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ADVERTISEMENT

TO THE

R E A DE R

THE fumber of Spurious [Editions that
have ffolen into the World, loaded too with
errors, and wilful ones, of every defcription,
befides matter that never iffued from my brain,
renders it neceffary for me to fay fomewhat
of this O&avo Edition, which is not now
my Property, but the purchafed Copy right
of Meflieurs GouLpinNG, RosinNsons, and
WaLkKER. Some Alterations which have been
‘made by me in this Edition, I hope, are for the
better ; many more may, probably, be thought
neceflary by my indulgent Friend the Public,
whofe favourable Opinion forms the fummit of
my Ambition ; whofe Patronage I have found
infinitely fuperior to that of Princes; and to
whofe Tribunal the prefent Volumes are moft
refpectfully fubmitted.

P, PI N D AR.
July 22, 1794, :






A
POETICAL, SUPPLICATING, MODEST, AND AFFECTING

E P I S T L E

TO THOSE

LITERARY COLOSSUSES,

THE

R E VI EWE R S

Carmine, Di Superi placantur ; Carmine, Manes,
Vaft are the pow'rs of Verfe—mindeed fo ftrong,
Angels and Devils can be footh'd by Sung.

Vor. L B
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TO THE
o

REVIEWER

FATHERS of Wifdom, a poor wight befriend;
Oh, heat my fimple prayer in fimple lays:

In formd pauperis behold I bend,
And of your Worthips afk a little praife.

I am no cormorant for fame, d’ye fee;
I afk not all the laurel, but a fprig!

Then hear me, Guardians of the facred Tree,
And tick a leaf or two about my wig.

In fonnet, ode, and legendary tale,
Soon will the prefs my taneful foul difplay;
‘Then do not damn ’em, and prevent the fale;
And your petitioner fhall ever pray. | ’

My workscondemn’d, the Mufe withgrief willgroan—
The cenfure dire my lantern jaws will ruc!

Know, I have tecth and ftomach like your own,
And that I wifh to eat as well as you,

B2 I never



4 TO THE REVIEWERS.

I never faid; like murderers in their dens,
Ye fecret met in cloud-capp’d garret high,
With hatchets, fcalping-knives in fhape of pens,
To bid, like Mohocks, haplefs authors die:

Nor faid, (in your Reviews, together ftrung)
The limbs of butcher'd writers, cheek by jowl,
Look’d like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung
Before the hungry fpider’s dreary hole.

I ne’er declar’d, that, frightful as the Blacks,
In greafly flannel caps ye met together,

With fcarce a rag of fhirt about your backs,
Or coat-or breeches to keep out the weather.

Heav’n knows I'm innocent of all tranfgreflion
Againft your Honours, men of claffic fame!
I ne’er abus’d your critical profeffion,

Whole di&tum faves at once or damns a name,

I never queftion’d your profound of head,




TO THE REVIEWERS. s

I never faid, that, pedlar like, ye fold .
Praife by the ounce, or pound, like fnuff or cheefe;

‘Too well I knew, ye filver fcorn’d, and gold—
Such drofs, a fage Reviewer never fees !

I never hinted, that with half a crown
Books have been fent you by the fcribbling’ tnbe P
Which fee hath purchas’d pages of renown:
No—for I knew you'd fpurn the paltry bribe.

1 ne’er averr’d, ye critics to a man,
For pence, would fwear an owl excell’d the lark;

Nor call’d a coward gang, your grave Divan,
That ftabb’d, like bafe affaffins, in the dark.

I never prais’d, or blam’d, an author’s book,
Until your wife opinions came abroad ;
On-thefc with holy rev’rence did I look :
With you I prais’d, or blam’d, fo help me G—d!

The fam’d LoncInus all the world muft know:
The gape of wonder ARISTARCHUS drew,
As well as ALexanper’s * Tutor, lo! -
All! all great'critics, gentlemen, like you.
B3 . Did

* Arifotle.



6 TO THE REVIEWERS.

Did any afk me, ¢ Pray, Sir, your opinion
« Of thofe Revicwers, who fo bold beftride

« The world of learning, and, with proud dominion,
« High on the backs of crouching authors ride *’

Quick have I anfwet’d, in a rage, « *Od’s-blood !
« No works like theirs fuch criticifm convey :
« Not all the timber of Dodona’s wood
« E’cr pour’d more fterling oracle than zbey.”

Did others cry, ¢ Whate’er their brains indite,
« Be fure, is excellent—a partial crew v

« With 16 Paans ufher’d to the light,
« And prais’d to folly in the next Review:”

This was my anfwer to each frarling clf,
(My eyeballs filI’d with fire, my mouth with foam)
« Zounds! is not juftice due to onc’s dear felf?
¢ And fhould ngg charity begin at home **
2

Full often I've been queftioned with a fneer—
« Think you one could not bribe em ** « Not a
nation,”’— ‘
« A baaf-fteak, with a pot or two of beer,
“ H;ht fave a little volume from damnation.”
i Furious



TO THE REVIEWERS. 7

Furious I've anfwer’d, « Lo! my Lord CarrisLe
« Implores; in vain, a feat in Fame’s old temple;

¢ Though yox applaud; their wifdoms will not fmile;
* And what they difapprovée is furely fimple.

« Could gold fucceed; enough the Peer might raife,
¢ To buy the fhirtlefs critics o’er and o’er:

« *Tis merit only can command their praife,

v Witnefs the volumes of Mifs Hanxan More®.

¢« The g‘ﬁﬂ'b Jfor Happinefs, that beauteous fong,

<« Which all of us would give our ears to own;
« The Captive, Percy, both, like muftard ftrong,

¢« That, woeful, force from P1Ty’s foul the groant.”

Hail Briftol town! Boeotia now no more,
SinceGarRrIck’sSaprHofings,thoughrather flowly:
All hail Mifs Hannan! worth at leaft a fcore,
Ay, twenty {core, of CHATTERTON and RowLey.

Men of prodigious parts are moftly thy:
Great NewTon’s felf this failing did inherit;
Thus, frequent, yox avoid the public eye,
And hide in lurking holes, a world of merit.
B 4 . Yet

* A Lady talked of for her rhymes, and emphatically called,
by a certain clafs of readers, the tenth Mufe,

+ A pair of tragedies.



3 TO THE REVIEWERS.

Yet oft your cautious modefties I fee,
When from your bow’r with bats ye wing the dark :
And Sundays, when no catchpoles prowl for prey,
Dining with good Duke HumpHRy in the Park.

"Meck Sirs! in frays ye choofe not to appear,
A circumftance moft natural to [uppofe, -

And thereforc hide your precious Heads, for fear ~
Some angry bard, abus’d, fhould pull your nge

The world’s loud plaudit, lo! ye don’t defire,
Nor do ye haftily on books decide;

But firft at cv’rf coffee-houfe enquire,
How, in its favour, runs the public tide.

There, Wispowm, often with a critic wig,
The face demure, knit brows, and forehead fcowling,
I've feen o’er pamphlets, with importance big,
Moufing for faults, or, if you’ll have it, owling. *

Herculean Gentlemen! I dread your drubs;
Pity the lifted whites of both my eyes!

Strung with new ftrength beneath your mafly clubs,
Alas! I fhall not an ANTzUS rife,

Lo,



TO THE REVIEWERS, 9

Lo, like an elephant along the ground,
Great Caliban, the giant Jounson ftretch’d!
The Britifh Roscius too your clubs confound,
Whofe fame the fartheft of the ftars hath reach’d.

If fuch fo eafy fink beneath your might,
Ye Gods! I may be done for in a trice :
Hurl’d by your rage to everlafting night—
Crack’d with that eafe a beggar cracks his lice.

If, awful Sirs, ye grant me my petition,

With brother pamphlets fhall my pamphlet fhine ;
And fhould it chance to pafs a firft edition,

In capitals fhall ftare your praife divine.

Quote from my work as much as e’er you pleafe ;
I'or extracts, lo! I’ll put no angry ‘face on;

Nor fill a hungry lawyer’s fift with fees,
Tofqueeze JounMuRrrav likethe furiousMason.*

Sage Sirs! if favour in your fight I find,
If fame ye grant, I’ll blefs each gen’rous giver;
With you found coats, clean linen, mafters kind,{
Gallons of broth, and pounds of bullock’s liver.
The

* The conteft between Mr. Mafon and the bookfeller added
not an atom to the reputation of the Podt.

4+ The bookfellers, .



TO THE

R EVIEWERS.

WRITTEN FOR A FRIEND.

,TI S hard, Meflieurs Reviewers, pon my foul,
Ye thus fhould lord it o’er the world of wit:
No higher court your fentence to controul,
Ye hang, or ye reprieve, as ye think fit!

Whether, in calf, your labours of the year
Rank with immortal bards, or boxes line;
Or, torn for fecret fcrvi&cs, oh dear!
Are offer’d up at Cloacina’s fhrine:

Whether ye look all rofy round the gills,

Or hatchet-fac’d like ftarving cats fo lean ;
Whether your criticifim each pocket fills

With halfpence, keeping you clofe fhav’dand clean;

Whether in gorgeous raiment ye ap,
Or tatters ready from your backs to fall ;
Whether with pompous wigs to guard cach car,
Or whether you've no wigs or ears at all ;

Whether



TO THE REVIEWERS. @

Whether ye look like gentlemen or thieves,
I hate ufurpers of the critic throne;
Therefore his compliments the poet gives,
And humbly hopes youw’ll let his lines alone.

Stay till he afks your thoughts, ye forward fages;
Officioufniefs the modeft bard abjures:

*Tis {urely pert to meddle with bis pages,
Who never deign’d to look. in one of yours.

LYRIO






L YRIC ODES

TO THE

ROYAL ACADEMICIANS,
FOR M,DCC,LXXXII.

—_

e Arma wirosque cano.

Paint and the Men of Canvas fire my Lays,

‘Who fhow their Works for I’ ofit and fo~ Praife;
Whofe Pockets know moft comfortable F'llirgs—e
Gaining Two Thoufand Pounds a Year by Shillings






LYRIC ODES

O DE I

PeTer giveth an account of his great ReraTion—boafteth—
praifeth Sir WiLL1amM CHamBERs and SomerseT-Housg—
applaudeth Sir Josuva ReynoLps, and fheweth deep clafiic
learning.

MY Coufin PiNpaR, in his Odes,
Applauded Horfejockeys and Gods,
Wreftlers and boxers in his verfé divine!
Then fhall not I, who boaft his fire,

And old hereditary lyre,
To Britifh Painters give a golden line?

Say, fhall yon Dome ftupendous rife,
Striking with Attic front the gkies—
‘The nurfing dame of many a Painting Ape;*
‘ And

® Painting Ape~This expreflion is by no means meant to
convey the idea of infult.—There is great propriety, if not
poetry, in it.—The reader will pleafe to recolle®, that Painting
is an imitative art—Monkeys are prodigious imitators—witnefs

my own Odes.—Befides, Pope compliments the immortal New-
ton b a fimilar allufion,
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And I immortal rhyme refufe,
To tell the nations round the news,

And make pofterity with wonder gapc’

Spirit of Coufin PiNpawr, ho!
By all thy Odes, the world fhall know,
That CuameEers plann'd it—DBe his name rever’d !|—
Sir WirL1am’s journeymen and tools,
* '(No pupils of the Chinefe Schools)
“With ftone, and wood, and lime, the fabric rear’d !

Thus having put the Knight in rhyme,

Stone, mr:n, and timber, toolsand lime;
Let us furvey what this rare Dome contains—£
) Where rival qrtiﬂs for a name,

Bit by that glorious mad-dog Fame,
.Have fix’d the labours:of. their bruth and brains.

T

O Mufe! Sir Joanvua’s mafter-hand
_ Shall firft our lyric Jaud comii{and—
Lo! TarjgTon d ing on'hts boot fo tight!
" His horfes fcgl a lk:c rage, hELT
And yearn w:th Y;plgics to engagc-- f
1 think I hear Mng for the fight!

" Behold




LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXIL. 17

Behold with fire each eyc-ball glowing !
I wifh indeed their manes fo flowing
Woere more like hair :—the brutes had been as good
If, flaming with fuch claffic force, *
They had refembled lefs that horfe
Call’d Trojan—and by‘Grecks compos’d of wood.

Now to yon trotting angel let us go—
A very fine performance too, I trow,
Who rides a cloud—indeed a heavy hack— |
" Which to my mind doth ceréés bring
That eafy bum-delighting thing,
Rid by the *Chancellor—yclefd a fack.
‘ ‘

Yet, REyNoLDs, let me fairly fay,
With pride I pour the lyric lay

To moft things by thy able hand expré{’c—-
Compar’d to other painting men,
Thou art an eagle to a wren !—

Now, Miftrefs Mufe, pray wait on Mifter Wesr.
Vou. I. C . ODE

* The Lord Changellor, in the Houﬁ of Lords, fits con-
ftantly on a woolfack, -~ '



O D E IL

Perer falleth fc;ul on Mr. West for reprefenting our blefled
RepeeMER like an OLp-CLoTHES-MaN—and for mifrepre-
fenting the ArosTLEs—Cutteth up Mr. WesT’s angels—
Attacketh another picture of Mr. WesT’s—Weepeth ovcr
the hard fate of Prince Ocravivs and AucusTus,

children of our moft glorious Sovereign.

WiEsT, what hath thy pencil done?
Why, painted God Almighty’s fon
Like an old-clothes-man, about London ftreet !
Put in his hand a.rg‘ﬁy bag,
To hold cach dainty, rufty rag ;
We then fhall fee the chara&er complete.

Th’ Apoftles too, I'm much afraid,
Were not the fellows thou haft made—
For Heav’n’s fake, rub thofe rafcals out again—
There’s not a mortal who believes
They look’d like old.*Salvator’s Thieves,
Although they might i look like gentiemen.
St.

* Salvator Rofa, happy i;'ﬁrchan&ers of banditti.



LYRIC ODES, FOR M;DCL,LXXXIT. 19

Saint Paul moft candidly declares,
He could not give himfelf high airs
Upon his perfon—which was rather homely— .
But really, as for all the reft,
Save Judas, who was a rank beatft,
They all were decent laboureérs, and comely.

Thy Spirits too can’t boaft the graces—
"Two Indian angels by their faces—

But fpeak—where are their wings to mount the win®?
One would fuppofe M*Bripz* had met *em—
If thow haft fpare ones, quickly get *em,

Or clfe the lads will both be 18 behind. -

Ghoft of {O&avius ! tell the bard,
And thou, Auguftus, us’d {o bard,

Why WesT hath murder’d you, my tender lambs ?

Ye bring to mind vile Richard’s deed,
Who bade your royal coufins bleed,
For which the world the tyrant’s mem’ry damns.

Ca . To

. Capt.‘ M¢Bride, famous for winging men of war, as well s
partridges.==See his letter to the Admirglty.

+ A pi&ture chriftened the Apothesfis of the young gentlemen.



20 LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXII.

To give the dev’l his due, thou doft inherit
Some pigmy portion of the painting {pirit ;
But what is this compar’d to loftier things ?
Thine is the fortune (making rivals groan)
Of wink and nod familiar from the throne,
And fwecteft whifpers from the beft of kings.

Nods, and winks-royal, fince the world began,
Are immortalities for Ji¢tle man.

A whifper, like the brecze that lifts the duft,

And mounts o’er chimney-tops the giddy ftraw,
Can raife a rafcal to a place of truft,

"Whofe back has bled bencath the whips of law.

Roll on a beggar but the royal eye,
How the rogue puffs amid th’ enlarging light !
Stretch’d by its blaze, the fellow’s ten feet high—
Juft as in magic-lantern fwells the mite :

Such is the pow’r of kings to make one ftare—
Thus are kings, conjurors, I do declare.

ODE
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ODE I

Perer adminiftereth fage advice to very young Painters.

PEOPLE muft mount by flow degrees to glory—
*T'is ftairs muft lcad us to the attic ftory:

Thus thought my great old Name-fake, PeTzr CzAR ;
Who bound himfelf, in Holland, to a trade;
A very pretty carpenter he made ;

And then went *home, and built a man of war.

The lad who would a *pothecary fhine,

Should powder claws of crabs, and Jalap, finc;
Keep the thop clean, and watch it like a porter ;

Learn to boil glyﬁers~nax, to give them too,

If blinking nurfes can’t the bus’nefs do ;
Write well the labels, and wipe well the mortar.

Before that boys can rife to mafter-tanners,
Humble thofe boys muft be,and mind their manners;
Defpiﬁng Pripk, whofe wﬂhiﬁ is to wreck ’em ;
‘ ~ C3 - And

¢ To Ruffa.,



22 LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXII.

And mornings, with a bucket and a ftick,
Should never once difdain to bend and pick,
From ftreet to ftreet, rich lumps of A4ltum Grecum.
Thus f{liould young limning lads themfeves de-
mean ;
Learn how to keep their mafters’ bruthes clean,
" And lcarn to fqueeze the colours from the bladdeis—
Furbifh up rags; the fhining pallet fet ;
Keep the knives bright, and cke the eafel neat—
Such arts, to Famx’s high temple are the ladders.

Young men, fo ufeful are the arts I mention ;
(Believe me, not an atom is invention).
The inftant that I pen this ode, I know

A jew-like, fhock-poll’d, fcrubby, fhort, black man,
More like a cobler than a gentleman—
‘Working on canvafs, like a dog in dough.

By heav’ns! with fcarce more knowledges than thefe,
He earns a guinea ev’ry day with eafe ;
Attempteth heads of brinccs, aogs, cats, 'fquires—
Now on a monkey vent’reth, now a faint;
Talks of bimfelf, ahd much halfclf admires,
An@ru;& the veneﬁg Ban,taf_» C'ogk of Paint.
- ‘ By
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But mind me, youths, I don’t conceit advife,
Becaufe ’tis fulfome to men’s ears and eyes ;
Whofe tongucs might cover-you with ridicule ;
And pray, who loves the appellation, Fool 2

Yet, if, in {pitc of all the Mufe can fay,
You will infi# on going the wrong way,
And wifh to be of men the laughing-ftock—
Copy our little old black bantam cock ;.

~ Whofe foul, moreover, of fuch fort is ;
Fﬁﬁ"‘&tﬁ fo much acrimony overflows,
A%§makes him, wherefoe’er he goes,

A walking thumb-bottle of Agua-fortis,

Cq ODE
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O D E 1IV.

The Lyric Bard commendeth Mr. Gainssorouch’s Piu-
Recommendeth Lonpscare to the Artift.

AND now, O Mufe, with fong fo big,

Turn round to GainssorougH's Girl and Pig,
Or Pig and Girl I rather fiould have faid :

The pig in white, I muit allow,

Is really a well-painted fow:
1 wifh to fay the fame thing of the maid,

As for poor St. Leger and Prince;

Had I their places, I fheuld wince,
Thus to be gibbcted for weeks on high:

Jut like your fclons after death,

On Bagthor, or on Hounflow Heath,
That force from travellers the pitying figh.

Yet GAINSBOROUGH has merit too,
Would he his charming ﬁrf purfue ;
To mird his landfcape have tiag 'modeft grace:
Yet there fometimes are Nat:ure s tints defpis’d :
I with them more attendcd to, andk priz’d,
Inftead ogump ry that ufurps ‘their place. -
' : ODE



ODE V.

Pz'r;:zz quarrelleth with Far—Proveth its fatal inconveniences
~—Accounteth for the leannefs and rags of the Muses—
Difplaycth military {clence—Telleth a wonderful Story of
a Spanisu MarQuis—Talketh fenfibly of a greyhound, a
hawk, and a race-horfe—Pointeth out the proper fubjeéts
for greafe. .

PAINTERS and poets never thould be fat—
Sons of Apollo! liften well to that:
Fat is foul weather, dims the fancy’s fight :
In poverty, the wits more nimbly mufter:
Thus ftars, when pinch’d by froft, caft kecer luftre
On the black blanket of OLp MoTHER NiGHT.

Your heavy fat, I will maintain,

Is perfect birdlime of the brain;

And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings,
Fat holds ideas by the legs and wings.

Fat flattens the moft brilliant thoughts,
Like the buff-ftop on haxpﬁchmds, or {pinets—
Muflling their pretty little tuneful throats,
“That would have chirp’d away l'ikc linnets.
‘ Not
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Not only fat is hurtful to the Arts,

But Love, at fat—ev’n Love ALMicHTY ftarts :—
Love hates large, lubberly, fat, clumfy fellows,
Panting and blowing like a black{mith’s bcllows.

In parliament, amidft the various chat,

What cloquence of NorTH’s is loft by fat!
Mute in his head-piece on his bofom hung,
How many a fpeech hath flept upon his tongue !

' So far Apollo’s right, I needs muft own,
To keep his fons and daughters high in bone:
‘The NINE too, as from hiftory we glean,
Arc, Iike Don Quixote’s RosiNANTE, lean 3

Who likewife fancy all incumbrance bad,
And therefore travel very thinly clad;
Looking like damfels juft efcap’d from jails,
With backs 4l frefco, and with tatter’d tails,

How, with large rolls of fat, would act
A foldicr, or a failor?
And ’tis-a well-attefted fadt,
Apollo was as nimble as a taylor,
I—Iow could_he elfe Have caught that handfome flirt,
Miss DapHNE, racing through the pools and dirt?
‘ Th



LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXII, 27

The Marquis of CEroNA, of great parts,
Could fcarce fuport himfelf, he was fo big—
Hec flarv’d—drank vinegar by pints and quarts,
And got down to a chriftian—from a pig:
Some author fays, his fkin (but fome will doubt him)
Would fold a half-a-dozen times about him.

Reader 1—of lic I urge not an iota: .
His fkin would really round his body come,
Though tight before as parchment on a drum—

Juft like a Portuguefe Capota.—

Yes—yes—indeed I folemnly repeat,
Painters and bards thould very little eat:
No matter, verily, how flight their fare—
Nay, though camelion-like they fed on air—

Elfe they’re like ladies much inclin’d to feeding—
Who, often when they fatten, leave off breeding ;
Or, like the hen, facetious /Efop’s ftory,

So known—1I fhall not lay the tale before ye.

Ye would not load with fat, a running-horfe,
Or greyhound ye defign’d to courfe;
Nor would ye fatten up the hawk

_Ye mean to nimble birds to talk,

| Then
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Then pray, young brufhmen, if ye with to thrive,
And keep you'r genius, and the art alive,
Gobble not quantities of fleth and fith up :
Brings who can no harm from fat receive,
May feaft fecurely—then for heav’n’s fake leave
Greafe to an alderman, a.hog, and bifhop.

O D E VI

Perer flattereth Mr. Mason CuameerLiN ; and that moft
brilliant lafxdfcapc-paintcr, "Mf. LouTHERBOURG.~PETER
admireth, praifeth, and confoleth the Englith Clande, WiL.

SON.

THY portraits, CHAMBERLIN, may be
A likenefs, far as I can fee;

But, faith! I cannot praife a fingle feature:
Yet, when it thall fo pleafe the Lord,
To make his people out of board,

Thy piGures will be tolerable nature,

And ‘)U'mznnounc, when Heav’'n fo wills,
To make brafs kacs, and golden hills,
With marble bullocks i in glafs paftures grazing ;
Thy
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Thy reputation too will rife,
And people, gaping with furprife,
Cry, «“Monficur LouTHERBOURG is moft amazing!"

But thou muft wait for that event—
Perhaps the change is never meant—

Till then, with me, thy pencil will not fhine—
Till then, old red-nos’d *WiLson’s art ‘
Will hold its cmpire o’cr my hreart,

By Britain left in poverty to pine.

But, honeft WiLsown, mever mind ;
Immortal praifes thou fhalt find,

And for a dinner have no caufe to fear.—
Thou ftart’ft at my prophetic rhimes !
Don’t be impatient for thofe times ;

Wait till thou haft been dead a hundred year.

ODE

* This great Artift was defired by Sir W, Cuameers, his
friend, to paint a pitture for a great King : the Artift painted
the pi€ture for the great King; it was one of the finefl L2 ever
execuied ; the pi€ure was fhewn to the great King, which was
langhed at, and with contempt returned. The pifturs is now
in the author’s pofleflion.—Why have we not a life of Wirsox,
whofe eye was as perfe& in the perception of aérial nature, as that
of CLavne, and whofe ideas werc of a much fuperior order of
grandeur ?

"
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O D E VIL

PeTER breaketh out into learning, and talketh Latin—Ad-
vifeth young‘zrti.ﬂ:s to da no more than they caz do—Recome
mendeth to each the knowledge of his genius.—PETER
talketh of /Efop’s fables and Mifter STuses.—PeTER Ver-
tuggth on the flage—Recordeth a ftory of an attor, and
concludeth facetiouﬂ.y.

< QQI Sit Mecenas, ut nemo quam fibi fortem” —
Was partly written for thofe fools

Who flight the very art that would fupport *em,
In fpite of Gratitude’s and Wifdom’s rules.

It brings to mind old Afop’s tale fo fweet,
Of a poor country-bumpkin of a ftag, '
Who us’d to curfe his clumfy legs and feet,
But of his horns did wonderfully brag :

Unlike our London poor John-Bulls,

‘Who, from the wardrobe of their fculls,

Could, with the greateft pleafure, piecc-meal tear
Such pretty-looking ornamental geer. R

D But,
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But, to the ftory of the Buck,
Like many Englifh ones, much out of luck.

The morn was frefh, the fcent was good,

And Buck by thund’ring hounds purfu’d :
His lcgs fo friendly bore him like the wind ;

In fhort, he mock’d the thund’ririg founds—

In fhort, he laugh’d at all the hounds—
And lcft them, with a *f—, behind.

And now a thicket’s to be fought :

In rufh’d the ftag as quick as thought—
No fooncr got among the thorns,

But Buck’s entangled by the hqrns:

Up come the dogs, at length, with dreadful notc;
In vain he ftruggles—hound on hound
Pulls the poor pris’ner to the ground—
Then enters Huntfman John, and cuts his throat.
Unfor-

* This is really too much in Rabelais’ and Dr. Swift’s vulgar
manner—an arrant lapfus lingue. ‘The nice-nofed reader is

therefore defired to turn his nofe up or awry at this nafty
allufive letter.
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Unfortunately for the graphic art,

Painters too often their true genius thwart ;
Mad to accomplith what can ne’er be done,
They form for criticifm a world of fun.

The man of hift’ry longs to deal in Jirtle,
Quits lafting ail, for perithable fpittle :
e man of miniature to hift’ry {prings,
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like brufh,
Makes for {ublimity a daring pufh,
And fthows, like Icarus, his feeble wings.

*Tis faid that nought fo much the temper rubs
Of that ingenious astift, Mifter Stusss,

As calling him a horfe-painter—how ftrange,
"That Stusss the title thould defire to change’!

PR

P

Yet doth he ;:urfcs on th’ occaﬁén uttcr,

And, foolifh, quarrcl with his bread and buttﬁ":
Yet, after land{cape, gentlemen and ladies,

This very Mifter STusBs prodigious mad is ;

So quits his horfe—on which the man might ride
«To BAME’s fair tempie; happy atid tmhure;
And takes a hobBy-horfe to gall his pide, 1
. That flings him, lkeyubber, in the dire.”

Lo “The
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The felf-fame folly reigns, too, on the flage—
Such for impoffibilities the rage !

The Man of Farce, to Tragedy afpircs,

And, calf-like bellowing, fecls heroic fires.

WesTton for Hamlet and Othello figh’d,
And thought it dev’lith hard to be deny’d.—
The courtly ABiNGTON’s untoward Star
Wanted her reputation much to mar,
And fink the Lady to the Wathing-tub—
So whifper’d—<¢ Miftrefs ApingToNn, play Scrub.”
To folly full as great, fome imp may lug her,
And bid her flink in Filch, and Abel Drugger.

An Acor, living at this time,
That now I pen my verfe fubline,
Could not, to fave his foul, find out his fer/—
But lo ! it happen’d, on a lucky night,
Hec on the fubject got a deal of light ;

And thus doth Fame the circumfiance report.

After exhibiting to Pit and Boxcs,

To take a dram, the Actor ftroll’d to *Fox’s—
Where foon his friend came in, fuch fine things faying,

Vor. I, ' D Offering

* A Tavern near the Playhoufe.
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Offering a thoufand pretty falutations,
With full confirming oath-ejaculations,
Unto this Son of Thefpis, on his playing.

¢ Damn me,”” quoth he, « but thou haft wond’rous
merit— [{pirit:

« Thou playd’ft to-night, my friend, with matchlefs

¢« Zounds! my dear fellow, let me go to H-1l,

« If ever part was acted half fo well I’

The A&or blufh’d, and bow’d, and filly look’d,
To hear fuch compliments fo nicely cook’d.—
Getting the better of his mauvaife bonte,

And ftaring at the othcer’s fteady front,

Quoth he, « What part, pray, mean yc? for, in troth,
« I know of none that you thould fo commend.”’—
« What part !’ replied the other with an oath,
« The bind-part of a Jack-ass*, my dear friend !

The Player, charm’d inftead of being hurt,
‘I'hank’d him for the difcovery of his forst—
Purfu’d his genius—fought no higher game,
And by his Jack-ass won unenvied fame.

ODE

+ A partin one of the Pantomimes, which contains a large
portien of kicking, braying, obitinacy, and tail-wriggling.
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O D E VIIIL

Peter reprehendeth Mr. and Mrs. Cosway, and fecemeth,
laft, athamed of his attack—I{e trimmeth Dr. Joru
jacket—and commendeth the beauty of Praise in

unknown before.

}FI E, Cosway! I’'m atham’d to fay
Thou own’ft the title of R. A.—
I fear, to damn thee *twas the Devil’s fending.
Somc honeft calling quickly find,
And bid thy Wife her kitchen m:nd,

Or fhirts and thifts be making, or be mending.

If Madam cannot make a fhirt,

Or mend, or from it wafh the dirt,
Better than paint, the Poct for thee feels—

Or take a ftitch up in thy flocking,

(Which for a wife is very thocking)

I pity the condition of thy heels.

What vanity was in your {kulls,
To make you a&t fo like two fools,
T’expofe your daubs, though made with wond’rous

puins out ?
D2 Could
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Could RapnaEtL’s angry ghoft arife,
And on the figures caft his eyes,
He’d catch a piftol up, and blow your brains out.

Mousk, in this criticifm, I fear

Thou really haft been too fevere :
Cosway paints Miniature with decent fpirit,
And Mrs. Cosway boafts fome merit.

Be more like courtly Horacc’s thy page ;

And fthun of furivus Juvenal the rage,

Of whom old Scaliger afferts—<* gui jugulat’*—
Id ¢fi—not murder would he boggle at.

He was a furious fellow, to be fure,

Like Jou~son, whoi the world could fcarceendurc;
Who, furly, bore his tommy-hawk about,

And glorying in a Defpot’s rude dominion,

Scalp’d, without mercy, ev’ry man’s opinion
Which from his mouth fhould dare to venture out.

Where Jounsox fat (which Candour fore bewails !)
Men put forth words fo cautious !—juft like fnails,
So fearful, putting forth their tender horns,
Shrinking and drawing in, and fo afraid
Of ev’ry foc that rudely may invade—
Prickles, and ncttles, and fharp~-wounding thorns.
Lo!
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Lo! our opinion is a child fo dear,
We love its prattle, though a fimple note ;
And, confequently, can’t with patience bear
The ruffian that would cut its little throat.

Sweet is the voice of Pra1se !—Oh, foft as filk!

I wifh the world’s rude veins could run with milk !
Praise is rich funfhine-weather—all enjoy it:

To catch it, ev’ry one is {o alive—

Bleft as the bees, that, humming from their hive,

So advantageoufly employ it.

But CeNsure is a cloud fo cold, that fcowls
And {pits—now foufes us o’cr head and ears,
Spoilsourbeft clothes ; and juft like poor foak’d fowls,
Drooping, fo foolifh ev’ry man appears.

PRrATSE is a pretty woman’s foft white hand,
That, fomething, tickles fo our fkin ;

CENsURE, a currycomb we can’t withftand,

Brings blood, and puts us quite upon the grin !

Musk, liften to this lecture—go thy ways—
And, quitting CensuReg, facrifice to Praisk,

D3 ODF
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O D E IX.

PerEr exhibiteth great Biblical knowledge—Immortalizeth his
Grace of QuEENsEERR Y~Condemneth Imitators, and maketh
comparifons, of Painters and Pointers, a Lais and a parcel of

Lnfigns.

SIR Josnua, (for I've rcad my Bible over)
Of whofe great brufh I own myfelf a lover,
Puts me in mind of Mathew, the firft chapter—
A genealogy I read with'rapture—
Abrim got Ifaac—Ifaac, Jacob got—
Jofeph to get, was lucky Jacob’s log,

And all Joe’s brothers,

Who very natrally got others,

A genealoay fo full of blood,

And cke fo full of picty—fo good—
Pleafing to me, as unto QecNse’rRrY’s Grace

Tte genealogy of borfes,

Sc famous on the famous courfes,

That bring to mind the fam’d Olympic race.

Sir
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Sir Josuua’s happy pencil hath produc’d
A hoft of Copyifts, much of the fame feature ;
By which the art hath greatly been abus’d :
I own Sir Josuua great ; but Nature greater.
.But what, alas ! is ten times worfe,
The progrefs of the art to curfe,
The Copyifts have been cspied too ;
And that, I’'m f{ure, will never do.

Such Painters are like pointers fecking game,
Intent on pleafure, and dog-fame.

Suppofc a half-a-dozen dogs, or more,

Snuffing, and fcamp’ring, crofling the ficld o'cr:

Lo! one dog fcents the partridge—points—
Fix’d like a ftatuc on the fragrant gale !

How ac the others? Stop their fcamp’ring joints;
And, lo! one’s nofe Bokes forth on t’other’s zai!.

Perhaps this dog-comparifon of minc,
Though vaftly natural and vaftly fine,
May not be fully underftood
By all the youngling painter brood ;
Therefore, that into error they mayn’t roam,
Suppofc we keep a little more az bome.
D4 Suppofe
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Suppofe a Damfel of the Cyprian clafs,
A frefh-imported, lovely, blooming lafs,

Gay, tripping, fmiling, ogling, in the Park—
Suppofc thofc charms, fo pleafing to the eye,
Catch the wild glance, and ftart the am’rous figh,

Of fome young roving Military Spark !

Lo! as if touch’d by bailiffs, or by thunder,
Sudden he ftops—all-over ftaring wonder—
A thoufand fancies his warm brain furround ;
And nail’d, as if by magic, to the ground,
He points towards thofe fafcinating charms
That rous’d the hoft of Paflions up in arms.

A brother Enfign fpies the ftock-ftill lad,

And fuddenhalts—grave pond’ring what it means :
Another Enfign, taking zbis for mad,

Upon his fupple-jack, deep-marv’ling, lcans :

»

Another Enfign after kim, too, fauntering,

Stops thort, and to his cye applies his glafs—
To know what flay’d his brother Enfign’s cantering,

Not dreaming of that cye-catcher, the Lass.

Thus
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Thus nofing one the other’s back,

Stands in a goodly row the King’s red pack :
Except the £##, whom NaTure’s charms inflame—
His nofe is properly towards the game.

I’en fo, the PrEsIDENT, to NATURE true,

Doth mark her form, and all her haunts purfue ;
Whilft half the filly Bruthmen of the land,
Contented take the NympH at fecond hand ;
Imps, who juft boaft the merit of Tranflators——
Herace’s fervum pecus— Imitators.

ODE X

PerER 15 witty on Meflieurs SErr: s and ZoFFaxi, and praifeth

and condemneth Mr. BARRET.

SERRES and Zorrani! I ween,
I better works than yours have feen.
You’ll fay, no compliment can well be colder—
Why, asaggu fcarce are in your prime,
And wait the ftrength’ning-hand of Time,
I hope that you’ll improve as you grow older*.

-

Believe

* The firft about 70 years of age, and the laft 63 or 64.
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Believe me, BArrET, thou haft truth and tafte ;
Yet fometimes art thou apt to be unchafte s
Too oft thy pencil, or thy genius, flags—
Too oft thy land[capes, bonfires feem to be;
And in thy buftling clouds, methinks 1 fee
The refurrection of oLD RaGS.

Ah! CarTox, our poor feelings fparc!
Supprefs thy trath another ycar;

Nor of thy folly make us fay a hard thing—
And lo! thofe daubs amongft the many,
Painted by Mifter Epwarp Penny,

They truly arc not worth one half a farthing,.

O D E XI.

PiTer cannonadeth Fasnion—Advifeth people to ufe their

own eyes and nofes; and ordcreth what is to be done with
a jad nofe.

ON E year thﬁ‘wi’ow’rs of Fafhion rule
In favour of the Roman School—
Then hey, for drawing ! Raphacl and Pouflin!
The



LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXII. 43

The follow ing year, the Flemifh bruth fhall ftrike—
Then hey, for colouring!—Rubens and Vandyke!
And, lo! the Roman is not worth a pin.

Be not impos’d upon by Fasuron’s roar—
Fasurox too often makes an idle noife;
Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore
The pooreft trafh, the miferableft toys.

And as a gang of thieves a buftle make,
With greater cafe your purfe to take,

So Fasuron frequently, her point to gain,
Sets up a howl cnough to ftun a ftone,

And fuirly picks the pocket of your brain,
‘That is, if any brain you chance to own.

| Carry your eyes with you, where’er you go—
For not to truft to them, is to abufe ’em:
" As Nature gave them t’ye, you ought to know
The wife old Lady meant that you thould #fe ’em ;
And yet, what thoufands, to our vait furprife,
Of pictures judge by other people’s eyes !

When Nature made a prefent of a nofe

To each man’s face, we juftly may fuppofe
. She
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She meant, that for itfelf the nofe thould think,

And judge in matters of perfume and ftink ;

Not meant it for a mule alone, poor hack!

To bear horn fpectacles upon its back.—

¢ Suppofe it cannot finell, what then?”” youw’ll fay—
Fling it away.

O D E XII

The Lyric Barp waxeth witty on Mr. PrTers’s Angel and
Child, and alfo Madam AnceLica Kavrrmax, talking un-
bluthingly of a wedding night!

DEAR Perers! who, like Luke the Saint,
A man of gofpcl art, and paint,
Thy pencil flames not with poetic fury :
If Heav’n’s fair angels are like thine,
Our bucks, I think, O grave Divine,
May meet in t’other world the nymphs of Drury.

‘The infant foul I do not much admire;
It boafteth fomewhat more of fleth than fire:
‘The picture, PErERSs, cannot much adorn yc—
( I'm
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I’m glad though, that the red-fac’d little finner,
Poor foul ! hath made a hearty dinner
Before it ventur’d on fo long a journey.

ANGELICA my plaudit gains—
Her art fo fweetly canvafs ftains !

Her dames, fo Grecian, give me fuch delight}
But, were the married to fuch gentle males
As figure in her painted talcs,

I fear the’d find a ftupid wedding-night.

=

O D E XIII.

Pexer lafheth the Ladies—He ‘turneth Story-teller—Pzrex
grieveth,

ALTHOUGH the ladies with fuch beauty blazc,
They very frequently my paffion raife ;

Their charms compenfate, fcarce, their want of tafte,
Pafling amidft the Exnisrrion crowd,
1 heard fome damfels fafbionably loud ;

And thus I give the dialogue that pafs’d.

« Oh!the dearman! (cry’d one) look! herc’s a bonnet !
“ He fhall paint me—I am determin’d on it—
« Lord
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« Lord! coufin, fee! Low beautiful the gown!
¢« What charming colours! here’sfinclace,here’s gauze!
« What pretty {prigs the fcllow draws !

« Lord, coufin! he’s the clevereft man in town !’

¢« Ay, coufin,” cry’d a fecond,  very truc—
¢« And here, here’s charming green, and red,and blue—
s« There’sacomplexion beats the rouge of WArRREN!
« See thofe red lips, oh la! they feem fo nice'!
« What rofy cheeks then, coufin, to entice '—
¢ Compar’d to this, all other heads are carrion. -

e Coufin, this limner quickly will be feen

<« Painting the Princess Rovar, and the Queen :
« Pray, don’t you think as I do, ¢coz ?

« But we’ll be painted frf, that’s poz.”

Such was the very pretty converfation

That pafs’d between the pretty Miffes,
Whilft unoblerv’d, the glory of our nation,

Clofe by themhung Sir Josnv a’s matchlefs pieces—
Works! that a Trr1an’s hand could form alone—
Work: ! that Corrrclo had been proud to own.

Sorrowing, O Readers, lct me lay before ye
What lately happen’d—therefore a truc ftory.
A STORY
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A ST ORY.

WaLKING one aftcrnoon along the Strand,

My wond’ring eyes did fuddenly expand
Upon a pretty lcath of Cornifh lafles.—

« Heav’ns ! my dear beauteous angels, how d’ye do?
« Upon my foul I'm monftrous glad to fee ye.”

« Swinge ! PeTER, we arc glad to meet with you ;
«“ We're juft to London come—well, pray how

be yc? '

« We're juft a going, while ’tis light,
« To fee St. PavL’s before *tis dark.—
* Lord ! come, for once, be fo polite,

¢ And condefcend to be our fpark.’”

« With all my heart, my cherubs.””—On we walk'd,

And much of London—much of Cornwall talk'd :
Now did T hug myfelf to think

How much that glorious flrué¢ture would furprife—
How from its awtul grandcur they would fhrink

With open mouths, and marv’ling eycs !

As near to Ludgatc-hill we drew,

St. Paur’s juft opening on our view ;
Behold,
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Bcehold, my lovely ftrangers, one and all,

Gave a moft diabulic {quall,

As if they had been tumbled on the ftones,

And ifome confounded cart had crufh’d their bones.

After well fright’ning people with their crics,
And fticking to a ribbon-fhop their eyes,
They all rufh’d in, and fwift to patterns ran,
And imitating Babel, thus began: |

« Swinge ! herc arc colours then to pleafe !
« Dclightful things, I vow to Heav’n'!

« Why, not to fee fuch things as ti‘l(:f(‘,
« We never fhould have been forgiv’n.—

« Here, here are clever things—good Lord !
« And, fifter, here, upon n¥y word—
¢¢ Here, here '—look ! here are beauties to delight :
« Why, how a body’s hecls might dance
« Along from Launcefton to Penzance,
¢« Before that onc might meet with fuch a fight !

