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“The wondring Nations of dll w«u m
That France has mmﬂh’ oftheir PHEE Y

SATIRE VL

'Wa.z ﬂo.re is this, good God ! what dddﬂ
7 Cries : ﬂ
Affault my Bars and keep uafhut my Eyes? 3
"What fpiteful Goblin do's this Clamour make ?

Do Men at Paris go to Bed to wake?

The Caterwauling Cats in Garret groul,

Worfe than Cur-Dogs anights ia Hamlets houl -
Difturb’d and Terrify’d, ia vain [ rouze 3

It rattles as if Hell was in the Houfe: PRI
Oae grumbles like a Tyger bere ; and there .

. One, hkea fquawliog Brat torments my Bar.

This is not all my Curft ; ‘the Mice and Rats

* To wake me feem in Confort with theCats: ' {
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o S ow Carts and ‘Coaches run along the Streets,
ar. And next my Ear the Mafons Mufic greets ;
i * Now Doors unlock’d on rufty Hinges jar,

"And opening Shops, expofe deceitful Ware:

! ing Priefts for hated Duties wake :
Jow in the neigh'ring Tours the crazy Bells *~
By drunken Sextons ring departing Kiells ;
“’iruuw Ahbey with Conhﬁon fill,
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* 1 prec where e’er | went, from Tlrmg to Thm(,
Joltled and hov'd, and fometimes heav'd along ; -
The Crowd inceflantly cameon in Swarms, .
I fearce had Ufe of Feet, and noae of Arms 3 g
'Torn are my Ruffles, rompled my Cravat,
And rudely from my Head they tofs my Hat. ;
4 Here to’ards the Church a pompous Funeral Show

Advances with a folemn March, and {low ; o

There, Lackies fall together by the Ears,i &
And there fet Dogs upon the Paflengers ;

Here Paviers ftopping me, I'mata Lofs,

And there I meet an ill prefaging Crofs P

Here Filers are at work, and down they pour,
Of Dirt_and Brick and Tile a dan@¥rous Show’r

61 e “l.mg_'l’,‘

* lhid.Venfe 243,
——=Nobis properantibus obftat
Unda prior, magnb populus premit agmine lumbos,
(A)ﬂ: fequitur, Yexit hic cabito, ferit LY T IR O
er, at hic ugu. 'J‘n?ucnnt, ille metrerame 4,
+ Horace, 11, 2. Verf, u. .
Triftia mnn. acur fanera Planftris.
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- Apd twenty Kennels was oblig'd to leap;

.Sl cmudwgu;hq croud they Hq' iid»z
But I, who had an Aflignation made, ;
Was with moft Pain and moft Impatience ftay’d

As weary in fo curf} 3 Place to '.lib A
Not knowing to what Saint my Vows to pay,
I ventar’d ev’ry thing to make my Way;
1ranin Danger of the Wheel to fcape,

14queez’d and fhoy'd, but fill "twas worfe ac
For now 1 met with G--:-,rud-hh
‘ncw.monmlau. Mw
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When v'ry Thing at the Marchésnenf™s in Pe
* Then the Thieves {ally and the City fieze;

But what's Rill fafer than'a Paris Street. = o
«'Wretched thie Man whom Bufinefs keeps abroad;  *'
The Danger wou'd be-lefs to'traft the Road:
If theo’ an Alley he’s oblig'd togo, ' '
*Tis odds bat he in Ambofh finds the Foe;
‘Befet by Rogues, faloted with a Carfe, A
*Tis well if they're contented ‘with his Parfes ' )
If he refifts they cut his Throat; 'and then '~

The Tales-of Maflacres and Weekly Bill. - =°
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x Sleep the Eyes, and Quict flies the Breaft ;

le'ucqg,u. Candle’s out before 1 find -
o Bafe is there, or for the Eyes or Miad ;-
re aerp'uuwm his Piftol Fires, .
e W‘I Blood retires ; 3
Iol ,cbro Windows and thro’ Curtain flies,
~ And Fear prefeats the Robber to my Eyes :

!Murder ! Help me ! Help ! I hear em cry

: Thieyes ; and ferenaded thos I lie.
ow Fire they tell me’s in our Neighbour’s Houfe, -
d from my Bed in mortal Dread 1 rouze ;
If naked from our Houfe to hislrun, ..
Night in Terror that “twill take our awn ;
he mmm our Neighbourhood deftray,
d all around is like a fecond Tray, -
mumwmwr Gml




*Twas light before I to mysLodging . o
But Day is tomy Bed and Night thcﬁm
. lhymedmtore&, for Reft | pray, Sy
Which none can bave in Town unlefs they pay.
%At Parss, Sleep like other Things is folﬂ,“**’ '
And you maft purchafe your Repofe with Gold:
* Room withia Room, d¢ Rates excefive, kire,
And far from thofe that froat the Street retire ;
*Tis well if you the Noife from thence can hcp.’ﬁ
And if inany Corner you canfleep. ., «
Pwis is for the Rich a glorioos Place,

From Town they when tbey pleth to Onﬁl%' | fm"
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mwm sw.
s rich may on his Wealth employ -
ughts, and fweetly his dear felf enjoy. =
“l(tmummmlmﬂom
glad if any one will make me Room ; L
i‘omfnmmﬁreamth«’sned o 4

. _Wau:*m where by Cbnce !’mled

.’vl' 5

SA.T’I RE vn

iy P

iy -
0 zmrc, mgMn[e..tho’ Smrg my preml
J.lthdunge our Stylc for onceaad ceafe to ml
anill Trads, and we havegfca, foond, .

