Tis to fuch Readers I my 'Works J:,refent, , 

I 

. -...... 

Proud of their Praife, and with their Votes content. , 

But for the common Criticlar; for the Croud, " 

The Merit of whore Voice b~ that they're Loud: 
-

. Who cry up eV'ry dull infipid Piece, . . 
• IJ,. , 

Whom P ppet-Shows and ~anciDg-Dogs can pleafe, 

With Cadence {ince they're neither to':1ch'd,nor Wit, 

" Leave thou to Pradon fach a fenfelefs Pit. 



, To the ING. 

~ Rare t SIR, to Conquer. or t ~eafe to write; 

\,::..J You know my forward More was- born to Bite: 

But tho' her Style confeffes it, 1he fain 

Wou'd rife. to Sing the Wonders of Thy Reign. 

aer Talent" fbe difowo5;' (he's aU, for Praife, 

And t~ Thy Glory now her Voice wou'd raire; 

Compell'd by 1.;al, the quits her common Road, 

And mcafures Syllables to form an Od,. 

Or elfe, Ole daring, like the Mallt"an Swan, 

Of a new f.l'£nrid forms th' audacious Plan. 

Thus fweetly fiattet'd, I new Paths explore, 

EutFlag, when I attempt aloft to Soar. 

Thefe Flights, fo little with her Style agree; 

Her they Difhonour, and not Hopour Th~e. 
• 

Force, are-in my Verfe! found, nor Grace, 

And iU Things fcem in • an improper Pla,e. 

• 

f 1 Your 



E PIS T ~ E. VIII. 

Your Valour is fo obftinately ben 

On COllqueft, to Npofe 'twill ne'er Confent: 

IT you'd a Year for Br~atbing_time allow, . 

My Mufe mi~ht not fuc eed fo III as now. 

Perhaps, lfae inight recover her loft Time, I . 
And reach, as well as others, the Sublime. 

The French Parmljffls, not exempt from Crimes,­

Provokes her ~ith new SubjeCts and new Rhymes. 

Your Triumphs interrupt her in her Courfe, 

And on her Genius put a Pleafing Force. 

Scarce werf our Harps for conquer'dLimbourgh ftrung, 

Before Bouchain and Conde muft be fungo 

Nothing can quench your' Thirft of 4igh Renown, 

From Fame to Fame you run, from Town to TOWD~ 

Perforining in one Day, what in a Year, 

We fcarc~ can tell, or in our Tale come near. 

If ever you are tir'd with forcing Walls, 

An~ Cares of Rule recal you to Ver{"illu. 

You with a thoofand .other Virtues come, 

To Dazle a d E mbarrafs me at home. .• 

The nearer they're beh Id, they ftrike the more; .. 
h n Abren~ we admire, what Prefene we adore. 

In 



tIn that rweet Dwelling, fun of noble Charms, 

The Hero fhines s glorious as ~n Arms. 

Thou bear'{b alone the Crowns increafing weight, 
• 

And art t-he "Only .A~l"s of the State . . 

.Arts tho haft cherHh'd, a d with Hands profufe1 

Rewardea. .and Inrich'd the Critic Mufe . . 
. Thou ev'n to Satire doft thy Grace extend ; 

What Monar,ch was to Troth fo much a Friend? 

Ah ! 'Tis too mach; Too far your Bounty goes; 

Satyric Poets may to Fools be Foes: 

But apt by Nature to be Malecontent, 

They can't, how,ever favour'd, hide thei Bent. 

Our Mufe will oft be Lazy, Flag and Fal1, 

And Choler wa s to bear her up, and Gal . 

1hanks handfome y to Pay, we (hive in Vaii) ; 

But, SIR, moft Elegantly can Compillin. 

Oh! Had I liv'd1. in tbofe finifter Reig.os, 

When Kings, defpifing thy Fatigues and Pains, 

To Miniftersrefign'd the Sovereign Sway, i • 

Making them MaRers who were born t'Obey.; 

WhQ !lever fteer'd r:h,e Helm, and only lent 

Their Name,8nd were wi~h That and Bafe, content. 

s 

How 
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A LoeCe allow 1d to my fevercr Lays, 

How ~afae f~C?m my ~ein had Sat"re P,l)WD~ 
. r 

. And Jefts as faft as (he cou'd put' '~fIl do"n ! 

But i'n· thy Reign, ther~'& \bothing but ~arpr~ze, 
And lifting up to Heav'n onf Hands and Eyts: 

Paying our grateful Thanks to Him, who bleft 

This Kingdom with the greateft King and Bell. 

Thee to Admire, incelfantJy I'm forc'd, 

And Satire and the Mufe are now divorc'd. 

l've now no Malice, when 1 write, no Spiten ; 

My C nfure' vanilh'd, and I'vecbang'd the Scene. ' 

Thy Virtlles Lewis all my Thought$ engage, 

And, in thy Favour, I forgive the A'ge. . 
~. 

Now wl~h erea-ed Head, * Brebeuf appears, . 

No Critic apprehenas, nOll Satire fCdrs. 

The croud of. Authors now renounce the Rules, ;, 

'And Nonre~fe ev'ry where's adv~nc'~ by Fool • 

• 

1t Brebeuf, 1r4liflilfor of Lucan', I'!JJlr{illi .. 



ITo E.';' Poem 

To Speeebe Academic, and EJfays : 

I Plfr;n his Gift, may as be' pleas'd difpJay, 
• 

And the Fr'Mb Stage to Prllaon be a Prey. 

While I Deh Writers and eir Works neglect,­

And the 'buge Volume of tbf Deeds conca .. 

. This fhOll'd the Mures only Buunefs be, 

She Minds, fhe Hears, and nothing Knows, but Thee. 

Yet by no mercenary Zeal's infpir'd, 

Nor with mean Views of Partial Favour fir'd. 

Thou know'ft, fhe cOIl'd not Ilch vile Ends endure; . . 
Her Pallon's ChaRe, and her Devotion reo 

Before Thy Bounty foaght me, 'twas the fame; 

J burn'd to Wr' c, nor,coa'd { hide my Fl me. 

Thee on~y I adlflircd-

This, I with Pleafllre faid a thoufand Ways, 

. And ev' n in Satire's BoCom learnt to Pr~ire. 

Since with thy Gifts 1 have been over charg'd, 

ave they, my Poems, or my Zeal enlarg'd ? • 

No, (hall I fay ir; Oft a jult Remorfe 
• 

HIS cbeckt th Flame, and ftopt.me in my Courfe. 

84 M 
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o the fame Value tbat they ' ere before: 

I'm paid, and that dimini1hes the Price ; 
• r 

For P 'aife to Zeal (bould only owe its Rife. 

The World will, wh~n write, I rea, cq¥clude, 
I 

My Tranfports ~nly fi()w from raftude: 

Lefs with Futurity mv Works will Weig&, 

,And Your Fame ruffer, SIR, becaafe Yt>a Pay: 

.-
I 

But finee You're with this proud Remorfe difpleas'd, 

I'll {hive to Conquer it, and do ,my beft. 

f An your Bounty ha inrich'd Jbou'd Plead . , 

This vain ~' . cnfe to ev'ry Glorious Deed; 

Who'd to Pofterity Thy Fame conv~y, 

And o'er the future World Thy OeMs difplay. 

Oh ~ rather with redoubled Notes ~ts fing, 

Tune ev'ry Harp, and . touch eacfl trembling String. 
, , 

My Zeal, he waat of G nius; fbaU (apply; 

As Hordce did before me, fo win ,. 

Wi 1 Vapours He, as well as l, was vext, 

And with a douhie Mofe alike perplfxc. 

He vented on his. Paper, 0 t h.s Sple~D, , 
Fine was hi~ Praife, and yet his Satire keen. 

o I 



IHim, in my Verre, to Copy, I pretcnd 

CtllliDp provok'd, may be my Friend, 

As ready, as fhe did ' his Call attend: 
• 

That-Han,d which * r.wu's Follies cou'd proclaim, 

,~nd m ~ Tigellius t wi ImmDrtal Shame; 

. ~ou'd ni~ve fair plyeer" with tender Lays, 

And nri~e the founding Lyre in C4Ars Praife. 

Follow his bright Example. Can'fi: tbou find, 

Q M~fe ~ Better, to improve thy Mind? 

rhus 0 my felf, 1 f~y, and take the Lyre, 

~tri~e the ~ebounding Strings,and to his Song arpin: .. 

The ~ocks ~ethinks are lift'niog when I play~ 
A,nd ,Dancing Woods my pow'rful Notes obey; 

My Verfe comes flowing l~ke a mighty Stream, 
; . . . 

When'Hoy",e i my Guide, and Lewis is my Tb me. 

~' Hold--- Ho14- I hear the Reader cry, 'tis true; 
, I 

" H.or~,e had many Gifts, but, What .have you? 