« Comg, ladics, *twill be dark,” faid I, « I fear :
¢« Pray let us view Sr. Paulr’s, 'tis now fo near.”-—
“ Lord !
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« Lord! Peras, (cry’d the girls) don’t mind St.
Pavt !— - .

“Sure! you'se a moft inaurious foul—

« Why-—we can fee the church awother day :

« Don’t be aftaid—S¢t. PavL’s can’t run sway.”

REeaDEr,
If e’er thy bofom felt's dwdighe fublitne
Drup tears of pity on the Man of Rhyme !

i —

o D E XIv.

Perer difclaimeth flattery—Defcribeth the Graxn Mo-
N ARQUE~—and“promifeth critical candour.

’TIS very true, that flattcry’s not my forr—

I cangot to Rypidiry péy court—

And fwear 3 facqioks fenfe (the picture puffing)
Thag boaffs b more expreffion eba&g muffin,

And yer; a Frcjichtban can da. bis,
MMMWaam

vifeg. L ° _ . Although
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Although he tells a moft confounded tie.—
Kinc Lewis leads me into this remark,

Call’d by his people all, LE GrRaNnD MoNARQUE—
A demi-god in every Frenchman’s eye.

His porérait by fome famous hand was donc,
And then, exhibited at the Salon:
At once a courtly critic crititifes—
«¢ Where is the brilliant eye, the charming grace,
« The fenfe profound that marks the Royal face—
« The Soul of Lew s, that fa very wife is 2

Yet when he bawl’d for fenfe, he bawl’d, I wot, -
For furniture the head had never got.

Reader, believe me, that this gentleman

Was form’d on Nature’s very ho mely plan.—

Clumfy in legs and fhould ers, head and gullet,
His mouth abroad in feeming wonder loft,
As if its meaning had given up the ghoft :

His cye far duller than a leaden bullet ;

Nature fo flighting the poor Royal nob,
As if fhe bargain’d for it by the job.

Ther (2
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Therefore, fhould mighty G....., or great Lord
Both gentlefolks of high condition, [NorTs,
Think it worth while to fend their faces forth,
To ftare amidft the Rovar ExuisrTion—

If Likeneffes, I’Il not condemn the piGures,

To compliment thofe mighty people’s polls :
I fcorn to pafs unfair and cruel fitictures,

By afking for the graces, or their fouls,

O DE Xv.

Perer pitifully praifeth Mr. Stusss, and adminiftereth whole-
fome advice—Surprifeth Mr. Hoxz with a compliment—

Concludeth with fulpe&ing the ingratitude of the Rorat
AcapxMicrans.

WELL-pIcas’d thy horfes, Stusss, I view,
And eke thy dogs, to bemely hature true s

Let modern artifts match thee, if they can—
Such animals thy genius fujt :
Then ftick, I beg thee, to the brute,

And meddle not with woman, nor with man.

Ea And
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And now for Mifter Natuan HoNg—
In portrait thou ‘rt as much alone,
As in his landfcape ftands th’ unrival’d Cravps!
Of pictures I have feen enough,
Moft vile, moft execrable ftuff;
But none fo bad as thine, 1 vow to God. -

Thus in the caufe of painting, loyal,
Sublime I've fung to artifts royal—
With labour-pains the Mufe hath fore been torn !
And yet each academic face,
I fear me, hath not got the grace
To fmile upon the bantling, now ’tis born.

LYRIG
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ODE L

Prrre vaunteth exceedingly-—difplayeth great learning, and
pitcoufly complaineth of the rer angufia dami—He praifeth the
kind Reviewers—Defcribeth himfelf moft pathetically—Con-
foleth himfclf—Difliketh the road to the Temple of Fame by
means of fhooting, poifon, or hanging——Addrefleth great
folk—Giveth the King a broad hintwAfketh a fimple quef-
tion—Maketh as fimple an apoftrophe to Gexivs. _

SONS of the Brufh, I'm here again !
At times a Pindar, and Fontaine,
Cafting poctic pearl (f-fear) to fwine |
For hang méif my laft ycar's Odes
Paid rent for lodgings* near the gods,
Qr put one Iprat into this mouth divine.

For odes, my Cousix had rump-fteaks to eat !
So fays Paufanias—leads of dainty meat !
And this the towns of Gredce, to give, thought fit :
The beft hiftorians, one and all, declare
With the moft folemn air,
The poet might have guttled till he fplit.€
E4 How

* Theattic ftory, or, accerding to the valgar phrafe, garret.
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How different far, alas ! my worfhip’s fate!
To footh the horrors of an empty plate,
Thé grave poffeflors® of the ciitic throne
Gave me, in truth, a pretty treat—
Of flattery, mind me, not of meat ;
For they, poor fouls, like me, are fkin and bone.

No, no! with all my lyric pow’rs,
I'm not like Miftrefs Cofway’s Hoars,}

Red as cock-turkeys, plump as barn-door chicken:
Mer1T and I are miferably,off— .
We both have got a moft confumptive cough ;

Hunger hath long our harmiefs bones been picking.

MeriT atxe 1, fo innocent, {o good,
Are like the littde children in the wood ;

And fobn, like themn, fhall lay us down and diet
May fome goad ghriftian bard, in pity flrong,
‘Turn redbreat kind, and with the {weetc(t fong

Bewail our haplels fate with*war'ry eye!

. Poor

L}
* See the Reviewy for Im]

+ A fnbfvne pifture this ¢ ;reéxyemon is truly Homerical.—
The fajt artift hith, 'in she mo¥f, furprifing manner, communi-
cated to canvafs the old Bard’sidea of the randy-faced Hours o
See the Ilhd.“
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Poor CuaTTERTON Was ftarv’d—with all his arc!
Some confolation this to my lean heart :

Like him, in holes too, fpider-like, I mbpe;
And there my Rev’rence may remain, alas!’

" The world will not difcover it, the afs !

Until I fcrape acquaintance with a rope.

Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like bees ;
‘Then each my pow’rs with adoration fees—
Nothing their kind civilities can hinde:
When, like an Othp, 1 am found ;
", Liike Jacob’s {ons, they’ll look ane ¢’other round,
And cry, ¢ Who would have thought this a young
Pindar "

Hanging’s a difmal road to fame—,
Piftols and poifon juft the fame— ‘
And what is worlc, one can’t come back again :
Soon as the beautcous gem we find,
We can’t difplay it tb mankind, | |
Though won with fuch, wry mouths and wriggling
pain.

Ye Lords and Dukes fo clever, fay: '
(For ye have much 'to give away, -

And much your dentle patronage I lack)
’ Spcalsn
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Speak, is it not a crying fin,
That Forry’s guts are to his chin,
Whilft mine are flunk a mile jpto my back !

Oft as his facred Majefty I fec,

Ah!George, (I figh) thou haftgood things withthee,
Would make me fportive as a youthful cat!

It is not that my foul fo loyal

‘Would wifh to wed the Princefls Royal,
Or be Archbithop—no! I'm fiot for that.

Nor really have I got the grace

To wifh for Laureat Whitehead*s place ;
‘Whofe odes Cibbérian—-»fweet, yet very manly,
Are fet with equal ftrength by Mifker Stanley.

Would not one {wear that Heav’n lov'd fools,

"There’s fuch a rumber of them madgc ;
Bum-proof to all the flogging of the fchools, '

No ray of knowlcdgc; could their fkulls pervadc?
Yet, gauge the pockets .of thofc fellows® breeches,
We ftare like congers'gt thm; nches,

O Gengus ! what & wreteh art thou,
Whe canf( not keep a mare or cow,
R With
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With all thy compliment of wit fo frifky !
Whilft FoLry, as a mill-horfe blind,
Befide his compter, gold can find,

And Sundays fport a flrumpet and a whifky !

4

— ]

O D E IIL

Perer turneth critic—-Mak‘eth hand{ome promifes to Mr. Wrsx,
and, like great folk, breaketh his word—Laugheth at the figure
of King Cuarres—=Lafheth that of OL1vEr CromwrLL;

.. and ridiculeth the pair of Apoftles, Peter and John, galloping
th the Scpulchre—Underftandeth plain-work, and juflly con-

demneth the fhortnefs of the thirts of Mr. WrsT’s Angels—
Concludeth with making that artift a handfome offer of an
American immortality, -

NOW for my criticifin on paints,
Where bull-dogs, heroes, finneys, faints,
Flames, thunder, lightning, in confufion meet !
Behold the works of Mifter WesT —
That artift firft {hall be iddrei’c—-
His pencil with due reverenge, lo ! I greet.

Still bleeding from his laft year’s wound,
Which from my doughty lance he found ;
Methinks
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Methinks [ hear the trembling painter bawl,
« Why doft thou perfecute me, Savy "
WisT, let me whifper in th}; ear—
Snug as a thief within a mill,
From me titou haft no caife to fear :
"To panegyric will I turn my fkill ;
And if thy piffire I am forc’d to blame,
I'll fay moft handfome things about the frame.

Don’t be ,ciﬁ“down—-inﬁcad of gall,
Molaffes from my pen fhall fall !
And yet, 1 fegr thy gullet it is fuch,
That, could I pour all Niagara down,
Were Niagara praife, thou wouldft not frown,
Nor think tf?e‘thund’ring gulph one drop too much.
4 LI
Ye gods ! the portrait of the tKing !
A very Saracen® a glorious thing !
It fhows a flaming pencil, let me tell ye—
Methinks I fee the people ftarc,
And, anxions for Js ljfe, declarc,
« King George hath{ét a fire-thip in his belly.”
Thy
* Such a ,defpicable performance as would difgrace a ﬁgn:

poft; the drawing, colouring, compofition, fo very, very
bad. 1 he exprefion has the oply merit.
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Thy Charles ! what muft I fay to that!
Each face unmeaning, and fo flat |—
Indecd firft coufin to 3 piece of board :
But, Mufe, we’ve promis’d in our lays,
To give our Yankey painter praife 5
So, Madam, ’tis bur fair to keep our word.

Well then, the Chatles of Mifter Wett,
And Oliver, I do proteft;
And eke the witneflé#* of refurretion,
. Will ftop a hole, keep out the wind,
. And make as good a window-blind, ‘
As great Corregio’st, plac’d for horfe protection.

They'll make good floor-cloths, taylors’ meafures;
Ft table coverings, be-treafures ; -
With butchers, form for flies moft charming flappers;
And Monday mornings at tite tub,
When queens of fuds their linen £rub,
Make for the blue-nos’d:nymphs del igheful wrappers.
WesT,

® Peterand John.

+ Corregio’s beft pictures were adally made ufe of in the

royal fiables in the North, to keep the wind from the tails of the
* horfes.
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WesT, I forgot laft year to fay,
‘Thy Angels did my delicacy hurt;

Their linen fo much coatfenefs did difplay :
What’s worle, edch had not above half a fhirt.
I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of fpidets -
Ought to have deck’d that brace of heav’nly riders.

Could not their faddle-bags, pray, jump

To fomewhat longer for each rump!

I'd buy much better at a Wapping fhop,

By vulgar tongucs baptiz’d a flop !

Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time,
And thou fhalt cut a figure in my rhyme :
Sublimely tow’ring ’midft th* Atlantic roar,
T'll waft thy praifes to thy natne * thore ;
Where LiserTy’s brave fons their paeans fi l%;
And ev’n the convic fecls h:mfe}f a King.

ODE

~ America. .
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ODE ML

‘I'he Poet addreffeth Mr, Garnsadroucs—Exhibiteth great
Scripture erudition—~Condemneth My GAINSBOROUGH'S
plagiarifm—Giveth the artit wholefome advice.

NO W, GaInsBoRUGH, let me view :hy fhining
labours,
Who, mounted on thy painting throng,
On other brufhmen look’ft contemptuous down,
Like our great admirals on a gang of {wabbers.
!\:Iy cyes broad-ftaring wonder leads
To yon dear neft* of royal heads !
How each the foul of my attention pulls!
Suppofe, my friend, thou giv'ft the frame
A pretty little Bible name,
And call'ft it Golgotha, the Place of Sculls ?

Say, didft thou really paint’em? (To be free):
An anget finith’d Lake’s tranfcendent line—
Perchance that civil angel was with thee—
For let me perith, if I think them thine.
Thy

* A frame full of heads, in méft bumble imitation of the
Roya! Family,
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Thy dogs * are good !'—but yet, tomake thee ftare,
The piece hath gain’d a number of deriders :

They tell thee, Genius in it had ne fhare,
But that thou foully ftol’ft the cur:s% SnYDLRS.

I do ngt blame thy borrowing a hint;
For, to be plain, there’s nothing in’t—
The man who fcorns to do.it, is a log:
An eye, an ear, a tail, a nofe,
Were modefty, one might fuppofe;
But, z—ds! thou muft not fmuggle the whole dog.

O GAINSBOROUGH, Nat‘urc *plaineth fore,
That thou haft kick’d her out of door,
-Who in her bounteous gifts hath been fo free,
To cull fuch gPnius out for thee !

Lo! all thy &@orts without her are vain !

Go find her, kifs her,-and be friends again.

Speak, Mufe, who form’d that matchlefs head,

"The Cornifhi Boy,t in tin-mines bred ;
* Whefe

' A piftuie of bogs fetting dpgs to fight.
4 Qrix.
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Whofe native genius, like his diamonds, thone
In fecret, till chance gave him to the fun? ‘
*Tis JACKSON’S portrait—put the laurel on it,
Whilft to that tuneful fwan I pour a fonnet.

SONNET,
To JACKSON, or EXETER.

JENCHANTING harmonift ! the art is thine,
Unmatch’d, to pour the foul-diffolving air,

That feems poor wcepmg VirTusr’s hymn divine,
Soothing the wqunded bofom of Dnsmm' ‘

O fay, what minftrel of the fky hath given
To fwell the dirge, fo muﬁcally lorn 2
Declare, hath dove-ey’d ‘Prry left her heaven,
And lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn?

So fad, thy founds of hopelefs hearts complain,
Love, from his Cypnan ifle, prepates to fly ;
He haftes to liften to thy tender ftrain,
And learn from thee to breaghe a fwecter figh.

Vor. 1. ~ . F o ODE
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ODE V.

*
The great PeTexr, by a bold Pindaric jump, leapeth from
Bonnet to Gull-catching.

READER, doft know the mode of catching Gulls?
If not, I will inform thee—Take a board,

And placc a fith upon it for the fools,
A fprat, or any fifh by Gulls ador’d:

Thofe birds, who love a lofty flight,

And fometimes bid the fun good night ;
Spying the glittering bait that floats below ;

Sans cérémonie, down they rufh,

(For Gulls have got no manncrs) on théy pufh;
And what’s the pretty confequence, I trow ?

They ftrike their gentle jobbernowls of lead

Plump on the board—then lie like boobics dead.

Reader, thou need’ft not beat thy brains about,

To make fo plain an application out :—

There’s many a painting puppy, take my word,
Who knocks his filly head agaiit a board—

That might have help’d the State—madec a good jailor,

A nightman, or a tolerable taylor.
ODE.
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O DE VL
.

Perer difcovereth more fcriptural erudition—Groweth far-
caftic on the Exhibition—Giveth a wonderful account of
St. Dexnis—Blatheth for the kohour of his' country—
Talketh fenfibly of the Due b2 Cuartres and thié Frencn

Kine.

' FI ND me in Sedom out,”’ (exciaim’d the Lord)
« ‘Ten gentlemen, the place fha’n’t be unsown’d—
* That is, I will not butn it ev’ry board :'—
The dev’l a Gentleiman was to be found !
But this was rather haid, fince Heav’n well knew
That every fellow it it was a Few. ’

'This houfe is neirly in the fame condition— .
Scarce are good things amid thofe wide abodes.—
Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition;
That ought not to be d—n*d, I'll burn my Odes !
And then the world will be in fits and vapours,
Juft as it was for poor:L.ord Mansr1£Lp’s papets.*
' Fa2 ' St.
* To the irréparable lofs of the pui)lic, and that great law
expounder, burnt ! burnt ia Lord Geerge Gordon’s religious con-

flagration.—The news-papers howled for months over their afhesy
~Qbe jam fatis ¢ff.
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St. Dennis, when his head was taken off, -
Hugg’d it, and kifs’d it—carried it a mile t—
This was a pleafant miracle Snough,
That maketh many an unbeliever fmile.

.%*Sblood! ’tis a lie !’’ ye roar.—Pray do not fwear ;
Yc may believe the wond’rous tale indeed !

Speak, hav’n’t you faid that many a picture here
Was really done by folks without a head ?

And hav’n’t you {worn this inftant, with furprife,

Thathe whodid #bat tbing,had neitherhands noreyes?

How is it that fuch miferable ftuff
The walls of this ftupendous bixilding ftains?
The Council’s ears with pleafure I could cuff';
Mind me—1I don’t fay, batter out their brains.
What will Duke CarTrEs fay when he goes home,
And tells King Lewis all about the room?

Why, viewing fuch a fet of red-hot heads,
Our Exhibition he will liken Hell to;
Then to the Monarch, who both writes and reads,
Give hand-bills‘f the wond’rous Katterfelto;
Swearing th’ Academy was all fo flat,
He'd rather fee the wizard and his cat.

ODE
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O D E VIL

Perer elegantly and happily depi@eth his great Coufin of
Thebes—Talketh of Fame—Horfewhippeth the painters for
turning their own trumpeters,

A DESULTORY way of writing,

A hop and ftep and jump mode of inditing,
My great 2nd wife relation, Pindar, boafted :

Or, (for I love the bard to flatter)

By jerks, like boar-pigs making water,
Whatever firft came in his fconce,

Bounce, out it flew, like bottled ale, at once,”
A cock, a bull, a whale, a fold:er roafted.

What fharks we mortals are for fame !
How poacher-like we hunt the game !

No matter, for it, how we play the fool—
And yet, ’tis pleafing our own laud to hear,
And really very natural to prefer

One grain of praife to pounds of ridicule.

F3 I've



70 LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXIII.

I’ve loft all patience with the trade—
I mean the painters—who can’t ftay
To fee their works by criticifin difplay’d,
And hear what others have to fay ;
But calling FauME a vile old lazy firumpet,
Sound their own praife from their own penny® trumpet,

Amidft the hurly-burly of my brain, .
Where the mad Lyrie Mufe, with pain,
Hammering hard verfe her {kilt employs
And beats a tinman’s fhop in noife;

Catching wild trepes and fimiles,

That hop about like fwarms of fleas—

We’ve /o Sir Josnva—Ak! that charming elf,
I'm griev’d to fay, hath ‘this year loft bimfelf. |

Oh! RicuARD, thy St. Georget {o brave, '
‘Wifdom and Prudence could not fave
From being foully murder'd, my goed friend :
Some weep 0 fec the woefyl figurc; -
‘Whilft. others laugh*i many. fniggér,
As if their mmh would. mex have ane

» &’ Prithee

* At the beginning of the Exhibition, the public papers
fwarmed with thofe felf-adulators.

+ See Mr. Cofway’s pi€ure of Prudence, Wlfdom,’”'and Va-
lour, arming St. George.
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Prithee 'dcccpt th’ advice I give with forrow ;
Of poor St. George the ufelefs armour borrow,
To guard thy own poor corpfe—don’t be a mule—
Take it—e’en now thou’rt like a hedgehog, quill’d,
(Ricuarp, I hope in God thou art not kill’d)
By the dire fhafts of merc’lefs ridicule.

Pity it is ! *tis true *tis pity ! * |
A Shakefpeare fimentably ﬁys,
That thou, in this obferving city,
Thus run’ft a wh-r-ng after Prarse :
With frong defires 1 really think thee fraught ;
But, Dick, the nymph, fo coy, will not be caught.

Yet, for thy confolation, mind !
In this thy wounded pride may refuge find—
Think of the Sage who wanted a fine piece ;
Who went, ¢z vain, five hundred miles at leaft,
On Lais, a fweet fille de joie, to feaft—
The Miftrefs Rosinson of Greece.

Prithee give up, and fave thy paints and oil,
And don’t whole acres of good canvafs fpoil :
Thou’lt fay, ¢ Lord ! many hundreds do like me.”

Lord! fo have fellows r0bs’d—nay, further,
Hundreds of villains have committed murther;

But, Ricuarp, are thefe precedents for zbee ?
Fg4 ODE
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O D E VIIL

Perer groweth ironically facetious.

N ATURE ’s a coarfe, vile, daubing jade—
I've faid it often, and repcat it—
She doth not underftand her trade— .
Artifts, ne’er mind ber work, 1 hopz youw’ll Jeat iz,

Look now, fd"henvm’s fake, at her fkies!

What are they >—Smoke, for certainty, I know ;
From chimney-tops, behold ! they rife, |

Made by fome fweating cooks below.

Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes—
From hogs, and ducks,and gecfe, and horfes’ bums—
Then tell me, Decency, I muft requeft,

Who'd copy fuch a dev’lith nafty Jeqft ?

Paint by the yard—your canvafs fpread,
Broad as the main-fail of a man of war:
Yaur whale thaleat up ev'ry other hcad,
Ev’n as the fun licks up each fneaking ftar ! *

Ido
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I do aflure you, bulk is no bad trick—
By bulky things both men and maids are taken—
Mind, too, to,ay the paints like mortar thick,
And make your picture look as red as bacon.
All folks love fize; believe my rhyme;
Borxr fays, ’tis part of the jublime.

A Dutchman, I torget his name—Vax Grovur,
Van SLABBERCHOPS, Van StINK, VAN SwAB—
No matter, though I cannot make it out—
At calling names I never was a dab :

This Dutchman then, a man of tafte,
Holding a checfe that wcigh’d a hundred pound,
Thus, likea burgomatter, fpoke with judgment vz/f—
‘« No poet like my . broder fiep de ground :

« He be de beftefl poet, look !

« Dar all dé vorld muft pleafe;
¢ Vor he heb vrite von*book,

"« So Jig as all dis chegfe!”

If at a diffance you would paint a pig,

Make out each fingle briftle on his back :
Or if your meaner fubje& be a wig,

Let not the caxon a diftin&nefs lack;

Elfe,
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Elfe, all the lady critics will fo ftare,
And, angry, vow, * *Tis not a bit likc. hair I

Be fmooth as glafs—-like DznNER, finifh high ;
Then every tongue commends ;— .
For people judge not ¢xly by the eye,
But fee/ your merit by their finger ends;
Nay ! clofely nofing, o’er the picture dwell,
As if to try the goodne/s by the_fmell.

Cravpe’s diftances are too confus’d—

One floating fcene—nothing made out—
For which he ought to be abus’d,.

Whofe works have been fo cry’d about, ,

Give me the pencil, whofe amazing ftyle

Makes a bird’s beak appear at twenty mile ;

And to my view, cyes, legs, and claws will bring,
With ev’ry feather of hif tail and wing.

Make all your trees alike ; for Natore's wild—
Fond of variety, a waywa:. child.—

‘T'o blame your tafte fome blockheads may prefume,
But mind that ev’ry‘ one be like a broom.

Of fteel and pureft filver form your waters,

And make your clouds like rocks and alligators.
When-
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Whene’er you paint the moon, if you are willing
To gain applaufe—why, paint her like a fhilling,
Or Sov’s bright orb—be fure to make him glow
Precifcly like a guinea, or a Jo*.

In fhort, to get your pictures prais’d and fold,
Convert, like Midas, every thing to gold.

{ fce, at excellence, you'll come at Jzfi—
Your clouds are made of very brilliant fluff;
The blues on China mugs are now furpafs'd,
Your fun-fets yield nat to brick walls nor buff.

In ftumps of trees your art fo finely thrives,
They really look like golden-hafted knives!
Go on, my lads—leave Nature’s difmal hue,
And fhe, ere long, will came and copy you.

ODE

* A Portugal coin, vulgarly called a Jobawues.
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O D E IX.

The fublime Prrrer concludeth in 2 fweat,

T 11U have T finifhed, for this time,
My Gdics, a little wild and rarmbling—
May people bite like gudgeons at my rhyme!
1 long to fz¢ them fcrambling—
Then very foon I'll give *era more (God willing) ;
But this is full futiicicn for a filling™=.
"For fuch a trifle, juch a beap !
Indeed * fell my goods too cbeap.

Finifh’d! a difappointed artifi cries,
With open mouth and ftraining eyes ;

Gaping for praife, like a young crow for meate—
‘¢ Lord ! why you have not mention’d me !”’

Mention zbe !

Thy impudence hath put me in a {vcat—
What rage for fame attends br h ~reat and fmall !
Better be d—n’d, than got be nam’d at all !

LYRIE

* Now eighteen-pence, with additions,
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LYRIC ODES

O D E I.

The divine PeTer giveth an account of 2 conference he held
laft year with Sartirg, who advifeth him to attack fome of
the R. A, to tear Mr. WesT’s works to pieces, abufe
Mr. GainseorovcH, fall foul of Mrs. Coswax’s Sampfon,
and give a gentle ftroke on the back of Mr. Ricaup.—
The Poet’s gentle anfwer to SaTireE—~The Ode of Remon-
firance that PeTEr received on account of his Lyrics—

Satire’s reply—PrTer’s refolution.

e NO T, not this year the lyric PeTer fings—

« The great R. A.’s have wifh’d my fongto ceale;
« I will not pluck a feather from your wings—

* So, Sons of Canvafs ! take your naps in peace.”

Such was my laft year’s gracious {peech,
Sweet as the King’s to Commons and to Peers,
Always with fenfe and tropes as plum-cake rich;
A lufcious banquet for his people’s ears !

« Not write!”’ cry’d SATIRE, red as fire with rage—
« This inftant glorious war with Dulnefs wage;
« Take,
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¢« Take, take my fupple-jack,
¢ Play St. Bartholomew with many a back !
< Flay half the Academic imps alive !
« Smoke, {moke the drones of that ftupendous hive.

¢« Begin with GeoRrGE’s idol, WEsT;
¢ And then procecd in order with the reft :
«t This moment knock me down his Mafter Mofes*,
¢ On Sinai’s Mountain, where his nofc is
« Cock’d up fo pertly plump againt the Lord,
« Upon my word,
« With all that eafe to Him who rules above,
« As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove.”

¢ Indeed,” quoth I, “thc picce hath points of merit,
« Though not pofiefs’d thloaghout of equal fpirit.”

« What !> anfwer’d SATI RE, not knock Mofes down !
« O ftupid Perer! what ¢he devil mecan ye?

« He looks a dapper barber of the town,
« With paper fign-board out—* Shave fora penny.’

« Obferve the faucy Ir aelite ‘once more—
« Wears he the countenancc that thould adore?
«“ Nol

© . .
. * Mofes receiving the Law on Mount Sinai.
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* No! ’tis a fon of lather—a rank prig ;
« Who, *ftead of begging of the Lorp the Law,
s« With fober looks, and reverential awe,

« Seems petily tripping up to fetch his wig.

« With all her thunder bid the Mufe
¢ Fall furious on the groupe of Jews,
¢« Whofe fhoulders are adorn’d with Cbriftian faces s
« For by each phiz, (I fpeak without a gibe)
¢ There’s not an Ifraelite in all the tribe—
« Not that they are encumber’d by the Graces,

¢¢ Strike off the head of Jeremiah *,
¢« And break the bones of old Ifaiaht;

«« Down with the duck-wing’d Angels}, that abreaft
¢ Stretch from a thing call’d cloud, and, by their
< Wear more the vifage of young rooks  [looks,

« Cawing for victuals from their neft.

* Deal GainssorouGH a lafh, for pride fo ftiff,
* Who robs us of fuch pleafure for a §miff;
Vor. 1. G ** Whofe

* A pi&ture by Mr. Weft. + Another pictare by Weft.

1 In the Apotheofis, a picture by Wett.

§ This extraordinary and celebrated artift, too petulangly
infiting on a violation of a law of the Academy, in order to
exhibit a picture in a light fuitable to his wifhes, feceded from
the Royal Academy on the difappointment.
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« Whofe pencil, when he choofes, can be chatfte,
« Give Nature’s form, and pleafe the eyc of TasTz,

“ Of cuts on Sampfon* don’t be {paring,
“ Between two garden-rollers flaring,

¢ Shown by the lovcly Dalilah foul play !
« To atoms tear that tI'renchman’s trafh ;
¢« Then bountifully deal the lath

< On fuch as dar’d to dub him an R. A.”

Thus SATIRE to the gentle Poet cry’d;
And thus, with lamb-like {fweetnefs, I reply’d :—

« Dear SATIRE ! pray confult my life and eafe;
~ Were I to write whatever you defire,
« The fat would all be fairly in the fire—
<«R. A.’s furround me like a fwarm of bees,
« Or like a flock of fmall birds round a fowl
« Of folemn fpeculation, call’d an Owr.”

Quoth I, « O SatIrg, I'm a fimple youth,
« Muft make my fortune, thercfore not fpeak truth,
' « Although

* A pi@ure by Mrs. Cofway. + Rigaud.
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¢ Although as fterling as the Holy Bible:

* Truth makes it (MANSFIELD fays) the more a libel !
« ] fhall not flccp in peace within my hutch ;

¢« Like Do&or Johnfon*, I have faid Too mucn.”

When Mount Vefuviust pour’d his flames,
And frighten’d all the Naples dames,
What did the ladics of the city do?
Why, order’d a fat Cardinal to go
With good St. Januarius’s head,
And fhake it at the Mountain *midft his riot,
To try to keep the bully quict : '
The Parfon went, and thook the jowl, and fped ;
Snug was the word ; the flames at once kept houfe ;
The frighten’d Mount grew mute-as any moufe.

Thus, thould Lord MansrisLp from his bench agree
To fhake his lion mane-like wig at me,
G2 And

* The flory goes, that Sam, before his political converfion,
replied to his prefeat Majefty, in the library at Buckingham-
houfe, on being afked by the Monarch, ¢ Why he did not
¢ write more }’=¢ Pleafe your Majefty, I have written too
€ much.”” So candid a declaration, of which the fturdy moralift
did not believe one fyllable, procured him a penfion, and a.
muzzle.

_ t See Sir William Hamilton’s account.
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And bid his grim-look’d myrmidons affail ;
‘With heads Medufan, and with hearts of bone,
Lo! if they did not s«rr me into frere,

Yet might they turn my limbs into a ja7.

Read, read this Ode, juft come to hand, g, )
Giving the Mufe to underftand

That cruelty and fcandal fivell her fong,

And that *twere better far {he held her tongue.

To PETER PINDAR, Esq,

A besutiful Fable, and charmingly told ; but unfortunately the
roguith author leaves us in the dark with refped to his real
meaning ; that is, whether the compliment to the Lady be
ferious or ironical. ’

A Tuoviano frogs, upon a fummer’s day,
Were fporting *midft the funny ray,
In a large pool, refle&ting every face ;

They fhow’d their gold-lac’d clothes with pride, .
In harmlefs fallicsiqucnt vied,

And gambol’d through the water with a grace.

It
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It happen’d that a band of boys,

Obfervant of their harmlefs joys,
Thoughtlefs, refélv’d to {poil their hﬁppy fport :

One frenzy feiz’d both great and fmall ;

On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall,
Meaning to fplafth them, not to do them hurt.

Lo, as old authors fing, ¢ the ftones *gan pour,’
Indeed an *Otaheite fhow’r !

The confequence was dreadful, let me tell ye;
One’s eye was beat out of his head,
This limp’d away, that lay for dead ;

Here mourn’d a broken back, and there a belly.

Amongft the fmitten, it was found,

Their beauteous Queen receiv’d a wound ;

The blow gjave ev’ry heart a figh,

And drew a tear from ev'ry eye: _
At length King Croax got up, and thus begun :
«« My lads, you think this very pretty fun!

« Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops;

« Have warmly complimer;tcd all our chops :
G3 « To

* See the Otaheite Journals.
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« To you I guefs that thefe are pleafant ftones !
« And fo they might be to us frogs,
« You damn’d young good-for-hothing dogs,
¢« But that they are fo hard, they break our bones.”

Perer ! thou mark’ft the meaning of this fable—
So put thy Pegafus into the ftable ;

Nor wanton, thus with cruel pride,

Mad, Jehu-like, o’er harmlefs peopl.c ride.

To drop the metaphor, the Fair*, -
Whofe works thy mufe forbore to féare,
Is bleft with talents Exvy muft approve;
And didft thou know her heart, theu furc wouldft
«¢ Perdition catch the cruel lay ! [fay,
Then firike thy lyre to INNocencE afid Love.

{
\
« Poh, poh!” cry’d SaTIrE, with a fhile,
« Where is the glorious freedom of our Ifle,
« If not permitted to call names ?”’
Mcthought the argument had weight :
“ SATIRE,” quoth‘ “ you’re very right’’—
So once ‘more forth volcanic Perer flames! -

ODE
¢ Mrs. Cofway.
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O D E I

The Poet correfteth the Mufe’s warmth, who beginneth with
little lefs than calling names—Hinteth at fome academic
giants—And concludeth with a pair of apt and elegant
fimiles.

“ TAGRAGS and bobtails of the facred brufh !”’—
For Heav’n’s fake, Mufe, be prudent :—Hufh ! hufh!
The Ode with too much violence begins: [huth!
The great R. A.’s, fo jealous of their fame, !
Will all declare, of them we make a game ;
And then, the Lord have mercy on our fkins!
Think what a formidable phalanx, Mufe,
Strengtheri’d by Meflieurs Garvay and Ricaup,
and Co.
How dangeréus fuch a body to abufe!

Then thcrc’;'among the Academic crew,
A Man* that made the Prefident look blue;
Brandifh’d his wéapbn with a whirlwind’s forces,
Tore by the roots his flourithing difcourfes ;
And fwore his own fweet Irith howl could pour
A half a dozen f{uch, in half an hour.

G4 Be

+ Mr. Barry.
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Be prudent, Mufe! once more I pray—
In vain I preach! th’ advice is thrown away *
Ev’n now ye turn your nofe up with a fneer,
And cry—Lord ! ReynoLps has no caufe to fear:
When Barry dares the Prefident to fly on,
*Tis like a moufe, that, work’d into a rage,
Daring moft dreadful war to.wage,
Nibbles the tail of the Nemaean lion ;

Or like a loufe, of mettle full,
Nurs’d in fome giant’s fkull,
Becaufe Goliah fcratch’d him as he fed,
Employs with vehemence his angry claws,
And gaping, grinning, formidable jaws,
To carry off the Giant’s Heapn'!

(i) 4
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ODE I

The Poet addreffeth Sir WiLLiam CHamsERs, a gentleman
of confequence in the eleétion of R. A.’s—He accufeth the
Knight of a partial and ridiculous diftribution of the aca-
demic honours—Threateneth him with rhyme—Advifeth 2

reformation.

OxEe minute, gentle Iroivx, retire—
Behold ! I'm graver than a muftard pot ;
The Mufe, with bile as hot as fire,
Could call fool, puppy, blockbead, and ¢ what not ;**
As brother Horace has it—zumer jecur :
Nor in her angry progrefs will I check her.

I'm told, that Satan has been long at work
To bring th> Academy into difgrace ;
Oh! may that Member’s b-ck-de feel his fork,
Who dares to violate the facred place!
Who dares the Devil join
In fo ncfarious a defign ?
Yet, lo! what dolts the honours claim !
I leave their Works to tell their name.

Th’
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Th’ Academy is like a microfcope—
For, by the magnifying power, are feen
Objects, that for attention ne’er could hope;
No more, alas! than if they ne’er had een.

So rare a building, and fo grac’d
With monuments of ancient tafte,

Statues and bufts, relievos and intaglios ;
For fuch poor things to watch the treafure,
Is laughable beyond all meafure—

*Tis juft like eunuchs put to guard feraglios.

Think not, Sir Wirr1am, I'm in jeft—
By Heaven ! I will not let thee reft :

Yet thou mayft blufter like bull-beef fo big ;
And of thy own importance full,
Exclaim, * Great ¢ry, and little wool !>’

As Satan holla’d, when he thav’d the pig.

Yes, thou fhalt feel my tomahawk of fatire,
And find that fealping is a ferious matter :
Shock’d at th’ abufe, how rage inflames my veins!
Who can hel ring when fuch wights he fees
Crept to th’ Academy by ways and means,
Like mites and fkippers in a Chefhire cheefe?
. What
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What beings will the next year’s choice dilclofe,
The Academic lift to grace?

Some fkeletons of art, 1 do fuppole,
That ought to blufh to thow their face.

Sir WitL1am ! tremble at the Mufe’s tongue ;
Parnaffus boafts a formidable throng!
All people recolle¢t poor Marfyas’ fate,

Save fuch as are dead, drunk, or faft afleep :
Apollo ticd the culprit to a gate,

And flay’d him as a butcher flays a fheep.
And why !—Lord! not as hiftory rchearfes,
Bccaufe he fcorn’d his piping, but his verfes :

In vain, like a poor pillory’d punk, he bawl’d,
Andkick’dandwrith’d, and faid his pray’rs, and fprawl’d!
*Twas all in vain—the God purfu’d his fport,

And pull’d his bide off] as you’d pull your fhirt!
Then bid net rage the Mufe’s foul inflame,

‘Whofc thund’ring voice damnation makes, or fame.

Yowll atk me, p’rhaps, « Good Mafter PETER, pray
« What right have yox to fpeak!”’ then pertly fmile.
I'll tell you, Sir—My pocket help’d to pay
For building that expenfive pile ; -
A pile that credit to the Nation gains,
And does_fmall honour to your Worfhip’s brains,

It
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It made a tax on candles and fhoe-leather,

Of monftrous ufe in dirty weather:

It alfo made a tax on butchers’ thops,

So fpread its influence o’er poetic chops ;

A moft alarming tax to ev’ry poet,

Whofe poor lank greyhound ribs with forrow fhow it.

‘Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your manners,
Anddon’t choofecoblers,blackfmiths,tinkers, tanners:
Some people love the converfe of low folks,

To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing jokes—
“Though thox, *midft dullnefs, mayft bepleas’d to fbine,
RevnNoLps fhall ne’er fit cheek-by-jowl with Swine.

ons
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O DE IV.

The Poet again payeth his refpe&s to Sir WrtrLiam CHam-
sers—Complaineth of his illiberality in his choice of
R.A.’s— Advifeth him to keep company with PrupENCE ;
whom he defcribeth moft naturally—He threateneth the
Knight—Concludeth with a beautiful fmile.

THE Mue is in the fidgets—can’t fit ftill—
She muft have t’other talk with you, Sir WiLk.
Since her laft Ode, with forrow hath the heard
You want not men with heav’nly genius bleft,
But wifh the title of R. A. conferr’d
On fuch as carch the bugs and fpiders beft ;
Wath of the larger ftatues beft the faces,
And clean the dirty linen of the Graces ;
Scour beft the fkins of the young marble brats,
Trap mice, and clear th’ Academy from rats.

You look for men whofe heads are rather s#bbif5,
Or, drum-like, better form*d for found than fenfe;
Pleas’d with the fine Arabian to difpenfe,

You want the big-bon’d draykorfe for your rubbifb.

Raife
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Raife not the Mufe’s anger, I defire;

High-born, fhe’s hotter than the lightning’s fires
And proud! (believe the Poet’s word)

Proud as the lady of a new-made lord;

Proud as, in all her gorgeous trappings dreft,

Fat Lady Mayorefs at a city feaft ;

Whofe fpoufemakes wigs, or fome fuch glorious thing,
Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breeches, for the King !

Prupence, Sir WiLL1aM, is a jewel ;
Is clothes, and meat, and drink, and fuel !
Prupence! for man the very beft of wives,
Whom Barbps have fcldom met with in their lives ;
Which certés doth account for, ip fome meafure,
Their grievous want of worldly treafure,
On which the greateft blockheads make their brags;
And thoweth why we fee, inftead of lace,
About the Poet’s back, with little grace,
Thofe fluttering, French-like followers, call’d racs.

Prupence! a fweet, obliging, curtfying lafs,

‘Fit through this hypocritic world to pafs!

‘Who kept‘ firft a little peddling thop,

Swept her own room, twirl’d her own mop,
Wafth’d
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Waih’d her own ﬁ;rocks, caught her own fleas,
And rofe to fame and fortune by degrees;
‘Who, when fhe enter’d other people’s houfcs,
Till fpoke to, was as filent as a moufc is;

And of opinions, though poflefs’d a ftore,

She left them, with her pattens, at the door.

Sir WiLi1am, you'rc a hound! and hunting Fame:
Undoubtedly this Lapy is fair game:
Bur, Nimrod, mind—my Mufe is wHIPPER-IN !
So that if ever you difgrace,
By turning cur, your noble race,
The Lord have mercy on your curfhip’s {kin'!

ODE
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O DE V.

‘The Poet openeth his account of the Exhibitors at the Aca-
demy —Praifeth Reynorpns-~Half damneth Mr. Wiar~—
Completely damneth Mr, Wricnt of Derby.

MUSE, fing the wonders of the prefent year:
Declare that works of fterling worth appear.
RevNoLDs, his heads divine, as ufual, gives,
Where Titian’s and Corregio’s genius lives !
Works ! I’'m afraid, like beauty of rare quality,
Born foon to fade! too fubject to mortality !

WesT moft judicioufly my counfel takes,
Paints by the acre—witnefs Parfon PeTer*:

For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes,
Deferving praifes in the fweeteft metre,

The fleth of Peter’s audience is not good—
Too much like ivory, and ftone, and wood :
Nor of the figures dare I praife th* expreffion,
With fome falks thoug® a trifle of tranfgreffion.
WisT.
® Peter preaching, by Wef.
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WEsT, your Laft Supper is a bungry piece:
Your Tyburn Saints will né_)t your fame increafc ;
With looks fo thievifh, with fuch fkins of copper!
Were they for fale, as Heaven’s my judge,
To give five farthings for them I fhould grudge,
Nay, ev’n my old tobacco-ftopper.

Candour muft own, that frequently thy paints
Have play’d the Dewil with the Saints :
For me! 1 fancy them like doves and throftles !
But tkou, if we believe thy art,
Enough to make us pious Chriftians ftart,
Haft very fcurvy notions of Apoftles.

What of thy *landfcape fhall I fay,

Holding the old white fow; and fucking litter?
Curs’d be the moment; curs’d the day,

Thou gav’ft the Mufe fuch reafon to be bittes!
Bur Mufe, be foft towards him—only figh
« More damned ftuff was never feen with eyc.”