2 d ~mm wereceivethe Wougd ;
» n[g w in this W,r £Ogeges



It fears ncdiﬂ‘eﬁngcenﬂ:m,*m\w g
And has no Eneies but Moth snd Duft.”

The Reader tdy be pleas’d, be’s fafe enough s~ ©

He blames ’em while he reads, yet mmas.., wh
The Pleafure his, while they the Hazard ron. *
f‘hcy fondly Fancy yet, ’tis lawful all,
Purfue the flipp’ry Path and fear go Fall. “*' *
They can’t, alas, their merry Fits forego;.” ¢
Tho’ ev’ry Yatigh'that pleafes makes aFoe. |, .
A Poem foor offends, if tod fevere, = 0 110
 For cach will thirk he fees ‘Lﬁwm gl

And he who ‘reads it may apptatd your Argy? 75
Yet fearifs Force, and Hate-you from his Heart.
l'mbmﬁﬂnn. l'!““»“iﬁchlgeﬁ,




_yhmh my Hud, 1 bite,my Nails in vain ;
* For all this mighty Labour of my Braia,
Brings nothing lefs unnatural abroad,

Fhan s Epic, or than Talden’s Ode. .
fa Pm cnhe Rack, while Elcgy I write; ¢
‘But have my Wifh when Satire’s arm’d with Spite :
Then, only then, I feel my felf infpic'd,
lﬂlfoon my Fancy is to Rally fir'd :
bu, when Apsll 1 invoke, he hears,
“ hnlch angry Page the God appears.
8 Words come with Eafe and in dve Order. ftand, .
nit the Mouon of my eager Hud. .o
ere th;pamnbmfal of the Town,
before 1 think, puts M——hdown:




5" Am 1a foolifh Author to deferibe,
" Before me, Satire fets the Rhiming Tribe:
My Verfe comes breaking like a Tempeft dm,
At once you meet With P, We—, and B
 With Durfey, 0<—b, and the Doster G
And for one Scribler of their Rank, you find,

Vi

" A thoufand more, as bad, vonam’d behind.
J triumph to my felf,.with fecret Joy, i «
I thus my Mafe’s happier Arts employ : i
Fond of the Stroke, with ev’ry Lafh, my Pen %3

“The keener grows, and longs to ftrike again. -
1 often with my Mafe, my felf éngage, i

And ftrive to fop the torrent of my Rage; 'i
In vain T woud at leaft fome Perfons fpare,e *
Satire forbids, and wages equal War. ; sl

H«*’ B

When once the Frenzy felzes mc, you know i
What follows. Fly, if you woa’d mifs the ﬁoﬂ ;
Howe're, true Merit, 1 fhall always Pfizo, ‘




owd the wide World aga:u& my Mufe declare,
e& whole World I know my Mufe wow'd war §
And Merry, Mélancholly, Rich or Poor,

)
«quench his Thirft of Satire in his Blood ;
ik i REIWERTT
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3 unch’dthcmcﬂnmmm
And when the furious Pen of Fuvenal :
Ran o'er wnthﬂdoﬂsdmm

He laf'd the Vices of an Impious Age; 5 ii_-.~* i
* Yet for their Jeft; Did any of ‘em die?
What did they fear of old, and what fhou’d 12

Where do’s my Manner, or my Name appear?
What Feature does the Writer’s Image bear L
: l don’t to imitate Af-
And bring my Verfes out where ¢’er I come ;
My Table ’s not like his, with Papers fpread,
And fometimes I can fcarce be brought to read :

A
* ‘* ™

xprel'ume, T T G



, ﬂvlggm’dbyure&yMufealolg,
Mk fpeak well, nor can 1 hold my Tongue:
And if I fancy 1 have hit a Jeft,

‘it muft go, or 1 fhall never reft.
‘Enough of this at once. Let’s breath a while,
My very Hand is weary of the Toil:

. Wave done my Mufe, and when you write in Pain,




- To Moni‘ M“‘” Dl' O‘Fthe Sl»‘

m,-,, skl

Imirated by M. 6 LD n A M, in the Year 168
3 ‘ k»w “. y

Compar’d ani”Corveited, from the Oﬁfﬁf“
5] Mr, Ozu.t.. 3 3

O‘F all the Creatures which Earth's Surface tread,
That fiy i'th’ Air, or in the Sea are bred, - "‘3
Throughou the Globe from Paris to Fapar,
The arrant’ft Fool in my Opinion’s # 4 NI° m"ﬁ;
What ? (frait Pm taken up) Dare you affrm, H
An Ant, a Butrerfly, a crawling Worm, -
A Bulk thar chews the Cud, 4 braying Aft,
Or browzing Goar, do Man in Senfe ﬁ-rpaﬁ ?
Do you an Infeit of a D-q prefer’ ¢ %
To Man? Ay, moft uaqueftionably, Sirve. Bty
‘Dofor, | fiad you're fhock'd at this mmr

‘ Mau (m&}){aﬂ ofdnvnwﬁ}






