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ondring Natio 

That Fr ~ ' bas bjett wor by of tbeir 

S A'T I 

.*WHt oife is thls, oOd G . 
Cries 

A(f'ault my Ears and keep anihut my aye ? 

hat fpitcful Goblin do's thi Cl moor make ? 

Do Men at PAris go to Bed to wake? 

Tbe Caterwauling C t. in G rret grout, 

Worfe than Cur-Dogs nights ia Hamlets bout-) 

Difturb'd and Terrify'd, ia vain I roUz.c • 

It rattles as if HeU w 'in tbe Hoafe. 

One gambles like a Tyger here' ad ther 

Tbis is not n my Cur ~ t 
To ate me fetm in Coofort 

• o 
t. : 

• 



y Reft; 

od is am er oe _ 

a n for my Sin bas Polled him fo near, 

That on hi vii v'ry Thump I h~r; 

It tear my B ~in , and ev'ry dreadful Sound 

ead terrible Rebound. 

o Car and Coaches ran alon the Streets, 

nd n xt my En the Mafon ufic greets ; 

"0 Doors unloc 'd 00 rully Hinges j<!r, 

ad opening Shops, c. pofe deceitful Ware: 

o Clocks and Crie , a horrid Confort make~ 

o n ring PrieRs 0 hated Dutie ake : 

, 

• 



Joftled and IhOT~d, ad fo 

The Crowd inccffi ad, c m 

,. 
· Torn are my Ruffles, fampled my C v t, 

And rudely from my He d they tors my t. 

-r-Here to'ards the Churcb a pompous FLloer 1 Sho 

Advance5 with a fol mn March, and flow; 
• 
There, Lackies fall together by tbe E rs" 

And there fet Dog! UpoD tbe Pa1T'engers i 

Here Paviers nopping mc, I'm . t a Lors, 

And there I meet an iU pr f: ging Crofs.. •• 

Here ilers are at work, and down they pour, 

Of Dirt and Brick ilnd Ttle dan rou! hel 'r; 
o 1 



Thefe Coacbes foon are foUo 'd by a Score, 

Thofe in an lolbnt y und1'ed more; 

A.Dd in Luck ou'd h Ye it, in the Nick', 

The Stop fo len tb n'd, and the Croad fo thick, 

A Drove of Oxen in tbe Street appear ; 

Each ftrjy to pars ~ one Lo , another Swears, 

The oife of Mules, the horrid Din increare; 

A •• • ait bUlldrei::l Horfe augmeot the Prefs ; 

The 



I weary ijl Co car41J PI c to 

NOI kno ing to h t S jAt my Vo 

I ventllr'd ev'ry thing to rna e my W J, 

1 ran i 0 IIg T of he heel to fc pc, 

dLe~tyKcn 1 

.. 
Or 



remain"d, 

offib e, it r in'd, 

rain'd; 



o Wood 

Bot hat's ftill {l 

retched he 

The Danger 

If thro an Alley be's obli 'd to 0 

~Tis odds but he in mbafh fiD t Foe; 

-Beret by Rogue , f: 1 ed itb C rfe~ 

'Tis well if they re contented ith i 

If be feft they cu his hToot, anCi the 

His Del record by om 



And fcar, Illy Clodl' out before 1 fiod 

No Bafe js there, or for ~be Ryes or Mind ; 

Some defp'r te Burgterer his Piftol Fire. 

or al ys innexcnt of Blood retire ; 

; 

The 8.U t.hro' Wiodo and thro' Curtain fiies~ 

Aod Fear prefeDt, the Robber to my Eyes: 

Har ! Murder ! He p me! Help! I hear 'em cry 

Thien., Thie,es; and ferenlded tbns I lie. 

o Pire they t m ' in Ollr eighbour's Hour~~ 

And from my Bed in mort 1 Dread I route j 

Jlalf naked 

U 



Anet the c 

Stin pale · 

• .n I Ja y me do D to re fo 

Which nOQe c n aft in To"'n ooldi tbe pay. 

* At PltTil, Sleep like other Things is (old. 

And yoo rna! porcbafe yo r Report itb Gold: 

• Room ithin Room, at Rate excefiive, ire, 

ADd far from tbofe tb t froot he Street retire; 

'Tis well if you tbe 

ad if in any Corner you caD lleep . 

. 
Within t e aU t ey bue th ir Gron 

Tb ir60 



eaItb e ploy 

His :t"bOu bt and fweedy his dear felf enjoy. 

But I(tban t) ho' e nei her HoafenorHome, 

Am glad if any on~ wiD make me Room ; . 
o fieep I m fore do · re anotber' Bed, 

Lodge h bere Chance I'm led;' 

SATIRE 



n 

• 

ey foadly Filley yet, 'tis lawfi 1 .n, 

Parfue the flipp"'ry th and it r Dl) FaU. 

Th y c n't, alas, -rneir merry Pir for 0; , 
Tho' ov'ry ng th t pleafc rna e 

A Poem (oon dcnd ' , i too fc vere, 

For e, cb iU thi b fees bis'Im:lg 

And be he.. reads it m' y:1 ppt 



Bllt<to what End "ou'd I thy Fancy raiie; . 
That Ccarce Clu blund« out a Rhime for PraHe; 

When to (llch Heigbts mr MuCe attempts to rif~, 

like W;Jluls Ole with daggiog Pinions flie$. 