" For yoo, pray, What ha niggard Nature done; 

~"What arc your Talents, that fo faft you f'pn? 

RV'll 
• 

-:-:---- ----------~-------

,. .A ~man Sel1ator. • 
.., , ' 

t· .A famous Mujieiin, 'l.'cry 11IU'''' eOe;m'd ;11 ""s Tim; '111 fil.-
1I0ur'l. bJ huguftu!. , ',. 
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" E"n ']u'/J,rNIl aael P"PIII, yog exc;cU 

" In Impooence, bDl -Pimhma .. Dub as weD '·: • 
" . . 

What can I fay to fa~h R!boKes, as there'? . r • 
I 

I find they may confound me. th~. with Rafe:
u 

: I 

LeaR, SIR, l1hou'd you Dea(hlefs \G~ry ~ron"'t 

'And raife more eenfares on ~y dpring Song, i i f "'~S 
I !top at o.qce, Admire.. An~ bold my Tongue. , 

BP , ... 



lnfcrib'd to the Right Honourable 

The Lord Chancellor 

CO W PER . 

'. • 

COWPER, How fooIiOl wou'd that Author b , 

. V.!ho ,brought faife Praife and Flat~ery to th(e, 

WhC? from the Tygris to the Th4mu wou'd bear 

Thy Name, to catch Thee in the Poet's Snare? 

Thy fearthing Judgment w~u'd the Fraud defpife, 
• • 

And breaking tbro' the Net the·Che,i('chaftife. • 



No~ thus, thofe trivial Talents who deUg bt, 

In the dull Praifes of a Parafite, 

rWho tickl'd with a Song~er's (oothing Lies, 
C J 

Delight to hear him lilt 'em to the Skies: 

And never think themfe es fa hig~lY ,graqd, 

As when in Durfey's Upper-Story plac'd: 

Such fulfom Panegyricks you deteft, ~.. -

Yet wou'd not f1,111enly refqfe th~ heft. 

Nor, like fame ' furly Politicians, [puni 

The H and that brings it, and his ,Zeal ret{lrD ' 

With loud Reproaches, or with filent Scorn. 

Fraife fhou'~ be Pine, and delicately Writ; 

The fame that you, and fuch as yon per:mit. 

~hen from the mod eft Bards officiou Song, 

The~e rifes no Perfume which fmells C'ltoo {hong. 

Novice, of his' Incenfe too prof~fe, 
, 

Will often) hofe he wou'd commenc;l, abufe; 

. ~ 

With borrow'd Wreaths his Hero's Temples grace, . . 
Give 1: Back-blow, and {trike him in the Face. 

Tflus 

--~--.------'--------
* H 'b ' orace, Lt • II. 4t. I. fer. 20. 

Cui male Ii pal pare, recalc;ilrat undique tutlll. 
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Thus the Fr.en,h Poets in a pompou~ Strain; 

May talk of TeUe's Vitlories in Sp"jn; 

Of Pilleroy's mighty Co quefts and Anjoll's, 

And LeAl retreating from e bold ThtJJoufi: 

Of Mar ,Aunt beaten, and Eugen, deceiv'd, 

And Br.bAnt by Bavaria reHev'd. 

A Man of Worth, who is himfelf lincere, , 

No counterfeit ~pplaufe wi\] deign to bear: 

As. if fome wretched Author lbou'd pretend, 

Your Deeds,of Arms and Triumphs to comm 

Inftead of PaintiDg your unweary'd Zeal 

For Ann"'s Service, and ,your Country' Weal, 

YourlWifdom, Vigilance, and folid Senfe, 
• 

Your Equity and charming Eloquence, 
• I 

Your Learning and your Love of Arts. Suppofe, 

* Like Mllrs, he d,rcw you driving on your Foes; 

Like .A1e;ander at the Granic Flood, 

Or ftern AchiUes ftain'd with Trojlln Blood; 

• 
, * Horace, Lib. /. Epiff. X'?l. Ii intum, Yer. 25. 

Si quis bella tibi terra pugoata, marique 
Dicat. & his verbis v uas permulcj:at autes: 
Tene m gis falvum populus velie, an populum til, 
Servet in ambiguo qui cODfulit & tibi & urbi 
Jupiter, Augufti laudes aguo[cere poffis. 



A true Mtcl.1'tai in the Britijh State, 

Shou'd he a lab'ring Hercules delign, 

You'd cry, the PifJure's brlbro's, ttna ",t mint I 

And tince {be did fo ill her Patron chufe, 

ImI50fe eternal Sil nee on the Mure. 

A Doble Spirit with i felf content 

Like Beauty needs no Foreign' Ornament; 

It fcorns by others Merit to be rais'd, 

for another's Virtues to be prais'd. 

What, if a Coxcomb, who his Man miftookf 
( 

ShQu'd fay, when I am lick, How well you looi. 

\~hat Service wou'd it be? I ftiD fhiju'd. feel 

' Til, Fever, and be ne'er the foonerc weU. 

Nothing but Truth is lovely, nothing fair, 

And nothing pleafes us but Truth is there. 
l , 

Truth !hou'd diret1 the 'Poets fruitful Vein; . 
In al) Things, even in the Fablt reign; 

For FiCtion, by a FaUhood, wcll-dcfign'J, 
c -

Conveys fome facre}l 7ruth into the Mind; 

Or eIfe 'tis Cold, Impertinent and Vain, 

The Dream of a diftemper'd Poet's Brain. 

" 
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hy, bat that ~ih with n'ry Tale agrees, 

Shou'd S.t;r ,.nor-than other Poems pleafe 1 

SAt'r., whofe Numbers ar not alway Sweet, 

Nor Language leiant, nor urn Polite; . ' 
· For Rr~fo" Ole'D with ra,ged Rhymes difpence, . 
And never for the So.ma neglect the S,nft. 

'T,..,tb reigns, and NMurr ftill prevails o'er Art; 

~Tis th~t which Ihik~s the Eye,and. moves the Heart; 

In equal Scales {he Good and Evil weight, 

And can't a Scoundrel for a CtJj.r praife. 

A Satyriff, .whofe Heart-directs his Head, 

Writes only, what he to himfelf has fa'td; 

And tho' his Metre may be Good er Ill, 

1n ev'ry Couplet the~e's fome Meaning ftilJ • 
• >Tis by this Meaning that he Q1akes his Way; 

We willi we (ou'd the fame of Weill? fay; 

• Of Heaps of idle Tales, and taking Plars, 

Of Sonnets, new Adventures, and E['ay~ • 

. Wher'c Readers by the Titles are mined, 

· A.,rui much is Often [polr, but nothing [Aid. 

~ Slttir, her felf, that lhoa'd be fo fin cere, 

As well as· any other M4Jfe, may err., 



No Sou1·5 fo Joft, hu by a nicer View; 

Some Part or othe, may be faand Ulltrue: 

In our own Figores to be eI?- we feat.J 

Leave NAture all of us, nd Vh:ards "ear. 

The moft Sincere difplea c us oft by this, • " 

A'nd no Man dares appear for what be is. 

Yon Wight, w hom all that know his Weaknefs, Jbn0i . 

And fly him as they ou'd from Mifchief run; 

Who, when he fixes on a Perfon, ftays, 

Tattles.tit} another ta ea hi's Plac~ ; 

Has Senfe enough, and is by Nature fad, 

As gay, as -be Affetb to feem, and glad, 

IS Joy but rarely riling frem his Heart; 

Obliges him to over~aa hi Part: 
• H {bocks you with Civility, as fuch 

Difpleafe you molt, who ftrive to pleafe too much. 

Nature by ad)' and by Art is fpoil'd, 

While v'ry Thing is eh fl'bing in a Child: 

Its Ii "Ie Tongue, fcarce loofen'd from its Place, 

Lifps "o t its Thoughts, and what "it Thinks, it fays.1 

It utters all its oecl without Difguife, 

But errs bet"mes, and mixes.Truth with Lies. 
• I • 



N.,.re or Tmh inaruas as when it charms; 

Bot FiJb'tul neither pleafes nor informs: 

. NAI,",'s in aU Tbings w a we fir! admire, 

Bu~ FAlJhood, be it ne'er fo e, will tire. 

. A Soul b}) NAtur, fullen and morofe, 
• 1!.y'n pleafes, when its genial Bent ic 1liows. 

,Eacb Man, if taken in Himfelf, would pafi ; 

'Tis when he Mimi'ks otbers, he' an Ms. 
His Air fhou'd always with himfelf agre , 

Another's only can offe~d in me. 

When DorimAnt the generoDS and kind, 

The great .and rich in all Things but his Mind; 

Who for his lovely Ignoraace as fam'd, 

Kept to his Tale'Ats, he was never blam'd: 

He lately is a mighty DoCtor grown,l 

The firft and fierceft Critic in the Town; 

• Of Poems and of Poets too the Flail, • 

, And none without his Favour can prevail. 