Vor. I. H Thou

* A moft pitiable performance indeed.—It may be fairly
called the dotage of the art.
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Thou really doft not equal Derby WricHT*,
The Man of Night!
O’er woollen hills, where gold and filver moons
Now mount like fixpences, and now balloons;
Whete fea-refleCtions, nothing nat’ral tell ye,
So much like fiddle-ftrings, or vermicelli ;
Where ev’ry thing exclaimeth, how fevere !’
“ What are we?*” and  what bus’nefs have we here »**

ODE

* A painter of moon-lights.—In this new edition of the
Odes, it is but juft to acknowledge, that the author has feen
fome landfcapes of 2 late date, by this artilt, that do him great
credit. “ne
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O D E VI

The Poet addreflesh MajeftyePlesdeth the caufe of .poor;
frarving Poetry~He.acknowdedgeth in a former Ode the
. kindnefles of. Fame, yet.throweth out a hint to his Majefty
that his finances may be approved—He relateth a marvellous
fiory of a Jefuit—Recommendeth foxhetliing fimilar to his

Sovereiga.

ANt pleafe your Majefty, I'm overjoy’d

To fiad your family fo fond of Painting ; _
I wifh her fifter PoeTry employ’d—

Poor, dear neglected girl ! with hunger fainting.
Your Royal Grandfire, (truft me, I'm no fibber)
Was vaftly fond of Mifter CorLey CiBBER.

For fubjets, how his Majefty would hunt !
And if a battle grac’d the Rhine, or Wefer,
He'd cry— Mine poet fal mak Ode upon’t!”
Then forth there came a flaming Ode to C&sar.

Dread Sire, pray recolle a bit—
Some glorious action of your life; .
And then your humble poet’s wit,

Sharp as a razor, or a' new-ground knife,
’ - Ha Shall
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Shall mount you on her glorious balloon Odes,
Like Rome’s great C&sar, to th’ immortal Gops.*

A Naples Jefuit, HisTorY declares,

On {lips of paper {cribbled prayers,
Which fhow’d of wifdom great profundity ;

Then fold them to the country folks,

To giv'c their éurkeys, hens, and ducks,"
To bring increafe of fowl-fecundity :

It anfwer’d.—On their turkeys, ducks, and hens,
‘The country people all were full of brags—
Whofe little bums, in barns, and mows, and fens,

Squat down, and laid like conjuration bags.

« I wifh this fage experiment were try’d
« On me,” cries Musk, my gentle bride ;
« And flips of paper giv'n me, with this pray’r’—
« Pay to the bearerfifty péumls'at Jight.”"—
« My fweet prolific pow’rs “twould‘fo dclight!
« I'd breed like a tame rabbit. or a hare !*

Muse, give thine Mie fupplication o*er—
And know that Avagice is always poor.

r

ODE

. B K
¢ Divifum Imperiom, cum Jove, Cafar habet. -
A )
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"0 D E VIL

The following OpE was written juft after the great crathes and’
falls at Somerfet Houfe.—P# T#2 is charmingly ironical.

SIR WiLriam ! cover’d with Chinefe renoWn,
Whofe houfes* are no fooner %p than da'wn,
Don’t hecd the difcontented Nation’s cry:
Thine are relzgwm houfes \-—very bumble ;
Upon their faces much inclin’d tp tumble ; -
So meelc they cannot keep their heads on bigh.

I know the foolifth kingdom all runs riot,. '

Calling aloud for Wyar, Wyat, Wyat! "
Who on their good opinion, hoin-ly gains.

But where lies Wyat’s merit >—What his praife?

Abroad this roving man {pent half his days,
Contemplating of RomE, the great remains.

This Wyat’s works a claffic tafte ¢ombine,
Who ftudied thus the ancrenTs o'er and o'er;
But, lo! the greater reputaxzan thine, .
To do what no man ever did before.
H 3 ' ODE

" # Itakeit for granted, that the houfes in éeneral buile by

 the KN1GHT, are as much in the Ryle of gmgcrbx:ead as Somer-,
fet Houfe. !
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O D E  VIIL

PeTER’s account of wonderful RELiQuUEs in France, with
the devotion paid to them-—The *fenfible application to

Painters and Painting, by way of fimile.

1IN Fran cE, fome yedrs ago—fome twenty-three,
_ Ata fam’d church, where hundreds daily joftlc,
1 wifely paid a prieft fix fols to fée . -

The thumb of momas the Apoftle.

Gaping upon Tom’s thuymb, with me in wonder,
The rabng rais’d its eyes, like ducks in thunder s
Becaufe in virtues it was vaftly rich, ‘

Had cur'd poflefs’d of devils, and the itch;
Work’d various wonders on a fcabby pate ;
Made little fucking children ftrait,

THough crook’d like ram’s-horns by the m.l\cts
Made people fee, though blind as moles;
And made you?q ,-hytteric fouls, . A

As gay as.gralshoppers and crickets;

Brought nofes back again to fa'ge,s,,cn
Long ftol'n'By Penus and het Grates ;
, ' : And
P
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And eyes to fill their parent fockets,

Of which fad Love had pick’d their pockets :
Lo! had the Prieft permitted, with their kiffes
The mob had fmack’d this holy thumb to pieces.

Though, Reader, *twas not the Apoftle’s thumb-—
But mum ! )

It play’d as well of miracles the trick,

Although a painted piece of rotten ftick !

Tor fix fols more, behold! to view, was bolted
A feather of the Angel Gabriel’s wing !

Whether *twas pluck’d by force, or calmly molted,
No holy legends tell, nor poets fing.

But was 1t Gabriel’s feather, heav’nly Mufes?

It was not Gabricl’s feather, but a Goofe’s! |

But ftay ! from truth we would not with to wander,

For, probably, the owner was a Gander.

Painters ! you take me right:—The Mufe fuppofes
You make your coup~de-maitre dathes,
Chriften them eyes, and checks, and lips, and nofes,
Beards, chins, and whifkers, and eye-lathes;
As like, p;;'hias, as a horfe is like a plum,
Or *forefaid fick, St. Tom th* Apoftle’s thumb.
Hs4 With
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With purer eyes the Britith vulgar fees ;
We ate no Crawthumpers, no Devotees ;
So that, whene’er your figures are mere wood,
Qur eyes will never deern *em fleth and blood.

e

0 DE IX

The generous Prree refcueth the immortal. RaprnatL from
the obloquy of MicuaeL: AxGELO—The Poet moralizeth—
Telleth a ftory net to the credit of MrcH aBL AngeLo, and
nobly defendeth RAPHaEL's name againft his invidious

attack—Concludeth-with a moft fage gbfervation.

HOW difficult in artifts to allow
To brother brufhmen ev'n a gfain' of merit !
Withing to tear the Taurels from their brow,
They fhew a fhiv'ling, diabolic fpiri.

So ’tis, howeyer moralifts may chatter!

What’s w'o‘ ftill—~natare will be always nature:
We can’t brew Burgundy from four fmall beer,
Nor make a filken purfc of a fow’s g

Sweet
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Sweet is the voice of Pra1sk !—from eve to morn,
From bluthing morn to darkling eve agaim,

My Mufe the brows.of Mzr1T could adorn,
And, lark.like, fwell the panegyric ftrain. .

Praise, like the balm which evening’s dewy ftar
Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting flower,
Lifts modeft, pining Mer1T from defpair, -
And gives her élouded eyea gbiden hour.

.

P-x take me if I gyer rcad the ftory
Of MicnarL ANGELo, without forne fwcarmg,
"Tis fuch a flice cut off from his great glory :
He furely had becn brandying it, or beering:
That is, in plainer Englifh, he*was drunk,
And Canbour from the man with horror fhrunk.

‘Raruacr did honour to the Roman fchool,

Yet MicuaiL AncELo did callhim fool 5

When working in the Vatican, would ﬁare, ‘

Throw down his brufh, and ftamp ar)d {wear,

If e’er a porter let hin_l in—he’d ftone him ;

And, if he RapaarL céught, moft furely bone him.
He
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He fwore the world was a rank afs,
To pay a compliment to RaruaeL’s fuff;
For that he knew the fellow well enough,
And that his paltry meul would not pafs.

Such was the language of this falfe Italian:
One tifne he chriften’d RapnatL a Pygmalion;
Swore that his madams were compos’d of ftone;
Swore his ekpx‘eﬂions were like owls fo tame,
His drawings, like the lameft cripple, lame ;
That, as for compofition, he ha;l none,
: ,‘
Young artifts ! thefe affertions I deny ;
*Twas vile ill manners—not to fay a Jie:
Rapuatr did real excellence inherit ;
And if you ever chance to paint as well,
1 bowd fide do foretell, |~ -
You'll certainly be men of merit.

QDE
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O DE X

‘The goflipping Percr telleth a firange Story, a;ul true, though
flrange—Seemeth to entertain no very elevated opinions of the
wifom of Kings—Hinteth at the narrow efcape of Sir Josmua
RevnoLps—Mr. Ramgay’s riches—A recommendation of

flattery as a fpecific in fortune-making.

K’M told, and I believe the ftory,
That a fam’d Queen of Northern brutes,
A GentLEwoMAN of prodigious glory,
Whom ev’ry, fort of epithet well fuits;
Whofc hufband dear, juft happening to provoke her,
Was fhov’d to Heaven upon a red-hot poker,
Sent to a certain King, not Kirg of France—
Defiring by Sir JosHua’s hand his Pmiz—
What did the Royal Quiz?
Why, damn’d genteelly, fat to Mr. Dance |*
" Then
» The true reafon that induced his Majefty to fit to Mr.
Dancs, was nothing lcfs than Jaudable Reyal egomomy. Mr.
Dance charged Fifty Pounds for a pifture—Sir JosHua REY-
NOLDSs’s price was fomewhat more than a-Hundred—a very great

difference in the market-price of paint and canvafs; and, let me
fay, juftified the preference given to the man who woiked

cheapeft, . . .
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Then fent it to the Northern Queen—

As {weet a bit of wood as ¢’er was feen!

And therefore moft unlike the PrinceLy Heap—
He might as ‘well have fent a pig of lead.

Down ¢v’ry throat the piece was cramm’d

As done by REYNOLDS, and deferv’dly damn’d ;
For as to Mafter Dance’s art,
It ne’er was worth a fingle’---- 1,

Reader, I 5Lusn 1—am delicate this time !

So let thy impudence fupply the rhyme:

Thank God ! that Monarchs cannot Tafte controul,

And make each fubject’s poor, f;:bmifﬁve foul

Admire the work that Jupé;nmmi‘ -oft cries fie on:
Had things been fo, poor ReynoLps we had feen
Pamtlng a barber’s .pole—an ale-houfe queen,

The caggind gridiren, or the old red-lion!

At *Plyfipton, p’rhaps, for fome grave Do tor Slop,

Painting the pots and bottles of the fhop;

Or in the Dran®; to get meat to munch,.

His bruﬂ1 dnuihad puﬁﬁj’d fcenes for Punca!

Whilft

. Six.' Jofhua’s native fpot, in Devonfhire.
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Whilft West was whelping *midft-his paints,
Mofes and Aaron, and all fort of Saints !

Adams and Eves, and {nakes and apples,

And dev’ls, for beautifying certain Cuapers: |
But ReynoLps is no’ favourltc, that’s the matter ;
He has ‘not learnt the noble art—to flatter.*

Thrice happy times, when Mon.mcns ﬁnd them hard
things

To teach us what to view w1th admiration ;
And, like their heads on halfpencc and brafs farthings,
Make their opinions current threugh the nation !

I’ve heard that RAMSAY,T whcn he died, -
Left jult nine rooms well ftuff’d with Qmens and Kings;
From whence all nations might havebecn fupply’d,
- That long’d for valuable things.
Viceroys, ambaffadors; and plenipo’s,
Bought them tojoiq their raree-thows

In foreign parts,
And fhew the ptogrcfs of the Britifh arts.
. L - Whether

. ® This Ode was compofed before -Sir Jos#ua was dubbed
King’s Painter. Poflibly the great artift dreamt of my Beav-
T1FuL Lyric, and purfued its advice.

+ Late painter to his Majefty. *
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Whether they purchas’d by the pound or yard,
1 cannot tell, becaufe I never heard ;

But zbis I know, his fhop was like a fair,

And dealt moft largely in this RovarL Ware.

See what it is to ga:fn a Monarch’s {fmile’!

And haft thou mifs’d it, RevnoLbs, all this while !
How ftupid! pr’ythee, feek the Courtier’s School,
And learn to mantufacture ail of fool.

Frarrervy’s the turnpikewroad to ForTuns’s door—
"TRUTH is a narrow lane, all full of quags,

Leading to braken heads, abufe, and rags,

And workhoufes—fad refuge for the poor !

FraTTERY’s 2 mountebank fo fpruce—gets riches ;
TruTH, a plain Simon Pure, a Quaker Preacher,
A moral-mender, a difgufting teacher,

That never got a fixpence by her fpeeches !

ODL



O D E XI

The lofty PeTER beginneth with an original fimile—Difplayeth
a deep knowledge of Homer and modern Duchefles—Cone
cludeth with a prophecy about his Sovereign.

PAINTERS who figure in the Exhibition,
A8 pretty nearly in the fame condition
With cocks on Shrove-tide, which the feafon gathers; ’
Flung at by ev’ry lubber, ev’ry brat,
Poffefling ftrength enough to throw a bar,
To break their bones, and knock about their feathers.

This little difference, howevecr, lies

Between the painter and the fonl, I find :
The artift for the poft of danger fries—

The fowl is faften’d much againft his mind ;
Who damns his fentence, ‘would annul it—

Sue out his babeas corpus, and, inftead

Of being beat with bats about the head,
Make handfome love to a fmart pullet.

And yet the painter like a booby groans,
Who courts the very bats whicl break his bones.
But
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But who from fcandal is exempt ?
Who docs not meet, at times, contempt ?

Great Jovg, the God of Gods, in figures rich,
Oft call’d the Qucen of Heav’n a faucy bitch;
Achilles* call’d great Agamemnon hog,

An impudent, deceitful, dirty dog !

Behold our lofty Ducheffes pull caps,
And give each other's reputations raps,
As freely as the drabs of Drury’s fchool ;
_ And who, pray, knows that Georcr our gracious King
(Said by his courticrs to know every thing)
May not, by future times, be call’d a Foor ?

* Vide Homer.
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&) D E XII.
‘The Bard fenﬁbly reproveth the young artifts for their propen-

ﬁty to abufe—~Moft wxmly compareth them to horfe-lecches,
game-cocks, and curs.

THE mean, the ranc’rous jealoufies that fwell
th fome fad artifts’ fouls, I do dc('plfc s
Inftead of nobly ftriving to excel,
You ftrive to pick out one the othcr 8 eycs.
Tobea PAINTER, was CorREGIO’S glory 2
His fpcech fhould ﬂame in gold—-—“ Sono PirToRE.”

But what, if truth wete fpoke, Would be your fpecches ?
This— We're a fer of fame-fuckmg horfe-leeches;
“ VVu:hout a blufh, the pooreft fcandal fpeaking—
« Like cocks, for ever at each other Beakin’g: .
« As if the globe we dwell on were fo fmall,

« There really was not room enough for all.”

Young mén -
Ido prcfume that one of you in ten
Has kept a dog or two, and has remark’ d
That when you have been comfortably feeding,
The curs, without an atom®of court breeding,
With watery jaws, have whin'd,and paw*d,and bark’d ;
Vor. I. . I ' Show’d
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Stiow'd anxicuinefs about th:;. mutton bone,
And, *ftead of 3 our mouth, wifh’d it in their own ;
And if youg rr:wc this bone to one or r'other, |,
Hecav'ns, what a fnarling, quarrc.llm and pother!
Thls, probably, has touch’d you to the quick,
And made you teach good manners by a kick;
And if the tumilt was bcyond all bearing,
You treated them with {weet emphatic fwcaring,
- An cloquence of.wond’rous ufe in wars,
. Amongft fca-captnms and the bra'vc Jack-tars. -
» o .
Now tell me honcﬁ"l'y--prai don’t ye find
Somewhat in Chriftians juft of the famg kmd
That ye expencnc’d in the curs,
Caufing your anger and demurs? ’
As, for example, when your miftrefs, Fams,
Wifhiflg to celebrate-a worthy name,
Takes up her trump to nge the 3uﬁ applaufe;
How havé you, puppy-hkc, paw’d 'w.fh d, -and
" whin'd, s iy
- And growl’d, and curé'sa and fwore, and pm’d
And long’d to tear the trun;\pet from her jaws !
The dogs deferv'd tlmr Juckmg, tb bc fnne,
ﬁut you ! ! O fie boys!.ggo and fin no more

ODE
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O D E XIL

o
The compaffionate PeTer lamenteth”the dcath of Mr. Hows,
an R. A.—Recommendeth him to Ostivion, the great

Patron of a number of geniuses.
1)

THERE’S one R. A. more dead! ftiff is poor
Honr!

His works be with him under the fame ftone:

I think the facred art will not bemoan ’em ;

But, Mufe '—De mortais nil niff bonum,

As to his hoft a trav’ller, with a fneer,
Said of his.dead fmall beer.

Go then, poor Hons ! and join a numerous train
Sunk in OsL1ivion’s wide pacific ocean ;.
And may its whale-like ftomach feel no motion
To caft thee, like a JonAn, up again !

Iz ODE
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'O D E XIV.

I o
The Poet exhibiteth the inconflancy of the world, by 2 moft

elegant comparifon of a flock of Rarlings.

Y 0 UNG arits, it may fo fall out,

That folks fhall make a grievous rout ;

Follow you—praife yo\ui: painting to the fkies ;
When, probably, a ribband, (fie upon it !)
A feather, or a tawdry bonnet, :

‘Caught, by its glare, their wonder-fpying eyes.

Therefore, don’t thence fuppofe that ye inherit
M#@untains of unexampled merit ;

That always ye fhall be purfu’d,

And likc a wond’rous bcmny wob’d.

.
..,-_‘ -j'

Grcat is the world's mconﬁancy, God knows l—
Fame like the ocean, ebbs, as well-as ﬂow: ;
Next year the mildion Pltches on a ruff,
A balloon cap, a ﬁ;aw‘l a muﬁ'
. For
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For 5o, no longrr carcs a fingle rufh,
Following fome other brother of the brufh.

To raifc to noblcr flights the Mufe’s winé.

A finile’s a very pretty“thing;

To whofe fweet aid I’m oft a humble dcbtor,
T'illuftrate with more force the thing I mean;
And if the fimsle be neat and cleans

Tant mieux—that is—fo mich the betser.

Thercfore, young folks, as there’s 2 great deal in't,
Accept one juft imported from the mint.
¥
You’ve feen a flock of ftarlings, to be fure,
A hundred thoufand irva mefs or more ;
Who fostunately having found
A Jump of borfe-litter upon the ground,

Down drops the chattering cloud upon the dung ;
Then, Lord, what doings! Heav’ns,' what admiration !
What joy, what tranfport *midft the fpeckled nation!

How bufy ev'ry beak, arid ev’ry tongue!

All talking, gabbling, but none hft’ning,
Juft like a group of goffips at a chrift’ning !
Let but a cowdad fhow its grafs-:green face,
They’1e up, without fo much as faying grace ;
I3 ' And
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And lo! the bufy flock around it pitches;

Juft as upon the lulmp before,

"They gabble, wonder, and adore !
And equal brezber MARTYN’s* {peceches.
Thefe'ftarlings thow the world, with great propriety,
Mad as March hares, or curlews for VaricTy.

0 N D E XV-
The Gmt‘ Perer defpifeth Frenchmen.

I BEG it as a favour, my young folks,
Ye will not copy, monkey-like, the French,
Whofe pittures, juftly, are all ftanding jokes,
Whether they rcprefent a man or wench,
If Monficur paints a man of fathion,

Making an ol¢y/ance well bred,
The gentleman’s a ram-cat in a paflian,

His back all crumpled o’er his head;
Or, if he paints a‘wretch upon the wheg], -

And bone-breaking’s no trifling thing, G-d knows {
Amuddl his iaatthe fellpw’s fo genteel !

“ He feels witWMuch decorum all the blows!

Or if a culprit’s going to the devil,
Which fome folks alfo dcem a ferious evil,

' ’ SO-

* A much-ggired, {peaker in the Houfe of Common . who
¢71. con. was Baptized the Starling MARTYN,
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So dégagé you fec the man advance !
His am"zs, hands, fhoulders, turn’d-out toes,
Madona-lifted eyes, and cock’d-up nofe,, °
Proclaim the pretty puppy in a dance.
I've feen a fleeping Venws, I declare,
With hangs and Iegs ftretch’d put with ﬁu—b an :ur'
Her neck and liead /s twified on one thoulder;
With fuch a beat'nly finile, that each: ‘behplder
Would fwear (dxfd.«unmg Daxcing's palfrar tra(.k)
The Dame was walking. ninuets on her back 4
Een an old woman yielding up hcr brcalh
By méaris of chohc, flone, of gravel
How [(mirkingly fhe fecls the pangs of death!
With what a gracc her foul pu.pa;:cs to, tr: avcl!

A Frenchman’s angcl is an Qprm Pum&.‘,
His Virgin Marys, mllhm‘rs ﬁ‘itlt‘ﬁmnk 5
Our bleft Redccmer, a raqk pmt-mmm',
In every attitude, and fearures ., 7
The humble ]ofeph P gam'm{y mad‘.,
Poor g L.,entleman—-as if aboye hls tradc.
And only fir to cmp?frymt bls wxﬁ:—-— . ,
So delicate ! r asifhe fcarqply knew '
Oak from deal bo:u’d—-a glmret @‘pm -3 fcrcw,

And never madesa Mousr-'rmu’ in, his hfc .
' -1 3 Think
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* “Think not I wantonly the French attack—
I never will put Mer1T on the rack :
No !—yet, 1 own, I hatc the thrugging dogs--
I've hv‘d amongﬁ them, cat their frogs,
And vomited them up, thank Gad, agam 3
So that I'ny able naw to fay,
I carried nought of Ibem away,
Which otherwxfe had madc ghc puppics’ vain.

O D E° XVI

"The conteited Persr turieth an arrant egotift—Mentioneth
a number of fine follfa-—'i'his minute condemneth Wit
WHITEHEAD verfes ; and the next, exculpateth the Lau-
reat, by clappmg the nght faddle on the right horfe.

.

NO giant ore rc_]mgcth in:his courfe,

- Not Count O’Kzityina \ymnmg horfc ;
Not Miftrefs Hozagrx* to prefe:ye a box,
Not Gaokas;hc:['nmq;otdumpho erCuariesFox;

" Not Spain’s wi/z Monarch to bombard Alglcrs--

Not p:l:lones, obeymmw s ftern voice,
.. Can'm rejoac% .
..4ko hold Kn"r UTKINSON'S tWO cars;

<

Not.

* The conteft be:we:n' Mrs Hobart and L'ad,y Salifbury, with

their ficonds, zhgjt.a hox at the Opera, is a suejEeT for the
apott fublime Epic! .
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Not more rejoiceth patriotic Prrr,
By patrioti¢ gracers to be fed ; ‘
Not Mother Winbpsor® in 3 nice young Tit,
Nor gaping Deans, to catch a Bithop dead ;
Not more reform’d Jouny WILKES, to court the Crown,
Nor SkrnneR in his Aldermanic gown,
Nor Common-Councilmen on turtlc fcéding;
Not more rejoice old envious maids, fo ftale,
To hear of weeping Beauty a fad tale,
And tell the world a reigning toaft is dreeding— .
Than I, the Poet, in.a 'Iucky'Ode',
That catches at a hop the Cynic face,
Kills by a laugh its grave bubomc grace, |
And tcars, in fp{t; of him, his jaws ahroad.
And are there fuch grave Dons l!hat read my. rhymcs 2
All gracious Heav'n forgwe their. crimes |
Oh! be their lot ta, havé wzfc-tclkmg wives;
And ifip reading they delight,
To fcad, ye Gods ! “from 4norn to night,
Wiy WH!TEHIAD'S’]' erth-day Sonnets all their lives.
o o000 e
* A prieftefs of the Cyprian Goddcfs.

+ This Ode was written before a7late Laureat refigned his
earthly crown for a heavenly one. MayMr. Tom WarTON
be more ' fuccefsfyl in his ecurrly adulations, and noj verify the
Latin adage—=Ex sibilo 1:0il 765 Which is thus ele;anmdy tranf-
lated, ¢ There is no making a velvet putfe of a.fow’s ear.’

P’rhaps



¥22 - LYRIC ODES; FOR M,DCC,LXXXYV,

P’rhaps, reader, thou’st a tinker, or a zannéx_“,

And mendeft kettles in a pretty manner 3

Or tanneﬁ hides of bulls, and cows, and calves:
But if the faucepan or the kertle
Originally be bad, metal,

Thouw'lt fay, « It only can be done by balves ;”

Or if by_nature bad the bullocks* ikins,

* They’llmake vi}é ﬁlocsz}nd boots for people’s fhin;.”

Then wherefore de I thus abf?fe i

Witr Wirreneap’s hard-drivin Mufe?
Who mcrits rather PiTy’s tcn:id’réﬁ ﬁgh :

Tor whdt the Devil ean he do,

When forc’d to praife—sbe Lord knows 'wbe !
Verfc muft be dull on fubjeds fo damn’d‘ dry.

)4
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0 D E XVII.

The claflic PerEr advxfcth Pamters to cultxvate tafte—Latheth
fome of the 1gnorant-—-A<;Cufeth Painters of an affeQion for
volgarity, wham.he hor[ewhibpcthpkécghmj;mde‘th a charm-
ing fabjéét—Telleth _the fecret of his love, and’ giveth 2
dir-away fonnet of former days—PeHccuteth TENIER’s de-
v1ls, but applaudeth the cxccution.

-

PAINTERS 1mproyc your educauon H

That furely. ﬁands in nccd of reformauon. A
I've heard that fome can ne;ther write nor read,
Which does no honour to the hand or head.

A

.Many, I lsnow, would: rather paint a bcar,
Or monkey playmg his quaint tricks,
Than fome f{weet damfel, whom all hearts revere,
Whofe charms fﬁe_eye of admiration fix—
Would rat}'ex" feé a ftump with firength expreft,
Than all the fnowy fulnef. of hcr brc.aft
Or lip, that Innocencq,{'o fweetly moves ;
Or fiivile; the ﬁ'md Elyfium of t.he Lovrs.
This brings thofe days to men‘?ry » when my tonguc
To CYN‘I‘HIA § beauty pour'd my. Toul i in fong
v \Vhen
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When, on the margin of the murm’ring ﬁ'rcam,

My fancy frequent form’d the golden dream

Of CynTHIA’S crr;ce-—of Cvnrnm s ﬁfmle:e diving,
And made thofe fmiles and pcerlefs beaut). mine.

It brings to mef’ry, too, thofc difimal times,
When nought my fighsavail’d,and nought my shymes;
When at the filent, folemn clofe of day, .
My penfive fteps would court ‘the darkhng grove,
Té hear, in Philoméla’s Ionely lay,
The fainting echoes of my lucklefs love;
Till night’s chrcaﬁng fhades around me ftolc,
And mingled with the gloom that wrapp’d my foul.

Reader—Doft éhoofe a fonnet of thofe days?
Take it; and,fay not I'm a foe to Praist.

Td:CYNTHI‘.L

O thou! whofe Icve-omﬁmmg ait -
Delights, yet. grvcs a-thoufand wOCs 3

My day declines in dark defpair, ,

~ And night hath I‘hcr fweer rcpofé.

Ye:
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Yet who, alas? like' me was bleft,
To others c'er thy charms were known ;
When Fancy told my vaptur'd breaft,
That Cynthia finil'd on ze alone?

Nymph pf' my foul! forgive my fighs:
Forgive the jealous fires ¥ feel ; —

Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies,
When others to thy beauties kneel.

Io! theirs is every winning art,

With Fortune’s gifts, unknown to 8¢
X only boaft a fimple heart,

In love with INNoceNcE and Thee.

. .

Build not, alas! your popularity,

On tha®beaft’s back yclep'd‘Vulga’ritJ;

A beaft that many a booby takes a pride in;
A beaft bencath the noble PeTer’s riding.

How fhould the man with appetite unchafie,
Stuffing on carrion drcad, his heund-like paunch,
Judge of an ortolan’s delicious tafte,
Or feel the flavour of a dainty haunch?

Or,
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Or, wont with bitter purl to wet his clay,
How fhould be judge of Clarct or Tokay ?

‘Tenier’s devils, witches, monkeys, toads,
That make me fhudder whilft I pen thefe Odes,
Moft truly painted, to be fure you’ll find:

How greater far the excellence to paint
With heaven-direéted eye, the charming SainT,
And mark th’ emotions of her angel-mind !
Envy not juch as have in dirt {furpaft ye ;
*Tis very, very eafy to be nafty! -
T ——
"O.DE XVHIL

The moralizing Bard expofeth the unfaimefs of mankind in the
article of laughmg—-—Defcanteth apon w:t-—lechxmeth pre-
tenfion to 1t-Maketh lovc o Ca.ndour, ‘and :.;1 eftly "con-
cludeth.

HOW dearly rmortals love o laugh and grm!
Juft as they love to ftuff’ fhemfclves to cbm

With oth ple’s mmt—agood favmg fenfe !
Becaufe. amr folks’ cxpence,

But turn:te laugh on tbim_how chang’d theirnotes ! '
*« O damn ’em ! this is ferious—cut their throats !’

1
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*Wit, Tays an author that T do not know,
islike Tone’s feythe—cuts down both friend and foc;
Reddy each objed, tyger-like, to leapon!
¢ Lord ! what a butcher this farsre Wit ! thank God?
“ (A critic crics) in Mafter Pinpar™s Ode,
« We ipy th’ effect of no fuch dangerous weapon.™

No, Sir—"tis do;/c-ey'd Canpour’s charms

i woo to thefe defiring arms ;’

She s my GoppEess; to, her fhrine I bend :
Nywmen of the voice that beats the morning lark,
Sweet as the dulcet note of either PAR!@;

Be thou my foft companion and my friend.

"Thy lovely hand my Pegafus fhall gui.dc,

And teach thy modeft pupil how to ride:

Thus thall I hurt not any group compofers,

From Saran Binwerr’s bruth, to Mary Mozer’st.

ODE

# Two brothers of dlﬂmgulﬂxed merit on the Oboe.
+ The laft of thofe Ladies, an R. A. by means of a fublime
;w&ure of a plate of GoosssExr1Es—the other in hopes of
Academic honours, through an egual degree of merit.
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O D E XIX.

'The judicious PETER giveth moft wholefome advice to landfcape
painters.

WH ATE’ER your wifh, in landfcape to excel,
London’s the very+place to mar it;

Belicve the oracles I tell,
There’s very little landfcape in a garret. Y

Whate’er the flocks of fleas .you kecp,

*Tis badly copying them for goats and fheep;

And if you’ll take the Poet’s honeft word,

A bug muft make a miferable bird.

A rufh-light in a bottle’s neck, or ftick,
111 reprefents the glorious Ors of Morx :
Nay, though it werc a candle with a wick,
*Twould be a reprefentative forlorn.

1 think, too, that a man would be a fool,
For trees, to'copy legs of a joint ftool ;
Or ev’n by them to'reprefent a tump :- .
Alfo by brd®nfticks—which though well he rig
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig,
Muft make a very poor autumnal clump. ,
You'll
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You'll fay, « Yet fuch ones oft a perfon fecs

In many an artift’s trees ;

And, in fome pdintings, we have all beheld,

Green bays hath furely fat for a green field ;
Bolfters for mountains, hills, and wheaten mows ;
Cats, for ram-goats; and curs, for bulls and cows,”

All this, my lads, I freely grant ;

But better things from vou, I want.

As SuAxsPEARE fays, (a Bard I much approve)

<« Lift, lift, Oh! lift,’” if thou doft PainTinG love.

CLavuDE painted in the open air!
Thereforc to Wales at once repair,
Where fcenes of true magnificence yow’ll find
Befides this great advantage—if in debt,
You’il have with creditors no téte-a-éte »
So leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind ;
Who, hunt you with what noife they may,
Muft hunt for needles in a ftack of hay.

Vor. 1. K ODK,



The Poet hinteth to Artifls the value of Time.

r}: HE man condemn’d on Tyburn-tree to {wing,

Deems fuch a fhow, a very dullith thing ;

He'd ratlier a_jpedfator be, 1 ween,

Than the fad 28 in the fcene,
He blames the Law’s too rigid refolution ¢

1f with a beet-fteak flomach—in his prime,

l.ord, with what reverence he looks on Time !
And, moft of all—the hour of execution !

And as the cart doth to the tree advance,

How wond’rous willing to pofipone the Dance

Beticve m-c, Time’s.of monftrous ufe ;
But, ah! how fubjeét ta abufe!
1t fecms that with him, folks were often*c/oy’d :
1 do pronounce it, Time’s a qulié good,
Juft like a youthful Beauty—to be wod'd,
Made much of, and be properly cnj(;y;d.

Time's
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Timc’s fand is wonderfully fmall;

.. It flips between the fingers in a hurry :

Thcrcforc, on each young artift let me call,
To prize it as an Indian does his Curiy ;¥

Whether his next rare Exbibition be

Amidft the 'grcaf R. A.’s—or on a Tree.

ODE XXIL

The unfortunate PETER lamenteth the lofs of an important Ode,
by rats—He prayeth devoutly for the rats.
L]

L 14308 maxime deflendus !
I've loft an OpE of charming praifes
¥rom like misfortune, Heav’n defend us!
The fweeteft of my Lyric lays !
Where many a youthful artift thone with fame,
" Like his own pictures in a fine gilt frame.

Perdition catch the roguifh rats ! .
Their trembling limbs fhall fill the mais of cats,
Ka Were

* An univerfal food in the Eaft-Indies,
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Were I to be their fole advifer:
Vermin! like trunk-makers, kings, paftry-cooks,
Dealing in legions of delightful books,
Yert, with the learning, not a whit the wifer.
‘Thank G—d ! the Ode unto MysiLr they fpard:
And, lo! the labour of the lucky Bard,

O.D E XXII.
To MYSELF.

The exalted PsTx wifheth to make the gaping world acquainted
with the place of his nativity ; but before he can get an
anfwer from bimfelf, he nioft fublimely burfleth forth into an
addrefs to Mevagizmy and Moufehole, two fithing-towns_in
Cornwall—The firft celebrated for pilchards, the laft for giving
birth to DoriLy Pm’ruu’rn-'—rrhe Poct praifeth the Ho-
nourable Daixes Barrincron, and pilchards—Forgetteth
the place of his nativity; and, like his great anceftor of
,Thebes, leaveth his readers in the daré.

.

O THOU ! whofe daring works fublime

Defy the rudeft rage of Tim, |

‘Say l—for the world is with conjecture dizzy,

Did Moufebole give thee birth, or Mevagizzy ?
: . " HAIL,
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YIAIL, Mevagizzy! with {uch wonders fraught!
Where bozts, and men, and ftinks, and trade, are
ftirring 5
Where pilchards come in myriads to be caught ;
Pilchard! a thoufand times as good as herring,

Pilchard! the idol of the Popifh nation !
Hail, little inftrument of vaft falvation !
Pilchard, I ween, a moft foul-faving fith, '
On which the Catholics in Lent are cramm*d ;
Who, had they not, poor fouls, this lucky difh,
Would feed on fleth, and therefore all be damn’d,
. IS ’
Pilchards! whofe bodies yicld the'fragrant oil,
And make the London lamps at midnight {mile; -
Which lamps, wide fpreading falutary light,
Beam on the wandering BeauTizs of the night,
And fhow each gentle youth their cheeks’ deep rofes,
-And tell him whether tbéy have eyes and nofes.

Hail, Moufebole! birth-placeofold DoLt. PENTREATH,*
The lg# who jabbey’d Cornith—fo f:'lys Daines,
Who, bat-like, haunted ruins, lane; and heath,
With Will-o’-Wifp, to brighten up his brains.
Daines!
¢ A very old woman of Moufeh:ﬂe, fuppofed (falfely however)

to have been thc lapt wlno {poke the Carnifh janguage. The
K3 hanouys
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Darxrs! who a thoufand miles, unwearied, trots
T'or boncs, brafs farthings, afhes, and old pots :

Ranfacks the mouldy manfions of the dead,
To prove that men in days of Jyore,
Fj s, ears, and nofes, like us Moderns, wore ;
And travell’d juft like s too, with a bead !

. ' . ODE

hionourable antiquarian, Daines Barrincrox, Efg. journeyed,
fome years fince, from London to the Land’s-end, to converfe
“with this wrinkled, yet delicious morcean. He entered Moufe-
hole in a kind of triumph ; and, pecping into her hut, exclaimed,
with 2il the fire of an enraptured lover, in the language of the
famous Greek f’hﬁo!’ophcr-—“ Eurexa !’ The couple kifivd ;
Dovryr foon after gabbled ; Daines liflened with admiration;
commizted her fpeeches to paper, not ventgring to truft his
memury with /o mach treafure.  The tranfaltion was announced
to thz Society ; the Journals were enriched with their dialogues ;
the old Lady’s picture was ordercd to he taken by the moft
eminentartift, and the Hongurable Member to be publicly tharl:cd
for the Discovery!
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0] D_ E XXIIL

Percr concludeth his Odes—Seemeth hungry—-Etpo"‘uhtetI.
with the Readcr

Tom Southern tb John Dryden xw'p;lg: one day,
To buy a head and tail piece for his play :
¢ Thomas,”” quoth John, «I've fold my goods too

w cheap ; .
o, if you pleafe, mv price fhall tz;ke a leap.”

O Reader, look me gravcly in the face; -

Speak, is not that with me and zbee the cafe &

For this Year’s Odes I charge thee half-a-crown;
So, without grumbling, put thy money down:

For things are defperately ris’n, good Lord !

Fifh, fleth, coals, candles, window-lights, and board,
‘Why fhould not charming Poetry then rife, ‘
"That comes fo dev’lifh far too—from the fies?
And lo! the verfes that adorn #bis page,

Beam, comct-like, alas ! but onge an age,

Ka ' FAREWELL
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O DE I
Perer talketh of refigning the Laureatthip—Hs pxlo;;hcﬁsth
the uiamph of she Artif's on his refignation—The Artills alfa

prophecy to PETER’S difadvantage ~PeTER’s laft comforts,
{fliould their prophecy be fulfilled.

PETER, Iike fam’d Chriftina, Queen of Sweden,
Who thought @ wicked court was not an Eden,
This year, reﬁgnsthé laurel crown for ever!
“What all the fam’d Acapemrcians wifh;
No more on painted fowl, and flefh, and fifh,

" He fhows the world his carving fkill fo clever :
ﬁrafs, iron, woodwork, ftonc, in peace fhall reft—
# Thank God{”” cxclaim the works of Mifter WesT,

. Thank God ! the works of LouTHERBOURG €~
claim—
Tor guns of critics, no ignoble game—
“ No longer now afraid of rhyming praters,
« Shall we be chriften’d tea-boards, varnifl'd waiters:
* No verfe fhall fwear that ours arc pafte-board rocks,
#¢ Qur trees, brafs wigs; and mops, our fleecy flochs.”
« Thank
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« Thank Heav’n ! exclaims Rrcaup, with fparkling

« Then fhall my pictures in importance rife, [cyes,

« And fill each gaping mouthand eyc with wonder.”
Monfieur Rigaud,
It may be fo,
To think thy ftars have made fo flrange a blunder,
That bred to paiy?, the genius of a glazier ;
AThat {poild, to make a dauber, a good brazicr.
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays)
Can dare fland forth the herald of thy praife:
Could Fawme applaud, whofe voice my verfc reveres,
Justice fhould break her trump about her cars,

“ Thzéxk Heav’n!” cries Mifter Garvy; and « Thank
God ! c
Crics Mifter Coriey, « that this Man of Ode
« No more, Barbarian:like, fhall o’cr us ride: -
««No more like beads, in nafty order ftrung, '
« And round the wailt of this vile Mohawk hung,
« Shall academic fcalps indulge his pride.

¢ No more hung u’in this dread fellow’s rhyme, /'~

« Which he moft impudently calls JSublime,
«« Shall we, poor, inoffcnfive fouls,
“ Appear juft like fo many moles,

Trapp'd .
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*¢ Trapp’d in an orchard, garden, or a f:u:]d :
« Which mole~catchers fufpend on trecs,
«« To fhew thcir titles to their fees, .

e Like doQlors, paid too often for the ki/Pd.”

Plecas’d that no more my verfes fhall annoy ;
Glad that my blifter Odes fhall ceafe their ftinging;
Each wooden figure’s mouth expands with joy;
Hark ! how they all break forth in finging!

In boafiful founds the grinning ArTIsTS cry,
« Lo! Perer’s hour of infolence is o’er:
« His Mufe is dead—nhis lyric pump is dry— . -
« His Odes, like ftinking fifh, not worth a groara
fcore:
« Art thou, then, weak, like us, thou fnarling thiv'ler?
« Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv’ler?

¢ Our Kings and Queens in glory now fhall lie,
¢« Each unmolefted, fleeping in his frame ;

« Qur ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and fky,
« No longer, fcouted, fhall be put to {hame:

« Nopoet’s rage fhall root our frumps and ftumplings,

« And fwear our clouds are flying apple-dumplings :
« Fame
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« Fame fhall pro;:laim how well our plum-trees bud,
« And found the merits of our marle and mud.

* Qur oaks, our brufhwood, and our lofty ¢lms,
“ No jingling tyrant’s wicked rage o’erwhelins,
« Now this vile FerLer is laid low:
« In peace thall our ftone hedges flcep,
- Qur huts, our barns, our pigs, and fheep,
« And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow.’®

« They who fhall fee this PErrr in the ftrect,
« With fearlefs eye his front fhall mect,
& And cry, « Is this the man of kecn remark ?
« Is this the blade,”” fhall be theit taunting {fpeech—
« A dog! who dar’d to fnap each artift’s brecch,
«¢ Nay, bite Academicians like a fhark?

« Je whofe broad cleaver chopp’d the fons of paint,
«'Crufl’d like a marrowbone each lovely faint;
« Spar’d not the very clothes about their backs;
« The little ddek-wing’'d cherubims abus’d,
¢ That could not more inhumanly be us’d,
"« Poorlambkins! had tiiey fall’'namongthe BLACKS;
¢ Fe, once fo furious, foon fhall want relief,
« Stak’d through the body, like a paltry thief.
2 -~ . “How
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¢ How art thou fall'n, O Cherokee!” they cry;
« How art thou fall’n! the joyful roofs refound;
<« Hecll fhall thy body, for a rogue, furround ;

<« And there, for ever roafting, mayft thou lie!