I Cerate my Head, I bit my Nails in nm ; 
For all this mighty Labour of my Brain, 

Brings nothing lers unnatural abroad: 

Than'lJ-'s Epu, or than r.td,,,'s Ode. 

rm 00 tbe Rack, while Elegy I write; 

But have my \Vilb. hen S tire's arm'd witb Spite ; 

Then, only then, I feel my [elf infpir'd, 

:And foon my FIne is to Rally fir'd : 

Soon hen .Ap' 1 invo e, he hears, 

"And. in ca~b IOgry Page the God appears • .. , 
Word come ith Ea{! and in due Order 4alUi, 

To ait the lotioD of my cag Hod. 

fc 1 df the To 0 



I. 

B oeme, 

My Verfe com tl: down, (. 

At once you me t itb P-, -, d B-, S 
With Dtlrf", 0- and e Dolter C- ; 

A nd for one Sc~ibler of their R nk. you 60 , 

• A tMorand more, II b d, unnam'd behind • 
• J triumph to my felf, witb fecret Joy, 

I thus my More's happier Arts employ: 

Fond of the Stroke, with ev'ry La , my Pen 

"The keener gro s, and longs to ftrite again. 

J often with my Mafe, my felf engage, 

And fhive to ftop tbe torrent of my Rage; 

In nin I woo'd t 1eal1: fome Perfons fpare, . • 

tire-forl1ids, and w ge teIod War. 

When once the Frenzy feizes me, you kno . . 
What foUow. Fly, if yo 0 'd mill the Blow_ 

Howe're, true Merit, J Olan alway. Priz.e, 
• 

But Co comb lh.ock me, and o1feod my Eyes; 

I huot ' m, 

hen e'er t fmd] 'tm in 



Plata Profe I can in jingling Metr 

To more 1 ne'er ret oded, Dor to tefl. 

Tho'Death, hom Human Mi < fa reatly d taCl. 

Levell d his Tenor, fodden, at my Head .. : A 

Tho' a long Life ere mine, and t:rftiog Peac , 

The Plea fares of tbe Towa, or CODJltry Bare; 

Shou'd the "ide arid agai It my Mufe declare, . , 
With tbe:wbolc World I know my Mofe 0 'd war ~ 

And Merry, MelancDoUy, Rich or Poor, . 

Not Rhime the I fs, but raU, on tbe more. 

I pity the poo Poet, fame will fay, 

He'll rae this Rage, and for his Jeft will pay : .. 

i l'h 001 he touche in n vengeful Mood, ... 

May qu nch bis Thirft of Satire in hi Blood: 

•• 

.. 
• 



He Idb'd Vlf s of ge ; 

• Yet tor their Jeft, an of) m die? 

What did they fear of old, and h t fh 

Where do's my Manner, or my 

What Featore does he Writ"' 1m e be r ? 
• 
I don t to imitate M x preram ; 

And bring 'I Verfes out b re e'er I come; 

My Table '5 not like his, ith Papers fpread, 

And fometimes I can fc ree be brought to r 

. 

.. 

• 

• 



s 
I'crb.ps, to plHfc • Pdcnd with Sitire pleas'd, 

I JIle" my Rbimn; bat 'tis with l.in Itleaft ~ 

Per~ps too wbeQ I read my V crfes, he 

Laugh • • 1It at tbcm_ and ;n his SUI" at me. 
Be th.t as 'twiD, I'm pleas~dt and tbat's my View. 

Which if I gain, I bave no morc to do. 

I'm harry'd by a refty Mufc along, 

1 can't fpeak weU, nor can I bold my Tongue: 
, 

And if I fancy I have hit a Jeft, 

Down it muSt go, or I !hall never reft. 

Boougb of this at once. Let's breath a while. 

My very Hand is weary of the Toil: 

ave done: my Mufe, and hen YOI1 write in pain, • 

Give o'cr; to morrow, wc.'ll begin again • 

.. 



I To Mo r 

Imitated by 

Comp " 

OF all the Ctetture which Ellnb' uri- cetr d, 

That fly i'tb' ir, or in the Sea r r ; 
• 
Throughout the Globe from P "iJ 

The arrant'ft Fool in my pinion' M.A 

WhAt I (frrait I'm taktn up) DII". DII II "'. 

An Ant, .. Blllt,,,jl}, " crAwling ~V'r , • 

A Bf;I/J Ih., ,b,TIIs ,b, Cud, II b'"Jing Aji, 

0, br'TII~1 ~ G'"t, ti, M. n i" S,"fr forp4s I 
o • • 

DD },Il ." [njift 'f" Dry, ,Jtr-

T, MAn? Ay, molt nque~ion bly, Sir, 
• 

or, I fi d J 're fhoc'd t thi Di£i ourfe 1 

M. II ;/ ,f ", VlI;VI fo ; • 
'0 

• 