" 'Tis for the Mllfic that he fee the Play, 

And vifits for the Verfe the Opera: 

He .flies to T ttflI,rl/U1, to hear thi Tane.; 

And for found Re fon to Ar{mo. rug •• 

Vol. n. , Tbu 
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Thus; whether of a Scene or 0 a Son ; 

He ftiD will Judge, and ftilJ is i the wrong; 
f ' 

Striving to mend hirtlfe f, 'mfelf he' fpoil; 
, 

F,rom an Original a Cop yile! 

PriJ, and Itffitled Knowledge, lefs dnn • e 

A Man's Defert, tha~' humble ignorance. 

Truth, as it charm'd at firlt, will always pleare, 

While FAljbooJ'S fading Plearures-quickly ceak. 

In vain a Mimic, or a Stage-Buffoon, 

reaks his rllde Jeft, and Reads his lewd Lampoon; 

Striving to make his lavifh Patrons lau~h, . 
• 

When their full iJowJs with filthy Mirth they quaff. 

H's vile Grimaces, ana his beaftly: Jefts 

Q M y ferve fome Country Squire's drunken Feafb; 

But take and prove him by himfelf, you'll find, 

His Wit and Worth were Impudence and Wind: 
.. 

Bring him to eafon, and you'll fee him turn 

To Dirt., a gloomy Wretch below your Scorn . .. 
Give me the ,Man who's Witty, Gay, and ree, 

Of whom we like the more, the more we fee; .. . , .. 
Who lays his Boforn open to oar Sight, 

For Virtue only call endure the Light: 

" 



Vice fhiip, ,be Cay, aDd reeks the dusky Shade, 

Like Gbofts, an Vizards, of tbe Morn afraid: 

We learPl oqr Thoughts, ur,ru~oars to difguife; 

. And loft be Freedom of oJ r Minds, by Vi". 

. MAn in vld ilV-cS by painfal Labour py'd, 
r r' And ne'er Deceiving nevcr was Deceiv'd; 

E'er Perjury was to ~hC' Noyt1WJ known, 

And Nations ere by Wiles and Word$ undone; 

No Sophift could by ~gic then ,devife 

A Secret to cOJ}found t~ Truth with Li s ~ 

Nor Orator fo ell his Words cou'd range, 

As FIClJhood into feeming Truth to change J . . 
BUl Wealth and Plenty foon the World mined, 

.... And Vanity by I len~fs was bred • 
• 

Man growjng Rich, ~aed to be Great, 

To fuine w'th borrow'd Airs, and live in Sate : 

_ Gay Dreffcs, gild d Chariots, witb _ Trai 

. ' Commenc'd, nd Vice bega her g udy Reign: 

'. For Pearls the Merchant fearch'd the JnJilln Shoret 

The Rocks or Rubies, a tb.e Mioes or Ore : > 

. ' Silks on the Lpom in vario!)s Figur' lie, 

And Tyrillt1 Purple tlains ahe native ~Y" 

&" 
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The Laclic. fmootb tb 'Wtink1e~ on tbe"r Brows 

By Art, aDd to the Lin, add the 'Ro/i. " 

The plaiftet'd Beauties ide their pale Difeafc, l' 

ADd make themfclves a handfom as they pleafc. 

ThenCourts were fill'd withCr~uds of c~ing(Dg Slaves, , . ;;l 

And Men were made, by Luft of Money, Knaves: 

Thus Flatt~ry abounding, and Deceit, I 

,The World became an univerfal Cheat. 

But of aU Cheats, ApoUQts Sons tbe worft, 

~ frail, and were infeaed with the firft : . 

. The fpot1ef~ Paper they with Lies defil'd, 

And Truth$s pure Image by bafe FiCtion foil'd : 

Odes, St~NUI'S, Protoguu, Mercenary Lays, 
\. 

' Lo g Fllftian Drdi~lItio11J, fill'd with Praife, 
( 

Where the kind Hrro, who was ne'er in War, 

Tho'Squinting, or One-ey'd, was deem'd a Star. 

Not that by any Thing I've raid, I 1hive, 
• The World of Praife unjuftly to deprive. 

Prai~ is the Life, the very Soul of Song, 

The rkbelt Tribute of the tuneful Throng ; 

The Mufes fwceteft Pleafure, and the heft, 

To you, "'tr LORD, and ruch as you addrcft ; 

Where 

i 

- .),:1 
.~ 

-r" 



Where nothing groff or fulfom fhocks the Ear t 

But what a Man of Worth may fpeak or hear. 

,Praife which on virtuous AtHons is beftow'd, 
• 

Has in all Times with Reafc been ~1Jow'd 

A rare P fume, whofe Aromatic Smell 

Invites tne Reader to defene as weli : 

, 'Tis only tben otfenfive, when apply'd 

To favour Vanity, or flatter Pdde. 

But when yoa can a modeft Allthq,' truft, 

On~ who to Decency and Truth is jun; 

You freely may his faithful Praifes hear, , 
And nothj.Qg to offend yoar Virtae fear. . . 
Nor need we feek for Virtues in the Ski s 

To fpeak y~ur orth, fo many {trike our Eyes. 

The Glory Yoa, (he Guardian of our L4WJ, 

Who hold the Stifles of J uftite with Applaufe : 

• Cou'd we apt Words and eqaal Pbrafes find, 
• 

To teU the ~onders of yoar lab'riog Mind. 

Coa'd we your known Integrity relate, 
. " 

Or how a thourand Ways you ferve the State.-
, . 

How bravely in the Breach you pft have ftoad, 

And ward with F-aaion for Jour Cogntry', Good ; 
• 



You, wh 
WithOllt Difpleafare, wou'd behold a true. 

Ev'n Mtfrl'brt1, whore viaorioo lowap 

Lefs dread ful to the Ei ch than 'Fllftltrtt/; 

. M"rrbrl1 himfelf wonld not difdain · 0 re , 
True Dra ghts of BJepheim, or ol Ramlllj; 

Nor ~ bright Image of his Oeeds difoW~" 

By ROTPe defign'd, or drawn' b'1 AJdijdn. 

But a dun Poet, wbo with fenfdtfs Songs' 

,1ffaults him, and his mighty Cooquefts wrollg~ ; . 

In vain his Fuftian Ealogicswould bring, .-
nd cry a;load--- Arms, And the MAn 1 ftng~ , 

With Scorn, he'd look upon the worthlef. Page~ 

" ·And fling it from him with judicious Rage. 

Thence falling to the Groom or Coachman's Lot; 

1£ may a while be Thumb'd, ~nd then-Forgot. 

~ I 





1 Don't lno'tP 'tPh,ther th .Thr,e Epiftles 1 nof/'1 pre/,nt ' 
to the Public'tPilJ meet itb a great many Admirers : 

.But [ know very well, my' Cenfors wil/ ji1fa 4bu"dAntl, . 
",her''tPithAl to exerc;fe their Critic;fms ; [fir e 'J Thi;,: 
i" 'em is extremely put tfl the venture. In tIh, Firlli, , . 111 
V"der Pretence of condemning my own W6rls, J ma& 
my own Elogium, IIna forget nIXhing that cou'd b, {Aid 
to my Aavantag.. In tb, Second, I enteru,in my fllf 
'tPith my Gard'ner, upon trivial MAtters; And in the 
Third, Tak. upon m, hilidly to aetermine the g"atejJ Il1Id 

",off importAnt Point in Religion, [ ".""n, th, Love of 
God: I there/lire give my Cenfors a [Air Occajion t(l 4t-
t 4' me, the Proud Poet, .,he Rwie Peafitnt, 4'1d the 
Prefumptuoul Divine. However, as jiron! 4S ,b,ir Ef-
[grrl mAy be, I queftiOfJ, Whether they wilt foale th, firm 
Refolution [ ... hAve long finettden, never to make ~n, 
Reply to \Dhatever Jhou'd be written agAinff me, ICt ""ft 

a tb A.1t{rv,r atly O'le in a grave MAnn.r. . :. 
And indeed,To what End fhould one neet.'lefly wape Pltper! II 

I; ~v Epiftles 4r, bad, IlO that I can fity .,.,ilJ not md, 
'em better: If they are good, All that c;n be urg'd agAi-nJi 
"m will nat make 'em 'R1or[e. The . Public is not II judge 
liolp[e to be corrupted,nor IS it govern'd by anothers PAffions. 
The effe{} All Criticifms h4ve ~g,,;'nft fuch Pieces AS , 

pltAJe, ollly helps forwArd their gmer4l Re&eption, And ' . 
fhOW! the Merit af 'em the better. '1is ,jJential ttl " ' 
good Book to .,.eet with Cenfors; And the greAtep ni{­
grlfce (which , .. n happen to " Work, aft,r 't;'s publifo'd, 

. is, not th.«t Abundance of People [peak i/l of it, but ,h.t ,...0 
.Body fp .tks of it tit liN. . 