¢« Like Dives, mayft thou ftretch in fires along,

« Refus’d one drop of beer to cool thy tongue !"

Ye godly gentlemen, reprefs your yell,
Your hearty wifhes for my foul reftrain;
For if our works can put us into h-1l,
Kind Sirs! we certainly fhall mect again,

oDnR
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ODE IL

A moft pleafant hiftory of the Atademic Dinncr—PerER pitierh
the Prixce of WarLes, Duke of OrLsans, Duke Firz.
2amEs, Count Lavzun, Lords CagrmarTHEN and BEes-
BOROUGH, &c. and praifes Mr. WerTj12—Exculpateth the
PresipEnT—Condemncth Sir W. CuamBERS and the Came
antTTEE for their bad managément—!’a'n: r talketh of vifiting
the French Kixc and the Duke of OrLEANS.

WH ENEER AcaDrMICIANS ruti aflray,
Such fhould the moral Perer’s fong reclaim

Of paint, this Ode fhall nothing fing or fay ;
My eagle fatire darts at difPrenr game;’

Againtt decorusm, I abhor a finner s

And therefore lafh the Academic dinner.

Th’ Acapemy, though marvelloufly poor,
Can once a year afford to eas :
By means of kind donations at the door, -
The members make a comforeable treat;
Like gipfigs ina bara, around their king,
“That annual m¥et, to eas, and dance, and fing,

A feaft
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A feat was made of ficth, fifh, tarts, creams, jeilics,
To fuit the various qualities of betlies:
hl

Miize grumbled to be al'?’d, and be delighted s

But wicked PETERs paunch was not invired.

Yet though no meffage vaaired on the Barp,
With compliments from AcaJemic names,
The Prince of WaLgs receiv'd a civil cary
His Grace of Ozteans too, and Duke Frizyarvts;
Count de Luavzun, and Ceonar ConrLan,
A rcar rclation to the man
In wlhofe peor fides eld Iawre cnce [id his ciaws,
Vere welcom’d by the Acaprance Lonns,
Futler by writing or by woids,

To come and try the vigour ot their javs,

Unfortunately for ihic modeft Duxrs,
he nimble artifls, all with grey bound loolks,
Fell on the meat, with teeth prodipious able;
Sein’d, of the Synugogue, the lLigheilt places,
And left the poor foriorn, their GaLLric Graces,
'To nibble at the doztom of the tble!l

There fat, too, the fveet fimperingLord CARMARTHEN,
As one of the Canaille, not worth a firthing!
Vou. . L Bat
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But what can titles, virtues, at a feaft,

Where glory waits upon the greateft beaft ?

To fee a ftonc-cutter and mafon
High mounted o’cr fine men of quality,
By no means can our annals blazon
For feats of courtly hofpitality.
I've heard, however, one or two were Zanners:

Granted—it doth not much improve their manners,

They probably, in anfwer, may declare,
They thought the feaft juft like a hunt;
In which, as foon as ever ftarts the hare,
Each Nimrod tries to be the firft upon’t:
As he’s the greateft, *midft the howling fufs,
Who firft can triumph o’er poor dying Puss.

PeTers* moft jultly rais’d his eyes of wonder,

And wanted decently to give them grace;
But bent on ven’fon and on turbot- piunder,

A clattering peal of knives and forks took place:
Spoons, plates, and difhes, rattiing round the table,
Produc’d a new edition of old Babel.

They

* A clergyman, and ove of the Academicians.
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"They had no ftomach, o’er a grace, to nod,
Nor time enough to offer thanks to Gob :
That might be done, they wifely knew,
When they had nothing elfe to do.

His HicunEss entering fomewhat rather late,
Covld fearcely find a knife, or fork, or plate:
But not one fingle maiden difbh,

Poor gentleman! of fleth or fith.

Moft woefully the paftry had been paw’d,
And trembling jellies barbaroufly claw’d :
In fhort, my gentle readers to amaze,

His ITicanEess pick’d the bones of the R. A.’s,

O Wertjie*, had thy lofty form been there,
And feen thy Prince {o ferv’d with ferap and flop,
Thou furely wouldft have brought him better fare—

A warm beef-fteak, perchance, or mutton chop.

Thou wouldft have faid, ¢ De Prince of WaLEs, 2y
« Do too mufh.bonour to be to der feaft ; [Gos,
¢ Vere be can’t beb von beet of meat dat’s bot ;

¢ But treated vid de bones fbuft like a beaft,
L 2 « De

# The Prince’s German cook.
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€« De PrENCE, be vas too great to fbect and eat
< De bores and leafings of de meat ;

« _Aud munfh vat dirty low-1lif’d rogues refufe,
« By Got! ot jit to vipe de PRENCE’s fhoes.”

Great Brseoroveri’s Farl, too, camc off fecond beft ;
Tis murmuring ftomach had not half a feaft;
And therefore 1t was natural to mutter: |
To reGify the fault, with joylefs looks,
His Lesdfhip bore his belly off to Brooxes,
To Lli the grumbler up with bread and butter.

Sirs! thefc manceuvres were extremety coarfe ;
“i'his really was the effence of ill breeding:
ot for your fouls could you have treated worfe,

Eum-bailiffs, by this dog-like mode of feedinp

Grant, you eclips’d a pack of hounds, with glee
Purfuing, ia full cry, the fainting ganie;
Surpafs’d them, too, in gobbling down the prey;

Sil, ereat R. Aus, T tell you, ’twas a fthame:

Grant, each of yof%le wond’rous man excell’d,
Who beat a butcher’s dog in eating tripe ;
And thar each paunch with guttling was fo fwell’d,
Not one bit more could pafs your fwallow-pipe:
: Grant,
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Grant, that you dar’d fuch ftuffing feats difplav,
That not a foul of you could walk away:
Still, ’midft the triumphs of -your gobbiing fame,

I tcll you, great R. A.’s, it was a {hame.

Grant, you were greas’d up to the nofe and eyes,
Your cheeks 2ll fhining like a lantern’s horn,

With tearing hams, and fowls, arud gibblet pies,
And ducks, and gecle, anl pizeons newly bora:

Though great, in your opinion, be your fame,

I tell you, greci R, A.'s, 1t was a fhame.

Thi,, Iet me own—the candour-leving Mufe
Moft willingly Sir Josuua can excule,

Wilo tries the nation’s glory to increafe;
Whofe genius rare is very feidors nodding,
But deep on painting fubjeéts plodding,

To rival Italy and Greece.

But pray, Sir WiLLiam *, whac have you to fuy ¢
No fuch impediment is in your way ;
Genins can’t hurt your etiguelte attention ;
I.4 3 A.hd '

* Sir W. Chambers,
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And Meffieurs TyLer, WirTon, and Ricavup,
Have you a genius to impede you?—No!
Nor many a one befides that I could mention.

This year (God willing) I fhall vifit France,
And tafte of Lours, Grand Monarque! the prog.
His Grace of OrLEANS, fo kind, perchance,
May afk me ro his houfc to pick a frog :
And yet, what right have / to vifit zbere 2
Who fee a Prince fo vilely treated bere,

Ye Royal Artifts, at your future feafts,

I fear you’ll make their Graces downright Daniels ;
And as the ProprHET din'd amongft wild beafts,

The DukEes may join your pointers and your fpaniels,

ODE
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O D E I

PeTer giveth fage advice to mercenary artifts, and telleth a

moft deleQable ftory of a country bumpkin and a peripatetic

razor-feller.

FORB EAR, my friends, to facrifice your fame

To fordid gain, unlefs that you are ftarving :

I own thkat hunger will indulgence claim
For hard ftone heads and landfcape carving,

In order to make hafte to fell and eat;

For there is certainly a charm in meat:
And in rebellious tones will ;tomachs fpeak,
That have not tafted victuals for a weck, -

But yet there are a mercenary crew,

‘Who value fame no more than an old fhoe;;
Provided for their daubs they get a fale;
Jutt like the man—but ftay—TI'll tell the tale.

A fellow in a market town,
Moft mufical, cry’d razors up and down,
. L 4

- And
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And offer’d twelve for eighteen-pence ;
Which certain'y feeni’d wond'rous cheap,
And for the money, quite a heap,
As cv'ry man would buy, with cath and fenfe,

A country Bumpkin the great offer heard :

Pcor Hodge, who fuffer’d by a broad black beard,

That fee’d a fhoe-bruth ftuck beneath his nofe;

With cheeriulnefs the eighteen-pence he paid,
And proud'y to himfelf, in whifpers, faid,

¢ This rafcal ftole the razors, I fuppofe.”

¢ No matter if the fellow Ze a knave,
¢ Provided that the razors fhave;
¢ It certainly will be a monftrous prize.”
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went,
Smiling in heart and {oul content,

And quickly foap’d Limfelf to ears and eyes,

Being well lather’d from a difh or tub,

Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub,
Juft like a hedger agsiing furze:

*Twas a vile razor |—then the reft he try’d—

All were impoftors—« Ah!” Hodge figh’d,
¢ I with my eighteen-pence within my purfe,”

.

In
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In vain to chafe his beard, and bring the Graces,
He cut, and dug, and winc’d, and ftamp’d, and {wore ;
Brought blood, and danc’d, blafphem’d, and made
" wry faces,
And curs’d each razor’s body o’er and o’er.

Iis muzzle, form’d of oppofition ftuff,
Firm as a Foxite, would not lofe its rufl’;

So kept it—laughing at the fteel and fuds:
Hodge, in a paffion, ftretch’d his angry jaws,
Vowing the direft vengeance, with clench’d claiws,

On the vile cueaT that fold the goods.
¢ Razors! a damn’d, confounded dog,

¢ Not fit to fcrape a hog!”

1lodge fought the fellow—found him, and begun:
¢¢ P’rhaps, Mafter Razor-rogue, to you ’tis fun,

¢« That people flay themfelves out of their lives:
¢ You rafcal! for an hour have I been grubbing,
¢ Giving my crying whifkers here a fcrubbing,

¢ With razors jufl like oyfter-knives.
¢ Sirrah! 1tell you, you're a knave,

¢ To cry up razors that can’t fhave,”

¢« Friend,”
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¢¢ Friend,” quoth the razor-man, “I'm nota knave:
« As for the razors you have bought,
« Upon my foul I never thought

« That they would fbave.”

¢¢ Not think they’d fbave!”’ quoth Hodge, with won«
d’ring eyes,
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell ;
¢ W hat wcre they made for then, you dog?”” he cries.
« Made!” quoth the fellow, with a fmile—<‘to_fe//.”

O D E 1V.

PeTER obferveth the Lex Talionis,

WEST teils the world that PeTERr cannot rbime »
Peter declares point blank that WEsT can’t paint.
WesT fwears I've not an atom of fublime :
I fwear he hath no notion of a Jaint;

And that his crofs-wing’d cherubims are fowls,
.Baptiz’d by natysalifts, ow/s;
_Half of the meek apoftles, gangs of robbers;
His angels, fets of brazen-headed lubbers.

The

;g‘.‘
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The Holy Scripture fays, « All fleth is grafs ;—
With Mifter WesT, all fleth is brick and brafs,
Except his horfe-fleth, that, I fairly own,

Is chiefly of the choiceft Portland ftone.

I’ve faid, too, that this artift’s faces
Ne'er paid a vifit to the GRACEs :

That on Expreffion, he can never brag:
Yet for this article hath he been ftudying ;
But in it, never could furpafs a pudding—

No, gentle reader, nor a pudding ag.

I dare not fay that Mifler WesT
Cannot found criticifm impart:

I'm told the man with zechnicals is bleft,
Thhat he can talk a deal upon the art:

Yes, he can talk, I do not doubt it—

¢ About it, goddefs, and about it!”

Thus, then, is Mifter WesT deferving praife;;
And let my juftice the fair laud afford ;

For, lo! this far-fam’d artift cuts both ways,
Exactly like the Angel GaBriev’s fword:

The
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Tle beauties of the art, his conver/e fhows;’
.5 canvas, almoft ev’ry thing that’s bad!
Thu. : ¥ Academy, we mul fuppofe,
A man more ufeful never could be had;
‘Who in him{elf, a hoit, fo much can do;

Who is both precept and example too.

O D E V.

Great advice is given to gentlemen authors—To Mr. Wees and
Mr. H. WarrorE particularly—PrTeErR fhoweth wonderful
knowledge in the art of painting~-Animadverteth on the

Squire of STrawBERRY HiLL.

ASTRON OMERS fhould treaz of fiars 2and. comets ;
Doctors, of ajafatidz and vomits,

And apoplexies, thofe light troops of Death,

That ufc no ceremony with our breath;

Ague and dropfy, jaundice and catarrh,

The grim-look gyrant’s heavy horfe of war.

Tarriers thould write on farcys and the glanders ;
Bug-dottors, only upon bed-diforders;
F¥armers, on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geefe and
Nightmen alone, on argmatic orduresi - [ganders;
The
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The artifts thould on painting folely write;

Lile David, then they may good things indite.”

But when the mob of gentlemen

Defert their province, and take up the pen,

The T.crd have mercy on the art!

Their crow-quills can no light impart.

This verfc be thine, Squire Webb*—it is t'y due:

And Mifter Horace WarroLet, what thi-k you &
I Horacs,

* Anthor of a Treatife on Painting, who feems to difplay a
greater parade of erudition than real knowledge in the art,

+ A gentleman oxce refpe@ed in the literary world s an amatenr,
but by no means a connoiffinr in painting, and a wholcefule dealer
in lummery to rEorLE oF worsHiP. When Mr. H, Walpole
penned bis flattering advertifementy, he fhould have confidered
that the province of an hiflorian is impartizl truth. Letus fce how
he has acquitted himfelf.—<< Pofierit, (writcth Mr. W.) apnre=
¢ ciates impartially the works of the dead. T'o pofterity he leaves
the continuation of thefe volumes ; and recommenils to the lovers
¢ of arts the induftry of Mr. Vertue, whe preferved notices of all
¢ his contemporaries, as he had colle&ed of pa” rges, and thence,
¢ gave birth to this worit. In that fupnliacet «i) not be for-
‘¢ gotten the worderful progrefs, in mitiutere, of Lady Lucan,,

n

<

-

¢ who has arrived at cop ying the molt enquifite worlis of Iuac
“ and Peter Oliver, Hoflcins and Cooper, with a genius that
¢ zlmofl depreciates thofi: matters, v hien we confiler that they
‘¢ fpent their lives in attainieg porfoclion; and who, foaring
¢ above their modeft timiidity, ha transferrzd the vigour of
*“ Raphael o lier copies i. water-colours. There will be re-,

¢ corded

Y Jide Ancedotey of Puinirg, Vel IV, Pigzxic
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Horace, thou haft fome trifling tafte and fenfe;

Then don’t, of folly, be at fuch expence;
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corded the living ctchings of Mr. H, Bunbury, the fecond
Hogarth, the firft imitator who ever fully cqualled his origi-
nal; and who, like Hogarth, has more humour when he
invents, than when he illuftratcs—probably becaufe genius
can draw from the fources of nature with more fpirit than
from the idcas of another. Ilas any painter ever exccuted a
fcene, a charafler of Shakefpeare, that approached to the
prototype {o near as Shakefpeare himfelf attained to nature ?
Yet is there a pencil in a living hand as capable of pronoun-
cing the paffions as our unequalled poet; a pencil not only
infpired by his infight into nature, but by the graces and tafte
of Grecian artifts.  But it is not fair to excite the curiofity of
the public, when both the rank and bathful merit of the pof-
feflor, and a too rare exertion of fuperior talents, confine
the proofs to a marrow circle. Whoever has feen the draw-
ings, and bas-rcliefs, defigned and executed by Lady Diana
Beauclerc, is fenfible that thefe imperfedt encomiums are far
fhort of the excellence of her worits. Her portrait of the
Duchefs of Devonthire, in feveral hands, confirms the”truth
of part of thefe affertions. The nymph-like fimplicity of
the figure is equal to what a Grecian flatuary would have
formed for a drvad or goddefs of a river. Bartolozzi’s print
of her two daughters after the drawing of the fame lady, is
another fpecimen of her fingular genius and tafte. The gay
'and fportive innocence of the younger daughter, and the
demure application of the elder, are as chara&eriftically con-
trafted as Milton’s Allcgro and Penferofo. A third female
gerius is Mrs. Damer, drughter of General Conway, in a
walk morc difficult and far more wncommon than painting.
The annals of ftatuary recerd fow artifts of the fair fex, and
not one that I recolleét of any celebrity. Mrs, Damer’s bufts

¢ from
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Do not to Lady Lucan * pay fuch court;
Her better knowledge will not thank thee for't,
Ah!

«¢ from the life are not inferior to the antique; and theirs, we are
< furc, were not more like. Her fhock dog, large as life, and
¢ only not alive, has a loofencfs and fofinefs in the curls that
¢« feemed impoflible to terra-cotta : it rivals the marble one of
¢ Bernini in the royal colleftion. As the ancients have left us
<< but five animals of equal merit with their human figures,
¢ namely, the Barberini goat, the Tufcan bLoar, the Mattei
“ eagle, the eaglc of Strawberry Hill, and Ms. Jenning’s, now
<< Mr. Duncombe’s, dog, the talent of Mrs. Damer muft appear
¢ in the moft diftinguifhed light, Aided by fome inftrutions
«¢ from that maftcrly flatuary Mr. Bacon, fhe has attempted and
<« executed a buft in marble. Ceracchi, from whom firft fhe
«« reccived four or five leflons, has piven a whole figure of her
¢ as the Mafe of fculptwre, in which he has happily preferved
< the graceful lightnefs of her form and air.”’—S8uc4 is the praifc!
and Juck the ofjets of it!

But wc have another crow to pull with Mr. W. (I beg Lis par-
don, the EarL or Orrforp) before we prrt. Speaking of
VaNpykE’s marriage to a daughter of Lokp Gownry, he thus
exprefles himfelf: < Towards the end of lis (Vanpyxe’s) life,
¢ the King befrowed on him for a wife, Mary, the daughter
¢« of the unfortunate Lord GowRry, which, if meaned as a
¢¢ fignal honour, might be calculated too to ep: o5 the difgraced
 family, by conneciing them wwvith the blovd of a paiter.”

Such is the liberal {pirit of the hiftorian of Strawberry Hill!
Such is the relefion from the pen of a man who prefends to
almoft an adoration for the Michael Angelos, the Raphaelles,
the Corregios, the 'Titians, the Reynoldses: a refleCtion that
dares meation the waw'ty of title, and the DiviniTy of GENIUS,
in the fame fentence; the trumpery prefent of Kings, and the
greaicll gift of the Aumicury!

* A lady ol fome ingenuity in the miniature department.
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Ah! don’t endeavour thus to dupe her,

By fwearing that fhe cquals Coorgr.*

So grofs the flattery, faith! it feems to thow
Tht verily thou doft not know

The pow're requii’d for copying a pifure,
And thole for copying Daize Nature,
Alas! 2 much more arduous matter !

So don’t expole thyfelf, but mind my {ri¢ture.

Thou’{r fay it was mere compliment ;
That nothing elfe was thy intent,
Althourh ic might difgrace a boy at {chool :
I grant ti:e fadt, and think that no man
Says or writes fillier things to woman;

Bue itill "tis making cach,of you a fool.

Yet, Horace, think not that I write
Through fpite 5

Think not I read thy works with jealous pain;
Lord, no! although no {uvourite with me,
Th ayft be fomething of a bel efprit :

%e not damn the windmill of thy brain;
Ttisa Ppretiy wnd ingentous mill,
Juft fit to grind for folk round Strawb’rry Hill !

ODE

-

* A famous miriature-painter in the time of Cromwell,
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ODE VL

Perer flill continucth to give great advice, and to exhibit

deep reflection.—He telleth a miraculous flory,

THERE is a knack in doing many a thing,
Which labour cannot to perfeltion bring:
Therefore, however great in your own eyes,

Prav do not hints from other {olks, defpife:
v P

A fool on fomething grear, at times, may ftumble,
And confequently be a good advifer;
On which, for ever, your wife mer may fumble,

And never be a whit the wier.

Yes! T advife you, for there’s wiidom in’t,
Never to rife fuperior to a hint:

The genius of each man, with keennefs view ;
A fpark, from this or that man, caught,
May kindle, quick as thought,

A glorious donfire up, in you.

Vor. L M A quef-
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A queftion of you, let me beg—
Of fam’d Columbus and his ego

on?

Pray, have you heard ?—¢ Yes.”—Oh, then if you

Pleafe,
I'll give you the two Pilgrims and the Peas.

THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS.

A TRUE STORY,

A BRACE of finners, for no good,
Were order’d to the Virgin Mary’s fhrine,
‘Who at Loretto dwelt in wax, ftone, wood,

And, in a curl’d white wig, look’d wond’rous fine.

Fifty long miles had thofe fad rogues to travel,

‘With fomething in their fhoes much worfe than gra\rcl;
In thort, their toes, fo gentle, to amulfe,

The prieft had order’d peas into their fhoes:

A noftrum famous in old Popifh times
For purifying fouls that ftunk with crimes;
A fort of apoftolic falt,
.. That Popifh parfons for its powers exalt
% keeping fouls of finners fweet,
Y0t as our kitchen falt keeps meat.

The
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_The knaves fet off on the fame day,
Peas in their thoes, to go and pray;

But very diff'rent was their fpeed, I wot:
One of the finners gallop’d on,

Light as a bullet from 2 gun; ‘
The other limp’d as if he had been fhot.

Oxe faw the Vircin foon—peccavi cry’d—
Had his foul whitewafh’d all fo clever;
Then home again he nimbly hied ;
Made fit, with faints above, to live for ever,

In coming back, however, let me fay,

He met his brother rogue, about half way;
Hobbling with outltretch’d bum and bending knees;
Dumning the fouls and bodies of the peas;

FTis eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in fweat,

Deep fympathizing with his groaning feet.

“ How now!” the light-toed, whitewafh’d pilgrim
« You lazy lubber!”~— [broke—
¢ Ods curfe it!” cried the other,  ’tis no Joke—
« My feet, once hard as any rock,
« Are now as foft as blubber.

-

M 2 « Excufe



164 FAREWELL ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXVI,

€<

L {4

(14

Excufe me, Virgin Mary, that I {wear;
As for Loretto, I thall not get there:
No! to the Dev’l my finful foul muft go ;
For damme if 1 ha’n’t loft ev’ry toe.

But, brother finner, do explain

How ’tis that you are not in pain;

¢« What Pow’r hath work’d a wonder for yoxr toes
Whilft 7, juft like a fnail, am crawling,

Now fwearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling,

¢ Whilfl not a rafcal comes to eafe my woes?

How is't that yox can likc a greyhound go,
¢ Merry, as if that nought had happen’d, burn ye!”
Why,” cry’d the other, grinning, “you muft know,
¢ That juft before I ventur'd on my journey,

« To walk a littlé more at eafe,

<« T took the liberty to Loil my peas.”

ODE
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O D E VIIL

Perer grinneth delicioufly at the blind idolatry of the prefent
age for the ancient mafters; and alfo at the illiberality of

artifts of the prefent day, towards each other.

YOUNG men, be cautious of each critic wc;rd
. That, blafphemous, may much offence afford ;
I mean, that wounds an ancient mafter’s fame:
At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veronefe,
Ycur length’ning phiz let admiration feize,

And throw up both your eyes at Raphael’s name.

Ev'a by a print-fhop fhould you chance to pafs,
Adore their effigy infide the glafs:

Juft as, with Papifts, the religious care s,
In churches, lanes, to bend their marrowbones
T'o bees-wax faints, bons-dieux of ftones, .

And beech, or deai, or wainfcot Virgin Marys.

Whate'er their errors, they no more remain;
For Time, like fullers’ earth, takes out each ftain;
Nay more—on faults that modern works would tarnifh,

‘TrMe fpreads a facred coat of varnifh.
M 3 Spare
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Spare not on brother artifts’ backs, the lath;
Put a good wire in’t—let it flafb;

Since ev’ry ftroke with int’reft is repaid:
For, though ye cannot kill the man outright,
Yet, by this effort of your rival fpite,

Fifty to one if ye don’t fpoil his trade.
His ruins may be feathers for your neft:—
‘The maxim’s not amifs—prodatum ¢ff.

!

0 D E VIIL

The Poet inqeireth into the ftate of the ExniriTioN—Lafheth
Father T1ME for making great geniuses, and deffroping them—
Praifeth Rey~Nonps—Fancieth a very curious dialogue be-
tween King ALExaxDER and the Deer, the fubject of Mr.
WesT’s pi¢ture—Turneth to Mr. West’s Refurreétion.

WELL, Mufe! what is there in the Exhibition ?
How thrive the beauties of the graphic art?
‘Whofe racing genius feems in beft condition
For GLorY’s plate to flart?

Say
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Say what fly rogues old Fame cajole?

Speak, who hath brib’d her trumpet, or who ftole?
For much is prais’d that ought in fires to mourn;
Nay, what would ev’n difgrace a fire to durn.

‘What artift boafts a work fublime,
That mocks the teeth of raging Timz?
Old fool! who, after he hath form’d with pains
A genius rare,
To make folks ftare,
Knocks out his brains :
Like children, dolls creating with high brags;
Then tearing all their handy-works to rags.-

Lo! Revyw~oLps fhines with undiminifh’d ray!
Keeps, like the bird of Jove, his diftant way:
Yet, fimple portrait ftrikes too oft our eyes;
Whilft Hrst’rY, anxious for his pencil, fighs.

We don’t defire to fee on canvas live,
The capy of a jowl of lead;

When for th’ original we would not give
A fmall pin’s head.

M4 This
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This year, of pi¢ture, Mifter Wrst
Is quite a Patagonian maker:

He knows that dx/k is not a je/.i“;
So gives us painting by the acre.

But ah! this ARTIsT’s brufh can never brag

Upon Kinc ALExANDER and the Stac;
For, as they play’d at loggerheads a rubber,

‘We furely ought to fee a handfome battle

Between the Monarca and the Piece of CaTTLE;
‘Whereas each keeps his diftance, like a lubber.

His MajesTv, upon his breech laid low,
Seems preaching to his horned foe;
Obferving what a very wicked thing,

To hurt the facred perion of 2 Kinc:

And feems, about his bufincis, to intreat him

To march, for fear the hounds thould ca# bim.

The Stac appéars to fay, in plaintive note,
« [ own, KiNc ALEXANDER, my offence:

¢ Trué! I've not {pgw’d my loyalty, nor fenfe;
*¢ So bid your hunt come and cut my throat.”

The
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The cavalry, adorn’d with fair ftone bodics,
Seem on the dialogue with wonder ftaring ;
And on their flinty backs, a fet of noddies,
Not one brafs farthing for their MAsTER caring.

Behold! ore fellow lifts his mighty fpear
To fave the owner of the Scottifh crown;
Which, harmlefs hanging o’er the gaping deer,
Seems in no mighty hurry to come down. -

Another, on a pegafus, comes flying !
His phiz, his errand much belying ;
For if he means to dafle the beaft {o cruel,

God knows, ’tis with a face of water-gruel.

So then, fweet Mufe, the picture boafts no merit—
As flat as difh-water, or dead {mali-beer—
Or, what the mark 1s tolerably near,

As heads of aldermen, devoid of ipirit.

Well then! turn round—view t’other fide the room,
And fee his Saviour mounting from the tomb:

Is bis picce, too, with printing fins fo cramm’d,
Born to increafe the number of the damn’d ?
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My fentiments by no means I refufe—

Was our REpeeMmER like that wretched thing ?
I do not wonder that the cimning JEws

Scorn’d to acknowledge him for King !

O DE IX.

PrrER moralifeth, and giveth good advice.

ENVY and JeaLousy, that pair of devils,
Stuff’d like Panpora’s box with wond’rous evils,
1 hate, abhor, abominate, deteft:

Like Circg, turning man into a beaft.

Beneath their cankering breath no bud can blow;
" Their black’ning pow’r refembles {mut in corn,
Which kills the rifing ears that thould adorn,

And bid the vales with golden plenty glow.

Yet, fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns;
Their poifon.fwells too many an artift’s veins;
Draws from each %ouring heart the fearful figh,
And cafts a fullen gloom on-ev’ry eye.

o>

BrussiMEN |
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BrusuMen ! accept the counfel PETER fends,

Who fcorns th’ acquaintance of this brace of fiends:
Should any, with uncommon talents, tow’r;

To any, is fuperior {cience given;
Oh, let the weaker feel their happier pow'r,

Like plants that triumph in the dews of Heav’n!

Be pleas’d, like REy~oLDs, to direét the blind;
Who aids the feeble fault’ring feet of youth;
Unfolds the ample volume of his mind,
With genius ftor'd, and NaTure’s fimple truth:

‘Who, though a Sun, refembles not his drother;
Whofe beams fo full of jealoufy confpire,

Whene'er admitted to the room, to fmother
The humble kitchen, or the parlour fire.

ODE
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O D E X

N

Perr fpeaketh figuratively—Accommodateth himfelf to wulgar
readers—Latheth pretenders to fame—Concludeth merrily.

A MODEST love of praife I do not blame;
But I abhor a 7ape on Miftrefs Fame.

Although the Lady is exceeding chafte,

Young forward bullies feize her round the waift;

Swear, nolens volens, that fhe fhall be kifs’d;;

And though fhe vows fhe does not like ’em,

Nay, threatens, for their impudence, to ftrike’ em,
The faucy rafcals ftill perfift.

Reader! of images, here’s no confufion;
Thou therefore underftand’ft the Bard’s allufions
But poffibly thou haft a thickith head ;

And therefore no vaft quantity of brain:
Why then, my precious Pic or LEeab,

"Tis neceflary to explain.

Some artifts, if I fo may’ call ’em,
So ignorant (the foul fiend maul ’em!)
‘ o Merc.
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Mere driv’lers in the charming art,

Are vaftly fond of being prais’d ;

With to the fiars, like Blanchard, to be rais’d:
And rais’d they fhould be, reader—from a cart.

If difappointed in fome STENTOR’s tongue,
Upon themfelves they pour forth profe or fong;
Or Juy it in fome venal paper,

And then heroically vapour.

‘What prigs ro immortality afpire,
‘Who ftick their trath around the room!
‘T'rath meriting a very diff "rent doom—
I mean the warmer regions of the fire!

Heav’n knows, that I am anger’ to the foul,

T'o find fome blockheads of their works fo vain;
So proud to fee them hanging cheek by jowl

With bis,* whofe pow’rs the Art’s high fame fuflain.

To wond’rous merit their pretenfion,
On fuch wicinity fufpenfion,
Brings to my mind a not unpleafant ftory,

Which, gentle readers, let me lay before ye:
A fhabby

* The Prefident.
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A fhabby fellow chanc’d, one day, to meet
‘The Britith Roscrus in the ftreet,
Garrick, on whom our nation juftly brags; -
The fellow hugg’d him with a kind embrace:
¢ Good Sir, I do not recolleét your .facc,”
Quoth'Garrick—* No !” replied the man of rags.—

¢ The boards of Drury you and I have trod
¢ Full many a time together, I am fure.”—
© ‘When?” with anoath, cry’d GARR1ck—*“for by G—
<« I never faw that face of yours before}
¢ What charaéters, I pray,
* Did you and I together play 2"

¢ Lord!” quoth the fellow, ¢ think not that I mocl: :
“ When you play’”d HamLET, Sir, /play’d the Cock .*”

ODE

* In the Ghoft Scene.
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O D E XIL

Perer talketh fenfibly and #nowingly—Recommendeth it to Ar-
T1sTs to prefer pictures for their meriT. Difcovereth mu-
fical knowledge, and fhoweth, that he not oaly hath kept
company with Fid-/ers, but Fiddle-makers—I1Ie fatirizeth the
Pfends-Cognofcenti— Praifeth his ingenious neighbour, Sir

Josuua.

BE not impos’d on by a name;
But bid your eye the picture’s merit trace:
Poussin at times in outline may be lame,
And Guipo’s angels deflitute of grace.

Yet lo! a picture of fome famous fchool :
A warranted old daub of reputation,

‘Where charming PainTing’s almoft ev’ry rule
Hath fuffer’d almoft ev’ry violation,

Oft hath been gaz’d at, by devouring eves,

Where NaTURE, banifh’d from the picture, fighs:

So fome old DucHEss, as a badger gray,
Her fnags by Time, fure DexTisT, fnatch’d away,
With long, lank, flannel cheeks;
‘Where AGe, in ev’ry wrinkled feature,
Unto the poor, weak, fhaking creature,
Of death, unwelcome tidings fpeaks;
Draws
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Draws from the gaping mob the envying look,
Becaufe her hufband chanc’d to be a Duke.

Flow many pafteboard rocks, and irpn feas;
How many torrents wild, of ftill flone water;
How many brooms, and broomfticks meant for trees,
Becaufe the fancy’d laboyrs of SaLvaTor,*
Whote pencil, too, moft grofsly may have blunder’d ;
Have brought the bleft poffeflor many a hundred ?

Thus prove a crowd, a STainer,t or AmaTi;}
' No matter for the fiddle’s Jound ; '

The fortunate possessor fhall not bate ye

A doit, of fifty, nay a hundred pound: ¢
And though what’s vulgarly baptiz’d a 7ep,
Shall in a hundred pounds be deem’d dog cheap.
It tickles one exeeflively to hear

Wife prating pedants the old mafters praife ;
Damning by wholefale, with farcaftic fncer,

The wretched works of modern days;
Making at living wights fuch fatal pufhes,
As though not good enough to wipe their bruther.

And

« Salvator R;)fa. + A German Fiddle-maker.
1 A maker of fiddles, called Cremonas.



FAREWELL ODIS, FOR M,DCC,LXXXVI, 177

And yet on each wife cognofeenté afs,

Who fhall for hours on paint and feulpture din ye,
A perfon, with facility, may pafs

Ricavp for RapaacL—Bacon for BerNInT;
Or, little as an oven to VEsuvius,

‘WiLL TyLer for PaLraprio or ViTrRuUvIUS !

One would imagine, by the madd’'ning fools
Who talk of nothing but the ancient {chools,

And vilify the.works of modern brains,
They think poor Mother NaTuRrE’s art is fled,
That now fhe cannot make a héad,

‘Who took with old Italian nobs fuch pains;
Nay, turn’d a driv’ler, that her pow’r fo funk is,
"Tame fGul! fhe nothing now can make but monkeys.

¢ T.ook at your fav'rite REy~NoLDs,” is their ftrain;
« Allow’d by all,. the fir# in EuropE’s eye;
¢ One atom of repute can REyNoLDs gain,
“ WhenTrr1aN, RuBEns, and VANDYKE,are nigh?
s

¢ Say, what can REvynoLDs near CORREGIO’s line?

linckards, permit me to inform ye—j/bine!

Vor.I. N 6DE
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O D E XIIL

Perer increafeth in wifdom, and advifeth wifely—Seemeth
angry at the illiberality of Nature in the affair of his goed
acquaintance the Lokp Hicn CHaNncELLOR of EnGLAND,
and Mr. Perrer ARDEN—PETER treateth his readers with

love-verfes of paft times.

COPY not NATURE's form oo clofely,
‘Whene’er fhe treats th’ original too grofsly

For when fthe gives deformity for grace,

Pray have a little mercy on the face.

Indeed ’twould be but charity to flatter

Some dreadful works of feeming drunken Nature,

As for example: Let us now fuppofe
TxurLoW’s black fcowl, and PEppER ARDENS nofc :
But when your pencil’s powers are bid to trace _
The fmiles of DEvoNSHIRE—DUNCANNON’s grace;
To bid the bluth of beauteous * CAMPBELL rife,
And wake the radiance of AvcusTa’st eyes,
(Gad! Mufe, thou art beginning to grow /Jgya/)
And paint the graces of*e Princess RovaL;
Try
# Lady Charlotte.
+ Second daughter of the King.
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Try all your art—and when your toils are done,
You fhow a flimfy meteor for a Sun.

Or fhould your fkill attempt ber face and air,
Who fir'd my heart, and fix’d my roving eye,
The Loves, who robb’d a world to make her fair,

Would quickly triumph, and your art defy.

Sweet Nymen !—but, reader, take the fong
Which Cy~THiA’s charms alone, infpird;
That left of yore the poet’s tongue,
When Love his raptur'd fancy fir’d

SONG.

FROM bker, alas! whofe fmile was love,
_~I wander to fome lonely cell:
My fighs too weak the maid to move,

I bid the flatterer Hork,- farewell,

Be all her Siren arts forgot,

That fill'd my bofom with alarms:
Ah! let her crime, a little fpot,

Be loft amidft a wor/d of charms.

N 2 As
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As on I wander flow, my fighs

At ev'ry ftep for CynTHIA mourns
My anxious heart within me dies,

And finking, whifpers, ¢ Oh! return.”

Deluded heart! thy folly know,
Nor fondly nurfe the fatal {lame:

By alfence thou fhall lofe thy woe;
And only flutter at her name.

ih

Readers! I own the fong of love is fweet;
Moft pleafing to the fcul of gentle PETER =
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat,

Yes, gentle Sirs, and in the fame fiveet metre.

SONG 10 DEILTIA.

SAY, lonely maip, with down-cait eye,
O Drr1a! fay, with cheeks fo pale,
‘What gives thy heart tRe lengthen’d figh,
That tells the world a mournful tale?

Thy
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Thy tears that thus each other chafe,
Befpeak a bofom fwell’d with woc;

Thy fighs, a ftorm that wrecks thy peace,
Which fouls like thine fhould never know,

O tell me, doth fome favour’d youth,
With virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight;
And leave thofc throres of love and truth,

That lip, and bofom of delight?

Perhaps to nymphs of other fhades,
He feigns the foft, im affion’d tear;

With fighs their eafy faith invades,
‘That treach’rous won zby witlefs ear,

Leg not thofe marDs thy envy move,
For whom his heart may feem to pine;
That uEarT will ne’er be bleft by love,
Whote guilt could force a pang from thine.

181
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O D E XIIIL

Pious PETER acknowledgeth great obligations to the Reverend
Mifter MarTIN Lurner—Yet lamenteth the effeéts of this

Parson’s reformation on Painting.

WE ProrestanTs owe much to MarTIN Lu-
THER,
‘Who found to Heav’n a fhorter way and fmoother;
And fhall not foon repay the obligation :
MarTiN againft the Papifts got the laugh;
‘WHo, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf
To whitenefs—Dbled and bang’d unto falvation:

As if fuch drubbings could expel their fins;

As if that Pow’r, whofe works with awe we view,
Grac’d all our backs with fets of comely fkins,

Then order’d us to beat them black and blue.

Well then! we muft confefls for certain,
That much we oweggo brother MarTIN,

~ Who alter’d, for the better, our religion:
' 'fet, by it, glorious PainTiNG much did lofe;
Was pluck’d, poor Goppess! like a goofe;

. Or, for the shyme-fake, like a pigeon.

wpr
w W w
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. Mad at the WroRrEe oF BasyLrown, and Butrt,
Down from the churches men began to pull
Pittures, that long had held a lofty ftation;
PiGtures of SainTs, of pious reputation,

For curing, by a miracle, the ills
That now fo ftubborn yield not to devotions,
But unto blifters, boluses, and potions,

That make fuch handfome ’pothecaries bills.

Down tumbled ANTHONY Who preach’d to Sprats;
And Hz* who held difcourfes with a Hoeg,
That, grunting, after him fo us’d to jog,

Came down by favour of long fticks and bats.

The SainTs who grinn’d on fpits, lik.e ven’{on roafting ;
Broiling on gridir'ns; baking in an oven;
Or on a fork, like cheefe of Chefhire, toafting;
Or kick’d to death, by Satan’s hoof fo cloven;
All humbled to the ground were forc’d to fall,
Spits, forks, and gridir’ns, ovens, dev’l and all.

Ev’n Saints of poor Old ﬁngland’s breeding,
In wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding,
N 4 . Our

* Commonly known by the name of Pr¢ ANTHONY,
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Our hot ReErorMERs did as roughly handle:
In troth, poor harmlefs fouls! thcy mert no quarter,
But down were tumbled, MrracLE and MARTYR ;
Put up in lots, and fold by inch of candle.

Had we been Papifts—ILord! we ftill had feen
Devils and Devils mates, young pimping liars
Tempting the bluthing Nuws of frail fifteen,
With gangs of ogling, rofy, wanton Frrars:
‘Which Nuns, fo pure, no love-fpeech could cajole;
‘Who flarv’d the body, to preferve the foul.”

Then had we feen St. DEx~1s with his head

Freth in his hand, and, with affeGtion, kiffing;
As if the nob, that from his fhoulders fled,

By knife or broad-fword, never had been miffing :
Then had we feen, upon their friendly coating,
SaInTs on the waves, like gulls and wigeons, floating.

I've feen a SaINT on board a thip,
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papifts pray,
Well flogg’d from M to ftern, by birch and whip,
Poor woodcn fellow ! twenty times a day:

. Pull’d
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\}:’_ull'd by the nofe, and kicl’d—cal’d lubber, owl,
To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul!

And oft thefe things have brought a profp’rous gale,
When pray’rs and curfes have been found to fail.
This, had we Papifts been, had grelc’(l our churches,

Saints, feamen, nofe-pulling, kicks, whips, and bircles,

»

O D E XIV.

Prrer attacketh thc R. A.%.

YE RovaL Sirs, before I bid adieu,
Let me inform you, Jfome deferve my praifes
But truft me, gentle Squires, ye are but few
Whole names would not difgrace my lays;
Aou'l fay, with grinning, fharp, farcaftic face,
<« We muft be dad indeed, if that’s the cafe.”
Why, if the truth I muft deciare,

So, gente ’{quires, you really are!

I'm greatly pleas’d, T muft allow,
To fee the foreigners beat bollow ; ‘
Who ftole into that dome the Lord knows how;

(1 hope to God no more will foliow):
‘Wheo,
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Who, curs’d with a poor fhiv'ling fpirit,
Were never known to vote for merit :—

FPoor narrow-minded imps,
Hanging together juft like thrimps.
I own, (o little they have merited)
That from yvon nsble dome, ;
Made almoft an Italian and French home,
1 long to {ce the vermin ferreted.

Yet where’s the houfe, however watch’d by cats,

That can get rid of all its rats?

Or, if a pretticr fimile may pleafe,
‘Where is the bed that hath not fleas ?
Or if a prettier fiill—what London rugs
Have not at times been vifited by dugs &

ODbR
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O D E XV.