For 'Wbich Reafon I ·foall not be in th, iellft conClrn'd, if ' 
,htle Three Epifrles are attllck'd. 'Tis moft ccrt.in 
I h"ve bem lit "gr'llt deRi (If PAins bout '1m, '/pc­

ci.L1y 



PACE. 
'iAIl] du,', .,pt11l The LoY( of God, hid, / I1I1W ,,,,;l~ 
"ur Ih." Dntl; ."a 141711", 1 mAa, tlfo Df A8 tM 111;/. 

it ""a '}_g",,1ft I f/14S MAJi" of,,,, li'lli"g it tb. fi iJbi"f 
Strd,. .At firj, I ;nt,nd,a to p1ibliJb it [mgly, b" .. J. 

. oth". Toft' m'li too . rifl ' ~ til API'Ar 'Q)ith fo JmOlls 
~ Work, .1 thllt Epifll" B", (om' of m) Frienas, ,,. 
.• f fI'? good 'S",!" perffi.d" m', Th"t t'oft Two Epi­
nle , ,1i~ 'n th, pl,A/Allt St)I" Wlr, bow,'II" *l'0n M r l 
Sfibj,-Efs, tJ,h", nothing 'Q)AS Tilught but wh.t WitS Yirtuol4s; 

nd thllt tb.jr "'pptATing with th, orh" wou'a be [0 i",. 
from I'ffin;ng it, thllt th,,; wou' a milk, IV'n An Ag".It"b/, 
r.r"t); b'jia,s, II gTlltt WUIIl) Min of Worth afla Honour 
d,[u-ing to hA'II' th,m liD Three, J fou'a not hAndfom/1 
r,{u!, [0 JmllO II R'qutjl, iHlt r,"aity complid with tb.ir 

, D,mAnas, lU1a thus the R,,,J,r wiD find th,m ,ol,tln,. 
Notwitthjflll1di"g which, ,herr being [om' Religious br. 
fon", .,.,ho mAy not Cllrt to troubl, th,mftlvlJ 'IlI,tb (. n ... 
.flJ,erI"tion with my Gard'ner, A"d th, Verfes to my 
Book, 'tts fit 1 Jhould giv, them NotiCt,Thllt 1. hav, ora,,'d 
,h, Laft, which tr'Ats of ,he Love of God, 0 b, printrd 
[0, 4S th,y m"J hAv, it /ipllrlltlly; lind J flJl'" not only not 
think it ftrAng" thllt th,y relld no more thlZn thllt, but J 11m 
[om,t;".s reAdy ' 0 wiJh, J hAd never wrote Ilny oth,r, thAn 
Ihilt Pi",; tho' !tjs lillely to b, the I_ff Poem I }lllI, ''II:r 
tlr;t,. My Genius for Vtrfo mw b'gins to be , 'hAujI,d, 
IUtd my JJifforicA/. Employments -will not -iford me mucb 
Lei/uTI for Rhyming. 

• This is 11/1 I had to JA) to the Read,,; . howtver, b,. 
jor, J finiJh this Prefller, it w,1/ not be improper methinlts 
to JAtish [ome Jcrupul,us People, who hll'lling no gm.t 
Opinion of my CllpAcity in ne%gic,,1 Mlltttrs, m"l qu,­
Ifion, wh,th,r whlft J Ad'llllnce in my XlIth Epiftleeb, 01'­
tp040x ; And mlly b, fpr,h,njiv,,th.t wh,n J -wou'f b, ,h,;r 
Guide, J jll11" leila ,m "ltrilY. Wh,r'foTl, ,b"t they 
"'''1 wAlk [ecurely, I muft 110 I h,m • (Vllnity IIpllrt) Thilt I 
hAVe r,1Id thilt Epiftl, jt'lltrAI tim,s tl A 'IIlry gr'At Num­
hIY (If ,mi",nt Dof1orl oft , Sorbonne,FII,b,rs oj Ih, Ora­

tory, 



''1, ."tl Jerllits, filJO d "P1I.utletl it, ."J th'fIlbt ,he 
DoUrine wr] Souna ItfId P.re; Th.t. gmn ,.tln, Illu­
JlriOllS PrriAtlS lifurJifo, ,n/,rtAi,,'d ,h, [AIM '(f,fIIlghts of 
it; Thtlt my Lora Bi/h'p of Meaux, 'n ntlmi".f whom, r 
"."., one of the grtfluft L' hts he Charch has h din th,fo ' 
uft Ages, haa my P?cm II toni Ti11U in his H4I1al; 4tltl 
Ift,r baving reAa ., freq mlJ, he nn PrIg lI"rov'd. 'f~ 
it but w"s willing 1 (hould publiJb ttl t ' , Wi Itl, t/PAt 
.: ha. d~"e fo.l In fine, Ttl rAift my Glory to tIJ, h,ighth, 
,bAt pious ArchblJbop, in who[e Dioc,fs I hlWI th, H"Pl;. 
",fs tD li1.", thAt greAt Pre/lite I rAJ, as Eminent for bil 
Ltllrning A"a Virtue, AS for his Dignit] ""rJ Birth, 1I>h1l.11J 
.,be greateft King in the World, iI] A Choic, vifJ,ly infpir'd 

Heave", has given to the C4pitAI Cit] of his KingdD11J, 
u intoUrAg' Innocence, And deftro] Error; In. word, 
".,V f4rd ArchbiJbop of Paris condefcend,d aljo cArl/_", t(l 
flxAmi"e thllt Epiftlc; ana was 10 kina,4s ttl g'v. me his 
..Aavice on more than on, Paif4[.e, which I r,Adily ftll­
,.",'d, and At [aft he grllT/ted me his Approbation,lInd that 
."ith [uch Pr~ifiJ, as equally r4vijb'd IIna confounded m,. 

Further, Smc, [ome have given tlut thllt my Bpiftle 
filM only " vltin DeclamAtion which ralls UpOIJ tlotbing , 

ea,(,; no! o~z a~y Notion which WAS Ivet aavAnced, I,,,,, 
.hlig'(J, frJ Jufflee to Truth, to lAY, doWJ1 WhAt th, Propoft­
,ion is thllt I Oppofo ; and to do Jt both in the Language 
lI"d the 'Terms in which it is m"inta;n' a, in more thlln tln~ 
ch~o'. 'Tis liS follows: Attritio ex gebenme meta 

Jbffidt edam fine u11i De~ dileC\ione, & fine ullo ad • 
Deum offenfum refpeClu: quia calis honcita, & fupcr­
naturalis eft. This is the PropofitiQII I Diflut, lIna 
mllint in to be Fltlft, Ahominlfble, IIna more contr;' to 
;rrue Religion, th"n Lutheranifm or Calviaifm ; 1" it 
C4nnot b denied, but it hAS l"tlly bit" milintsi,,'J· III') 
inferred in fome (Arte hi[rns in Words thAt C()f]" 'VerY ",.; 
,be Latin Terms Abrwementiol1ea. 



........ . , 

I N vain, my MUSE, I bid yoa hold; in vain 

I fttive yoar daring Sallies to reftrain; 

'0; trly'tafl Labour, finte yoa can't cndur 

i"dl me to laI!~uifh in a Life obfcure: 

Go, (finee you bate to be confio"d, and lon, 

At Barbin's to Increafe the Paper thron ;) 

Your Goilty Leaves, Ambitious Libels! fpread : 

But with vain-Hopes your fond Ambition's fed • 
• 

YOll tbink, that Readers will be proud to read, 

And like your Elder Brothers, to fuccced ; 

:rho'tbe weak Offspring of my Age, you hope, 

'As wen a~ tbey, to !bine in BArbin's Shop: 

That from the People, you'll to Princes psli, • 

And equal Glory gain, and equal Grace; • 

That Court and Country wiD alike be pleas'd~ 

And Proverbs foon be made of cv'ry Jeft. 
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So Home lOu'o (trike, the Charm wiD be Co ft'roag, 

That nothing OtaU re 11 your -pow'rful g • 

But don't deceive your Selves, rior t ink to fi.nd~ . 

The Court and cou,ntn~.to your Rhymes fo kind: 

My Spring of Wit is ~~; ~ '1 ob IfnI v.; in, , . , 

And you, my MuCe, fhall never Bloom agajn : 

Nor ever mult my yeT-Ie again pretend, 

The Faults of Others to Reprove, or Mod. 

My Mufe, when Young, the French FMn4g;a fway'd; 

And with Gay Robes her pompous Verfe arra-td. 
<tiT ' 

A lawful Rage did then her Wit provoke, 

And jult R .fentment pointed ev'ry Stroke. 

When, before Reafon, {he Indiaed Rhyme; ; 

Wben Ote no Folly footh'd, and fpar'd no Crime~ . . . 
When on Mankind, and on ber Self; Jhe fea, y 

And thofe who telt tbe Laih, approv'd her Zeal! 