PeTrr taketh leave—Difplayeth wonderful Iearning—Seemeth

forry to part with his Readers—Adminifiercth crumbs of
comfort.

MY deareft readers! ’tis with grief T tell,

That now, for ever; I muft bid farewell! '

Glad, if an Ode of mine, with grins, can treat yey

Valete:
And ii you like the Lyric Pe1ER’s oddity,
Plandite.

Rich as a Jew am I in Latian lore—

So, claflic readers, take a {ntence more®

Pulchrum eft monfirari digito, et dicier bic ¢ft !
Says Juvenat, who lov’d a bit of fame:

In Inglith—Ah! ’tis fweet among the thickeft

To be found out, and pointed at by #ame.

T'o hear the /brinking GREAT exclaim, ¢ That's PETsR,
¢« Who makes much immortality by meztre ;
¢ Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim,

& And cares no morc for Kincs than Kincs for bim 1"’

Yet
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Yet one word more before we part:
Should any take it grievoufly to heart;
Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin,’
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin;
Put on a poor defponding face, and pine,
Becaufe that PETeR the Divine
Refolves to give up Painting Odes :
By all the rhyming Goddeffes and Gods,
1 here, upon a poet’s word, proteft,
That if it is the world’s requeft

*That I again in Lyrics thould appear ;
Lo! rather than be guilty of the {in

Of lofing GEorGE the THIRD one suBjECT’s ffin,

My Lyrié Bacrire fhall be tun’d #ext year,

THE
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HEROI-COMIC POEM.

CANTO I

Prima Syracofio dignata eft ludere verfu
Noftra, nec eribuit fylvas habitare Thalia
Cum canerem reges et praelia, Cynthius aurem
Vellit et admonuit:

VirGit.

I, who fo latcly in my Lyric lays

Sung to the praife and glory of R. A.%s;

And fweetly tun’d to Love the melting linc,

With Ovip’s art, and Sarrxo’s warmth divine ;
Said, (nobly daring!) ¢ Muse, exalt thy wings,

«¢ LovEe and the Sons o CaNvas quit for Kings.”
Avrorro, laughing at my powers of fong,

Cry’u ¢ PeTER PinDAR, prithee hold thy tongue.””
But I, like Pocts, felf-fufficient grown,

Reply'd, ¢¢ Arorio, prithee hold thy own."”






TO THE READER.

CENTLE READER,

IT is neceffary to inform thee, that His Majefty a&ually
difcovered, fome time ago, as he fat at table, a Louse on
his plate, The emotion occafioned by the unexpected
appearance of fuch a gueft can be better imagined than
defcribed.

An edi& was, in confequence, pafled for fhaving the
Cooks, Scullions, &c. and the unfortunate Louse con-
demned to die.

Such is the foundation of the Lousiap.—With what
degree of merit the Poem is executed, the axcritical as
well as critical Reader will decide.

The ingenious AUTHOR, who ought to be allowed to
know fomewhat of thc matter, hath been heard privately
to declare, that, in bis opinion, the Bntrachom‘yomachia of
Homer, the Secchia Rapita of Tuffoni, the Lutrin of
Boileau, the Difpenfary of Garth, and the Rape of the
Lock of Pope, are not to be compared to it; and to ex-
claim at the fame time, with all the modeft aflurance of
an author—

Cedite, fcriptor=s Romani; caldite, Graiie
Nil ortum in terris, Leufiadd, melius.

Which, for the fake of the mere Englifh Reader, is thus
beautifully tranflated :

P

Roman and Grecian Authors, great and fmall,
‘The Author of the Lousiap beats you all.
THE



THE ARGUMENT.

THE Proémium—Defcription of the Louse’s Fall—Hiftory of
his Wife and Family—A wonderfully fublime Simile of a
Cow—Difcovery of the Louse by His Majelly —The King’s
Horror and Afonifhment on fceing him—equal to that he felt
at Mr. Fox’s Attempt on Prerogative—at Mr. Burxk g’s dread-
ful Defalcation of the Royal Table—equal to that his Ma-
jetty felt in a Tumble from his Horfe—ecqual to the Horrors of
difappeinted Venifon Eaters—of a Serjeant at Law—of a
Country Gie'.-~f a Petit-Maitre faluted by a Chimney-
fwecper—of the Devil wiwen pinched by St. Dunstan’s red-
hot tongs—of Lady WorsLEy-—~of Sayv House the Patriot—
of BinLy Ramus—of Ky~xasrox, the ’Squire of Leatherhead
~—of the perjured CurrstoPHER ATkinson—of the Prince
of Asturiss—of the King of Spain—of Dr. Jourson,
and Dr. WirLsox—Defcription of His Majefty’s Heart—
moft naturally and wittily compared to’ a Dumpling—His
Muajefty’s Speech to the Queen—Ifer Majefty’s molt gracious
and fhort Anfiver—~The fhort Speech of the beautiful Prin-
ccfles—His Majefty’s rough Rejoinder—The Fear that came
on the Queen and her Children—beautiful Apoftrophe to the
Princefles—The King’s Speech to the Pages—'The King un-
able to eat—The Qucen able—The King’s Orders about the
Leusz—Defcription of Dixon the Cook Major—his Specch
—A Speech of the Cooks—Fine S8imile of Bubble and Squeak ;
thoug it more fublime than that of Homer’s Black Pudding—
Sr.eech of a Scullion—of a Scyllion’s Mate—of a T'urnbroche
—Noble Comparifon of a Tartar Monarch after he hath dined
—A long and wife Specch of a Yeoman of the Kitchen—The
Cook’s Approbation of the Ycomah’s Speech—Grand Simile
of a Barn and its Lodgers fet on fire by Lightning—The
concluding Specch of the Cook Major.



THE
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CANTO THE FIRST.

THE Lousk I fing, who, from fome head unknown,
Yet born and educated near a throne,
Dropp'd down—(fo will’d the dread decree of Fate!)
With legs wide {fprawling on the Monarch’s plate:
Far from the raptures of a wife’s embrace ;
Far from the gambols of a tender race,
W hofc little feet he taught with care to tread
Amidft the wide dominions of the head ;
Led them to daily food with fond delight,
And taught the tiny waqd’rcrs where to bite;
To hide, to run, advance, or turn their tails,
When hoftile combs attack’d, or vengeful nails:
Far from thofe pleafing fcenes ordain’d to roam,
Like wife Ulyffes, from his native home;
Vor. 1. (0] Yet,
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Yet, like that fage, though forc’d to roam and maourn,
Like him, alas! not fated to retugn;

‘Who, full of rags and glory, faw his boy *

And wife t again, and dog ¥ that dy'd for joy.
Down dropp’d the lucklefs Lousk, with fear appall’d,
And wept his wife and children as he fprawl’d.

Thus, on a promontory’s mifty brow, "

The Poet’s eye, with forrow, faw a cow

Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and fheep,
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy fteep;
No more to reign a queen amongft the cattle,
And urge her rival beaus, the bulls, to battle;
She fell §, rememb’ring ey’ry roaring lover,
With all her wild coxrants in fields of clover.
Now on his legs, amidft a thoufand woes,
The Louse, with judge-like gravity, arofe:
He wanted not a motive to entreat him,
Befide the horror that the King might eat him:
The dread of gafping on the fatal fork,

Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork,
Or drowning 'midft the fauce in difmal dumps,
Was full enough to rnakcrgim ftir his ftumps.
* Vain
# Telemachus. + Penelope,

1 Argus, for whofe hiftory, fee the Odyfley.
§ = moriens dulces reminifcitur Argos. Vine.
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Vain hope of ftealing unperceiv’d away !

"He might as well Mave tarried where Le lay.

Seen was the Lousk, as with the Royal brood

Our hungry King amus’d himfelf with food ;
Which proves (thotgh fcarce be’lev’d by one in tcn)
That Kmos have appetites like common men ;
And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor,
Kings feed on folids lefs refin’d than air.

Paint, heav’nly Mufe, the look, the very leok,
That of the Sov’reign’s face poffeflion took

‘When firft he faw the Lousk, in folemn ftate,
Grave as a Spaniard, march acrofs the plate !

Yet, could a Lousk a Britith King furprife,

And like a pair of faucers ftretch his eyes?

The little tenant of a mortal head,

Shake the great RuLEr of three realms with dread ?
Good Lord! (as fomebody fublimely fings)

What great effecls arife from little things !

As many a loving fwain and nymph can tell,

Who, following Nature's law, have lov’d too well!

- Not with more horror did his eyes behold
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old,
When Triumph hung ypon his plotting brains,
And dear PrerocaTive was juft in chains:
02 Not
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Not with more horror did his eye-balls work
Convulfive on the patriotic Burke,

When guilty of economy, the crime!

Edmund wide wander'd from the true fublime,
And, cat-like, watchful of the fleth and fith,
Cribb’d from the Royal table many a dith;

Saw ev'ry flice of bread and butter cut,

Each apple told, and number'd cv’r); nut;

And gaug’d (compes’d upon no fﬁcaking {cale)
The Monarch’s belly like a cafk of ale;
Convinc’d that, in his fchctjne‘of ftate-falvation,
To ftarve * the Palace, was to fave the Nation:
Not more aghaft he look’d, when, 'midft the courfe,
He tumbled, in a ftag-chafe, fiom his horfe,
‘Where all thé Nobles deem’d their Monarch dead ;
But luckily he pitch’d upon his head.

Not Vsnison EaTers at the vanith'd fat,
With ftomachs wider than a Quaker’s hat:
' Not

* His Majcfty was really reduced fome time fince to a moft
mortifying dilemm#;,T he apples at dinner time having been, by
a too great liberality to the Royal children, expended ; the King
ordered a fupply, but was informed that the Boarp or GREEN
CLo1n would pofitively aliow no more. Enraged at the unex-
pe@ted and unreyzl difappointment, he furioufly put his hand
into his pocket, took out fixpence, fent a Pack for two-penny-~
worth of pippins, and reccived the change.
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‘Not with more horror Mifter Serjeant PrianT
Looks down upon an empty-handed client:
Not with more horror ftares the rural Maid, '
By hopes, by fortunetellers, dreams, betray’d,
Who fees her ticket a dire blank arife,

Too fondly thought the twenty-thoufand prize,
With which the fimple damfel meant, no doubt,
To blefs her faithful fav’rite,” Colin Clout.

Not with more horror ftares each lengthen’d feature,
Of fome fine, fluttering, mincing petit-maitre,
‘When of a wanton chimney-fweeping wag
The beau’s white veftment feels the footy bag:
Not with more horror did the Devil look,

When Dunftan by the nofe the demon took,
(As gravely fay our legendary fongs)

And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs: -

Not Lady Worfley, chafte as many a nun,
Look’d with mo‘rc horror at Sir Richard’s fun,
When, rais’d on high to view her naked charms,
He held the peeping Captain in his arms;

Like David, that moft am’rous little dragon,
Qgling fweet Bethfheba without a rag on;

03 - Not
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Not more the great Sam Houfe* with horror flar’d,
By mob affronted to the very beard;
Whofe impudence (enough to damn a jail)
Snatch’d from his waving hand his fox’s tail,
And ftuff’d it, *midft his thunders of applaufe,
Full in the center of Sam’s gaping jaws,
That, forcing down his patrietic thr@t,‘
Of « Fox and Freedom !” ftopp’d the glorious note.

Not with more horror Billy Ramus + ftar'd,
When Puff'}, the Prince’s hair-dreffer, appear’d

Amidft

* In Weftminfter Iall, wheye the fenf (the author was juft
about to fay scjinfe) of the people was to be taken on an eleétion.

+ Billy Ramus—emphatically and conftantly called by His
Majefly Billy Ramus; one of the Pages who fhaves the Sove-
reign, airs his fhircr, reads to him, writes for him, and colledts
anecdotes.

1 Puff, his Royal Highnefs’s hair-dreffer, ‘who attending him
aW indfor, the Prince, with his ufual good-nature, ordered him
to dine with the Paces. _-The pride of the Pages immediately
took fire, amla pgtmo*\ ¥ difpatched to the King and Prince,
elieved fom the diftrefsful circumftance of dining witha
pijer. The petition was treated with the proper contempt,
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Amidft their eating room, with dread defign,
To Jfit with PacEs, and with Paces dine!

Not with more horror Glofter’s Duchefs ftar'd,
When (bleft in metaphor!) the King declar’d,
That not of all her mongrel breed, one whelp
Should in the Royal kennel ever yelp:

Not more that man fo fweet, fo unprepar’d,
The gentle ’Squire of Leatherhead *, was fcar'd,
When, after prayers fo good, and rare.a fermon,
He found his front attack’d by fierce Mifs Vernon;
Who meant (Thaleftris-like, difdaining fear!)
To pour her foot in thunder on his resr ;
Who, in Gop’s houfe +, without one grain of grace,
Spit, like a vixen, in his Worfhip’s face;
Then fhook her nails, as fharp as taylor fhears,
That itch’d to {crape acquaintance with his ears.

O 4 Not
* Kynafton is the name of the gentleman affailed by the

furious Maid of Honour, for difapprobation of the lady as an
acquaintance for his wife, '

+ Verily in the Housk of the Lorp, on the Lord’s Day, in
the year of our Lord 1785, in the village of Leatherhead, in
the county of Surry, did this profane falival affault take place
on the phiz of ’Squire Kynafton, to the difgrate of his family,
the wonder of the parfon, the horror of the elerk, and the
fupefa&tion of the congregation.
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Not Atkinfon* with ftronger terror ftarted
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted)
When JusTics, a fly dame, one day thought fit
To pay her ferious compliments to Kit;

Afk’d him a few fhort queftions about corn,

And whifper’d, fhe believ’d he was forfworn ;

Then hinted, that he probably wouldifind,

That though fhe fometimes wink’d, fhe was not blind.

Not more Asturias’ Princefs + look’d affright,
At breakfaft, when her {poufe, the unpolite,
Hurl’d, madly heedlefs both of time and place,
A cup of boiling coffee in her face;

Becaufe the fair one eat a butter’d roll,

On which the felfith Prince had fix’d his foul :
Not more aftonifh’d look’d that Prince to find
His royal father to his face unkind;

‘Who, to the cauie of injur'd Leauty won,

Seiz’d on the proud probofcis of his fon,

(Juft

* Mr. Chriftopher Atkinfon’s airing on the pillory is fuffi-
ciently known to the public.

+ This quarrel betwcen the Prince of Afturias and his Prin-
cefs, with the interference of the Spanith Monarch, as defcribed
here, is not a poetic fittion, but an abfolute fact, that happened
not many months ago. '
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( Juft like a tiger of the Lybian fhade,

Whofe furicus claws the helplefs deer invade,
And led him, il that fon its durance freed,

By afking pardon for the brutal deed ;

L.ed hiwn thrice round the room (the ftory goes)
Who follow’d with great gravity his nofe,
Rofolv'd at firft (for Spaniards are ftiff ftuil)
To afk no pardon, though the fhout cume off:
Not more aitonifh’d look’d that Spanith King,*
Whene'er he mifs’d a {nipe upon the wing:
Not more aftonifh’d look’d that King of Spain,
To fee his gun-boats biazing on the main:

Not Doétor Johnion more, to hear the tale

Of vile Piozzi’s marrying Miftrels Thrale ;
Nor Doftor Wilfon, cuild of amw’rous folly,
When voung Mac Clyfter bere off Kate IVacaulay.4

What

» His Moft Catholic Majefty’s fhooting merits are univerfally
acknowledged. Though far advanced in years, he is ilill the
admiration of his fubje&s, and the envy of his brother Kings,
asa SwoT; and it is well knows, that cven on thofe days when
the Royal Robes are obliced to be worn, his breeches pockets are
fufied with gun filnts, {crews, hammers, and other implements
neceffary to the defiraéticn of fnipes, partridges, and wild pigs.

) -~

1 The fair ITiftorian.
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‘What dire emotions thook the Monarch’s foul !
Juft like two billiard balls his eyes gan roll ;
‘Whilft anger all his Royal heart poffefs'd,

That, fwelling, wildly bump’d againft his breaft;

Bounc’d at his ribs with all its might fo ftout,

As refolutely bent on jumping out,

T’ avenge, with all its pow’rs, the dire difgrace,

And nobly fpit in the offender’s face.

Thus a large dumpling to its cell confin’d,

(A very apt allufion, to my mind)

Lies fnug, until the water waxeth hot,

Then buftles *midft the tempeft of the pot:

In vain !—the lid keeps down the child of dough,
" That bouncing, tumbling, fweating, rolls below.

¢ What's that! what’s that!” th’ aftonifh’d Monarch
cries, ' :

_(Lifting to pitying Heav’n his piteous eyes)

L'« What monfter’s.that, that’s got into the houfe ?
«:Look, looRydook, Charly! is not that a loufe
The Queen' 148’d down, and faid, *“ Mine Gote!

.« goodla!
And with a fmile the grey-back’d sTRANGER faw.
Each Princefs ftrain’d her lovely neck to fee,
And, ‘with apother fmile, exclaim’d, « Good med”’—
S « Mine
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* Mine Gote! Good me! is that all you can fay >’
(Our gracious Monarch cry’d, with huge difmay.)

¢« What! what! a filly vacant fmile take place

¢ Upon your Majefty’s and children’s face,

¢« ‘Whilft that vile Louse (foon, foon to be unjointed !)
 Affronts the prefence of the LorD’s ANOINTED !”

Dafh’d, as if tax’d with Hell’s moft dexdly fins,
The Queen and Princeffes drew in their chins,
Look’d prim, and gave each exclamation o’er,

And, very prudent, ¢ word fpake never more.’”
Sweet Maids ! the beauteous boaft of BrrTain’s Ifle,
Speak—were thofe peerlefs lips forbid to fmile ?
Lips! that the foul of fimple NATURE moves—
Form’d by the bounteous hands of all the Loves!
Lips of delight! unftain’d by SaTIrE’s gall!

Lips! that I never kifs’d—and never fhall.

Now, to each trembling Page, a poor mute moufe,
The pious Moxarcyu cried, ¢ Is this yoar Loufe?”
« Ah! Sire,” (reply’d each Page with pig-like whine)
“ An’t pleafe your Majefty, it is not mine.”

“ Not thine ?” (the hafty Monarch cried agen)
“ What? what? what? what? what? ‘who the devil's

then ?”?
Now
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Now ac this fad event the SovErEIGN, fore,
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful more :
His wifer Queen, her gracious ftomach ftudying,
Stuck moft devoutly to the beef and pudding;
For Germans are a very hearty fort,
‘Whether begot in Hog-ftyes or a Caurt;
Who bear (which fhews their hearts are not of ftone)
The ills of others better than their awa.

Grim TErRoR feiz’d the fouls of all the Pages,
Of different fizes, and of different ages;
Frighten’d about their penfions or their bones,
They on each other gap’d like Jacob’s fons!

Now to a Pace, but which we can’t determine,
The growling Monarch gave the plate and vermin:
¢« Warch well that blackguard animal,” he cries,
¢ That foon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies!
¢« Watch, like a cat, that vile marauding Lousk,
¢. Or George fhall play the devil in the houfe.
¢ Some Spirit w')vhifpers, %that to Cooks I owe
¢ The precious vifitor that crawls beiow ;

« Yes, yes! the whifp’ring Spirit tells me true,
¢ And foon fhall vengeance all their locks purfue.
¢ Cooks,
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¢ Cooks, fcourers, fcullions too, with tails of pig,
¢ Shall lofe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wig.”
Thus roar’d the King—not Hercules fo big;
And all the Palace echo’d—¢ Wear a wig!”

Fear, like an ague, ftruck the pale-nos’d Cooks,
And dafh'd the beef and mutton from their looks :
Whilft from each cheek the rofe withdrew its red,
And Pity blubber’d o’er each menac’d head.

But lo! the great Cook-majoRr * comes! his eyes
Fierce as the redd’ning flame that roafts and fries;
His cheeks like bladders, with high paffion glowing,
Or like a fat Dutch trumpeter’s when blowing.

A neat white apron his huge corpfe embrac’d,
Ty’d by two cormrely ftrings about his waift:

An apron that he purchas’d with his riches,

To guard from hollile greafe his velvet breeches—
An apron that, in Monmouth-Street high hung,

Oft to the winds with fweet deportment fwung,

¢ Ye fons of dripping, on your Major look !
(In founds of deep-ton’d thunder cry’d the Cook)
({4 BY

® Dixon.
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¢« By this white apron, that no more can hope

¢ To join the piece in Mifter Inkle’s thop;

¢ That ot hath held the beft of Palace meat,

¢ And from this forehead wip’d the briny fweat;

<« I fwear this head difdains to lofe its locks;

¢ And thofe that do not, tell them they are Blocks.
¢ Whofe head, my Cooks, fuch vile difgrace endures?
¢« Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours?

¢ Ten thoufand crawlers in that Lead be hatch’d,

¢ For ever itching, but be never fcratch’d !

¢ Then may the charming perquifite of greafe

¢ The Mammon of your pocket ne’er increafe ;—
¢« Greafe! that fo frequently hath brought you coin,
¢* From veal, pork, mutton, and the great Sir Lorn,
« O brothers of the fpit, be firm as rocks:

¢ Lo! to no King on earth I yield thefe locks.

¢ Few are my hairs behind, by age endeord!—

< But, few or many, they fhall not be fhear’d.

¢ Sooner fhall Madam Schwellenberg,* the jade,
¢« Yield up her fav’rite perquifites of trade;
¢¢ Give up her facred Mazjelly’s old gowns,

¢« Caps, petricoats, and aprons, without frowns:
.She!

+ Miftrefs of the Robics to Her Majefty,
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&« She! who for ever ftudies mifchief—She

¢ Who foon will be as bufy as a bee,

¢ To get the liberty of locks enflav’d, .

« And ev’ry harmlefs cook and fcullion fhav’d—

¢« She, if by chance a Britifh Servant Maid,

¢ By fome infinuating tongue betray’d,

« Induc’d the fair forbidden fruit to tafte,

* Grows, lucklefs, fomwhat bigger in the waift;

« Rants, ftorms, {wears, turns the penitent to door,

* Grac’d with the pretty names of B——ch and W-—,

“ To range a proftitute upon the Town,

¢« Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown :—

« But, if a GERmaN Spider-bruther fails,

¢ Whofe nofegrows ftharper, and whofe fthape tells tales;

« Hufh’d is th’ affair—the Queen and She, good
dame,

¢ Both club their wits to hide the growing fhame;

* < To wed her, get fome fool—I mean fome wife man ;
¢ Then dub the prudent Cuckold an Excifeman—
“ She! who hath got more infolence and pride,
£¢ God mend her heart! than half the world befide:
“ She! who, of guttling fond, ftuffs down more meat,
“ Heav’n help her ftomach! than ten men can eat!
“ Ten men! aye, more than ten‘~the hungry hag!
“ Why, zounds! the woman’s ftomach’s like a bag:

She!
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« She! who will fivell the uproar of the houfe,
« And tell the King damn’d lies about the loufe ;
¢« When probably that loufe (a vile old trull!)
¢ 'Was born and nourifh’d in her own gray fcull.

« Sooner the room fhall buxom Nanny* quit,
¢« Where oft fhe charms her mafter with her wit;
¢ Tells tales of ev’ry body, ev’ry thing,
¢ From honeft courtiers to the thieves who {wing—
¢ Waits on her Sov’reign while he reads dilpatches,

¢ And wifely winds up ftate affairs or watches:

¢ Sooner the PriNce (may Heav’n his income
¢ mend!)
¢¢ Shall quit his bottle, miftrefs, or his friend ;
« Laugh at the drop on Misery’s languid eye,
¢« And hear her finking voice without a figh;
¢ Break for the wealth of realms his facred word,
¢ And let the worid write coward on his {fword :
¢ Sooner thall ham from fowl and turkey part,
¢« And ftuffing Téive a calf's or bullock’s heart:
¢ Sooner fhall toafted cheefe take leave of muftard,
¢« And from the codlin tart be torn the cuftard:

¢« Sooner

'

* Buxom Nanny—a female fervant of the Palace, who con-
ftzntly attends the King wlen he reads difpatches.
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* Sqoner thefe hands the glorious haunch fhall fpail,

"¢« And all our melted butter turn to oil:

« Sooner our pious Kinc, with pious face,

* Sit down to dinner without faying grace;

« And ev’ry night falvation pray’rs put forth,

¢ For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North:
* Sooner fhall fathion order frogs and fhails,

¢ And difhclouts ftick eternal to our tails!

¢ Let GEorcE view MinisTERs with furly Looks,

¢ Abufe ’em, kick ’em—but revere his Cooxs !”’—

€ What, lofe our locks!” reply’d the roafting crew,

 To Barbers yield ’em ?~~Damme if we do!

"« Be fhav’d like foreign dogs one daily meets,

¢ Naked and blue, and fhiv’ring in the ftreets!

* And from the Palace be afham’d to range,

« For fear the world fhould think we had the mange ;
* By taunting boys made weary of our lives,

*¢ Broad-grinning wh—es, and ridiculing wives !”’—

¢ Roufe, OprosiTioN !”” roar’d a tipfey Cook, -
‘With hands a-kimbo, and bubonic look—
“ *Tis SHE alone our noble curls can keep—
* Without uer, Min1sTERs would fall afleep:
“ *T'is sue who mé.kes great men—our Foxzs, P1TTs,
‘¢ And fharpens, whetftoneylike, the Nation’s wits s
Ver. L. P ¢« Knocks
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« Knocks off your knaves and fools, however great,
« And, broom-like, fweeps the cobwebs of the State:
¢« In cafks like fulphur that expels bad air,

¢ And makes, like thunder-claps, foul weather fair;
« A&s like a gun,. that, fir'd at gather’d foot;

<« Preferves the chimney and the houfe to boot:

¢ Or, like a fchool-boy’s whip, that keeps up tops,
< The finking Realm, by flagellation, props.

< Our Monarch muft not be indulg’d too far;

« Befides! I love a litile bit of war.

¢« Whether to crop our curls he boalfts a right,

¢ Or not, I do not care the Loufe’s bite;

<€ Butthen, no force-work! No! No force, by Heav'n}
« Cooxs! YEomEN! ScouRrers! we will not be driv’e.
¢ Try but to force a p1c againft his will,

« Behold! the fturdy cENTLEMAN ftands ftill!

¢ Or, p'rhaj:z, (his pow’r to let the dr.ver know)

¢ Gallops the very road he fhould not go—

¢« Np force for me !—The Frexch, the fawning dogs,
¢« E’en let them lofe their freedom, and eat frogs;

« Damme! I hate cach pale foupe-maigre thief—

¢ Give me my darling liberty and beef.”

He fpoke—and from his jaws a lump he flid,
And, fwearing, manful flung to earth his QuIp.
Thea
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‘then fwelling PripE forbade his tongue to reft,
‘Whilft wild emotions labour’d in his breaft—

Now founds confus’d his anger made him mutter,
And, when he thought on fhaving, curfes fputter.
Such is the found (the fimile’s not weak)

Form’d by what mortals BuesLE * call, and SquEak,
When ’midft the frying-pan, in accents favage,

The beef fo furly quarrels with the cabbage.

« Be fhav’d !’ a Scullion loud began to bellow,
Loud as a parifh bull, or poor. OTHELLO,
Plac’d by that rogue Iaco upon thorns,
With all the horrors of 4 pair of horns:
Loud as th’ Exciseman T ftruggling for his life,
And panting in a moft inglorious ftrife ;
P2 When

* The modeft Author of the Lousiav muft do himfelf the
juftice to declare here, that his fimile of the Bubble and Squeak
is vaftly more natural and more fublime than Homer’s black
pudding on a grid-iron, illuftrating the motions and emotions of
his Hero ULyssEs. Vide OpYssky. '

+ This affair happened a few years fince.—An Excifeman
feizing fome fmuggled goods belongmg to a.Princefs, a relation
of the Great Frederic, her HicunEss fell upon the poor Rat de
Cave, and almoft fcratched hi} eyes out: the Excxfamnn made 2
formal complaint to the King, begging to be rchev’d from the
difgrace. Thg gallant Mondrch returned for anfiver, that he
gave up the duties to his coufin the Princefs ; but could not con-
ceive how the hand of a fair Lady could dithonour the face of
an Excifeman,
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When on his face the fmuggling Princefs fprung,
And, cat-like clawing, to his vifage clung.

« Be thav'd like pigs!" rejoin’d the {cullion’s mate,
His dithclout fhaking, and his pot-crown’d pate:
¢ What barber dares it, let him watch his nofe,
« And, curfe me! dread the rage of thefe ten toes.”
So faying, with an oath to raife one’s hair,
He kick’d with threat’ning foot the yielding air,

Thus have I feen an Ass (baptiz’d a Jack)
Grac’d by a CurMNEYsweEPER on his back,
Prance, fnort, and fling his heels with liberality,
In imitation of a HORSE of QUALITY.
¢ Befhav'd!” anunderftrapper TurNEBROCHE cry’d,
In all the foaming energy of pride—
¢« Zounds! let us take His Majefty in hand !
¢¢ The King fhall find he lives at o#r command:
¢ Yes; let him know, with all his wond’rous ftate,
¢ His teeth and ftoemach on our wills thall wait: .
¢ e rule the platters, we command the fpit,
¢ And George fhall have his mefs when we think fit;

‘% Swy
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¢ Stay till ourfelves fhall condefcend to eat,
¢ And then, if we think proper, have his meat.”

Thus having fed on venifon rather coarfe,
A colt, or crocodile, or-dith of horfe,
The Tartar quits his fmoaky hut with {corn,
Sounds to the kingdoms-of the world his horn ;
And treating MonarcHs like his flaves or {wine,
Informs them they have liberty to dine.

¢ Heav'ns!” cry’d a Yeoman, with much learn-
ing grac’d,

In books as well as meat, a man of tafte,
Who read with vaft applaufe the daily news,
And kept a clofe acquaintance with the Muse;
Conundrum, rebus made, acroftic, riddle;
And fung his dying fonnets to the fiddle,
When Love, with cruel dart, the murd’ring thief,
His heart had fpitted, like a picce of beef;
¢« Arethefe,” he faid,* of Kincs, the whims and jokes?
¢ Then Kincs can be as mad as common folks.
¢« DaME NaTurEe, when a Prince's head the makes,
“ No more concern about the infide takes,
 Than of the infide of a bug’s or bat’s,
« A flea’s, a grafshopper’s, a cur’s, a cat’s!

P « As
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¢ As carelefs as the ArTIsT, trunks defigning,

¢ About the trifling circumftance of Zning ;

¢« ‘Whether of Cumberland he ufe the plays,

« Mifs Burney's novels, or Mifs Seward’s lays;

¢« Or facred dramas of Mifs Hannah More,

s« Where all the NinE, with little Mosks, fnore;
¢« Or good’ Squire Pindar’s Odes, or Wharton's ftick ;
¢ Or Horace Walpole's Doubts upon King Dick,
« Who furious drives, at times, his old goofe quill,
¢ On Strawd’rry, (Reader!) not th’ Aonian Hill;
¢« Whether he doom the Rovar SreecH to cling,
¢ Or thofe of Lords and Commons to the King;

¢« Where one begs money, and the others grant

~
~n

So eafy, freely, friendly, complaifant,

¢« As though the cafh were really all their own,

« To purchafe knick-knacks* that difgrace a thronc,
Ah, me! did people know what trifling things
Compofe thofe idols of the earth call’d Kings,
Thofc counterparts of that important fellow,

The children’s wonder—SicNor PuNcHINELLO;
Who

* The Civil Lift, we are inclined to think, feels deficiencies
from toys—For an inftance, we will appeal to Mr. Cumming’s
non-defcript of a time-piece at the Queen’s Houfe, which coft
nearly two thoufand pounds. The fame artift is alfo allowgd
zcol. per annum to keep the bauble in repair,
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¢ Who flruts upon the ftage | 7. fiu v
¢ His outfide, gold—his infide, rags and hay ;
¢ No more as Gop’s Vicegerents would they fhine,

¢« Nor make the world cut throats for RicaT DIvINE.

¢ Thofe Lorps of Earth, at dinner, we have feen,
“ Sunk, by thie mereft trifles, with the {pleen—
¢« Oft for an ill-drefs’d egg have heard them groan,
¢ And feen them quarrel for a mutton bone:
At falt or vinegar, with paffion, fume,
¢ And kick dogs, chairs, and pages, round the room,*

¢« Alas! how often have we heard them grunt,
« Whene’er the rufhing rain hath {poil’d a HunT!
¢« Their fanguine withes crofs’d, their fpirits clogg’d,
¢« Mere riding difhclouts homeward they have joge’d ;
¢ Poorimps! the fport (with all their pride and pow'r)
« Of NaTure's diuretic ftream—a fhow’r!
P4 This

* This is partly a pifure of the laft reign as well as the pre«
fent. ‘The paflions of George the Second were of the moit im-
petuous kind—lis hat and his favourite minifter, Sir Robert

Walpole, were too frequently the foot-balls of his ill humour—
nay, poor Queen Caroline came in for a fhare of his foot bene-
volence. Bat he was a Prince of virtues—ubi plura nitcut, non ego
paveis offendar maculis, :
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¢ This we, the attors in the farce, perceive;

¢ But this the diffant world will ne’er believe,

¢« Who fancy Kings to all the virtues born,

¢ Ne’er by the vulgar ftorms of paffion torn;

¢« But, bleft with fouls fo calm, like fummer feas,

¢« ‘That {fmile to Heav’n, unruffled by a breeze:

« Who think that KiNcs, on wifdom always fed,

« Speak fentences like Bacon’s brazen head;

¢« Hear from their lips the vileft nonfenfe fall,

¢ Yet think fome heav’nly fpirit dictates all;

¢ Conceive their bodies of celeftial clay,

¢ And, though all ailment, facred from decay;

# To nods and fmiles their gaping homage bring,

¢ And thank their Gop their eyes have feen a King }
¢« Lord! in the circle when our Rovar MasTEr

¢¢ Pours out his words as faft as hail, or fa&ef,

¢ To country *Squires, and wives of country ’Squires;
‘¢ Like ftuck pigs ftaring, how each oaf admires!

<« Io! ev'ry fyllable becomes a Gem !

¢ And if, by chance, the Monarch cough, or hem,
¢ Seiz’d with the fymptoms of a deep furprife,

¢ Their joints with rev’rence tremble, and their eyes
« Roll wonder firft; then, fhrinking back with fear,
* Would hide behind the brains, were any there.

' ¢ How
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« IJow taken-is this idle world by fhow!

« Birth, riches, are the Baals to whom we bow ;

¢« Preferring, with a foul as black as foot,

« A rogue on horfeback, to a faint on foot.

« See Franck, fce PorTvucAL, SiciLia, SPaIN,

¢« And mark the defert of each Despot’s brain;

¢ 'Whole tongues fhould never treat with taunts a Foor ;

¢ Who prove that nothing is too mean to rule.

« What could the Pr1ncE, high tow’ring like a fteeple,

« Without the Majesty of Us the PeorLE?

¢« Go, like the King of Babylon,* to grafs,

“ Or wander, like a beggar with a pafs!

¢ However modern Kincs may Cooks defpife,

« Warriorsand Kincs were cooks, or Hift’ry lies.—

s¢ PaTrocLus broil’d beef-fteaks to quell his hunger:

¢ The mighty AcaMEMNON potted conger !-—

¢ AndCrarLEsof SWEDEN, midft his guns and drums,

“ Spread his own bread and butter with his thumbs,

¢ Be fhav’d ! —No !—fooner pill’ries, jails, the ftocks,

‘¢ Shall pinch this corpfe, than BarBers fnatch my

¢ locks.”

“ Well haft thou faid,” a Scourer bold rejoin’d ;

* Damme! 1 love the man who fpeaks his mind.”
Then

® Nebuchadnezzar,
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Then in his arms the orator he took,

And fwore he was an angel of a Cook.

Awhile he held him with a Cornifh hug;

Then feiz’d, with glorious grafp, a pewter mug,
Whofe ample womb nor cyder held nor ale,

But neftar fit for Jove, and brew’d by THRALE.
*« A hea'th to Cooks,” he cried, and wav’d the pot;
¢ And he who {ighs for titles is a fot—

¢ Let Dukes and Lords the world in wealth furpafs;
¢ Yet many a lion’s fkin conceals an afs.

¢ Lo! thi is ore amengft my golden rules,

« ‘To think the greateft men the greateft fools:
« The GREAT arc¢ ;udges of an opera fong, .

« And fly a Briton’s for a eunuch’s tongue;

« Thus idly fquand’ring for a {quall their riches,
« To faint with rapture at thofe cats in breeches.
¢ Accept this truth from me, my lads—the man
« Who firft found out a fpit, or frying-pan,

« Did ten times more towards the public good,
« Than all the tawdry +it'c, fince the flood :

« Titles! that Kines may grant to afles, mules,
« The fcorn of fages, and the boaft of fools.”

He
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. e ended—All the Cooks exclaim’d, ¢ Divine 1
Then whifper’d one another, ’twas ¢ damn’d fine!”
Thus fpoke the ScourER like a man infpir'd,
Whofe fpeech the HEROES of the kitchen fir'd :
Grooms, mafter {courers, fcullions, fcullions’ mates,
With all the overfeers of knives and plates,

Felt their brave fouls like frifky cyder work,
Whizzing in oppofition to the cork:

Eartih’s Potentates appear’d ignoble things,

And Ccoks of greater confequence than Kings;
Such is the pow’r of words, where truth unites,
And fuch the rage that injur’d worth excites!
The Scourer’s fpeech, indeed, with reafon bleft,
Inflam’d with godlike ardour all the reft.

Thus if 2 barn Heav’n’s vengefu' light’ning draw,
The flame cthereal darts amongft the ftraw ;
Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mice and rats,
And (if unfortunately moufing) cats;

All feel the fierce devouring fire in turn,

And, mingling in one conflagration, burn.

« Sons of the SeiT,” the Major cry'd again,
¢ Your warlike fpeeches prove you blelt with brain;
* Brain! that Dame Nature gives not ev'ry head,
*¢ But fills the vaft vacuity with lead ! —
¢« Yet
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« Yet ere for oppofition we prepare,

¢ And bravely battle in the caufe of HaIr ;

¢ Mecthinks ’twould be but decent to petition,

« And tell the King, with firmnefs, our condition;
“ Soon as our fad complaint he hears us utter,

¢« His gracious heart may melt away like butter;
¢ Fair Mercy fhine amidft our gloomy houfe,

¢ And anger’d Majesty forget the Louse.”



ADVERTISEMENT,

AS many people perfift in their incredulity with refpet to the
attack made by the Barbers on the heads of the harmlefs Cooks,
Y fhall exhibit a lit of the unhappy fufferers : it is the Palace

1ift, and thercfore as authentic as the Gazette.

A TRUE L14T OF THE SHAVED AT BUCKINCHAM HOUSE.

Two Mafter Cooks, Two Soil-carriers,

"T'hree Yeoman ditte, Two Door-keepers,

Four Grooms, Eight Boys,

Three Children, Five Paftry People,

Two Mafler Scourers, Eight Silver Scullery, for
$ix Under Scourers, laughirg at the Cooks.
Six Turnbroches,

In all, 4fty one.

A young man, named John Bear, wculd ot fubmit, and loft
his place.






T H E

HEROI-COMIC POEDM.

CANTO II.

€6 e Quals ab inccpro.” Roracx,

€6 As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever 1.1 be, world without end.”



THE ARGUMENT.

INVOCATION to the Mufes—Dcgeneracy of modern poets—e
The ragged ftate of the ladies of Parnaffus—Sad condition
of bards—Praife of Mr. Weft’s great pi¢ture of King Alex.
ander and the Stag—DMore invocation to the Mufes—The
tricks ot thofe Ladies— Their impofitions on Poets and
Poetefles—A compliment to King George and Dr. Herfchell,
on their intimacy with the Moon, and important diftoveries
in that planet—Invocation to Apollo—Invocation to Con-
fcience—Confcicnce defcribed—The great powers of Con-
{cience—More invocation to Confcience—Truth and Falfe-
hood, their fituations— More invocation to Confcience—
The praife of Royal economy and a Hanoverian College—e
Addrefs 1o Gottingen—More invocation to Confcience—Mr.,
Haftings’s bulfe, Mrs, Haftings’s bed and cradle properly
treated—More words to Confcience—The fatal power of
Confcience over the Jate Mr. Yorke and Lord Clive—Addrefs
to Fame—A requefl 10 the aforefaid Gentlewoman, inftru@ting
her how to difpofe of fome of her trumpets—Defcription
of her pfeudo-votaries—=The Bard bluthing for the quantity
of invocation—Proceflion of his Epic Poem—Madam Schwel-
lenberg deferibed with a plate of ham—Account of her
birth, parentage, and education—Account of Pride—Ma-
dam Schwellcnberg’s vifit to the King—His Majefty’s motft
gracious fpeech—Madam Schwellenberg’s anfwers—Addrefs
to Readers on Ladies f{wearing=—Sir Francis Drake, the
Steward of the Houfehiold, defcribed—not to be confounded -
with the famous Sir Francis Drake, who died near 200 years
ago—'The perquifites of the prefent Sir Francis—Defcrip-
tion of the dining-room belonging to the Cooks at Bucking-
ham Houfe—The entertainment and utenfils of this room—
Dixon the Caok-Major’s fpeech—Story of a Nabob and a
Beggar—Cook-Major Dixon’s fpeech in continuatipn—Specch
of another Cook—The Cooks in the dumps—The Cook-
Major’s rejoinder to the Cook’s fpeech—A very fenfible
fpeech—Conclufion with a beautiful fimile—The petition of
the Cocks.



THE

L O U s I A D

CANTO THE SECOND.

L3

NYMPHS of the facred fount, around whofe brink

Bards rufh in droves, like cart-horfes, to drink ;

Dip their dark beards anrﬁdﬁ‘your-'ﬁreamé fo clear,

And, whiltt they gulp it, wifh it ale or.beer; =

Far more delighted to pofiefs, I ween,

Qld Calvert’s brewhoufe for their Hippocrene ;

And bleft with beef, their ghoftly forms to fill, .

Make Dolly’; chophqufc their Aonian hill;

More pleas’d to hear knives, forks, in concert join,

Than all the tinkling cymbals of the Ning; =

Affift me—ye who themes fublime, pur{'ue, .

With fcarce a fhift, a ﬁockmg, or a thoe! .

Such pow’r have fatlres, epigrams, and odes, .