The Reader d>leas'd with' my Impartial Rag~ _ 

Forgot his Wrath, and rob'd the hated Page. 

WheIlrtbe Jell: tickled him, he ltole the Line; 

And often Larded his Difcourfe with Min • , 

But now that I , am Old, and on my Head 



Now thefl difrembl d Locks my Baldnd; hide, 

And Ate s ith my Vigour funk my Pride; 

. Now heavy is its Hand. an I with Pain, 

Purfue the anted Labour! of my Brain. 

. Ceafe'th my ufc, i your Fantaftic Whims, 

To hope the \\~or1d wiD <:tood to buy your Rhyme ; 

. T~t BArbin will be throng'd ; 'twill now be Strange, 

If for your lee, they fholfd their Silver change. 

Our brighter Days arc o'er, our Honour's paft, 

And yoo'l1 Provoke the public Scoff at laft. 

Soon your dun Efforts wi}) their Jefts excite, 

And your felf Bit, who us'd fo oft to Bit 
, 

. Your Author foon, tbe Fav'rite once of Fame, 

Next Pinrhen,'s· an"d Lini,r'~s will find his Name • 
• And he w ho wa~ to R'gni,r once prefcr'd, 

To P,rrin and Perrn/r will be compar'd. 

Curl,d old ;Ag.! (In vain you'll then ex aim) 

Hils h. th,n liv'd /0 tong for [0 much ShlfTM , 

You'll nothing from all Parts bllt Scandal hc::a 

And 'of yO';lr Affrol'lts {ball bave m 



." * To what does He prctead? is H~ fo vlio, 

&, To Thlnk, he'a triumph in the ltoi1ts again 1 

"What wrctch'edVcrfe ar~ here,whatStyle,tbey'U cry? 

" He fcarce can go, and 1\et he Hopes to fly. ~ . 

" }lis Ptg!l{us fhol'l'd now the Race give b'ree . , 

" He's Old nd Weak, and ftlou'd be Rid no mori, 

" Leaft, his Wind broke, and erry Limb.unfoand, I 

" He falls, and ltaves his Mafter on the Ground. 

You'll hear our furly Cenfor thus exclaim, 

~d c rping W'tsin Shoals you Mette blame. 

To Pieces they'll lOUT Words and Numbers take, 

And Havock ()f: y~ur ATtfw: Figures make. 

They'll by no meaD5 HYl"rbole's allow~ 

Qr win not fuffer '~111 t luft ,in f{ ou~ 

In you, as hid~ Monfters they'll ('abhor, 

The Metfl1Jymi. and the Mftllphor ; 

Big Words, t"Ihich fBrAdon. win mifl;ake to be 
The Caut ..and cra·hbed Terms gf Chymiftry. 

~ -



-
§ A Bed can' be caU'd ImpJltU"" they'll cry, 

And 0 name Ltll, is down-right Ribaldry • 

. In. vain a'gaiIift the P~blic, OLl with Pride, 

A while mely kte p your Orc,' nd, and nem the Tid~. 

hile ou ih the Shop may nand 'in vain; , . 
You will, ndt long the dang'rous Poft tnainta!n • 

. -Bat to the Ware'bonre driv'n, and there forgot, 

With * R-eg'Ului and PyrllmtJs you'll Rot. 

Or at Thierry' elfe r main at Eafe, 

With Hayntuve's Meditations and Buz..,;'s : 

At laft in MelanthoUy Tatters faU, 

The Lumber of fo e Broker's dirty Sta , 

Where all th' AWronts that t Jonas met, you'll mee 

And be tea bIe'S Stedy in the Stteet . 
• But you defy there Threat and hope tl) inc, 

In the fame Rank with CornliU, and Rltciw. · • 

• Their Vel'.fe Immortal, you ex a the lame ; 

But how can yoo'pretend to equal Fame? . 

What rigl1t ro ' immortaUty have you ? 

No more.": i ftC yo. wiD your bent porfue 'j ~ 
Go then; and ihow your Se1ve ... · to Pubhc View . 

. PlcaCe 

--------------~---------------S M. Boileau, in rome P4/" of his WQr s, hili glvm ,6at Elirba 
'0. Bed. i. t . Lit ffroote • 
. .. TR1Q 1 Pul1on's Pl",s. t .Ap Hmll l' tm "m di n" sell. 
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:Ambition; but at luft; appear 

In my own Book, and hide your Weaknefs there. 

With my flrfl Labours joyn ; perha~s their Fame 

May help you, or a Fa~rit~ A'Uthpr's Name; 

You Olay the better, for your Brothers, fapl ; 
( 

Their Merit who admire, your Faults may fpare • . 

You, as the Children of my Pen may find 

Some Readers ftill, and ev'n thofc Readers kind . 

Yoa with the reft, may in a Volume pafs, 

And, what I am, be ~id by what I Was. 

If my paft Writings for my prefent'plead, 

And you, WJ Verre, fhou'd for my Sake be read; 

Defcribe me, in Retarn, and let 'em fee, 

I'm no be Man that: I've been ma~e, to be. 
t 

Se~: that with C~re, thore Feature~ be cffac'd, 

With which my Pi.anre has been oft difgrac'd. 

Ten all Mapkind, what e'er my Foes have faid, 

I'm not fo Black at bottom, as I'm made: 

That e, who has for Railing been revil'd, 

, Is in th~ main, Plain, Eqllitable, Mil • 

A Friend to Tra h , Nor did he eyer write 

WiSh Malice, or was Spit fql o~ of Spite: 



o 
, 

That in a word, his Candour was his Fault, 

And the Sincerity be lov'd, he bught. 

· S'IY, tho' by wretched Rhy ers teaz'd, his Pen, 

When e'er it lafh'd the Poets, fpar'd the Men. 

t<l'N-w his Ve~fc, but it was frill Difcreet ; 

~. And Sow'r as it may [cern, his Look was Sweet. 

· In Body weak; not (hert, nor yet too tall ; 

Nor is he what the World voluptuous call. 

Himfelf lefs Virtuous chan he's Virtue's Frir nd"J 

Yet will not dare his Frailties to defend . 

Of you, my Verfe, if any fhou'd inquire, 

Or what my Fortune was, or who my Sir, 

Or how 1 led my Life; to thefe declare, 

Mi' Father w ;:t worthy Regifttr. 

And higher frill I my Defcent might draw, 

From thofe who Plead, and thofe wbo deal the Law. 

• From Magifrrates anj Ad vocates I ca e, 

Nor will you be Difhonour'd by my Name. 

~, in the Cradle a dear Mother loft, 

Nor long cou'd oC a teuder Father boalt. 

His Lofs in Four Biffixtilt Year 1 mourn'd, 

• 

• 

And Loofe I, to the Wo. Id, too Young was lurn'd. 
Vol. 11. h By 
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By the fole Condu of my Genia led, 

Perfius and Horllcr, I with Paffion read . 

Fond of their Talent, lr thejr Manner chafe, . 

And higb as Regnier on'rarnafJus rofe. 

Tell 'em, by Chance, I in my greener Agof .. - -, 
To Court was brought, and to the Public Stage. 

And fr0m PtrmeJJis humble Banks remov'd, 

Amid the Great applauded and belov'd, \ 

I liv'd, and early faw my Works approv 'd. 

~n<i when the Mufe hef lowly Shades forfook, 

A flight Sublime with daring Wings fhe took. 

Tell 'em, that Monarch, whofe viCtorious Name, 

To Monarchs dreadful, is fo dear to Fame, 

e has employ'd, his Conquefts to Record, 
• 

And bid my honour'd Pen attend his Sword: 

To tell to future Times the gloriolls Deeds, 

Which he'Who faw 'em [carce believing reads. 

Tell 'em, your Author to the. Great was dear, 

Anc:f had in mighty CoLbert's Heart a {bare. 

Tell' m, that now, tho' he's from Court retir'd, 

Weak in Two Sentes, anrl not oft IDfpir'd ; 

Yet is he not forgotten, dill the Great 

eek him, and pleafe th mfdves with his Retreat. 
More 

-" 



to my I) 

More than One Hero, whom h' con ent, 

The Shade, he for his Labou rs c:hore, frequen . 

. ~u t moft, my Verre, the wo driog World furprize, 

. \¥ir.h this kind IoR'ence of my Friendly Skies, 

',{ Whic e' er (ball in my Remembrance live, 

And grateful Praife, I'll where lowe it, give.) 

33Y, tho' I've lifted in my Friendly Roll 

So many Writers of IgntltillI School, 

That Learned Arnauld fo cfteem'd :lad feH'd , 

By ev'ry good Impartial M3n rever'd; 

Who, his whole Science rwd reliftlers Senfe 

Againft Tbem ben t, appear'd in my Defence· *. 

He juftify'd my \Vorks, for me he drew 
• 

His Pen, and fec m'y Innocence in view. ~ 

This, on my future Tomb, my Verfe, proclaim, 

And mine confirm by his Immortal Fame. 

There Place your [elves in CharaCters of Gold, 

Fly farc her than young Ammon flew of old, 
• • The richeft Ja{per feek, and on tbe Stone, 

Gr;lve my high Fate, ~nd make his .Goodnefs kn·own. 

h 2 But 

-------------- .-------.-------------
VUr: Mr. Arnauld's Lemrro errault Vol. 2. P.!g 179. 
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STLE 

But hold; Too long. I keep you, you're in hatte, 

And BlITbin thinks in Words the Time we wafte. 

My caution, his Irnpa~ence deems too flow, 

As forward he to fetch, as you to go. 
, /" 

He comes; ev'n now, he's knocking at my <~cITo;, , 
I hear him. You muft go, and try your Fate. 

He waits. No more, my Mufe this Theme purfue ; 

For ever, now, Farewell; a long Adieu. 

EP ISTLE 



.. 

EPISTLE 
". 

my G ARD'NER . 

. TH 0 U dS Laborious, 35 tby Mafter Kind, 

Who feems, to blefs thy Toi], by Heav'n 

defign'd. 

Thou daily daft thy grateful Task renew, 

To guide the Woodbjne and the ruder YtW, 

Thou Ruler of my Ga(den, who fo well, • 
The Secrets of the SyLvAn Art can'ft teU ; 

.. 

Who at .Auttuill, with fuch Succers h :lS wrought, 

And know'ft as much as ~jntinjt has taoght. 

* Oh, That my Rearon wou'd to Cultore yield, 

As to thy Hand, this fair Obedient Field, 

Why o' re my Faults can't 1 as well rucceed, 

And root up ev'ry Thorn and cv'ry Weed ! . 
h 3 • 

--------------------~-------
* Horace, Lib. J. Epift. XIV. VeT, 4- ["d, rbuSloiis Bailiff. 
Certemus, fpinils animone ego fortiu" an tu 
EveUas a&,"o, &; mellor fit Horatius, i.o res. 



But tell me, Anthdnl, let's argw::;. fay, 

When from the rife to ~he gec1ine of Day, 

Tho tbe .fbarp Spade or watt'ring Pot doft ufe. 

Making the moft unwilling Soil produce; ~(---.-- / 

As to thy Laws, thou doft my Garden bend, 

And <m thy Charge with happy Care attend; 

What think'ft thou, \Vhen tholl feeft tlly Maner 

mufe, 

When fixt, he Heav'n and Earth alternate Views; 
~ 

When with odd Gefrarc~ to hirnfelf he Talks, 

And launching out by Starts, alone he Walb; 

The Birds, which in his Allies Perch, he frights ; 

Then Anthuny, What think'ft tholl d~ his \l.'its ~ 

Art thou not apt to fancy he's poffeft, 

As Maugis was, with Fifty Fiends at leaH; 

Whore wOlld'rous Story thou fo oft haft read, 

And that fome Conjuring's always in his Head . 

No"no; Thy Marter, Thou haft rarely heard, 

To be the Royal Chronicler's prefer'd: 
( 

In Writing to fet down the mighty D~s 

Of a Great King, whQfe Prowefsfar exceeds 

" 

. , 

What 
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What e're old Tales are dinning, in our Ears, 

Of Ch.riem ne, and his Six Pat' of Peers, 

. .t\Jld whofe high Wifdo~'s g, eater ftill tban theirs. 

This in the Village thou'fi: been told, and when . 
Tfh)t}..·f~ me mufe, believ'fi: 'tis for the Pen. 

That as I walk along this Wall, at once 

. I'm routing the AlIiu, and taking Mons. 

What woud'fi: thou fay, if thou Jhoud' fi: hear it Ii id 

He has 'Iuite other Matters in his Head ? 

"" That he, who's to Record for future Times, 
• 

The Conqu'ror's Fame, is bufie now on Rh ymes: 

And racking of his working Brain to find. 

Such as may give an Image of his Mind, 

And tbat the raught is tor tby felf defign'd. 

Thoud'fi: cry, " -my Mafter is a Dottor deem'd, 

" And as a Man of topping Parts efteem'd . 

. " He fometimes better than a Preacher .fpeaks ; 

" But to what parpofe there frantaftick Freaks? 

" He wou'd not with his Tales the tuneful rujb 

, Dillurb, nor drive him from the peaceful &Jh, 

~' Were he to Exercife like me,' 0 Sheer, 
l 

~ To Dig, to Plant, to-Gather, and to Rear; 

h4 
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" To fill one Pot as foon as t'other's oot, 

" To quench the Sands immeaforeahle Drought; 

" To P~une, to l'ale, anr with inc.clra~t Toil, 

" Supply the Wants of the-deficient Soil. 

1 find, tbou think.'ft, of os two, Amhony,,tl'---- -

That thou haft more Employment here than I, 

And tbat my Laboor's lighter here than thine ; 

But fure thou woud'fr not change thy Work for Mine. 

Coud'ft thou '3 Day or Two, from Gard'ning free, 

Try how my Work wou'd with thy Head agree; 
( 

Coud'fr thou become a Poet, and a Wit, 

And ftand Cl> Poliih what in Heat was Writ ; 

To give the meaneft Things a noble Air, . 

To mak.e the rougheft Smooth, the rulieft Fair; 

An Pinks and Rofes out of Thiflles raife, 

Make Panegyric Blame, and Satire Praife ; 

To grace with Elegance the pooreft Themes, 

Keep in due 80u,n4s, avoiding all Extremes : 

III (bor,t, to give a finifu'd Work fnch Charms, 

As may f- * d'Agutffiau CQntent, or Termes. 

A 

--------------------,-,----------------
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A Work that will, when it app ars, with there, 

In Town and Court, the nice[e Judges pleafe . 

. S.oon weary of this Labo).lr, ale and thin, 

And tann'4 as if thou had'ft expos'd thy SkiD, 

To two(; vernal Winds, again thotl'dft take 

Thy Pot, th y Spade, thy Shovel, and thy Rake, 

. And cry" before I'd th is Fa tigue endure, 

" Thefe Hands a hundred Acres fuou'd manure: 

" Ere with fueh Vil{ons I wou'd vex my Mind, 

" Be always [earching what I feldom fi nd ; • 

" To joyn difcordiog Words together {hive, 

" And in the Clouds in fearch of Shad om live : 

" I'd rather in this Garden, fpend my Time 

" In Digging, than be forc'd to Pump for Rhime • 
• 

Come you, who think 'tis fuch a Toil to D ig, 

I'll !hew thee what is Pain and what Fatigue: 

• And Lazy as I am, will let thee fee, 

How thort in working Hard thou com'ft of me~ 

• Man ne'er on Earth is free from Pain and Care: 

He flies to Reft, and finds Fatigue is there: • 

~ondemn>d to Labour in Repofe •. In vain, 

fond ~opes of Bare pofrefs the Poel's Brain. 
l 



Retreat; 

promife that qui t which he'll never mee • 

Beneath the Shade, and y t~e drowfie Stream, 

He'll foon perceive the Reft he reeks, a Dream. 

no' planted for his fake, thefe peaceful 

no'Sweet, the Murmurs of the filver Floods, 

Yet there no EaCe is by the Poet tound ; 

s . , 

hyrne, Cefure, Cadence, and harmonious Sound, 

,With flowing Numbers, rich Expreffions fill 

is Head with Care, and Labour with him ftill. , 
11' n of their Charms, impatient to Enjoy, 

Paft he pur es 'em, and they fafter fly. 

The nimble Fairies leave him far behind, 

~nd foon the weary'd Poets out of ad. 

He can', bowev'r from this Fatigue rcfrelin, 

Pleafing himfelf with Trouble and with Pain. 

While thus tormented, he is ftill amus'd, 

'And Courting is Dot vex'd when he's refus'd . 

Bat £i e of all Fatigues whicb Mortals know, 

He's mort Fatigu'd who knows not what to do? 

Who never Thinks, 'w ho never Studies, fueh 

shave moft Leifure" find tlJey have too much. 
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F or who fo wretched as the fiuggifh Drone; 

Whore Curfe of Labour is, that he has none? . 

, The Slave of Indolence" w fe linlers Breaft 
~. 

A hated Calm enjoys, and tedious Reft; 

Y~t ev\ hat Breaft is not exempt from Cart, 

Luft lodges with her vile Retinue there; 

The fhameful Brood of Idlenefs controni 

With Pow'r unbounded his befotted Soul; 

Defirt", his Peace with racking Pain devours, 

And wakes his Tyrant Senfes fleeping Pow'rs; 
• 

Thus of their Infamy tbe Sport he's made, 

And Guilt with Terrour fills the canfdo Shade. 

Hence is Rernorfe, and an her horrid Train, 

And hence th cruell'ft Thougnts and keeneft Pain: 
• 

Hence are the Gflut, the Collick, and the Stoll', 

'* And DoCtor, who's himfelf a Curfe alooe. 