As make ev’'n bankrupts of the born of- gods, ‘
Vor. L Q “As
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As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail

Their unfuccefsful madrigals in jail,

Where penn’d, like haplefs cuckoos, in a cégc,
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage;
Deck the damp walls with verfe of various quality,
And, from their prifons, mount to immortaliry.

Ah! tell me where is now thy bluth, O Suame!
Shall bards through jaéls explore the road to Fame?
Like fouls of Papifts in their way to glory,
Doom’d at the half-way houfe, call’d Purgatory,
To burn, before they reach the realms of light,
Like old tobacco-pipes, from black to white ?

Yet let me fay again, that pow’rful rhyme
Hath lifted poets to a ftate fublime;
To lofty pill’ries rais’d their facred ears
High o’er the heads of marvelling compeers,
‘Whofe eggs, potatoes, turnips, and their tops,
Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops!
Bleft ftate! that gives cﬂéh fair exalted mien,
To grace in print a mongily magazine ;
And deck the thops with ¥veet engravings dreft,
*Mid{t angels, finners, faints of Mifter WesT;
Where brave King ALExanDER and the DeEr,
A roble buftling hodge-podge fhall appear, -

- From
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From that fam’d * pi€ture which our wonder drew,
And pour’'d its brazen {plendors on the view;
Bright as the pictures that with glorious glare,

On pent-houfe high, in Piccadilly ftare,

Where lions feem to roar, and tigers growl,
Hy=znas whine, and wolves in concert howl ;

And, by their goggling eyes and furious grin,

Inform what fhaggy devils lodge within.

Ye nympus who, fond of fun, full many a time,
Mount on a jack-afs many a child of rhyme,
And make him think, aftride his braying hack,
IHe moves fublime on Pegafus’s back :
Ye Muses, oft by brainlefs poets fought
To bid the ftanza chime, and fwell with thought;
Who, whelping for OzLivion, fain would fave >
Their whining puppies from the fullen wave
Aflit me! vE who vifit towns and hovels,
To teach our girls in bibs to eke out novels,
And treat with fcorn (far nodler knowledge ftud;ing)
The humble art of making pye or pudding:
Who bid our Sapphos of their verfe be vain,
And fancy all Parnaffus in their brain;
Q.2 ' And,

® A whole acre of canvas fo daubed by cplour as to give it
the appearance of a brafs foundery.
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And, ’mid the buftle of their lucubrations,

Take downright madnefs for your infpirations;

Charm’d with the cadence of a lucky line,

Who tafte a rapture equal, GEorcg,. to thine;

*When, bleft at DaTcHET, through thy HERSCHELL’S
glafs,

That brings from diftant worlds a horfe, an afs,

A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye,

Shirts, ftockings, blankets, that on hedges dry,

Thine eyes, at evenings late, and mornings foon,.

Unfated feaft on wonders in the Moon;

Where HERSCHELL on volcanoes, mountains, pores,

And happy NaTure’s true fublime explores;

‘Whilft thou, fo modeft, (wonderful to tell.!)

On LuNAR ?rifles art content to dwell,

Flis, grafshoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cuckoo fpittle ;

In fhort, delighted with the world of /Zistle;

‘Which Wesr fhall paint, and grave Sir Josepu Baxks

Receive from thy hiftoric mouth with thanks;

Then bid the vermin on the journals* crawl,

Hop, jumpy. and flutter, to amufe us all.

And thou, great PaTtront of the double quill,
That flays by rhyme, and murders by a pill,
. A prertty,

¢ Of the Royal Society. t Apollo.
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A pretty kind of double-barrel’d gun,

More giv'n to tragic than to comic fun;
Aufpicious PaTron of the paunch and backs

Of thofe all—darfng rafcals chriften’d quacks,

To whom our purfe and lives are legal plunder,
Who, hawk-iike, keep the human fpecies under:

Gonb of thofe gentlemen of gingling brains,
Who, for their own amufement, print their ftrains;
Strains that ne'er foar’d beyond the beetle’s flight, .
Save on the pinions of a fchool-boy’s kite ;
Strains arrant ftrangers to a depth profound,

Save when deep pilgrimaging under ground,

In humble rags, like Tinners in a mine,

They pay their court to CLoacina’s fhrine;
Strains that no ray of light nor warmth proclaim,
Save when, committed to the fire, they flame;
Strains that a circulation never found,

Save when they turn’d on beef or 'ven’fon round:
Oh! aid, as lofty HoMer fays, my noufz

“To fing fublime the MonaRrcH and the Louse!

Nvywmpus, PrcEsus, inmy firf heroic chapter
I fhould have pray’d for crumbs of tuneful rapture:
Thus to forget my friends was not fo clever;
But, fays the proverb, ¢ better Jate than never.”

Q3 Well!
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Well! fince I’'m in the invocation trade,
To Conscience let my compliments be paid—

ConscIENCE, a terrifying little fprite, .
‘That, bat-like, winks by day, and wakes by night;
Hunts through the heart’s dark holes each lurking vice,
As fharp as weafels hunting eggs or mice;

Makes our hair briftle like a hedge-hog’s back ;
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotion;
Uplifts our faint-like eyes with dread devotion;

Bids the poortrembling tonguemaketerms with Heav'n,
And promife miracles, to be forgiv'n;

Bids fpectres rife, not very like the Graces,

With goggling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn faces;
With fcenes of fires of glowing brimftone fcares,
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares

For roafting, broiling, frying, fricaffeeing

The Sour, that fad offending little-Being ;

That ftubborn ftuff, of falamander make,

Proof to the fury ofBthe burning lake.

-
A

O Conscience! thou firait jacket of the foul,
The madding fallies of the bard control ;
' Who,
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Who, when inclin’d, like brother bards, to lic,
Bring TruTH’s negieted form before his eye ;
Fair Marp ! to towns and courts a ftranger grown,
And now to rural fwains almoft unknown,

‘Whofe company was once their prudent choice ;
Who once, delighted, liften’d to her voice;

When in their hearts the gentler paﬁi;)n ftrove,
And Constancy went hand in hand with Love!
Sweet TRuTH, who fteals through lonely fhades along,
And mingles with the turtle’s note her fong;
‘Whilft FaLsHoob, rais'd by fycophantic tricks,
Unbluthing, flaunts it in a coach and fix.

Conscience! who bid'ft our Monarch, from the
nation, ’
Send fons to Gottingen for education,
Since helplefs Cam and Iss, loft to knowledge,
Are ideots to this Hanoverian college,
Where fimple Science beams with orient ray;
The great, the glorious ATHENS of the day |
So fays the RuLer of us Engiifh fools, ‘
Who cannot judge like, bim of Wispom’s fchools.

Dear attic Gorrincen ! to thee I bow,
Of Knowedge, ,oh! moft wonderful milch cow !

Q.4 From
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From whom huge pails the royal boys fhall bring,’

And give, we hope, a little to the .

Through Thee, befides the knowledge they may reap,
The lads fhall get their board and lodging cheap;
And learn, like their good parents, to fubfift
Within the limits of the Civil Lift;

Who ieldom bid a Minifter implore

A little farther pittance for the poor.

Conscience! who, to the wonder of his Sirg,
Bad'ft from his wonted ftate a PriNCE retire,
And, like a fubject, humbly feek the fhade,

"That rot a tradefman might remain unpaid :
An action that the foul of Envy ftings—
A deed unmention’d in the book of Kings:

" Consciencs ! who mad’ft a Monarch, by thy pow'r,
Send pris’ner the fam'd Di’'mond* to the Tow’r;
So witchingly that look’d him in the face,
And impudeptly fought to bribe his Grace:
Where, too, the-cradle and the bed fhall reft,
t on the fame damn’d errand left the Eaft—
us fall of gem and pearl the treas’nous tribe,
'1d beds and cradles that would MoNaRrcHs bribe!
" Con-

Such is the ftory of thelate fly Bulfe that ftole into St. James’s,
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Coxnscience ! who now canft like a cart-horfe draw ;
Now, lifelefs finking, fcarcely lift a ftraw;
So diff'rent are thy pow’rs at diff’rent times,
Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes!
Thou! who at times Fanft like a lion roar
For one poor fixpence; yet, like NorTH, canft fnore,
""“ough rapine, murder, try to ope thine eyes,
And raging Hell with all his horrors rife;;
Whofe eye on petty frauds can fiercely flame,
Yet wink at full-blown crimes that 4/2# a name!

O Conscience! who didft bid to madnefs work
(So great thy pow’r) the brain of haplefs York,
And mad'ft him cut from ear to ear his throat,

That luckicfs fpoil'd his patriotic note;

Yet wanted'(t ftrength to force from bis hard eye

One drop—who belp’d him to yon fpangled fky;

W hofe damned pray’rs, feign’d tears, and tongue of art,
Won on the weaknefs of his honeft heart!

Poor Yorx ! without a ftone whofe reliques lie,
Though VirTuEe mark’d the murder with 2 figh!

O Conscrevce! who to CLive didft give the knife
That, defp’rate plunging, toak his forfeit life;
‘Who,
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Who, lawlefs plund'rer, in his wild career,

Whelm’d Asia’s eye with woe, and heart with fear
Whofe wheels on carnage roll’d, and, drench’d with

blood, -
From gafping Nature forc’d the blufhing flood ;

Whilft Havock, panting with triumphant breath,
Nerv’'d his red arm, and hail’d the hills of death.—

And now to thee, O lovely Fame, I bend;
Let all thy trumpets this great work commend :
Give one apiece to all the learn’d Reviews,
And bid them found the labours of the Mufe:
Give to the Magazines a trumpet each, |
And let the fwelling note to doomfday reach:
To daily News-papers a trumpet give ;

Thus fhall my epic ftrain for ever live:

Thus fhall my book defcend to diftant times,
And rapt’ pofterity refound my rhymes.

By future Beauties fhall each tome be preft,
And, with their lapdogs, live a parlour gueft.

Thee, dearcft. Fame, fome mercenaries hail;
Merely to gain‘ir labours a good fale;
Or rife tofair preferment by thy tongue,
Though deaf as adders to thy charms of fong;

Jutt
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Juft as the hypoci-itcs fay pray’rs, fing pfalms,
Beftow upon the blind and cripple alms;

Yield glory to the Pow’r who rules abov'e,

Not from a principle of heav’nly iové, ‘

But, fneaking rafcals! to obtain, when dead,

A comfortable lodging over head,

When forc’d by age, or doctors, or their fpoufes,
‘The vagrants quit their fublunary houfes.

With tirefome invocation having done,
At length our glorious Epic may go on.
Lo! Madam ScHwWELLENBERG, inclin’d to cram,
‘Was wond’rous bufy o’er a plate of ham;
A ham that once adorn’d a German pig,
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-afs big;
In woods of #efiphaly by hunters fmitten,
And fent a prefent to-the Queen of Britain.

But ere we farther march, ye Mufes, fay
Somewhat of Madam ScHWELLENBERG, I pray.
If ancient poets mention but a horfe,

We read his genealogy of courfe:
Oh! fay, fhall horfes boaft the deathlefs line,
And o’er a Lady's lincage fleep the Nine?
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By virtue of her father and her mother,
This woman faw the light without much pother;
‘That is—no grand commotions thook our earth;
Apollo danc’d no hornpipe at her birth,
To fay to what perfettion the was born,
What wit, what wifdom fhould the Nymph adorn:
No bees around her lips in clufters hung,
To tell the future {fweetnefs of her tongue;
Around her cradle perch’d no cooing dove,
To mark the foul of innocence and love;
No fmiling Cupids round her cradle play'd,
To fhow the future conquefts of the maid,
Whofe charms would make the jealous fex her foes,
And with their hghtmntrs blaft a thoufand beaus
Indeed the Mufe muft own a trifling pother
Sprung up between the father and the mother;
For, after taking methods how to gain her,
They knew not how the dev’l they thould maintain her.’
Heav'ns! what! no prodigy attend ber birth,
Who awes the greateft palace upon earth?
Yes! ablack cat round the-bantling fquall’d,
Join'd its young cries, and alt the houfe appall’d :
Now here, now there, he fprung with vifage wild,
' ﬂxd made a bald attempt ta kifs the,child ;
Bats
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Bats pour’d in hideous hofts into the room,
And, imp-like, flitting, form’d a fudden gloom;
Then to the cradle rufh’d the dark’ning throng,
And, raptur’d, fthriek’d congratulating fong ;-
Which fong, in concert with the {qualls of pufs,
Seem’d, in plain German,  Thou art one of us,”
In Strelitz firft this Dame the light efpy’d,
Born to a good inheritance of pride;
For, howe’er paradoxical it be,
Pripe pigs with people of a Jow degree,
As well as with your folks of fortune ftruts;
Like rats that live in palaces or huts;
Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait,
That dwell in beds of ftraw, or beds f)f' Rate;
Or mionkeys vile, whofe tooth inglorious grapples,.
Now with ananas, now with rotten apples,
Hail, ProTeus PrIDE, whofe varieus pow’rs of throat
Can {well the trumpet’s loud and faucy note;
And if a meaner air car ferve thy turn,
In panting, quiv'ring founds of Jews-harps, mourn!
Hail, PripE, companion of the great and little,
So abjec, who cantt lick & patron’s fpittle;
Whine like a fneaking pupp); at his door, |
And turn the-hind pa& of thy wig before 5

: Nay,

L
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Nay, if he orders, turn it infide out,

And wear it, Merry-Andrew like, about;

Heed not the grinning world a fingle rufh,

But bear its pointed fcorn without a blufh !

Yet fain wouldft thou the crouching world beftride,
Juft like the Rx—xpm'AN BuLLy o’cr.the tide;

The brazen wonder of the world of yore,

That proudly ftretch’d his legs from fhore to fhore,
And faw of Greece the loftieft navy travel,

In dread fubmiffion,’ underneath his navel.

So much for Pride—great, little, humble, vain;
And now for Médam SCHWELLENBERG again.

" Whether the Nymph coukl ever boaft a grace,
That dexgn’d to pay a vxﬁt to her face;
The Muse is 1gnoram:, {he mutt allow;
Yet knows this truth, ‘that not one fpuhes now.
If ever beauues, i dgﬁghz excellin
Charm’d on her clicek, they long have leﬁ. their dwelling.
This Nymph'a mantugemsker was, I ween,
And priz'd for chcapncfwby our faving Queen,
‘Who (where's the mgmylmmafwmg money ?)
Broughthexto thufaﬁrhndofwnlkmﬁ honey,

o And
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And plac’d her in a moft important fphere—
InspecTrEss GENERAL of the Royal Geer,

Soon as this woman heard the Loufe’s tale,
At once fhe turn’d, like walls of plafter, pale.
But firft the ham of #efphaly fhe gobbled,
And then to feck the Lorp’s ANoiNTED hobbled :
Him full of wrath, like Peleus’ fon of yore,
When Agamemnon took away his wh—,
In all the bitternefs of wrath fhe found;
The Queen and Royal Children ftaring round.
¢ O SwellyI”—thus the madden’d Monarch roar'd,
Whilft wild impatience wing’d each rapid word;
For, lo! the folemn march of graceﬁll fpeech,
The King long fince had bid to kifs his b—=h.
The broken language that his mouth affords
Are heads and tails, and legs and wings of wotds,
That give imagination’s laughing eye
A lively piGture of ‘a giblet pye.—

« O Swelly, Swelly!” cry’d the furious King,
 What! what a dirty, filthy, nafty thing'—
* That thus you come to.eafe'my angry mind,
< Indeed is very, very, very, very kindi=—
u « What's
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¢ What’s your opinion, hz!”—the Monarch rav’d:
« Yes, yes, the cooks fhall ev’ry one be fhav’d—
€ What ! what! he! hz! now tell me, Swelly, pray,
< Shan’t I be right in’t—What! what! Swelly, he?
 Yes, yes, I'm fure on’t, by the Loufe’s looks,
¢ That he belong’d to fome one of the cooks.
¢ Speak, Swelly; fthan’t we fhave each filthy jowl?
¢« Yes, yes, and that we will, upon my foul.”

To whom the DAME, with elevated chin, .
Wide-ftaring eyes, and broad, contemptuous grin:

¢« Yes, fure as dat my foul is to .be fav'd,
<« So fure de dirty ra.fcals fal be thav’d—
“c Shav’d to de quick be ev’ry moder’s fon—
« And curfe me if 7 do not fee it done!
« De barbers foon der natty locks fal fall on,
¢ Nor leave vone ftahding for a Loufe to crawl on.
« If on der fkulls de razor do not thine,
¢« May gowns and petticoats no more be mine—
« Curl, club, and,pigmil, all fal go to pot,’
¢ For futh curs’d naftinéfs, or I'll be rot;
¢ Or clfe to Strelity. let me qt:ickly fly,
« Dat c'lunghill, ‘dat pf')o;' pighgufe to de eye;

. ¢« Where
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« W here from his own mock trone de Prince, fo great,
«¢ Can jomp into anoder Prince cftate—

« Ifs, by de God dat made dis eart and me,

¢ No fingle loufy rafcal fal go free,”

Reader, thou raifeft both thy marv’lling eyes, -
In all the ftaring wildnefs of furprife;
As if the poet did not truth revere,
And fancieft gentlewomen could not {fwear:
Go, fool, and feek the ladies of the mﬁd,
Queens of the lakes, or damfels of the flood,
Nymphs, Nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabs,
Who vend at Billingfgate their fprats and crabs;
Tell them their fith all ftink, and thou wilt hear
Whether fine gentlewomen ever fwear:
Nay, vifit many of our courtly dames,
When wrath their dove-like gentlenefs inflames ;
Lo! thou fhalt find, by many a naughty word,
They ufe fmall ceremony with the-Lord,
In fpite of all that godly books contain,
That teach them not to take his name in vain.

 Thanks, Swelly, thanks, thanks, thanks,” the
¢« Kinc. reply’d;.
« Like me, you have not got a grain of pride.
Vor. L R « Yes,
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 Yes, yes, if 1 am mafter of this houfe—
 Yes, yes, the locks fhall fall, and then the Loufe.”

He fpoke—and to confirm the dreadful doom,

His head he fhook, that fhook the dining room.
Thus Jove of old, the dread, the THuND’RING GoD,
Shook, when he fwore, OrLympus with his nod.

« Yes,” cry’d the King, “ yes, yes, their curls fhall
¢ quake—
« But tell me, where, where, where’s Sir Franciss

« DrakEe?”

O, Reader, think not *twas that Dr akE, Sir Fraxcis,
W hofe wond’rous actions feem almoft romances;
Who fthone in fenfe profoﬁnd, and bloodieft wars,
And rais’d the nation’s glory to the flars;
Who firft in triumph fail’d around the world,
And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl’d ;
But He who fkulks around the Royal kitchen,
‘Which if he catch a neighbour’s dog or bitch in,
Lets fly, to ftrike the four-legg’d mumper dead,
A poker, - or a cleaver, at his head.
Not sbat Sir Francis Drake who, god-like, bore
Fair F recdoxﬁ, Science to th’ Atlantic thore;

' To
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To Pagans gave the Gofpel’s faving grace,
And planted Virtue *midft a barb’rous race;
Spread on the darken’d realms the b:aze of light—
But ¢ who fees the fpoons and p.Iatcs are bright ;
Sees that the knives before the King and Queen
Are, like the pair of Royal ftomachs, keen:
Not ke, whofe martial frown whole kingdoms fhook,
But he whofe low’ring vifage thakes a cook :
Not he who pour’d on Mexico his tars;
But he, at London, who with linen wars,
Napkins and damafk tablecloths * affails
With fciffars, razors, knives, and teeth and nails;
‘Who dares with Doylies defp’rate war to wage,
Such is bis province and domeftic rage,
If, like his predecefiors, he hath grace,
And calls his conquefts, perquifites of place.
*Twas not that DrRakE who bade his daring crew
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards through ;
But that important Draxe, in office big,
Inftructing cooks to fpit a goofe or pig:
R 2 , Not

* It was a common praice in the Taft and preceding reigns
(the prefent being fomewhat more economical) to tear and cut
the Royal linen privately, which, on account of the teeth, knife,

nail, or fciffar wounds, were never more ufed, but went as per-
quifites to Treafurers and Mafters of the Houfehold.
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Not be who took the Spaniards by the nofe,

And prifons fill'd with Britain’s gracelefs foes;

But he who bids the geefe, his pris’ners, die,

And ftuffs their legs and gizzards in a pye:

He who, three times a week, a Green-cloth Lord,
Sits, wifdom-fraught, at that important Beard
With wife compeers, in judge-like order ftudying,
Whether the Kinc fhall have a tart or pudding.
Not ke, by virtues to the world endear’d,

By foes refpected, and by friends rever'd;

Prompt to relieve the fupplicating figh,

Who never dafh’d with tears the afking eye;

But wak’d of joy the long departed beam,

Deep funk in forrow’s unremitting ftream:—

But be, with generofity at ftrife,

Who never gave a fixpence in his life;

Who, if he ever afk’d a friend to dine,

Requefted favours that outweigh®d his wine:

From lane to lane, who fteals with wary feet,

Juft like the cautious hare that feeks his feat:

Who, though a city*.near him, rears her head,
And wealthy villages around him fpread,
'No friend, no neighbour near his manfion found,
Like CaIn furveys a folitude around,
' ‘ "Twas

¢ Exeter.
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*Twas this Sir FRancis, quite a diff’rent man
From him who round the world with glory ran:
Forbid it, Heav’n! that €’er the MusE untrue
Should give to any man another’s due!

Musg, leave we now the Monarch, vengeance brew-
ing,

To take a peep at what the Cooks were doing.

In that fnug room,* thie fcene of fhrewd remark,
Whofe window ftares upon ‘the faunt’ring Park ;
Where many a hungry bard, and gambling finner,
In chop-fall’n fadnefs, counts the trees for dinner;
In that fnug room where any man of fpunk
Would find it a hard matter to get drunk';+
Where coy Tokay n’er feels a cook’s embraces,
Nor Port nor Claret fhow their rofy faces;

But where old Adam’s beveragg.flows with pride,
From wide-mouth’d pitchers, in a plenteous tide;
Where veal, pork, mutton, beef, apd fowl and fifh,

All club their joints to male one bandfome dith ;
R 3 Where

* The L&rder

t+ This Wil be deemed firange by my mmy readers 5 but it
is neverthelefs true. .
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Where ftew-pan covers ferve for plates, I ween,
And knives and forks and fpoons are never feen ;
Where pepper iffues from a paper bag,
And for a crewet ftands a brandy cag;
Where Madam ScHWELLENBERG too often fits
Like fome old tabby in her moufing fits,
Demurely fquinting with majeftic mien,

"To catch fome, fault to carry to the QuEex:
In that foug room, like thofe immortal Greeks,
Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovip fpeaks;
Around the table, a!l with fulky looks,
Like culprits doom’d to Tyburn, fat the Cooks:
At length, with phiz that fhow’d the man of woes,
The forrowing King of fpits and ftewpans rofe.
Like PauL at Athens, very juftly fainted,
And by the charming brufh of Raphael painted,
With outftretch’d hands, and erergetic grace,
He fearlefs thus harangues the Roastine Rack;
Whiift gaping round, in mute attention, fit
The poor forlorn difciples of the fpit*
¢« Cooks, fcullions, hc;r me ev'ry mother’s fon-—
¢ Know that I relith not this Royal fun:
¢ George thinks us fcarcely fit (’tis yery clear)
¢ To carry guts, my brethren, to a bear,”—

« Guts
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¢« Guts to a bear " the Cooks, up-{pringing, cry’"d—

« Guts to a bear!”” the Major loud reply'd.

« Guts to the dev’l!”” loud roar’d the Cooks again,

And tofs’d their nofes high in proud difdzin:

The plain tranflation of whofe pointed nofes

The reader needeth not, the bard fuppofes;

But if the reafon fome dull reader looks,

>Tis this—whatever Kings may think of Cooks,

Howe’er crown’d heads may deem them low-born
things,

Cooks are poffefs’d of fouls as well as Kings.

Yet are there fome who think (but what a thame!)

Poor people’s fouls like pence of Birmingham,

Adulterated brafs—bafe ftuff—abhorr’d—

That never can pafs current with the LorD ;

And think, becaufe of ‘wealth they boaft a ftore,

With ev’ry freedom they may treat the poor :

Witnefs the {to'ry that my*Mule, with tears,

Relates, O Reader, to thy fhrinking ears.

-

With feeble voice and deep defponding fighs,
With fallow cheek and pity-afking eyes,
A wrETcH, by age and poverty.decay’d,

For farthings lately to a Nasos pray'd;
R 4 The
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The Nasgos, turkéy-like, began to fwell,

And damn’d the beggar to the pit of hell.

¢« Oh! Sir,” the fupplicant was heard to cry,

(The tear of mis’ry trickling from his eye)

« Though I’m in rags, and wond’rous, wond’rdus poor,
¢ And yox with gold and filvér cover’d o’er,

«¢ There won’t in heav’n fuch difference, Sir, take placé, .
¢ 'When we before the Lorp come face to face.”—
¢ 2ou face to face with me!” the Nabob cry’d,

In all the infolence of upftart pride —

¢ You face to face with me, you dog, appear!

« Damme, I'll kick you, .if I catch you there.”—
Oh, fhocking blafphemy! oh, horrid fpeech !—
Where was the fellow born ?>—the wicked wretch !—
So black an imp would pull, 1do fuppofe, '

A bulfe of di’monds from a BecuM's nofe ;

Or mzke, like Douran, carelefs of his foul,

A new edition of the old Black Hole.

« What’slife,” the Major faid, ¢ my brethren, pray,
¢« If force muft fnatch our firft delights away ?
« Relentlefs fha}} the Royal mandate drag
¢ The hairs that long have grac'd this filken bag;
¢ Hairs to a barber fcarcely worth a fig,
““ Too few to make a foretop for a wig?
Muft
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¢ Muft razors vile thefe locks fo fcanty, fhave,

¢ Locks that I with to carry to my grave;

¢ Hairs, look, my lads, fo wonderfully thin,

« Old ScHWELLENBERG hath more upon her chin?"—
“ Yes, that fhe hath,” exclaim'd a Cook, ¢ by God,
« A damn’d old German good-for-nothing toad.

“ Yes, .yes, her mouth with beard divinely briftles—
« Curfe me, I'd.rather kifs a bunch of thiftles.

« Oh! were it but His Majefty’s commands

¢« To give her gentle jawbones to thefe hands;

¢ I'd fhave her, like a punith'd foldier, dry;

¢« No killing fow fhould make a fweeter cry:

¢« I'd pay my compliments to Madam’s chin;

¢ I'll anfwer for’t I'd make the devil grin:

¢ The razor moft delicioufly thould work ; .

¢« I'd trim her muzzle; yes, I'd fcrape her pork

¢« I"d teach her to fome purpofe to behave,

¢ And thow the witch the nature of a fhave.

«“ O! woman, woman! whether lean or fat,

“ In face an angel, but in foul a car!”

He ended—when each mouth upon the ftretch,
Crown’d with a loud hérfe-laugh the claffic fpeech.

Too
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Too foon, alas! ResentTMENT feiz’d the hour,
And Joxe refign’d his grin-provoking pow’r;
Race dimm’d of mirth the fudden funny fky,
And fill'd with gloomy oaths each fcowling eye;
‘Whilft Grikr, returning, took her turn to reign,
Sunk ev’ry heart, and faddes’d ev’ry mien;
Drew from their giddy heights the laughing graces—
For much is Grirr difpos’d to bring down faces.

« Son of the fpit,” the Major, ftrutting, cry’d,
¢ T like thy fpirit, and revere thy pride:
¢ I'd rather hear thee than a Bifhop preach,
¢ For thog haft made a very pretty fpeech.
« Such is the language that the Gods fhould hear,
« And fuch thould thunder on the Royal ear.
« Yet,fon of dripping, though thou fpeak’ft mynotions,
« 'We muft not be too nimble in eur motions.
¢« Awhile, heroic brothés, let us halt;
e Soft fires, the piroverb tells us, make fweet malt.
¢ And yet again I bid you ftand like rocks,
¢«¢ And battle forghe honour of your locks.
« Lo! in thefe hairs is all my joy;
¢« To fhave them, is my Jeing to deftroy.
« What’s life, if life has not a blifs to give?
« And, if unhappy, who would with to live?

“ CONTENT
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CoNnTENT can vifit the poor fpider’d room;
Pleas’d with the coarfe ruth mat and birchen broom ;
Where parents, children, feaft on oaten bread,
With cheeks as round as apples, and as red;
Where HeanTs with vigour nerves their backs and
¢ hams, a
S:eet fouls, though ragged as young colts or rams;
Where calmly fleep the parents with their darlings,
Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as ftarlings;
Lull'd to their reft, beneath the coarfeft rugs,
And dead to bitings of a thoufand bugs.

« ConTENT, mild maid! delights in fimp/e things,
And envies not the flate of Queens or i(ings ;

Can dine on fheep’s head, or a difh of broth,
Without a table or a tablecioth;

Nor withes, with the fathionable group,

To vifit HorTox’s fi.op Br turde foup;

Can ule a bit of pacithread for a jack,

And fit upon a chair without a back :

Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work,
And ufe a wooden fkewer for a forik.

Sweet maid ! who thinks not fhoes of leather fhocking,
Nor feels the horrors in a worfted frocking ;

Her temper mild, no huckaback can fhock,

Though for her lovely limbs it forms a finock.
¢ Pleas’d
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¢« Pleas’d with the nat’ral curls her face that thade,

« No graves are robb’d for hair'to form a braid :

¢ Her breaft of native plumpnefs ne’er afpires

¢« To fwelling merrythoughts of gauze and wires,

¢ To look like crops of ducks (with labour born)

«¢ Stretch’d by a fuperfluity of corn.

¢« With Nature’s hips, the fighs not for cork rumps,

« And {corns the pride of pinching ftays or jumps;
« But, pleas’d from whalebone prifons to efcape,

<« She trufts to fimple nature for a fhape;

« Without a warming-pan can go to bed,

¢ And wrap her petticoat 2bout her head ;

« Nor 'ﬁgh for cobwed caps of Mechlin lace,

« That fhade of Quality the varnifh’d face:

¢ Sweet nympth, like doves, fhe feeks her ftraw-built

“ neft,

« And in a pair of minutes is undreft;

« Whiltt all the fufbitBable female clans,

¢¢ Undrefling, feem unloading caravans.

«« No matter from what fource Contentment {prings ;
¢ "Tis juft the fame in Cooks as 'tis in Kings;
¢ And if our fouls are fet upon.our hair, .

« Let fnfp-fmp barbch—-nay,' let Kings, beware,

« Nor tempt the dangérous rageof true John Bulls,
« And clap, like fools, the edge-tool to om:ﬂ_ﬁcullé.

.+« % Tread



THE LOUSIAD. CANTO II 2453

« Tread on a worm, he fhows his rage and pain,
¢ By turning on the wounding heel again:

« Nay, ev'n inanimates appear to fecl;

¢« On the loofe flowe, if chance dire& your heel,
«“ I.o! from its womb the fudden ftream afcends,
« To prove the foot was not among its friends;

¢ And calling in the aid of neighbour mud,

¢ Q'er the fair ftocking fpouts the fable flood.”

So fpoke the Major, with refentment fir'd;
Spoke like 2 man; indeed, like man infpir’d.
Some Critic cries, with fharp, faftidious look,

« Bard, bard, this is not language for a Cook.”—

« O fnarler! but I’ll lay thee any wager,

« It is not too fublime for a Cook Major.”

¢ Behold! to remédy our fad condition,”

The Majer cry'd, 1've cook® up a Petition:

*« This carries weight with it, or I'm miftaken,

¢ Shall thake the Monarch’s foul, and fave our bacon.”
Then jymping on a barrel, thus aloud
"He réad fonorous to the gaping crowd.

Thus reads a parifh-clerk in church a brief,
That begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief—
' " Relief,
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Relief, alas! that very rarely reaches

The poor petitioners, the ruin’d wretches ;

But (loft its way) unfortunately fteers

To fat churchwardens and fat overfeers;
Improves cach dith, augments the punch and ale,
And adds new fpirit to the imutty tale.

THE PETITION OF THE COOKS.

¢ YOUR Majefty’s firm friends and faithful Cooks,
¢« 'Who in your Palace merry liv'd as grigs,

¢ Have heard, with heavy hearts and down-caft looks,
« That we muft all be fhav’d, and put on wigs:

¢ 2ou, Strpy who with _fuch bonour wear your Crown,

¢ Should never bring on ours difgraces down.

¢ Dread Sir! we really deem our heads our own,
¢ With ev'ry {prig of hair that on them fprings:
¢ In France, where men like fpaniels lick the Throne,
«« And count it glory to be cxf°d by Kings,
« Their locks belong unto the Grand Monargue,
¢« Who fwallows pri'»"ilcges like a fhark.

&« Bc
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Be pleas’d to pardon what we now advance;

¢« We dare your Sacred Majefty affure,

That there’s a diff’rence between #s and France ;

« And Jong, we hope, that diff rence will endure.
We know King Lewis would, with pow’r fo dread,
Not only cut the bair off, but the bead.

Oh! tell us, Sir, in loyalty fo true,

“ What dire defigning raggamuffins faid,

That we, your Cdol;s, are fuch a nafty crew,

¢« Great Sir! as to have crawlers in our head ?

My Liege, you can’t find one through all our houfe ;
Not if you'd give a guinea for a loufe.

W hat creature ’twas you found upon your plate
“ We know not; if a loufe, it was not ours:
To thave each Cook’s poor unoffending pate,
‘¢ Betrays too much of arbitrary pow’rs ;

The a& humanity and juftice thocks:

Let him who owns the crawler lofe his locks.

But gl:ant upon your plate this loufe fo dread,
“ How can you fay, Sir, it belongs to #s2
Maggots are found in many a princely head ;
¢ And if a maggot, why then not a loufe?
({3 Ndy
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¢« Nay, grant the fa& ; with horror fhould you fhrink ?
« It could not esa? your Majefty, we think.

« Hunger, my Liege, hath oft been felt by Kings,
¢ As well as people of inferior fate;

« Quarrels with Cooks are therefore dangerous things :
« We cannot anfwer for your ftomach’s fate ;

« For, by your fize, we frankly muft declare,

¢ You feed on more fubftantial ftuff than air.

« My Liege, an Univerfe hath been your foes;

¢ The times have look’d moft miferably black ;
¢ America hath #ry'd to pull your nofe;

¢ French, Dutch, and Spaniards, #ry’4 to bang your
¢« *Twould bea ferious matter, letustellye,  [back:
“ Were we to buccaneer it on your elly.

 You fee the fpirit of your Cooks, then, Sire,

¢ Determin’d nobly to fupport their locks;
¢« And fhould your guards be order’d out to fire,

¢ Their guns may be oppos’d by fpits and crocks:
« Knives, forks, and fpoons, may fly, with plates a
¢ And all the thunu' of the kitchen roar.  [ftore,

¢« NAT.
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¢ NaT. GARDNER, Yeoman of the Mouth, declares
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« He’ll join the ftandard of your .injur’d Cooks;
Each fcullion, turnbroche, for redrefs prepares,
¢ And puts on very formidable looks:

Your women too—imprimis, Miftrefs DyEr,
Whofe eggs are good as ever felt a fire:

Next Sweeper-general BickrLey, Miftrefs Mary,
¢ With that fam’d bell-ringer call’d MiftresLoman;
ANN SPENCER, guardian of the Neceffary ;

¢ That is to fay, the neceflary woman

All thefe, an’t pleafe you, Sir; fo fierce; determine
To join us in the caufe of hair and vermin.

There’s Miftrefs STewarT, Mifter RicHaRD Dav,
“ Who find your Sacred Majetty in linen,

Are ready to fupport us in our fray—

“ You can’t conceive the paffion they have been in;
They fwear fo much your fcheme of fhaving hurts,
You fhan’t have pookct-handkcrchiefs or fhirts.

Thegroocrs, CrLarkz andﬂ‘ux.on, curfethe fecheme,
« Andfay,wlm: mdo,the worldwo’n’t blame us;
So Comszr fays, who gives you milk and cream;
“ And thus your old friend Mifter Lewis Ramus:
You. I, S « We
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« We think your Sacred Majefty would mutter’
« At lofs of fugar, milk, and cream, and butter.

¢« Suppofe, an’t pleafe you, Sir, that Miftrefs KnurToN
<« And Miftrefs MAa1sHFIELD, ferce as tiger cats ;
¢ One Overfeer of all the beef and mutton,
¢ The other, Lady Prefident of fprats—
¢ Suppofe; in oppofition to your with,
¢ This locks away the fleth, and that the fith ¥

¢ Suppofe Joun CLarkE refufe fupplies of muftard,
¢ So neceflary to your beef and bacon?
¢ WiLL RoBErTs, all the apple-pye and cuftard ?
« Your Majefty would growl, or we’re miftaken.
¢ SuppofethatWeLLs; toplagueyourftomachftudying,
« From Sunday, facrilegious, fteals the pudding? -

hd Suppofé that RarNsrorT# with our corps unites—

“ We mean the man who all the tallow handles;
€ Suppofe he locks up all the mutton lights,

“ How could youg Majefty contrive for candles ?
“ You'd be ( c=:xcuf£'I freedom of remark)

Like /ome Adminiftrations;- in the dark.

'] We
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¥¢ We dare affure you that our grief is great;
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¢« And oft indeed our feelings it enrages,

To fee your Sacred Majefty befet

« By fuch a gracelefs gang of idle pages:

And, with fubmiffion to your judgment; Sire,
We think old Madam ScHWELLENBERG a liar.
Suppofe, Great Sir, that, by your cruel JSat,

¢ The barbers fhould attack our humble head,
And that we fhould not choofe to breed a riot,

¢ Becaufe we might not wifh to lofe our bread ;
Say, would the triumph o’er each harmlefs Cook
Make Georot THE THIRD like ALexaipEr look ?

Dread Sir, reflet on Jornny WiILKES's fate,
¢ Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble;
WiLkEes bade defiance to your frowns and ftate,
« And got the better in that fimous fquabble;;
Poor was the vic¢tory you wifh’d to win,
Which fat the mouth of Evrork on the grin,

O King; our wives are in the kitchén roaring,
« All ready in rebellion now to rife;
They mock our humble method of imploring,
“ And bid us guard againtt a g furprife:
S 2 ¢« Yours
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€ Yours is the hair,” they cry, “th’ Almighty gave }e,
¢ And not a King in Chriftendom fhould fhave ye.”

« Lo! on th' event the world impatient looks,
¢« And thinks the joke is carried much too far:
« Then pray, Sir, liften to your faithful Cooks,
¢¢ Nor in the Palace breed a civil war:
« Loud roars our band, and, obftinate as pigs,
% Cry, ¢ Locks and liberty, and damn the wigs!”

THE
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Magnum iter afcendo, fed dat m:bi gloria vires—=
Nor juvat ex facili lefla corona jugo. PaorzrTIva:

Bold is th® afcent, but GrLoxr ¥ nerves my pow'rs3
1 like to pick on precipices, Blow’rs.
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L O-U S I A D

CANTO THE THIRD.

NIG H'T, like a widow in her weeds of woe,
Had gravely walk’d for hours our world below :
Hobgoblins, fpetres in her train, and cats;

Owls round her hootiqg, mix'd with fhrieking bats,
Like wanton Cupids in th’ Idalian grove,

That flickering fport around the Queen of Love.
Now like our Quality, who darkling rife,

Each ftar had op'd its fathionable eyes ;

Too proud to make appearance, too well bred,
Till Sov, the valgar wretch, had gone to bed.

His wifdom dead to fublunary things,
In leaden fumber fhor'd the beft of *4#*;
sdn {lumber lifelefs, with feraphic mien,
Clofe at his back, too, fhor’d his gentie *****:
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds,

And, in one fortnight, bawls for different beds !
Bleft
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Bleft imp ! now Morrazvus o’er each Princefs ftole,
And clos’d thofe radiant eyes that vainly roll !
Eyes! Love’s bright ftars ! but doom’d in vain to thine;
For, ah' what youth fhall fay ¢ thofe orbs are minc 2™
Then, what are eyes, alas! the brightef eyes,
Forbid to languith on a lover’s fighs ?
The pouting lip, the foft luxuriant breaft,
If coldly fated never to be prefs’d ?
Ah, vainly #hefe like dew-clad cherries glow j
And #his as vainly vies with Alpine fnow!
The breath that gives of Araby the gales,
The voice that founds enchantment, what avails 3
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May,
Gifts of the Graces, all are thrown away |

But, poflibly, fome German Duke may move,

And make a zendre of his heavy love!

His wide domiinions—miles, p’rhaps; nine or ten;

His Myrmidonian phalanx—fifty men !

Butlo! his bearg, the fount whence honour fprings,

Swell’d with thejlicheft blood of ancient kings!

He comes! not for high birth, his own before!
'Great Duke ! he comes to woo our. golden ore,

And add (how truly happy Britairfs fate!)

Another leech to fuck the fanguine State ;
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To join (compofing what a goodly row!)
The Place-broker, old Scaw and Co,

Now MorruEevus (in compaffion to mankingl,
Made, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind)
Amus’d with dreams man’s ambulating foul, '
To recompenfe him for the time he ftole; .

Bade the beau dance, his Delia melt away,

Who box’d his ears fo cruel through the day ;

Of ancient damfels eas’d the lovefick pains,

Brought back loft charms, and fill'd theirlaps with fwains
Gave placid cuckoldom a conftant dame;

To brainlefs authors, bread and cheefe and fame;
Made driv'ling Monarchs fchemes of wifdom plan,
And Nature’s rankeft coward kill his man;

Guve to the chap-fall’n courtier wealth and power,
Who felt no favour at the levee hour,

Though tip-toe’d, hawk-like, watchful all the while,
To feize the fainteft glimpfe of Royal fmile;
_Bade happy Aldermen affume new airs,

Be-chain’d with all the fplendor of Lord May'rs;
And bade them too (without a gi'oat to pay)
Re-gobble all the turtle of the day:

Bade Gr.——n think his might could match a moufe,
And Cuamzzrs fancy he could build a houfe;

And
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And Lapy MouNT, th’ antipodes of Grace,
Think that the does not frighten with her face.

Now SiLENCE in the country ftalk’d the dews,

As if fhe wore a flannel pair of fhoes,

Lone lift’ning, as the Poets well remark,

To falling mill-ftreams, and the maftiff’s bark ;

To loves of wide-mouth’d cats, moft mournful tales;

To hoot of ow]s amid the dufky vales,

To hum of beetles, and the Bull-frog’s fnore,

The fpeétre’s thriek, and ocean’s drowzy roar.