. Of thefe his Houfe is full, and he's o're whelm'd 

W ith Tempefts, when he [eerns to be becalm'd. 

He Labours on his Down, is Sawing Rocks, 

( So dreadful are his Pains) and Cleaving 0 s • 

• 
• Boileau Name, Three famolu P",ji&iAns, Guenaud, Rainffant, 

,nd Brayer. • 
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bo , and be'd b Bleft, 

Coo'd He, like Thee, when he has La ' our'd, reft. 

Confefs then, Anthony"witp me conclude, 

That Labour for Repore it felf is good. 

;That He, who's Strong and Acrive, tho' Ws Poor, 

Lefs Pain and Care does in his Toil endure, 

Than He who's Rich, and who by Pleafilres Charms, 

Lies at full Leilbre, in her w'mton Arms. 

To Thee, Ion this Head, two Truths will prove, 

:&s manifeft as Day, as fure as 'Jove • ... 
Tile one, nlCt Labottr's 71ecejJllry, thou 

Wilt this, rfrorn what before is faid, allow; 

And well we may to all Mankind maintain, 

'''ThAt JVork ;s more a Plell/ure than II J1.in • 
• 

he otber, That no Guilty So Ill's Itt £/lfe ; 

And what can'ft thou Objea to Truths like there ? 

This in few-Words to Thee, I'll make appear, 

For Nothing's more convincing, or more clear. 

Come> fonow then- - But thou begin'ft to Gape; 

The m~ntion of my Sermon tempts a Nap: 

Thy Head is on thy Bre'aft, thy Eyes are clos'd, 

ad thou 'rt as well, as in i' Pew repos'd. 

" 
\ 

, 
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" 

to my GAR D I 

'Tis Time for me to End, befides, I fee, 

Yon Melons, with Impatience, wait for Thee. 

J.-The Flowers, methinks" to ne another fay, 

-Where's Anthony, that he's not here to DaV ? 

';-it t~ .tke? or for fame new made Saint, 

Do we our Drink fa long, tho' thirfty, \~ant ? 

. Something's fa ll'n out, or, Why has he foT'~\'lt 

To Handle, as he's wont, the wat'rtng Po, ? 



Abbot R E NAU D O.T. 

ON THE 

OVEofGOD. 
'-L~arn'd SIR, you're right,For All engag'd in Sin, 

Muft,with the Lovt of God, their Change begin. 
r 

Yet, with that fierce hot headed * M onk's good leave, 

!he Fears of HeJ1, which guilty Sinne.:s grievt) 

A'tt: not th' Effects of Vapour, nor the Force 

Of Fancy always, nor of vain Remorfc, 

Whidl to th' Almighty aggravates our Guilt, 

But frequently on folid Grounds are built. 

To penetrate, they're proper, and prepare 
( . 

The Way for Grace, which often Works by Fear. 
c,. • 

By Fear it does it's raving CUfe begin, 

Knocks at the 0 or before it enters in. 
A ---.. ---_._-----

.( 



D. 
A Sinner, by this beav'nly Motion led, 

Who on the Holy E1Jch4rift bas fed, 

..:finds oft, when he adores t!le Sacred Bowl 

..... The Spirit fettle in his vary'd Soul: '-He fhine~'\lpon him with Celeftial Light, 

And turns to Golden Day his Gloomy Night. 

. * His Servile Fellr is c.hang'd to FiliAl Low, 

His Body's then below, his Soul above; 

Eternal Wifdom, various Means contrives, 

And by the Dtl.mon, thus the Dttmon drives. 

But when a Sinner obftinately runs 

From Guilt to Guilt, and heav'nly Motio~ filUM; 

His frighted Soul, when Hell's dread Horrors feh~ 

And his chill'd' Veins with fruitlefs Terrour freeu' 
• 

He looks on GOD as on a Judge revere, 

And Love can ne'er be reconcil'd to FeAr. 

With a Sons Eyes he can't his Father VJew, 

Nor with glad Hope the promis'd Heav'n purfoc; 

To live in Glory with the Saints above, 

Is weak, and can in him no Pallon move; 

------,---
* H(lrace, LiD. I. Ep. XVI. Vcr, p. 

Oderunt p~ccare boni, viI (uris amore, 
Tn nihil admitte~ i~ t~ formidine pa:n~. 



E PIS T L H . XIJ. 
To live with GOD Ii d his Eternal SON, 

Is faint; he rather Wilhes there was none. 

When F,ar prevails, hB feeks the conicious Prieft v . , t 
nd humbling at his Feet unloads his Breafr. 'C-

He's tben in hane, his Errors to confefs, /~ f 

But t~e Fit leaves him as his Fears grew lefs. 

A Slave to Sin, he in the Tempter's Chains, 

As free as he believes himfelf, remains. 

Love, of Ollf Sorrow is the truefi: fign, 

. Of ~~vin~ Penitence the Fruit: Divine. 

And let the 19n'rant wha t they pleafe preten:!, 

To none but fuch as Love him God's a Friend: 

:r(Y reek him, Fear difpofes us, 'tis true, 

~nd helps us on, when we that Seah,h purfue : 

But Love will, if our Fear is juCt, iucceed, 

And our Hearts melt, when they with Sorrow bleed . 

Ceafe ye ImpoCtors ; Ceafe your vain Difcourfe, 

Nor think your Abfoiutions are of Force; 

Ye J.r.oud ConfefJors, who feduce Mankind, 

ho ~n with fruitlefs, fatal Hopes, the M iud, 

~nd fancy that your Pow'r is unconfin'd : 

No more your trembling ,Penitents abure, 

~r with falfe Promifcs their Faith amure. 

~ . 

That 
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That GDd will by their Fear alooe be mOY , 

And love a Sinner, tho' he's not belov'd. , 
\, 

Tell me, dear RtnAudot, Can he, whore Mind, , . , 

While H' v'n is in his Mouth, to Hell's inclin'd; 

Who walks in the forbidden Road of Vice, 

-E're by thofe Paths be Jed to ParadiCe ? 

Say, Will Formalities obtain the Prize ! 

Will a Frw StrCTllmrntJ CuppJy the want 

Of Grllce, and furnifb out for Heav'n a Saint? • 
• 

Shall he among th' Elect in Glory fbine, 

Who Sips in Form forne conrecrated Wine? 

\\,i11 God in Heav'n the frightful Moniter fhow ? 

Seat by his Sid!,' among the Saints, their' Foe, 
• 

And L07)e him there, who haud him below ~ 

Yet forne grave D Clors, on their private Word, 
~ 

' Such Doctrine preach, fo dang'rous and abrurd ; 

Up by the Roots all Piety they pun, 

And of falfe Chriftians thus the World is full: • 

Thefe call thernfelves the only Good and Wi , 

Thefe are the only Fav'rites of the Skies. 

Vol. II 
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The only Pious thefe, the only Bleft ; 

) nd Hereticks, and Damn'd are all the rell:; 

TheCe are the Saints, anct all who thefe oppofe, 

To them are Rebels, and the Churches Foes; 

Tho' the true Chriftian trembles when he filet 
Their daring, and abhors fuch Saints as t kefe ; 

Afham'd to find how far the Fiend prevails, 

The Courage of the bold en: Chriftian fa ils: 

Yet, when he wou'd their hated Crime reprove, 

And (bow them hG>w they fuou'd tbeir Maker love: 

They dare not "-peak the Truth with open Face, 

Or \yhat's t~o hadb they foften with Grimace. 

I 

\' 

Sball we, like them, be Complaifant, and Sooth 

Their Sin, and (ball our Phrafe,like tbc!~s, be Smooth ? --No; let us rather without Fear, be' free, 

And fall feverely on their Crimes, like Thee. 

Let's td tbeir Face their impious Boldnefs blame, 

Excite their Terror, and provoketheir Shame: 

Open your Eyes, your dang'rous Error fee, 

Ye Blip-<i, and li1ien to the Truth and mc : 

F~r 'tis lefs Te~rible, as I can prove, 

Not Him to know, who Rules the Worlds above: 

. . 
Not 

, 
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Not Him, who Earth and Air, and Sea command., 

And o'er the whole his boundlefs Pow'r exp od., 

I 
Than that'" iJ to own, ant that the whole . 

I --" He form'd, and fins, and is its living Soal . 

~ t~t dari frert, that he will thofe approve, 
IJ l-

t' Who think to pleafe him, tho' they do not Love~ 

-SUCR falre, fuch fbameiul Chriftians, and fo vile, 

Who with foul Error facred Truth defile, 

Are worfe than Heathens who purfu'd the Right 

As far as Reafon held her Glimmering Light. 