Lull'd was each ftreet of London to repofe,

Save where it echo’d to a WaTcHMAN’s nofe;;

Or where 2 WaTcumAN, with ear-piercing rattle,

Rous’d his brave brothers from each box to battle ;

To fall upon the CyNTH1As of the night,

Sweet Nymphs! whofe fole profeffion is Delight !

Thus the gaunt wolves the tender lambs‘purfue,

And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue!

Thus on the flies of evening rufh the bats,

And maftiffs fally on the.am’rous cats !

. v |
Still was the Palace, fave were now and then

The tell-tale fect of love-defigning men,

: Night-
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Night-wand’ring Lords, foft patting on the floor,
Of Maids of Honour fought the chamber door;
Obliging door! that, op’ning to the tap,
Admitted Lords to take a focial nap,
And chafe moft kindly from each timid maid
The ghofts that frightful haunt the midnight fhade:
For very horrid ’tis, we all muft own, '
For poor defencelefs Nymphs to lie alone;
Since nights are often doleful, dark, amd drear,
And raife in gentle breafts a world of fear.
Nay, were not Lords ordain’d for Ladies’ charms;
To guard from perils dire, and dread alarms?
Yes! and like lock’d-up gems thofe charms to keep,
Amidft the fpeétred folitude of fleep.
How wicked then to fly in NaTure’s face,
And deal damnation on'a kind embrace !
Pardon, ye grave Divines, this dotrine ftrange,
Who think my morals may have caught the mange.
Still was the Palace, fave where fome poor fly,
With thirft juft ready to drop down and die,
Buzz’d faint petitions to his Maker’s ear,
To fhow him one fmall drop of dead fmall beer;
Save where the cat, for mice, fo hungry, watching,
Swore the lean animals were fcarce worth catching ;
Save where the dog fo gaunt, in grumbling tone,
By dreams deluded, mouth’d a mutton bone;;

Save
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Save where, with throats to founds of horror ftrain’ti;
Crickets of coughs and rheumatifins complain’d,
YLamenting fore, amid a Royal hold,

& How hard that crickets fhould be kill’d by cold I”?

Now Fame to Discorb’s dreary ranfion flew,
To tell the Beldame more than all the knew;
Who; at the Devil’s table, f’or her work;
For ever wc‘comc finds a knife and fork :
Discorp, a ﬂccplcfs hags who never dies,
With fnipe-like nofe, and ferret-glowing eyes,
Lean, fallow cheeks, long chin, with beard fupply’d;
Puor crackling joints, and wither'd parchment hide,
As if old drums, worn out with martial din,
Had clubb’d their yellow heads to form her fkin;
Discorp, who, pleas’d a univerfe to fway;
Is never half fo blefs’d as in a fray:
Discorp, to dceds,‘ indeed, moft daring giv'n,
Who bade vile Satan raife a duft in Heav'n;
Stirr’d up the fweeteft angels to rebel,
And funk the faireft forms to darkeft Hell;
Bade, by l‘ din, the humblei't fpirits rife,
Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the Skies;
For which they very properly were fent,
Unhappy Legions! into basifhment; - ‘
Doom’d
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Doom’d, for fuch moft abominab'e finning,

To broil on charcoal, with eternal grinning.

Discorp, who whifper'd to the jezilous Cain,
¢ Go crack thy brother’s box that holds his brain ;4
Which Cain perform’d, in godlinefs unftable,
That foe to piety and brother Abel:
Discorp, who haunts poor G——'"s maudlin DAME;
And makes her Duke of wifdom cry out ¢ Shame !"!
Who, after dinner, for her honoufs fcx:eams,
And grafps a Britith crown in drunken dreams ;
Then roars as though (what richly fhe deferves)
The D-ke had clapp’s a broomftick to her nervess
Discorp, who alfo often doth profane
The goodly ftreets and courts of Drury-lane; - .
Where bawd meets bawd, blafpheming, fwearing,drunk;
Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abufes punk:
Discorbp, delighting in the wordy war,
The pillar of the Senate and the Bar:
Discorp, who makes a ** delight in odc,
Slight *Square of Hanover for Tott'nham Road;
Where, with the tafte fublime of Goth and Vandal,
He orders the worft works of heavy Handel;

Encores

* Gallini’s Rooms are in this Square, m which is F*el'fm'l’-’le‘I
the celebrated Profeffional Concert,
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® Encores himfelf, till all the audience gape;
And fuffers not a quaver to efcape:
aDi1scorp, all eye, all mouth, all ear, all nofe,
For ever warring with a world’s repofe!

‘When FauMe arriv’d, the fhaving tale to tell,
Pleas’d was the red-ey’d Fury in her cell,
Where{corpionscrawl’d, whefe fcreech’d that noify fowl,
known in Great-Britain by the name of Oww;

Bats fhrick’d, and grillatalpas join’d the found,
Cats fquall’d, pigs wl\iin’d, and adders hifs’d around.

Clofe to the reftlefs wave her manfion lay,
Receding from the beam of cheerful day:
Hence on black wing the Hac was wont to roam,
And join the witches *mid the ftormy gloom;
Howl with delight amid the thunder’s roar;
Hang o’er the wrecks that crowd the billowy fhore ;
See, ’midft each flath, the heads of feamen rife,
And drink 'with greedy ears their drowning crics.
Around her dwelling™arious portraits hung,
Of thofe whofe noify namelffh hift'ry rung.

Here
o "This was a moft lndicrous ciscumflance that happened not

Tong fince, when his ®# ¢ and the Orcheftra were Jeft to them-
felves and God fave the King.
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Here, with fpread arms, whom Grace and Fury fll,
Thund’ring damnation, ftar’d Stentorizn HivLw:
There curs’d, Sir Joszrr Banxs, in queft of fame,
At finding fleas and lobfters not the fame.
Here a prime fav'rite, of a fainted band,
Hell in his keart, and torches in his hand;
Lorp GeorGE, by mobs huzza’d, and, what is odd,
Burning poor I’:ipifts for the love of God;
Pleas’d as old Ntro on each falling dome,
Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome!
There, in refpe&t to Kings, not over nice,
That Revolution-finner—DocTor Price;
Whofe lalwouwrs, in a moft uncourtly flile,
wif not, like geutle Burkt's, the Royal finile;
Gaig not from good Drvines both praife and thanks,
Call’d, by the wicked, ¢ Gofpel Mountcbanks,
« Mere Quack pretenders, from their lofty ftation
« Pufling off dle zoffrum: of Salvation;
“ Who, where the milk and honey flows, refort,
“ Iike rooks in corn fields, wck’ning all the Court.”
Here, leading all her bears {o favage forth,
Wild rag’d the Amazox1an of the Norti,
With Ruan leagu'd, t'attack the Turkifh hive,
And leave not half a Muffulman alive:
Vou. L. T Théte
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There ftorm’d a VixeN, far and near renown’d

For fweetnefs, meeknefs, piety profound ;

Her Sons abufing (in abufes old),

With ail the fury of a German {cold!

Theie, with fome fcores, werc feen, of cqual fame,
Thanks to a lonely taper’s livid flame!

The form of N.xpam ScHWELLENBERG fhe took,
Her broken Englith, garb, and fin-like look ;
Then fought the Palace, and the Royal ear,

And whifper’d thus, ¢ Mine God, Ser, nebber fear—
« Oh, pleafe your Majefty, you ver ver right:

¢ Shave all de rafcal, if but out of {pite.

¢“ Lord! Lord! how vill a mighty Monatch look,
¢ Not able, O mine God! for fhave a cook!

€ Dar like a king, I fay, what can’t do dat?

¢ Mine God! pray haf more fpirit dan a cat,

¢ Ser, in mine court, de prince be great as king—
¢ He {corn to ax one word about a ting.

¢ Mine Ged! de cook mufs nebber dare make groan,
¢ Nor dare to tell a Prince der foul der own:

< *Tis de dam Englis only, dat can fay,

 <Boh! fig for king! by God, I'll haf iy way.” -

< I haf fee Court enough—a Prince and Deok,
‘¢ But nebber with on fuih as dis to look : )
¢« I fay
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« 1 fay ver often to myfelf~—~Goode God!

¢ I nebber vifth a crown mine head for load !

¢« I do not vith myfelf more greater efils:

« A King of Englis be a King of defils.

« To punithment de loufy rafcal bring,

« And fthow dem all vat ’tis for be a King,

¢ America haf cover us vid fhame;

¢« Jack Wilkes, too, be a dam, dam uglifh name;

¢ And fal de paltry Cook be conquerer too 2—

¢« No, God forbid! as dat vill nebber do.

¢ De hair mufs fall before your royal cve,

¢« *Tis fometing, fags! to triumph ’pon poor fly."'—

Pleas’d with her voice, the King of Nations fmil’d,

For Pow’r with Monarchs is a fav rite child:

“ What! what! not fhave’em, fhave ’em, fhave cm,
fhave ’em?

% Not all the world, not all the world fhall fave ’em,

* I'll fheer ’em, fheer ’em, as I fheer my fheep.”—

Thus fpoke the mighty Monarch in his fleep:

Which proves that Kings in fleep a ‘peech may mzke,

Equal to what they utter broad aw:ke.

Charm’d with the mifchief full on Fancy’s view,

Quick to the Major’s room the Fury flew:
T 2 Put
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Put off the form of ScuwELLENBERG, and took

Of MapaMm HacGErDORN the milder look :

A woman, in whofe foul no guile is {een,

The Miftrefs of the Rabes to our good Queen—

A Queen, who really has not got her peer;

A Queen, to this our kingdom wond’rous dear;
Which fhows, however folks are apt to fport,

That all the Virtues may be found at court.

Now, in the Major’s ear the Beldame faid,

“ Yan Dixon—Yax, you muft not, man, be ’fraid.
< I like mufh your peteefhon to de King,

¢ Though GrorcE will fwear 'tis dam, dam faucy ting;
“ And fwear, dat as his foul is to be fave,

« Dat ebbry von of vou fal 2ll be thave:

“ Yan Dixox, rader your dear life lay down,

¢ Dan be de laugh (1nine Gote!) of all de town.

¢ De ver, ver littel boy an girl you meet,

¢ Vil point and taugh and hoot you trow de ftreet.
“ De fame (mine Gote!) vill chimney-fweep behave,
“ And cry, ¢ Dere go de blockhead dat was fhave:’
¢ ¢ Dere go von-poor fhave fellow!” cry de Trully
< ¢Becaufe he had de loufe upon his fcull.’

¢ Tknow he ﬁy. dar you fal loufe your lock,

“« Before to-morrow mornin twalfe o'clock.

« I tink
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# T tink dere may be battle—ncbber mind,
¢ T hope dat Godamighty will be kind.
¢ What if de King make noife about de houfe,

~

¢ For noting but dis dam confounded loufe;

“ He be but von, you knew; an den for you, '

¢ Mine Gote! Yan Dixox, you is fifty-two:

“ Tink, Yan, how GeorGE vas frighten by de mob,
“ When Lord Georce Gorpon make dat burnin job.
¢ Mince Gote! Yan, mind me, rader lofe dy place,
¢ Dan fuffer fuch dam nafty dam difgrace.

¢ T teli you true, indeed, ver true, dear Yav,

« His Majefty be ver goot fort of man;

*« But ver ver like indeed as oder nien,

« Dat is, a leetel ftubborn now an den.

¢« Tink, Yan, of dat ver ugly ting, awig,

L

¢ For pot-boy and de pot-giil run der rig!

~
-

Boh! filthy ting, enough de deffil feare;

-

¢ And made perhap of difival dead man’s hairt

-
~

I fal not wonder it, dy foul for thock,

A ¢holt come feize upoa der ftolen lock.

“ No, fags! nor vonders if dey come an pull

*“ De vig vid muth, mufh fury from dy fcull.

-

¢ "Pon fom poor ftrumpet head perisap dat grow’d,

’) rey

¢ Dat die of dam difforder, nafly toad ' em
T3 Thus

-
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Thus faying, lo! the Fury made retreat,

And left the Lord of Sauccpans in a {weat.

Juft like King Richard in his tent, Joun rear’d,
And verily a man of woes appear’d.

Now handling his fmall pig-tail, “ Now you’re here,”
Exclaim’d the Major, ¢ but not long, I fear:

¢« Perhaps fome good may follow this fame dream,

¢ And refolution mar this fhaving fcheme.

< Curs’d be the Loufe that fo much mifchief bred,
¢ And yiclds to barbers’” boys the harmlefs head :

¢ Curs’d be the razor-maker, curs’d the prig

¢« Who thought upon that greafy thing—a wig.

¢ Sare, 'twas fome mangy beait, fome fcabby rogue,
¢ Who brought a thing fo filthy into vogue !

« Had NaTuRE meant the {care-crow to be worn,

¢ Infants with wigs had certainly been born.

¢« But lo! with little hair, and that uncurl’d,

« But not with wigs, they come into the world!

« \Vhat fhame, that theep, that horfes, cows, and bulls,
¢ Should club their tails, to furnith Chriftian fculls !

~n

¢« But what a facrilegious fhame, the dead

¢« Can’t heep, peor fouls, their locks upon their head !

¢« What fhame, the {pcctres, in the midnight air,

¢ Should wander, fcreaming for their plunder'd hair!
Curs'd
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¢ Curs'd be the thaving plan, I fay again,

¢« Although the bantling of a Royal brain!”

Thus curs’d the Major to N1cut’s lift'ning ear,

Enough to turn a Chriftian pale to hear!

Thus, heedlefs of hereafter, for a pin

Will men and women run their fouls in fin!

Now paus’d the Major, with a thoughtful air;

And now foliloquy’d with folemn ftare:

¢ Drunk with dominion, gorg’d with vicious thoughts,

« With Folly teeming, doz’d by Flatt’ry’s draughts,

¢ Taught to admire their very maudlin dreams,

¢ And think their brains’ dull mudpools, Wispom’s
ftreams,

 Too many a monarch lives; but, lo! not ours!

“ A King, who Wisnowm’s very felf devours;

‘ Snaps at arts, fciences, where’er they rife,

*“ 'With all the fire of boys at butterflics.

¢ Such cannot furely own a little heart;

¢ Therefore our locks afd we may never part.”

Now, from a ftool, a tinder-box he took,

And fiercely with the ftone the fteel he ftruck;

And, after many unfuccefsful thocks,

The fparks inflam’d the tinder in the box;

Which, by a match which Joun did fagely handle,

Gave fudden luftre to a farthing candle.

T 4 Thus,



280 THE LOUSIAD. CANTO IMI.

Thus, if finall things with great we may compare,
We fee hard pedagogues, with furious air,
Strike with the fift, and often with a ftick,

Light through a {cholar’s fcull, ten inches thick,

Now, full illuminated, Dixon flolc,

Where lav a Mafter-cook within his hole:

From whence, to all th’ inferior Coqks they went,
Inclin’d to Oppofition’s big intent;’

But, not fo fierce, alas! for oppoﬁtion,

As in the threat’ning, bullying Petition;
‘f or men (it is seported) dath and vapour

Lefs on the field of battie, than on paper.
Thus, in the hift'ry or each dire campaign,
More carnage loads the news-paper than plain.
And now the Cooks and Scullions left cach neft;

And now, behold, they onc and all were drelt.

Lo! fullen to the kitchen mov’d the throng,
Gloom on each ¢ye, and filence on each tongue:
How much like crapc-clad-ﬁoumcts round a bicr!

#But, zh! imprefs’d with f(ﬁow more fincere;
;g;%??or oft, at tombs, with joy'the bofom burns—
" There, *tis the fable back alone that mourns,
Now
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Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire,

7 'ev fullen fat, their grief commix’d with ire;
Sodd ruminating all around the Same,

Like Harry and his band, of deathlefs name,
Nezr Agincourt, expestant of the day

Big with the horrors of a bloody fray;

A fray that threaten’d his poor little band,

To fweep it, juft like fpiders, to that land
Terra incognita yclep’d, which firetches
Afar—of which, imperfeét are our fketches;
Since all who have furvey’d this dittant bourn,
So welecom’d, were not fufler’d to return.
Thus did the Cooks cxpect the fatal inorn,

When, fheep-like, every head vaas to be fhorn.

Now to the whitening eaft they caft their fight,
And wifly’d, but vainly, an eternal night:
Not with lefs pleaiure ftares upon the day,
The wretch condemn’d-hard Nature’s debt to pay;
Condemn’d ere noon to act a deed abhorr'd;;
To ftretch, for Juftice’ fake, the fatal cord:
Not with lefs pieafure thrunk (unkrown to fhame),
A meat, drink, fhuff; and diamond-loving Danr,
When told, ¢ That if poor Hailings went to pos,
* Away went peards, and jewels, and what nor,

¢« Tormn
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¢ Torn from the ftomacher fo fine, yet foul,

¢ Which Av’'rice thirfted for, and Raprink ftole:”

Not with leis pleafure, in the vale of life,

Poor Ecr-v-T-~N beheld a youthful wife,

(Forc’'d, on a bed of ice, fweet flow’r, to MNoom ;
h! forc'd to fiine, a fun-beam, on a tomb)

That blooming yuthful wife, inclin’d to ftray

With Hau-rLrox, all in a billing way;

Juft like owo turties, or a pair of lambs,

Or ewes fo playfui with the frifky rams:

Not with lefs gice an old and hopelefs maid
Surveys the fun afcending from the fhade;
A fun, that gives a younger fifter’s charms,
So hated, to a bridegroom’s happy arms:
Not with lefs joy, that raging chafte old maid
Sees the frail Iair-ones in the Cyprian trade
Eicape the whip and gaol, and hemp befide,
By means of gentle MisTER Justice Hype.
Sweet wrecks of beauty! though, with afpic eye,
And giance difdzinful, Prubiry pafs them by,
With mincing ftep, and fquinting cautious dread,
As though their looks alone contagion fhed.
I view each paliid wrETcH with grief fincere,
And call on Piry for her tend’reft tear;

Sce,
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See, on their cheeks, the bluth of VirTue burn;
Hear from their fouls the figh of Ruin mourn;
View, veil'd in HorRroR’s gloom, their fwimming eyes,
Beaming with hopelefs wifhes to the fkies,

Like the pale Moox’s dim folitary form,
Wrapp'd in the darknefs of the midnight ftorm.
Too oft, by TREACH'RY’s Winning {mile betray’d,
Too fondly trufting, falls the fimple maid!

Too many a Tun—r—E& walks the world of woe,
To foul of InxocencE the facred fnow!

To love, yet nurfe the thought of viilain art,
How hard a leffon for the partial heast!

Too hard a leflfon for the female fou!,

Where [LovE no partner owns, ind {corns controul,

Not with lefs pleafure doth a Poct look
On cruel criticifin, which damns his book,
Or recommends it to that peaceful {hore
‘Where books and bards are never heard of moie,
Than look’d each man, with lengthen’d boding beard,
On that fad morn, which doom’d them to be flicar'd:
Not with lefs pleafure, likewile, let me fay,
A hungry author fees his dying play;
Child of his dotage, who furveys its fall,

Juft as mankind fhail view the tumbling Ball,
When
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When fun, moon, ftars, and all the diftant fpheres,
Burft in one general wreck about their ears.
Not with lefs pleafure did * Stk WiLL1AM’S eye
See SoMERSET’s bold wing defert its {ky ;
A fall, at wﬁich the Nation’s purfe exclaims,
“I'hat thund’ring crufh’d the back of roaring THAMES §
Not with lefs pleafure did S1r WiLriam’s ear,
A Jfecond crafh of this fam’d fabric hear;
‘When poor Sir Josuua, with his painting band,
Swore the dread day of judgment juft at hand.
Not with lefs glee, tenacious of his drofs,
Ross T ftarted—Reader ! not the Man of Rofs—
‘When MajesTy, to reft his royal head,
Afk’d of the Church’s mitred Son a bed ;
Poor

* This gentleman ftill retains the place of Comptroller of the
Board of Works, to the Kingdom’s furprife; but demerit in
Building, as well as in Painting, is a fufficient recommendation
to a cer:ain fpecies of Puvrons, particularly if the Profeffors arc
defpifed by the people at lurge. 1t is the money of this Nation
that is fought for, not the merit. The circumftance of being u
foreigner too (fur this fume Sin Wirtram Caamiers is a
Swede), carrics \‘iﬂl it 2nother ltrong claim to favouritifm !

A

4 The prefent Brsiior of ExeTer, who, ghen his Majesty
vifited that ancient City lately, mofft lbaudpmely excufed himfelf
the honour of entertaining his RoyaL MasTER, by billeting
him upon Dean Burrew. The following lines, extraéted from

4 manufcript performance of onc JouN PLoucHsHARE, called
. # The
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Poor Man! who proving, like his Sovereign, poor,
Beeg’d him to knock at goad DEax BuLier’s door;

BuLLERr,

The Roy an ProcrEss, we think, will elecidate this part of our
Er1c, and not be unacceptable to our rcaders.

’

¢ In comm’d the King at lafle to town,
< With douft and zwear 4z nutmeg browa,
< 'T'he hoffes al) in fmoke s
* Huzzaing, trumpeting, and iinging,
Red colours vlecing, roaring, dringing,
¢ 7.0 mad zeem’d all the voke.

Wiping his zweaty jaws and poll,
All over doufte we fpied "Squire RoLre,
¢ Clofe by the King’s coach trattin;
Now fhoving in the coach his head,
¢ Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed,
¢ *Squirk RorLz and GrokgEe be chattin.?

-

L

Now went the ALpErRmMEN and MAY'R,

¢ Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair,
¢ The Royal voke to ken;

When MeasTer MaY’r, upon my word,

¢ Pok’d to the King a gert long fword,

¢ Which b¢ pok’d back agen.

¢ Now thoofe that round his Worfuip !‘:ooﬁ?
¢ Declar’d it clumfily was dood ; :
¢ Yet SquirT, the people zay,
¢ Brandifh'd a gert hofs glyfter-pipe,
"I'o make un in his leffon ripe,
¢ 'That took ufs halt a dag.

¥ Now
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-

BuLLER, who took his wand'ring mafter in,
And ftufd with corn and oil his ferip and fkin 3
For which (on gratitude fo wont to dote)’

. The Monarch gave a TumeLER—worth a groat}
O glo-

¢ Now down droo Vorc-ftreet did thev com,
¢ Zam hallowin, and fcrecching zum:
< Now trudg’d thev to the Dean’s;
¢ Becaze the BisHoP zent mun word,
¢ A could not meut and drink avord,
-¢ A had not got the means.”

¢ A zed, that, ¢ az vor he, pcor ruan,
¢ A had not got a pot or pan,
«« Nor fpoon, nor knive, nor vork;
<t That he was weak, and ould, and fqueal,
¢¢ And zeldom made a hearty meal,
¢« And zeldom drade a cork.”

¢ Indeed, a is a moderate man,
< And zo be all the clargy clan,
¢ That with un come to chatter;
¢« Who, when they’re ax’d to a glafs of wine,
¢ To one thc wother they tip the fign,
¢ And beg my Lord’s fine water.

¢ Then az vor rooms—why, there agen
¢« A could not lodge a cock, nor hen,
¢« They were zo fmall,” a zed;
¢ And, az vor beds, they wudn’t do,
s¢ In number about one or two,
¢ Vor{elf and Joan the maid,

"% In
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O glorious act! an ad, how feidom feen!
O what a day of giadnefs for the Dean !
A gift fo rare, fo noble, fo fubliine,
Will ftupify the fons of diftant time.
This, let the BurLzr Family record;
This brietle treafure let the Bourers hoard;
Ye: fhow, exuiting, upoen gala duys,
To bid fome favour’d Guist adinire and praile,
Now did the Major hnim a tune fo fad!
I

Chromu:ic—in the robes or {orrow clad:

¢ In vooltfh things, a wudn’t be cort;

¢ "I'vae foopid to trewt cokes for nort :—
< Non; twazn’t kecic defte.

¢ Prefarment, too, Voul t) anl JCn.

¢ The King woud sever more vor'’n 2end,
< 'Lo lift un ¢ne peg hunher.

“ And yet vekes zav’s o man o’ o

« Houneft and good—but hoardih his pence

) «¢ Can’t peart with Jdrink nor met:

¢ An then why vore 27 the peepel rail 1

Qs
P}

“'T'o greace a vot,ould pig in the tail~—
“Cuun Weynovrs 0’ Long Leat”

« Well, to the Dean’s, bounce in they went,
¢ And 5!l the day in munchin {pent,
¢ And guzlin, too, no doubt;
< Ard, while the Gexsry drink’d <vithin,
¢ The Mo, with brandy, ale, and gin,
¢ Got roaring drank avrthour.’

287

But,
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But, lo! the ballad could not fear controuly

Nor exorcire 1. Barbers from his foul:

And now his lifted eves che cielingr fought;

And now he wiaitied—not {or want of thought,

A mournful air <he whitling Mxjor chofe:

Still on L :olilug eye the razors rofe,

From grave to {prightly now he chaiig’d—a jig—=
Still ¢'er his haunted fancy wav’d the wig;

Stil faw bis éye alarm’d, the * Scratch a'l')horr’d,
Like wild Macbeth’s, the vifionary fword.—

Thus, from what Kings, alas! may fancy funy

His lovirg fubjects may be glad to run:

Thus, whea Sarxt SwitueN {rom his fountain poursy
(SaixtT wa'rm:N, tutelary Saint of fhow’rs)

Beaux f‘\'p, belles fcamper, fly the cocks and hens,
With drooping plumage, to the fheit'ring pens s
While lo! the waddling ducks 7¢ Doum utter,

Flap their glad wings, and gabble through the gutter,

Sing, MusE! ! or, io! our Cants not complete,
What air he hunuw’d, and whiftled all fo fiveet.
Homcer, of ev'ry thing minutely {peaks;

From Heaven’s ambrofia, o a camp’s beef-fteaks ¢
, Then

* A fmall wig, or rather an apology for a wic, fo called, and
-generally worn by our moft amiable and auguft Monarch,
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"Then let us, Muse, adopt 2 march fublime,
And try to rival HomEr with our rhime;
‘Who, had a N1T, in Juno’s treffes bred,
Dropp'd on divine MinNERVA’s wifer head ;
Or Cook-like FLEa, exploring fome new track,
Hopp'd from the clouds to AcaMeMNON’s back ;
‘The Barp had fung the fall in verfe divine,
And Critics heard the {found along the line.
Jove call’d his Juno only faucy bitch;
The PorT thought it would his fong enrich:
Jove, too, jull threaten’d, with fome birchen rods,
'L'o whip her publicly before the Gods;
The Barp (though but a flogging-bout at moft)
Deem’d it indeed too facred to be loft :
Jove call’d his daughter only bich and fool
(Poor PaLLas, treated like a girl at {chool),
Threaten'd to ham-ftring her fix fav’rite nags,
And tear her bran-new phacton to rags;
The Barp, who never wrote an idle word,
Bade his bold verfe, the Gop’s bold fpeech record :
And had the THUND’RER but broke wind, the fong
Hﬁd, imitative, born the blaft along.—
Then be it known to all the world around,
To folks above, dnd people under ground,
Vor. L U ’ . Ta



260 ‘THE LOUSIAD. CANTO IIf,

To fith and fowl, and every creeping thing—
Lillibullero, and God fave the King,

Were actually the very airs he chofe!

But wherefore—Gop ALMIGHTY only knows!

THE



HEROI-COMIC POEM.

CANTO 1V,






THE ARGUMENT.

Mérnine and Majesty get out of bed together—A moft
folemn arid pathetic addrefs to the Mule, with refpe& to
Omens==A ferious complaint againft the Omens for their non
appcarance on {o important an occafion—The wives and daugh-
ters of the Cooks feek the Palace, to encourage their huf-
bands—A beautiful comparifon of cocks and hens—The difnay
of the Cooks- .-The natural hiftory of eyes—MisTer Ramus

_enters the kitchen—MisTEr Ramus is praifed for dexterity
in fhaving MajesTy—Mi1sTER RaMus’s confequence with
Majesiy faperior to that of great Minifters—MisTer
Ramus’s namby-pamby name Billy, given by Majesty—The
dread occafioned by MisTer Ramus’s appearance amongift
the Cooks—MisTer SeckEer, Clerk of the Kitchen, enters
in a pafion—MisTER SECkER threatens tremendoufly—A
wwife of oge of the Cooks nobly anfwers MisTER SECKER,
and vows oppofiton—MisTER Secker replies with afto-
nifhment, vociferation, and threat—The Hrro1ne’s rejoinder
to Mister Ramus, with much farcafm—MisTER SECKER
groweth very wroth—ftudicth revenge—~PRrUDENCE appeareth
to him, and adminiftereth great and wholefome advice—
Prupence becalmeth the Clerk of the Kitchén—A fecond
Heroine appeareth, fpeechifieth, and threateneth—{lily ale

, ludeth to the immenfe wealth of male MajEsTY, and the
heaps of diamonds belonging to fimale MajesTy—praifeth
her hufband’s cleanlinefs, and denieth a loufe-exiftence in his
head, and fquinteth at MisTer Seckkr as the probable
owner..of the animal—MisTER SECKER rageth a fecond time
~—One- of the finet comparifons in the world, between
MisTER SECKER in a paffion; and a Lec oF Murron and
Turx1es in the pot—The Poer paufeth, moralizeth, and
trembleth, at that Devil, lately introduced to the world, called

-'E@M.xfr, the enemy of MajEsTy—Some of the fweeteft

o U3 lines
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lines in the world on the occafion—PrUDENCE re-entereth te
becalm MisTer SeckEr, by clapping her hand on his mouth
—An inexpreffible apt bottle-of-fmall-beer comparifon—The
Coox-Major rifes in wrath, and is very fatirical on MisTER
Secker—The CLErk oF THE KiTcnen replies with intre-
pidity—A great deal of good Company rufhes into the kitchen
~—MisTER SECKER commands filence, and announces the will
of his Sovereign—The SovErEIGN eloquently announceth
alfo his own will—A faueet and fublime comparifon, equal te
any thing in Homzr,

TAE
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CANTO THE FOURTH.

WITH beauteous LaMBeRT’s blufh, and Russer’s
R {miles, -
Avurora peep’d upon the firft of Ifles;
And lo, to bleating flock, and whiftling bird,
Uprofe the Sun, and uprofe G. Tue THiIrD,
‘Who left his Queen fo cﬁarming, and her room,
To talk of hounds and horfes with the Groom.
Say, Musg, what! not ene cloud with low’ring looks,
To glOoni compaflion on the heads of Cooks ?
What! not one folitary omen fent;
Not one {fmall fign, to tell the great event 2 ?
On CarTo’s danger, clouds of ev’ ry fhapc
Hung on the ﬁrmament their difmal crape;
AvuroRia wept, poor girl, with forrow big;
And Pmnnqs rofe wmhout his oq}dcn wig!
But now the fkies thcnr ufual manners loft,
The fun and moan, and all thé“ftarry hoft!
U 4. ] Ne
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No raven at the window flapp’d his wings, -
And croak’d portentous to the Cooks of Kings s
No horfes neigh’d, no bullocks roar'd fo ftout;
No theep, like theep be-devill’d, ran about;
No lightnings flath’d, no thunder deign’d to growl;
No walls re-echo’d to the mournful owl;

No jackafs bray’d affright; no ghoft ‘gan wail ;
No comet threaten’d empires with his tail ;

No witches, wildly fcreaming, rode the broom ;
No pewter platters danc’d about the room.

Thus unregarded droop’d each menac’d head,
As though the omens all were really dead;

As unregarded (what a horrid flur!)

As though the Monarch meant to, thave a cur?

Now to the kitchen of the Palace came
Full many a damfel fweet, and daring dame,
"The wives and daughters of thofe Cooks forlorn
Whofe lucklefs heads were threaten’d to be fhorn:
Ire in each eye, and vengeance in each hand,
‘To cheer their hufbands, pour’d the boaftfal Band ¥
Thus, when the ancient Britons ruth’d to battle,
Their wwgk,mtrepld Join'd the general rattle; .
Encoumgmg their hufbands in the fray,
For fear fome pale-noszd rogues might run away :

k

glo-
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G glorious adt '—repelling coward fear,—
Thus cocks fight brave(t when the hens are near.

Now on the band of Ladiss ftar'd the Cooks,
And feem’d to fhiew hair-ruin in their looks.
Great is the eloquence of eycs indeed—

Much hift’ry in thofe tell-tale orbs we read!
‘What though no bigger than a button-hole,

Yet what a wondrous window to the foul!

The bofom’s joy, and grief, and hope, and fear,
In lively colours are depicted here!

Now to.the crowded kitchén Ramvus fprings, -
Ramus, call’d Brrry by the beft of Kings;
Who much of razors and of foap-fuds knows,
Well {kill’d to take Great Cesar by the nofe:
Much by his Sovereign lov'd, a trufty Page,
Who often puts great Statcimen in a rage;
Poor Torps! compell’d againft their will to wa?s,
Though afs-like laden with aff:irs of State,
Till Page'and Monarch finith deep ditputes
On buckfkin breeches, or a pair of boots!

Billy, a pretty name of love, fo fweet,
Familiﬁzafy', for aection meet !
: Thus
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Thus formal Patrick is transform’d to Paddy;
And Fatber, by the children chriften’d Daddy
And Onxvnk, who could e’en Kings control,
By maay a thoufand is baptiz’d OLp Novrr.

Speak, Reapkr, didft thou ever fee a ghoft 2
If fo—thou ftoodeft ftaring, like a poft:
Thus did the Cooks on BrLLy Ramus ftare,
Whofe frightful prefence porcupin’d each hair.
Now enter’d * SEckEr—and now thus he fpoke ;e
¢« This Loufe affair’s a very pretty joke!
« Arn’t you atham’d of it, you dirty dogs ?—
<« Zounds! have you all been fleeping with the hogs ?
¢ But mind—you'll be, to all your great delight,
¢ Bald as fo many coots before ’tis night.
¢ No murmurs, gentlemen—"’tis all in vain:
« When Monarchs order, who fhall dare complain ?””
Now from the female Band, a Hi;;loms rav'd,
¢ G-d curfe me, if my hufband fBall be fhav'd!
¢ You fhan’t, you fhar’t the felf s head difgrace ;
¢ T fay the man fhall fooner lofe his place. v
« Wigs, like the very';'levil, I loath, I hate—
* And curfe me, if a nightcap hugs his pate.”’—
¢« How,

® Late Clerk of the Kitchen.
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« How, Impupence!” the wrathful Secker cry’d,

With horror ftaring, and a mouth yard-wide—

< Where, where’s my ftick, my cane, my whip, my
fwitch ?

<« Who taught rebellion t’ye, you faucy b= P’—

« Mpyfelf,"’ with hands akembow, cry’d the Dame:

<« ] tell ye, Mifter Secker, ’tis a fhame;

<« [ tell ye that the Cooks will all be.fools,

< To [uffer razors to come #ear their fkulls.

<« Bitch too, forfooth! the language of a hog?

« If I'm a bitch, then fomebody's a dog.”

Now all th’ internal man of Secker boil'd;
From thought to thought of turbulence he toil'd 2
Now, refolution-fraught, he wifh’d to ftick her,
Now in her face to {pit, and now to kick her.

But PrRupENCE in that very moment came,
And fweetly whifper’d to the man of flame—
“ Fie, SeckEr! kick a woman! Secker, fie!
 On matter more fublime, thy prowefs try—
‘¢ No glory fprings from kicking wives of Cooks :
“ Strive to furpafs great Kings in binding books ;
¢ Tranfcend grear Kings in forcing flubborn kine
“ To breakfaft on horfe-chefnuts, fup, and dine;

' In
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#¢ In educating pigs, be thou as deep;

¢ And learn, like Kings, to feel the rumps of fheep,

t Go, triumph at the market-towns with wool:

¢ Go, breed for lady-cows the braveft bull;

¥ Tow'r o’er the fcepter’d GREAT in fat of lambs,

< And rife a rival in the breed of rams.— :

¢« Thefe be thine alts—from hence fair glory flows,

¢« Whofe beam, 2 bonfire round a Monarch glows.

¢ Surpals in charity towards the Poor;

¢ Nor bully ftarving Merit from the door:

¢ Behold, for patronage lean Gentys pant!

« What though the wealthy Great a #2//¢ may want,

« Yet, would they caft their eyes on pining Mzr1T;

¢ Thofe eyes wouild quickly warm her frozen fpirit.

¢« The jfoo/ may lift the Mour~zR from the tomb,

¢ And bid the buried feeds of GeN1us bloom.

« Yes, fcols of Fortune, did thofe fools incline

¢ To look-on humble WorTH, might bid her fhine:

¢« Thus tallow candles in a chandelier;

« Make the keen beauties of the glafs appear,

¢ Call into note a thoufand trembling rays,

¢ And fhare the merit of the mingled blaze.

¢« The GreaT thould bid like Suns their treafures flow,

« Whofe beams wide-fpreading no diftin@tion know ;
' ' ¢ But
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¢ But equal bid the crab and pine be ripe,
¢ And light at once a {yftem and a pipe,”

Thus Prunence fpoke, when SEckER to the Dane,
Confefs’d his fault, and ftopp’d the burfting flame.
Now ftorm’d a fecond Heroine from the band,

Call'd Joan, and full at SEckER made a ftand——

¢ ]fay, Tom fhan’t be thav’d—he fhan’t—he fthan’te
¢ Leek porridge, ftirabout, we’ll fooner want;

¢« We'll rather hunt the gutters for our meat;

¢« Cry mackrel,«or fing ballads through the fireet;

®¢ Foot ftockings, mend old china, or black fhoes,

¢ Sooner than Tom, poor foul, his locks fhall lofe.
¢ Humph! what a pretty hoity toity’s here?

« Tuomas, I fay, fhan’t lofe his locks, poor dear!
« Shay’d too! caufe people happen to be poor—
« I never heard of fuch a trick before.

< Folks think they may take freedoms with a Cook—e
« Go, afk your Master if he’d fhave a Duke.

“ No—if he dar’d to do it, I'll be curft:

« No,‘ SEckER, he would eat the razor firft.

“ Goodlord! to think poor people’s heads to plunder—
©“ Why, lord! are people drunk, or mad, I wonder?
¢ What! fhall my poar dear hufband lofe his locks

« Becaufe ¢ ha’n’t ten millions in the ftocks?
) « Becaufe
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Becaufe on me, forfooth, @ can’t beftow

A di’'mond -petticort, to make a thow?

Marry come up, indeed—a pretty joke—

Any thing’s good enough for humble folk :
Shov’d here and there, forfooth ; call’d dog and b—,
God blefs us well, becaufe we are not rich.
People will foon be beat about with fticks,
Forfooth, becaufe they han’t a coach and fix.

A fhan’t be thav’d, and Pm his lawful wife:
‘The man was never loufy in his life.

Ax what his mother {ays—his neareft kin—

¢ Tom never had a blotch upon his fkin,

¢ But when @ had the meafles and fmall pox.’
What for, then, fhall the fellow lofe his locks ?
¢ She never in her life-time faw (fhe fays)

¢ A tidier, cleanlier lad, in all her days—

¢ And all her neighbours faid with huge furprife,
¢ A finer boy was never feen with eyes I’

So, Mifter SEckERr, let’s have no more tozfe 5
Hount further for the owner of the loufe.

Sir, ’tis a burning fbeme, I’'m bold to fay,

To take p'e’s character away.

Who knows the varminc is n’t your own, odsfifh}!
You’re fond of peeping into ev’ry difh.”

Again
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Again of Stcker boil’d th’ internal man;
Thought urging thought, again to rage began:
Huge thoughts of diff’rent fizes fwell’d his foul;
Now mounting high, now finking low they roll;
Buftling here, there, up, down, and round about;
So wild the mob, fo terrible the rout!

How like a Lec or MuTToN in the pot,

With turnips thick furrounded all fo hot!

Amid the gulph of broth; fublime, profound,
Tumuituous, joftling, how they rufh around!
Now up the turneps mount with fkins of Thow,
While reftiefs lab’ring MuTTON dives below—
Now lofty foaring, climbs the leg of (heep,
While Tur~1p downward plunges *mid the deep?
Strange fuch refemblances in things thould Zie!
Bur what efcapes the Poet’s piercing eye?

Jutt like the Sun—for what éfcapés his ray,

Who darts on deepeft thade the golden day ?

Mufe, let us paufe 2 moment—here we fee .
A woman, certainly of low degree,
Reviling folk of elevated ftation ;
Thus waging war with mild SUBORDINATION.
Should fweet SueorDINATION chance to die,
Adieu to Kings and Courtier-men fo high;
| Then
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‘Then will that Imp EquaLiTy prevail,

‘Who knows no diff’rence between head and ﬁiil;

Then Majesty, the lofty nofe who lifts,

‘With tears fhall wath and iron her own fhifts ;

To darn her ftockings, from her height defcend,

‘Which now are giv'n to * MACKENTHUN to mend-ws

Turn her fair fingers into vulgar paws,

‘And wath her dirty laces and her gauze.

Then dimm’d are coronets that awe infpire,

And fceptres ftuff’d, like faggots, in the fire,

Ne’er let me view the hour, my foul that fhocks,

Wken female Majefty fhall wath her fimocks:

Such humbled grandeur let me never fee

Soapfuds and Sov’reignty but ill agree:

Maikin and Majefty, but ill accord :

Rubbers and Royalty, are kin abhorr’d!

Strange union! 'tis the Vulture and the Bat;

A gulph and mudpopl— eleiahant and rat;

A great Archbithop, and an Undertaker;

The Mufe of Epic, and a rigdle-maker;

A roaring King in tragedy {ublime ;

And he who pl4iig poer Pug in Pantomime;

The Lord who In the lSenate wonder draws,

" Firm in the fair fup?ort of Freedom’s caufe;;

" . And

A lady, attendant on the Princefles.
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And that fame Lord, behind the feenes, a fnail,
Who, crawling, of dn atrefs® holds the tail ;
MarcHest on the ftage with fteel and plume,
And that MarcHEss in 3 lad'y!s rooms

Sir 4 JoszrH, Jove.like, with ha hammeg’d arm,
Who thund’ring breaks of fleep the opiate charm;
And zbat Sz Josermy with » figpple Jook,
Colle@ing fimples near the Geiipld besak:

Again came Prupawos,, qualger-looking form,
Sweet-humour'd Goddefi, o fupprefs the ftorm,
Who clapp’d her hasds (inderd ﬂl aét upcouth)
Full on the gaping hale af Szex¥r’y moyth;
Comprefling thus a thoufingd iron werds,

Sharp ev’ry foul of them a5 poine of fwords:
But foon her hand ﬁrﬁ:ok his lips and chin;
Who dwn’d the Gm;;&“d by gave a grin.
Thusﬁomaﬁe&mofﬁmnbem .
If, mad, the corkﬂtnuldl:sgwithwddw.
Lo, to the bottie’s math the bﬂ,ﬂ& flics,

And wih dextricy bs ygpiie

L]

Vor. L. In
* Mifs qu

+ Sir Josurss Bange, ' 4 ol % .
mer 1o knock dowh n difpbtg ‘thy Royal Soclety

anake.
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]p vain the liquor buftles *mid the dome;

John quells all fury, and fubdues the foam!