To Love the Truth, and Dot the Author know 

Is better than if known to live his Foe. • 

But let's explain our Selves; tl1.is pious Zeal, 

Which I by F1'ar wou'd have a Sinner feel, 
• 

Is not the Joy with w hicb a Saint is bIelt, 

~'hen heav'nly Raptures fill his Holy Breaft' • 

. Thore Extafies, the Blifs in Heav'n prepar'd 

For Saints, their certain and their jull Reward, 

On Earth he talles; but · this is not what here • 

I urge, the Love that comes at Firft by Feltr ;­

That Love of God creates Divine ddires, 

But bums not always with f~'h pleaung Fires; 

i 1 NoC 
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Not always fenfible the Pleafure; thofe 

May Love him oft, who fellr they are his Foe!! : 

And fome believe they Love him when they HilI' ;' 

So doubtful to our Selves, the Chrifi ian State! 

Some think their Love is in a Flame, when ~hey 

Are Ice and Coldnefs in a Heav'nly way. 

And fome by Myftic Fancies made Supine, 

Amidft their Sins believe their Lo'/," Divine. 

Deluded by their vain Fantaftic Charms, (warms, 

Whe.· Hell's at Work, they think 'tis Heaven that ~ 
And that they God enjoy within the Devil's Arms. 

( 

Wou'J you then know, if Faith begets your Fear,' 

What lights your Fire, and when that Fire's fincere? 

D~,you Obedi<mt to his Precepts live,' 

Freely your Foes, as he Commands, 'forgive, 

And to fubdue your fenfual Follies ftrive ? 

Your Paffions ·do you tame, and to the Poor, 

Diftribute largely of your plenteous Store? 
~ 

And to the Lord, the Good he gave return? 

? 
$ 

Is the Flame pure, with which for Heav'n you burn ? 

Do you obferve his Word, his Laws Obey, 

And in your Breaft thefe great Concernments weigh? 

If 
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If thus you prove your [elf; the Path parru , 

Love 00, and be affur'd your Love is True: 

uJho" Arfs jincerely, liS my L!wJ require, 

I .ove me, and with the Love t hat I deftre, 

ays Go himfelf; Go on, and Love him ill, 

And !how it by fubmitting to his Will. 

"Let no vain Doubts alarm thee; for the fame 

\\1i11 oft Dill-urb the moft Seraphic Flame. 

Go on, Run after H im; who fedu fiJI'" find; 

And let no frightful Cares diftraet your Mind. 

Fight t he good Fight of Faith, and win the Prize, 

And always keep God 's Law before your yes. 

The farther from your Heart he feems, the more ... 
Strive you to() ftop him, and his Grace implore. 

But don't that horrid Blafphemy maintain, 

Nor let f31 fe Teachers o'er your Confcience reign; 

Don't think, if you frequent the SIC~red P'llff, 

TlJat the dread Wafer, or the Reverend Prien, 

• That God himfelf, (let who will take Offence,) 

Can with the Lgve we owe to Him Difpenfe. • 

To which thefe mighty Doctors will reply, 

If e'rt a Cbriftian Soul t1 Heav·n can fly ; 

3 

• 



If LOVI of God is AU in AU, What need 

The confecrated Cap, or Myftic Bread? 

If LO'l/I muft firft affeCt ~he Chriftian's Soul, r 

What need the Holy Font, or Heav'oly Bowl-J 

Wby with IIptifmal Wlltlrs are we lIufh'd .,. 

Why with the Chri/hal1's F,aff our Sou1s refrefb'd ? 

What! Have the Sacraments their Virtue loft c 
And Urelefs ~re the Ul"ter and the HoS1? 

Oil! What a Noble Argument ? How fuU 

Of TNth ? How worthy of our DoCtor's School? 

When LOVI Divine is kindled in our Breafr, 

Does not tbat LOVI create aud fire the feft '? 

Does not that Love in Chriftians pre-fuppofe 
< I 

The bleft EffeCts of their B"ptifmal, ro~t ? 

How can a Heathen, who Onl God believes, 

To Chrift belong, till he lois Seal receives; 

Till he afpires to be Baptiz'd, and how 

Can he Repent, who don't his Sins avow? 
• 

He, who has at the Font receiv'd the Seal, 

Muft to the Churcb his iJidden Guilt reveal: 

.WheR 
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Or vain wiD be his SorrGw, vain his Te r 

And vain, for. they ne'er end I in Lon, his Fears. 

en in the Tempter'5 adage we remain, 

t 'The ~Acramtnt alone maft break the Chain. 

[ . /rhis LO' I: Divine with greedy Thirft defires, 

To this it fieft, as Heav'n enjoyns, a fpires: 

But is it felf the Soul ; wilhout this Flame, 

We go from hence as Guilty as we came. 

Love is the Bafe, on which the Fabrick' Built, 

-I--0ve 1elfens in the Judges Eye, ou r Guilt. • 

When humbly Penitent, a Sinner {hive'l, 

To reach thofe Heights at which he ne'er arrives, 

GOD, what he wants, by bounteoas Grace fupplies. 

Accepts his Will, and gives to Love the Prize : 
• 

But nothing can the Want of this ElCcufe, 

Who covets not to Win, deferves to Lore. 

'Tis Love that in our Hearts increafes Grace, 

By Love wer'e quickn'd in our Grift;A" R"". 
Faith, Virtues, Sacraments, are empty Name, 

But where Trul Low, our Chritlian Zcalillfl es. 

. i 4 



XII. 
What can lloll to a Tr-utb f<1 plain Reply; 

Ye Doctors? this is Faa , or Truth's a Lye. 

Come, if I can, I'll fri ll confound you morc, 

And prove, uolefs you Love, you ·call't Adore. ,. 

Tell me, What is'e you'q have us to Belie'"e? 

Do we, Abfolv'd, the Holy Gho~ receive? 

Is he, or is he not, TrJ/lhin liS, fay ~ 

You're fur.e to be confounded either Way. 

For if he's in us, wOll'd he not Inrpire 

This Hcav'uly Flame, his own Eternal Fire? '. 
And 1f he's not, why then we ll:ill remain , 

To Satan Slaves; for what {holl'd brea~ the Chain? 

Confers then , Love mull: crown ollr Fililh, and ne'er 

Pretend [0 give that Holy Na'me to ":c(ar~ 

To the bare Terrors which we often find, 

By Guilt " cr~ate9 i q a 'Sinner's Mind. 

Be juft to Reafon, don'~ relift it 's Light, 

S~ch Tefl ors never Eafe the Minds they fright. 

The Warmth that jufl:ifies , by God is fent, 

And, tdJo' ' tis Joylefs oft, and qi fcontrllt ~ 

Yet 'tis that Zeal ,' that Fire of Holy Love, 

Wj~h which the happy Spirits burn above, " 
And 
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And when our Laft, ODr fatal Moment, comes, 

When Goa ()ur Souls to endlefs Dwelling dooms : 

found, our State 

, for then to Lov, will be too late. 

ho Ar~ ments fo jult, fo clear fubmi t, 

_j . And think not to evade 'em by your Wit. 

That Sophiltry with Reafon can contend; 

But your proud Hearts to Truths ConvitHon bend: 

Do'ot think you can deftroy this Sacred Rule, 

Or hide it in the Errors of the School. 
• 

In a Believer's Eyes this Lovt will fhine, 

And the bright Fiame appear with Ray Divine. 

Know, that the Glory whIch In Heav'n's prepar'd 

For fuch, fhtil there t his Lovt alone Reward: 

But never fhall t he trembling Slave, whore Breaft, 

By cold Rem?rfe, or abjeCt Fear's po{feft ; 

. None to thpfe bl ifsful Manfions Olall arrive, 

\Vhofe Lovt like ABELT's is ... Negative. 

• 
, 

* A lI:I,et,h~d Defender ,f [alfe Ar ~rition. , . 
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Bllthol , SIR; Why, in ihis Dogmatic Tone? 

Methll1ks I hesr fome proud Schol !lie Drone; 

, Pray, What Pretence have you, filch Points ayrtefe 
/ 

, To treat, hI cry!! Where took you your DeW-'ees ? 

, Pine Work; you with fuch facred Sub;efrs mak~,\ 
, From whence did you this Holy Learning take? 

, Who lent you all this Light? fo van a Stock, 

, Yoo from at teaft Two hundred Authors took. 

What need,Grave SIR,fuch mighty Helps, to prove 

We'rr bound the Author of all Good to Love? 

Thafev'ry Man, a Chriftian Man much more, 

Him . ought to Love, and Him alnne Adore. 

Fro m Him he did his forfeit Life receive, 
< • 

He dy'd himfelf that he again might live. 
I 

What need fuch Helps fo plain a Truth to know 

Him we fbou'd Love, to whom fo mUGh we owe? 

Does this a Dofior's reverend Ca p demand ? 

. So crabbed this, fa hard to onderfiand? 

nd ~re fuch knotty Points deny'd to all, 

Bat wbl> are well acquainted with Du rift? 

Moll all who mention it be reckon'd ralh, 

Unlefs they have a Warrant from GAm4cb, ? 

Un"l 