Now rofe the Major—*¢ Mifter SrckEr—Sir,

¢ You make in this affair a pretty flir!

« *T'were doubtlefs a fine prefent in a dox,

< To offer to our fovereign Lord, the locks:

¢ Some va/t reward would follow, to he fure;

« A pretty litcle, fweet, fnug, fascure.

« Yes—MasTEeR Stcker well can play his cards:
¢ Sublime achievements claim fublime rewards.

¢ I humbly do prefume, Sir, that his Grace

¢ Has promis’d ye a warm Esxcifeman’s place:

¢ Some folks are Facks-in-gffice, fond of power!”
Thus fpoke she Coox, like vmegar fo four.

« No matter, Mafter Major, what I get;

¢ All that I know, is this, your heads fhell fiweat:
¢« I'll fee the bufinefs done, depend upon’t—

¢« Tll order matters, d—n me if Idon’t:

¢ Yes, Mafter DixoN, you fhall know who’s who—
¢ Which is the better gtmma'n, I or you.”

Thus anfwers SeekER to the man of woes,
*And points his fatire with a cock’d-up nofe.
Scarce had he un:erqd, when a noife was heard;
And now beholdeamiodey band appear’d !
With
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With Babsel founds at once the kitchen Fings,

Of Groom, Page, Barber, and the ss# of Kings!
And lo, the 53# of Queens muft fee the fur;

And lo, the Princefits b beauteous rult;

And Madam SorwsLrERSzRG cime hdbbling o6 ;
Poor lady; kiﬁng in the rice a fhoe!

But in revenge-phrfiiy, tHe lls how ke

The world would lofe a Ay, to' pm a fite.

And fiow fot Peacée did Secxar bawl aloud ;.
And lo, Prace cante at oriceamong the erowd.
In courts of jultice v, o b the huan,
« Silence!” the cryd¥ cally, &id Wl is mom—
¢« Cooks, Sciilions} il *dg,&igr aaid low depree,
¢« Attend, and léirh our Mdnareh’s will from sbe.
« Our Sovreift/brd e 'Riag, whofe word is fate,
“« Wills it His Wifdabs wﬁelw‘d each pate:
« Then, Gentlemen, pxhytakcyw' chairs a§ once 3
“ And let each bvbet falf uppil his fconce."
Thus thunder’d’ Szgx;ﬁ‘m a Mﬁxs-hke face,
And ftruck dimﬁr%ﬂﬁx!éﬁéhtyﬁc soafting race.
Thus roai'd Aédmh mid the martial fray,

When ev'ry ﬁ!g!ﬁﬂ” 'ﬁ’m rah away. |
.f 2. Calm
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Calm was the crowd, when thus the King of Ifles
Firm for the fhave, but yet with kingly fmiles——
¢ You muft be fhav’d—you fhall, you muft indeed:
¢« No, no, I fha'nt let flip a fingle head—
« A very filthy, nafty, dirty erick—
¢« The thought on’t turns my ftomach—makes me fick.
« Loufe—loufe—a nafty thing, a loufe I hate :—
« No, -no, I'll have no more upon my plate.
¢ One is fufficient—yes, yes—quite a ftore— .
¢ I’ll have no more—no mor¢, I'll have no more,”

‘Thus fpoke the King, like ev’ry king who gives
To trifles, luftre that for ever lives.
Thus ftinking vapours from the oozy pool,
Of cats and kittens, dogp and puppics full,
Bright Sov fublimes, and gives them,golden wings,
The cloud on which /il Taf;' the Cherud fings.

A POETICAL
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A

POETICAL EPISTLE, &-..

.

O BOSW.ELL, Bozzy, Bruce, * whatc’er thy name,
Thou mighty fhark for anecdote and fame;
Thou jackall, leading lion Johnfon forth
To eat MPherfon 1 ’midft his native North;
To frighten grave profeffors with his roar,
And fhake the Hebrides from thore to thore—
All hail! At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage
To give one fpark to Fame’s befpangled page
Is amply gratified—a thoufahd eyes
Survey thy books with rapture and furprife !
Loud, of thy Tour, a thoufand tongues have fpoken,
And wonder’d that thy bones were never broken!
}

Triumphant, thou thro’ T13z’s vaft gulph fhalt fail,
The pilot of our literary whale;
X 4 Clofe

Vide Nate, page 16.

+ The tranflator (bat in Dr. Johafon's opinion the author) of
the Poems attributed to Ossrax.
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Clofe to the claffic RamzLEr fhalt thou cling,

Clofe as a fupple courtier to a king;

Fate fhall not fhake thee off with all its pow’r,
Stuck like a bat to fome old ivy'd tow’r.

Nay, though thy Johnfon ne’er had blefs’d thine eyes,
Paoli’s deeds had reis’d thee to the fkies! .

Yes! his broad wing had rais'd thee (no bad hack)
A tom-tit twitt’ring on an eagle’s back.

THov, curious {crapmenger, fhalt li;g. in fong
‘When death hath ftillI'd the rattle of thy tongue;
E’en future babes to lifp thy name fhall learn,

And Bozzy. join with Weod, and Tommy Hearn,
Who drove the fpiders from much profe and rhime,
And fnatch’d old fteries from the jaws of Time,
Sweet is thy page, *I.ween, that doth recite
How thou and Johnfon, arm in arm, one night,
March’d through fair Edmhurgt pa@olian thow'’rs,
Which Croacina bounnﬁ:lly poxﬂ‘s;
Thofe gracious thow’rs that ﬁm@u with fragrance flow.
And gild, like gingerbreag, éhaworld helow
How fweetly grumbled t00 wad Samh rcma,rk,
« T fmell Yo&MBo&y‘; §n tite dark !”

Alad)

¥ Vide page 4.
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Alzs! hiftorians are confounded dull;

A dim Beeotia reigns in every fkull ;

Mere beafts of burden, broken-winded, flow,
Heavy as cart-horfes, ﬁong they go;

Whilft thou, a will-o’-whifp, up, down, here, there,
Wild darteft corufcations ev’ry where.

‘What taftelefs mouth ean gape, what eye can clofe,

‘What head can nod o’er thy enlivening profe?

Tq others? works, the works of tby inditing

Are downncht di'monds to the eyes of whiting,.

Think not I flatter thee, my ﬁxppant friend ;

For well I-know that flatt’ry would offend :

Yet honeft praife, I'm fure, thou would’ft not thun,

Bom with a fiomach to digeft a tun!

Who can refufe 2 fmile, that reads thy page,

Where furly S8am, inflam’d with Tory rage,

Naffau be?&mdrels, and with anger big,

Swears th'ﬁé‘are«rqgues, and ev’ry rogue a Wlug?

Who will not, too, th'y pen’s minutie blefs,

That gives pofterity the Ramurar’s® drefs?

Methinks I view his full, plam fuit of brown, *

The large grey buﬂzy wig that grac’d his crown,
Black

-# Vide page 9,
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Black worfted ftockings, little filver buckles,
And fhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles.
I mark the brown great-coat of cloth he wore,
That two huge, Patagonian pockets bore,
‘Which Patagonians (wond’rous to unfold !)
Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold.

I fee the RaMBLER * on a large bay mare,
Joft like a.Centaur ev’ry danger dare,

On a full gallop dafh the yielding wind,

The colt and Bozzy fcamp’ring clofe behind.

Of Lady Lochbuy {1 with what glee we read,
Who offer’d San®, *for breakfaft, cold fheep’s head ;
Who, prefs’d and worry’d by this dame fo civil,
Wifh’d the fheep’s head and woman’s at the devil,

I fee you failing both in Buchan’s {pot—-
Now ftorming an old woman § and her cot;
Who, terrified at each tremendous fhape,
Deem’d you two Demons ready for a rape:
I fee all marv’ling at, M¢Leod’s together
On Sam’s remarks| on whey 4nd tanning leather :
At

¢ Page 376. + Page 429, '1 Page 104.
§ Page 143.. j Page 29g.
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At Corrichatachin’s,* the Lord Enows how,

I fec thee, Bogzy, drynk as David’s fow,

And begging, with rais’d eyes and lengthen’d chin,
Heav’n not to damn thee for the deadly fin:

I {ee too, the ftern moralift regale,

And pen a Latin ode to Miftrefs Thrsle.$

I fee, without a night-cap on his head,

Rare fight! bald Sam in the Pretender’s] bed:

I hear (what’s wonderful!) unfought by fudying,
His claflic diff¢rtation upon pudding :4

Of Provoft Jopp,i I mark the marv’ling face,
Who gave the Rambler’s freedom with a grace:

1 fee too, trav’ling from the Isyz of Eco,

The humble fervant** of a horfe’s leg ;

And Snip, the taylor, from the Ist® of Myck,tt
Who ftitch’d in Sky with tolerable luck :

1 fee the horn that drunkards muft adore;

The horn, the mighty hora of Rorie More; 11
And bloody fhields that guagded hearts in quarrels,
Now guird from rats the milk and butter barrels.

Methinks the Caledohian dame I fee
Familiar fitting on the RamaLer’s knee,,
' Charming,
* Page 317. t Page 177. 1 Page 216.
§ Page 440. . It Page 39. «~  q Page z75.

¢+ A blackimith. ++ Page275. , 1f Page 254.
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Charming, with kiffes fweet, the chuckling fage:
Melting with fweeteft fmiles the froft of age;
Like Sov, who darts at times a cheerful ray

O’er the wan vifage of a winter's day.

¢ Do it again, my dear,”” (I hear Sam cry)

«¢ See who firft tires, my charmer, you or I.”

1 fbe thee ftuffing, with a hand uncouth,

An old dry’d whiting in thy Johnfon’s mouth;
And lo! I fee, with all his might and main,
Thy Johnfon fpit the whiting out again.

Rare anecdotes ! *tis anecdotes like thefe

‘That bring thee glory, and the million pleafe }
On thefe fhall fiture times delighted ftare,

Thou charming haberdafher of {mall ware!
Stewart and Robertfon, from thee, fhall learn
The fimple charms of Hift'ry to difcern:

To thee, fair Hift'ry’s palm, fhall Livy yield,
And Tacitus, to Bozzy, leave the field !

Joe Miller’s félf, whofe page fuch fun provokes',
Shall quit his:fhroud, to grin at Bozzy s jokes !
How are we all with rapture wuch’ , to fee
Where, when, and at what hour, you {wallow'd tea?
How, once, to grace this Afiatic treat,

Came haddocks, which ¢hg RaMrszr could not eat.

4

5 Pleﬂ’d,
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Pleas’d, on thy book thy Sov’reign’s eye-balls roll,
Who leves a goffip’s ftory from his foul |
Bleft with the mem’ry of the Perfian king,*
Who, ev’ry body knows, and ev'ry thing;
Who's dead, who’s married, what poor girl beguil’d
Hath loft a paramour, and found a child;
‘Which gard’ner hath.moft cabbages and peas,
And which old woman hath meft hives of bees;
Which farmer boafts the moft prolific fows,
Cocks, hens, geefe, turkeys, goats, fheep, bulls, and cows;;
Which barber beft the ladies’ locks can gurl;
Which houfe in Windfor fells the fineft purl;
Which chimney-fweep beft beats, in gold array,
His brufh, and fhovel, on the firll of May;
‘Whofe dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel ;
And whofe the puppet-fhew, that bears the bell ;
Which clever {mith, the prettieft man-trap} makes,
Teo fave from thieves the royal ducks and drakes,
The Guinea hens and peacocks, with their eggs,
And catch his loving fubjeéls by the Jegs.
Oh! fince the Prince of goffips reads thy book,
To what high honours may not Bozzy look ?

The

®* Cyrus.

* His ﬁ———y' hath pl'anted a number of thdfe trufty guar-
dians around his park at Windfor, for the benefit of the public.



318 EPISTLE TO BOSWELL,

The fan-fhine of his fmile may foon be thine—
Perchaunce, in converfe thou may’ft hear him thine :
Perchaunce, to ftamp thy merit through the nation,
He begs of Johnfon’s Life, thy dedication;

Adks queftions* of thee, and, O lucky elf,

Moft kindly anfwers ev’ry one himfelf.

Bleft with the claffic Im{'ning'r of a college,

Our K—g is not a mifer in his knowledge :
Nought in ¢ forehoufe of his brains turns mufty ;
No razor-wit, Jor:want of ufe, grows rufty:
Whate’er his jead fuggedts, whate’er he knows,
Free as eleftion beer from tabs, it flows!

Yet, ah! foperior far l—wit bokfts the merit

Of ‘never fuddfing people with the fpirit!
* < say’

* Juft after Dr. Johnion had beett honoured with an interview
with a certain greas perfonage, in the Queen’s library at Buck-
ingham Houfl, he was interrogated by 4 friend coacerning his
seception, and his gpinion.of the r-y-l intellect.—*¢ His Me——y
feems o he poﬂ’eﬂ‘ed. of fome good natute and much cariofity
(replied the Dodtor] : & for Hs g, itjs vot contémptible. His
M—-—y:ndmtwm mmluuuy? but, thank God,
he anfwe:e&ﬂmm all & e -

+ T!mua'myett cimmnhnu: the late Pe——g
Doy rutitisgd three patts of the’ tagney ordered for the edu-
cation of her chililren/ The effe® of this mifradle condudt was
fo confpicnons jin her daughter M-f--a. that the 1 received
from her darifg. Bty refidence in Desmiark, mqatbﬁlutel}'
unintelligible.
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Say, Bozz'y, wheh, to blefs our anxious fight,
When fhall thy volume *® burft the gates of light?
Oh, cloth’d in calf, ambitious brat, be born—
Our kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorg!

My fancy’s keen anticipating eye,
A thoufand charming anecdotes can fpy :
I read, Iread of G--ge the learn’d } difplay
On Lowth’s and Warburton’s immortal fray :
Of G—ge, whofe brain, if right the mark I hit,
Forms one huge Cycbpm&ia of wit;
That holds the wiklom of a thoufand ages,
And frightens all his workmen and his pages!
O Bozzy, ftill, thy tell-tale plan putfue:
The world is wond’rous fond of fomething new ;
And, let but ScanpaL’s breath embalm the page,
It lives a welcome gueft from age to-age.
Not only fay who &reatbes an arrant knave,
But who hath fneak’d a rafcal to his grave:
Make

* The Life of Dr. Jolmfon

+ His M——y’s commentary on the quarrel, in which the
Bifhop and the Do&or pelted one the other with dirt fo grace-
fully, will be a treafure to the lovers of literature! Mr. B. hath
a5 good as promifed it to the pubhc, and, we.hope, means to
keep his word. £
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Make o’er his turf (in Virtue’s caufe) a rout,
And, like a d-mn’d good Chriftian, pull him out.
‘Without a fear, on families harangue ;

Say who fhall lofe their ears, and who fhall hang ;
Publifh the demi-reps, and punks—nay more,
Declare what virtuous wife will be a wh-re.

Thy brilliant brain, conjeéture can fupply,

“To charm through ev’ry leaf the eager eye.

The blue-ftocking * fociety defcribe,

And give thy comment on each joke, and jibe:
Tell what the women are, their wit, their quality,
And dip them in thy ftreams of immortality !

Let Lord M‘Donald threat thy breech to kick, T
And o’er thy fhrﬁ;kingﬂmoulders fhake his ftick :
Treat with contempt the menace of this Lord ;

.*Tis Hift'ry’s province, Bozzy, to record,

‘Though Wilkes abufe thy brain, that ziry mill,

And fwear poor Johnf{on murder'd by thy quill;
What’s

* A club chiefly compafed of mef learned fadies, profound
- eritics, and flf-delegated ARBITERS of tafte, to which Mr. B.
was admitted.
4+ A letter of feverg, remouﬁrance was' fent to Mr. B. who, in
confequence, 'omxttedg in the fecond edition of his ]ournal what
i« fo generally pleafing to thé pﬁbhc, viz. ‘the feandalous paflages
relative to this nobleman.
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What’s that to thee? Why let the victim bleed—
Thy end is anfwer'd, if the nation read.
The fiddling Knight,* and tuneful Miftrefs Thrale,
Who frequent hobb’d or nobb’d with Sam, in ale,
Snatch’d ap the pen-(as thirft of fame infpires!)
To write his jokes and ftories by their fires;
Then why not thou, each joke and galé enrol,
Who like a watchful cat, beﬁ)}é a hole,
Full twenty years (inflam’d with letter’d pride) -
Didft moufing. fit before Sam’s mouth fo wide,
To catch as many féraps as.thou wert able—
A very Laz’rus at the rich man’s table ?
‘What though againit thee porters {- bounce the door,
And bid thee hunt for fecrets there no more;
With pen and ink fo ready at thy coat,
Excifeman-like, each fyllable to note,
That giv’n to printer’s devils, (a precious load!)
On wings of print comies flying all abroad ?

Vor, 1. o Y Watch

* Sir John Hawkins, who (as well ‘as Mrs. Thrale, now
Madam Piozzi) ‘threatens us vmh the life of the lite lexico-

grapher,

t This is literally true—**. Nobody is at home.”—Our great
peaple want the tafte t relifh Mr. Bofwell’s vehiclas to immor-
tlity. 'I‘hough in Lmlu, PoOF Rczzy is in adefert.
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Watch then the venal valets—finack thc maxds,

And try with gold to make them rogues and Jades:
Yet fhould their honefty thy bribes refent;

Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent: N

Like old Voltaire, who plac’d his greateft glory

In cooking up an entertaining ftory;

Who laugh’d at TruTH, whene’er her ﬁmple tongue
Would fnatch- amufement from a tale or fong.

Oh! whilft; amid the anecdotic mine,
Thou labour’ft hard to bid thy Hero fhine,
Run to Bolt Court,* éxert thy Curl-liket foul,
And fifh for gelden leaves from hole to hole:
Find when he ateand drank, and cough'd and fneez’d—
Let all his motions in thy book be fqueez'd :.
On tales, however- ftrange, imp"ofe thy claw;
Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ffraw:
Sam’s nods, and winks, _atqd laughg, will form a treat ;
For all that breathes of Johnfén muft be greas!

Bleft be thy labours, moft.advent’roiss Bozzi,
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Pip;zx,
He 2v'ns |

. In meem't, whete'the Dodlor lived and diéd.

4 Cur); the bdokfeller, freQuend) bribed peaple tg hunt the
remples of Cloacina for the letters of Pope and Swift.
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Heav'ns! with what laurels fhall thy head be crown’d !
A grove, a foreft,” fhall thy ears furround!

Yes! whilft the Ramsrzr fhall a comet blaze,

And gild a world of darknefs with his rays

Tbee 100, that world, with vv‘gnderrncnt; fhall hail,
A lively, bouncing cracker at his tail !

Ya . POSTSCRIPT



P OSTSCRTIPT.

A S Mr. BosweLL’s Journal hath afforded fuch uni-
verfal pleafure by ‘the relation of minute incidents,.and
the great Moralift’s opinion of men and things, during
his northern tour; it will be adding greatly to the
anecdotical treafury, as well as making Mr. B. happy,
to communicate part of a Dialogue that took. place
between Dr. Johnfon, and the Author of this Con-
gratulary Epiftle, a few month,bcﬁ)re the Do&or
paid the great debt .of nature. The Doctor was very |
cheerful that day ; had, .on a black coat and waiftcoat,
a black pluth pair of breeches, and black worfted
ftockings, a hand‘fome grey wig, a ﬂurt, a muflin
neckcloth, a black’ paxr of buttons in his Thjrt fleeves,
a palr of fhoes ornamented’ with the wery identical
fitle buckles that accompamcd the philofopher to the
Hebrides; his nails were verf neatly pared, and his
bedrd freth fhaved’ wn:h a razor fabrmd by the in-
| gemous Mr. Snvbny a

P. P. € Pmy, " Do&&xj, what is' your opinion of
¢ Mr. Bofwell’s literary powers?” .
T Fobnfon.
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Sobnfon. « Sir, my opinion is, that whenever Bozzy
expires, he will create no vacuum in the region of
literature—he feems ftrongly affected by the cacocthes
Jeribendi ; withes to be thought a rarg evis, and in
truth fo he is—your knowledge in ornithology, Sir,
will eafily difcover, ‘to what fpecies of bird I allude.”
Here the Dotor thook his head, and laughed. '

. P. P. © What thini( you, Sir, of his actount of
Corfica ?—of his chara&er of Paoli?”’

Fobnfon. < Sir, he hath made a mountain of a wart.
But Pzoli has virtues. The account is a farrago of
difgufting egotifin and pompous inanity.”

P.P, « I have heard it whifpered, Doctor, .that,
fhould you die before him, Mr. B. means to write

your life.” .

Fobnfon. < Sir, he cannot mean me fo irreparable
an injury.~—Which of us fhall die firft, is only known
to the Great Difpofer of events; but were I fure that
James Bofwell would write my life, I do not know
whether.I would riot anticipaté the meafure, by taking

" Y g L bis



326 - _ POSTSCRIPT.

bis.”” (Here he made three or four ftrides acrofs the
room, and returned to his chair with violent emotion.)

P. P. *¢ ] am afraid that he means to do ypu the

favour.”

Fobnfon. < He dares not—he would make a {care=-
crow of me. I give him liberty to fire his blunder-
bufs in bis own face, but not murder me. Sir, I heed
not bis aures epa—BoswEeLL write my life! why the
fellow poffefles not abilities for writing the life of an
ephemeron.” ' ‘

BOZZI
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THE ARGUMENT.

Ow the death of DocTor Jouxsox, a number of people, am-
bitious of being diftinguithed from the mate part of their
fpecies, fet about relating and printing fories and dons-morts
of that celebrated moralift. Amongft the moft xealous, though
not the moft exlightened, appeared Mr, BosweLL and Mapams
Prozzi, the Hero and Heroine of our EcLocugs. They
are fuppofed to have in contemplation the Life of Jounson;
and to prove their biographical abilities, appeal to Sir Jonwn
Hawxi1ns for his decifian on their refpedtive merits, by quo-
tations from their printed anecdotes of the Docror. Sir
Joun hears them with wncommor patience, and determines
very properly on the pretenfions of the contending parties.
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A.
TOWN ECLOGUE

T ———

WHEN Jounson fought (as Shakefpear fays)
that bourn, i

Fromwhence, alas! no t'ravellers return;

In humbler Englith, when the Doétor died,

ArorLro whimper'd, and the Muszs cried;

Parwnassus mop’d for days, in bufinefs flack,

And, like a hearfe, the hill was hung with black ;

Minerva, fighing for her fav’rite fon,

Pronounc’d, with lengthen’d face, the world undone;

Her oww, too, hooted in fo loud a ftyle,

That people migtit have heard the BIrD a mile;

Jove wip’d his eyes fo red, and told his wife,

He ne’er made JornNsoN’s equal in his life;

And that ’twould be a long, long time, if ever,

His art could form a fellow half fo clever:

Venus, of all the little Loves the da;m,

With all the Graces, fobb'd for BRoTHER Sam: .

Such
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Such were the heav’nly howlings for his death,

As if DamMe NaTure had refign’d her breath.
Nor lefs fonorous was the grief, I ween,

Amidft the natives of our earrbly feene:

From beggars, to the GREaT who hold the helm,
One Jobnfo-mania rag'd through all the realm!

¢ Who(cry’dtheworld) cannatchhis profe or rhyi'qg?
s O'er wits of modern days he towlts fyblime !
« An oak, wide fpreading o'er the fhrubs below,
¢ ‘That round his roots, with puny foliage, blow;
¢ A pyramid, amidft fome barren waltc,
“¢ 'That frowns o’er huts, thg fport of ev’ry blaft,
¢ A mighty ATtLas, whofe afpiring head
s¢ O'er diftant regions cafts an awful fhade.
‘¢ By kings and s, lo! his tales are told,
** And ev'ry &h&ws a grain of gold!
« Bleft! who his philofophic phiz can take,
« Catch ev’n his weakneffes—his noddle’s thake,
¢¢ The lengthen’d Yip of fcorn, the forchead’s fcowl,
«« The low’ring eye’s contempt, and bear-like growl.
<« In vain, the CrrIcs aim their toothlefs rage!
¢ Mere {prats, that venture war with whales to wage:
¢« Unmov'd he ftands, and feels their force no more
*« Than fome huge rock amidft the wat'ry roar,

, . ¢ That
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¢ That calmly bears the tumults of the (iecp,
* And howling tempgfts, that as well may fleep.

Strong, ‘midft the RAMBLER’S cn:gnies, was the rage
To fill with Sam’s Sgns-mots and talgs the pages
Mere flies, that buzz"d around his fetting ray,

And bore a fplendor, on their wings, away ;
Thus round his orb the pigmy planets run,
And catch thei .maequﬁre'.from the Sux. -

.At length, rufh’d forth two Cwumnns for famc,
A Scatchman one, and one a London dame;
That, by th’ emphatic Jounsonw, c.jlmﬁcn’d szzv;
This, by the Bithop’s licenfe, Damz Prozzs; .
Whofe widow'd name, "by toﬁer’s lov’d, was THRrALE,
Bright in the annals of elgction ales
A name, by marnaoc, .that gave up-the ghoft!
In poor PEDOCQH!O’—-HO(».——PIOZZI, Ioft!
Each feiz’d w1tlrardour wxld the gray goofe quill;
Each fet to wprk thc gatelle&ual mill ;
That pecks of bran, {o coarfe, bggan to pour,
Ta pne poor fplitary ggain of flour, * -

' ' e .k,.. S . Forth

. The au.thor was ngarlz commmmg a blun&gr—-fortunate
fndeed was his regolle&aon, as *Pedocchiv ﬁgmﬁeq, in the ftaha-u

lanjuage, that moft conttmptible of animals, a Louss,



332 BOZzZy AXND P102ZI.

Forth ruth'd to light, their books—butwho fhould fay,
Waicn bore the palm of anecdote away ?
This, to decide, the RIVAL wiTs agreed
Before Sir Jorn their tales and jokes to read,
And let the Kn1GHT’s opinion, in the ftrife,
Declare the prop’reft pen to write Sam’s Life:
Sir Joun, renown’d for mufical ¥ palavers;
The Prinee, the King, the Emperor of Quavers!
Sharp in folfeggi, as the fharpeft needle;
Great in the noble’art of tweedle-tweedle;
Of Music’s College form’d to be a2 FeLrow,
Fit for Mus. D. or MaEsTrO DI CAPELEA: |
Whofe yolume, though it here and there offends,
Boafts Gesman merit—makes by sulk amends.
High plac'd the venerable quarTo fits,
Superior frowning o'er oftavo wits
And duodecimos, ignoble fcum !
Poor proftitutes to ev’ry .vu]gar thumb!
'Whilft undefil'd by literary rage,
He bears a fpotlefs leaf from age to age.

Like fchool-boys, Io! before a two-arm’d chair
That held the By1onT wife judging, ftood the Pair:
T - Or
* Vide his Hiftory of Mafic.
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Or like two poneys on the fporting round,
Prepar’d to gallop when the drum fhould found,
‘The courLe rang’d—for vi&t'ry, both as keen,
As for a tott’ring bithopric, a Deawn,
Or patriot Burke, for giving glorious baftings
To that intolerable fellow HasTiNs.

. Thus with their fongs contended Vircrr’s fwains,
And made the valleys vocal with their ftrains,
Before fome gray-beard sade, whofe judgment ripe,
Gave goats for prizes to the prettieft pipe.

¢ Alternately in anecdotes go on; ° .
« Bur firft, begin you, Mapam,” cry’d Sir Jomv:
The thankful DaMe low curtfied to the cHAIR,
And thus, for viét’ry panting, read the Fair:

MADAME PIOZZI®

Sam JeunsonN was of MicHaRL Jounson bern;
Whofe thop of books did LarcurizLD town adorn :
Wrong-headed, ftubborn as a halter'd ram;

In fhort, the model of our Hgro Sam:
Inclin’d to madnefs too~for when his fhop
Fell down, for want of cafh te buy a prop,
For

* Vide Piozzi’s Anecdotes. page 3.
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For fear the thieves might fteal the vanifh’d ftore,
He duly werit each night, and lock’d the door!

BOZZY.s

Whilft Jounson was in Edinburgh, my wirk,
To pleafe his palite, ftudied for her life ‘
With ev'ry rarify fhe fill'd her houft,
And gave the DocTdr; for his dinnét, groufe.

MADAME PIOZZL¢

Dear DocTor Jounson was in fize an ox,
And from his Uncie AxDREW learn’d to hox;
A MaN to wreftleis and to bruifers dear,
Who kept the ring in SMITHFIELD 2 Whole yéar.
The Do@or had an Uncle too, ador’d
By jumping gentry, call’d Cornerivs Forp;
Who jump’d in bqbts, which Jumpers never choofe,
Far as a-famous JumrEr jump’d in fhoes.

BOZZY.t .

At fupper, rofe a dialogue on witches,
‘When Cnosrin faid, there could not. be fuch b-tch-s;
) ' ‘ ' And
* Bozzy’s Tour, pagé 38.
1 Piozei’s Anscdotes, page ;. 1 Page 39.
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And that ’twas blafphemy to think fuch hags

Could ftir up ftorms, and on their broomftick nags
Gallop aleng the air with wond’rous pace,

And boldly fly in Gop ALMic HTY's face:

But Jounson anfwer’d him, ¢ Theremight be witches;
“ Nought prov'd the non-exiftence of the b-tch-s.”

MADAME PIOZZILe»

When THRALE, as nimble as a boy at fchool,
Lcap'd, though farigu’d-with hunting, o’er a ftool;
‘The DocTor, proud the fame grand feat to do,
His pow'rs exerted,’ and jump'd over too;

And though he might a broken back bewail,

}He fcorn’d to be eclips’d by Mifter TarALE.
BROZZY.t
At Uninisa, our friend, to pafs the time,
Regal’d us with his kzlo“'lédgcs fublime;
Show’d that all forts of learning fll’d his nob,
And that in butch’ry he could bear a bob.
Ie fagely told us of the diff rent fear
Employ’d to kill the animals we eat:
“ An ox,” fays he, “in cou%xtry and in town,
% Is by the butchers conftantly nock’d down ; .
A
* Page 6. + Page 300,



336 BOZZY AND PlOZZI.

« As for that lefler animal, a calf,

¢ The knock is really not fo ftrong 3y balf;

¢ The bealt is only funn’d; but, as for goats,

¢ And fheep, and lambs, the butchers cut their throats,
¢« Thofe fellows ofﬂy want to keep them quiet,

<« Not choofing that the brutes thould breed a riot.”

MADAME PIOZZIL~*

When Jonxson was a child, and figallow’d pap,
*T'was in his mother’s old maid CATH’RINE’s lap;
‘There, V{hilﬁ he fat, he took in wond’rous leatning; .
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning ;
There heard the ftory which we Britoxs brag on,
The ftory of St: GeorGE and eke the DracoN.

BOZZY.+

When Foork his leg_,l by fome misfortune, broke,
Says J to Jonnson, all by way of joke,
« Sam, Sir, in ParagRarm, will foon be clever,
¢« And take off PerEer better now than ever.”
On which, .fays Jornson, without hefitation,
« Grorcr¥gwill rejoice at Foot’s depeditation.”

* : On
* Pape 15. | + Page 141.

1 George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, taken off by
Foote, under the charadter of PeTEr PARAGRAPH.
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On which, fays I, & penetrating eif!

«* Doctor, I’'m fure you coin’d that word yourfelf.*’
On which he laugh’d, and faid, I had divin'd it,
For, bond fide, he had really coin'd it.

« And yet, of all the words I've coin’d, (fays he)
« My Dictionary, Sir, contains but three.”

MADAME PIQZZL

The Doc'ron. faid, “¢In literary matters,
« A Frenchman goes not degp—he only finatters
Then afk’d, what could be hop’d for from the dogs;
Fellows that liv'd eternally on ﬁ:bgé?
 BOZZY.s
In grave proceffion to St. Leonard’s College,
Well ftuf’d with every fort of ufeful knowledge,
We ftately walk’d, as foon as fupper ended:
The L.anproxpmnd the Warrzr both attended:
The LanprLorD, fkill'd a ,pxece of greafe to ha,mte,
Before us march’d, and‘held a tallow. candle ;
A lantern (fome fam’d Scotfman its creator)
With equal grace wag carried by the Warrer.
Next morning, from our beds we took a leap,

And found ourfelves much betrer for our fleep.
Vou. L ) Z ) MADAME

« Page 55,

o
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MADAME PIOZZI1.»
In Lincolnfhire, a lady fhow’d our friend
A grotto, that the wifh’d him to comimend ;
Quoth fhe, «“ How cool in fummer this abode !”’—
« Yes, Madam, (anfwer’d Johnfon) for a read.”

BOZZY.$

Between old Scalpa’s rugged ifle and Rafay’s,
The wind was vaftly boift’rous in our faces:
*Twas glorious, Jounsow’s figure to fet fight on—
High in the boat, he look’d a noble Trrron!
But, lo! to damp our plcai"urc Fate concurs,
For Joe, the blockhead, loft his mafter’s fpurs:
This for the RAMBLER’s temper was a rubber,
Who wondé.r'd Joleph could be fuch a lubber.

MADAME PIOZZIt

I afk’d him if he knock’d Tom Oseorn § down;
~As fuch a tale was current through the town—

Says I, ¢ Do teil me, DocTer, what befell.”’—

“ Why, deareft lady, there is nought to zel/ :

¢ I ponder’d on the prop’refé mode to freat him—

“ The

* Page 203. " Page 185.
1 Page 232, § Bookfeller,
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« The dog was impudent, and‘fo I beat him!
« Tom, like a fool, proclaim’d his fancied wrongs;
«¢ QOtbers, that I belabour’d, held their tongues.”

Did any one, that he was bappy, cry—
Jounson would tell him plumply, ’twas a Jie. .
A Lapy* told him fhe was really fo;
On which he fternly anfwer’d, ¢ Mapam, no!
¢ Sickly you are, and ugly—foolifh, poor;
¢ And therefore can’t be happy, I am fure:
« *Tweuld make a fellow hang himfelf, whofe ear
« Were, from-fuch creatures, forc’d fuch ftuff to hear.”

BOZZY.4
Lo! when we landed on the Hle of Muts,
The megrims got into the DocTor’s fcull:
With fuch bad humours he began to fil,
I thought he would not go to IcoLmKILL:
Butlo! thofe megrims (wonderful to utter!)
Were banifh’d all by tea and bread and butter !

'MADAME PIOZZI,

Quoth I to Jounson—Dottor, tell me true,
Who was the ¢/ man that you ever knew ?
' c L Za He

_‘ ¢ Page zés. . + Page 386.



340 BOZZY AND PIOZZI.

He anfwer’d me at once,. GEORGE PsALMANAZAR
Keen in the Englifh language as 4 razor.

Such was the ftrange, the ftrangeft of replies,

That rais’d the whites of both my wond’ring eyes;
As this fame GEORGE, in imizoﬁtion ftrong,

Beat the firft liars that e’er wagg'd a tongue.

ﬁ 0ZZY.*
I wonder’d yefterday, that one Joun Hav,
Who ferv’d as Ciceroné on the way,
Should fly a man of war—a fpot fo bleft—
A fool! nine months, too, after he was preft.
Quoth Jouwnson, “ No man, Sir, would be a failor,
 With fenfe to fcrape acquaintance with a jailgr.

" MADAME PIOZZILt

I faid, I lik’d not goofe, and mention‘d why :e—
. One fmells it roafting on the fpit, quoth I.
¢« You, Madam,” cry’d the DocToRr, with a frown,
. ¢ Are always gorging—ftuffing fomething down :
¢ Mabpawm, ’tis very nat’ral to fuppofe, :
¢ If in the pantry you will poke your nofe,
“ Your maw with ev'ry fort of victuals fwelling,
« That you s/t want the blifs of dimner fmelling.”
. - P . BOZZY.
* Page 151 - 4 Page 103,
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BOZZY.

As at ARGYLE’s grand houfe my hat I took,
To feek my alehoufe, thus began the Duke:
. ¢ Pray, Mifter Bofwell, won’t.you have fome tea ?”
To this I made my bow, angd did agree—
Then to the drawing-room we both retreated,
Where Lapy Berty HamizTon was feated
Clofe by the DucHzss, who, in df.ép difcourfe,
Took no more notice of me than a horfe.
Next day, myfelf and Doctor Jounson took -
Our hats, to go and wait upon the Duke.
Next to himfelf the Duxe did Jounson place;
But I, thank God, fat fecond to his Grace. *~
The place was due mett furely to my merits—
And faith, T was in very prerty fpirits:
I plainly faw (my penetration fuch-is) . |
T was not yet in favour with the Ducsess.
Thought I, T am not difcgriéerfed yet;
Before we part, I'll give her Grace a fweat—
Then looks of intrepidity I put on,‘ '
And afk'd her, if 4he’d have a plate of mutton.
This was a glorious deed, muft be confefs'd!
I knew I was the Duke's,” and not ber gueft!
Knowing—as I'm 2 man,of tip-top breeding,
That great folks drinlf, no healths whilft they are feeding,

Z 3 I took
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1 took my glafs, and looking at her GRacE,

1 ftar’d her like a devil in the face;

And in refpefiful terms, as was my duty,

Said I, «“ My Lapy DucHess, I falute ye:”
Moft audible, indeed, was my falute,

For which fome folks will fay I was a brute;
But, faith', it dath’d her, as I knew it would;
But then I knew that I was fleth and blood.

MADAME PIOZZIL*

Once at our ho:..rfe, amidft ou} ArTic feafls,
We likén'd our acquamtanCCs to beafts :
As for cxamplc——-fome to calves and hogs,
And foine to bears, and monkeys, cats and dogs;
We faid, (which charm’d the DogTor much, no doubt)
His mind was like, of ErrpranTs, the Sreut,
That could pick pins uI;;" yet poflefs’d ‘the vigour
For mmmmg v.ell the jacket of a TIGER.

L}

BOZZYf
Auguft the ﬁftecnth .Sunday, Mifter Scott
Did breakfaft with us~—when upon the fpot;
"To bim, and unto Dob‘n‘ Jounsox, lo!
Sir WILLIAM Forzgs, fo clever, did I fhow;

»

A man

* Piige 204. + Page1s.
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A man that doth not after roguery hanker;

A charming Chriftian, though by trade a banker ;
Made too of good companionable ftuff;

And this, I think, is faying full enough

And yet it is but jufticé to record,

That when he had the meafles—’pan my word,
The people feem’d in fuch a dreadful fright,

His houfe was all furrounded day and maht,

As if they apprehended fome great evil,

A general conflagration, or the devil.

And when he better’d—oh! ’twas grand to fee ’em
Like mad folks dance, and hear ’em fing T¢ Deum.

MADAME PIOZZLe
Quoth Jouwson, ¢ Who d’ye thmk my Jife will

"’ B

write !
“ GoLpsMITH,” fald I —ngth he, < The doo s vile
« {pite, ‘

« Befides the fellow’s monftrous love of lying,
“ Would doubtlefs make the book not worth the -

« buying.”

. BOZZY.+
That vsorthy gentleman, good ‘Mr. Scotr, -
Said, ’twas our SocrATEs's lucklefs lot
PR AP ) . Te

‘ »
# Page 31. + Page 13.-
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To have the warTER, a fad nafty blade,

To make, poor gentleman, his lemonade ;

Which wartTer, much againft the DocTor’s with,
Put with his paws the fugar in the dith :

The DocTor, vex’d at fuch a filthy fellow,

Began, with great propriety, to bellow;

Then up he-took the difh, and nobly flung

The liquor out of window on the dung;

And DocTtor Scorr declar’d, thag, by his frown,
He thought he wduld have knock'd the fellow down,

MADAME . .PIOZZL+

Dear DocTor Jounson left off drinks fermented ;
With quarts of chocolate and cream contented ;
Yet often down his throat’s prodlglous gliter,
Poor man! he pour’d a flood of melted butter !

_ BOZZY, -
With glee, the Doctoy did @r girl behald ;
Her name Vsnonftm, Juf’c fbur months old
This name VERONICA, 2 mﬁtxhough quamt, .
Belong'd originally to a Saint; -
e e But

¢ ‘Page 102.
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But to my old Great Grandam it was giv’n—
As fine a woman as e'er went to Heav'n;

And what muft add to her importance much,
This lady’s genealogy was Dutch.

‘The man who did efpoufe this dame dlvme,
‘Was ALexaNDER, Earl of chardmc,

Who pour’d along my body, like a ﬂu1ce,

The noble, noble, noble blood of Bruce}

And who that own’d this blood could well refufe
To make the world acquainted with the news 2
But to return unto my charming child—

About our Doétor Jounson the was wild;

And when he left off fpeaking, fhe would flutter,
Squall for him to begin again, and fputter !

And to be #ear him a ftrong wifh exprefs'd,
Which proves he was not fuch a horrid beaft.
Her fondnefs for the Do&tor pleas’d me greatly ;
On which I loud exclaim’d 'in language ftately,
Nay, if I recollect aright, I fwors, ’

I'd to her fortune add five bundred more! '

MADAME PIOZZILe
One day, as we were all in talking loft,
My mother’s fav’rite {paniel ftole the toaft;
. i

* Page 256.
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On which, immediately, I fcream’d, ¢ Fie.on her—
<« Fie, BELLE,” f;‘tid I, ¢you us’d to be on honour.” —
“ Yes,” Jounson cry’d; ¢ but, Madam, pray be told,
¢ The reafon for the vice is—BELLE grows 0/d.”
But Jounson never could the dog a:bidc,

Becaufe iny mb;her wafh’d and comb’d his hide.

The truth on’t is—BELLE was not too well bred,
Who always would iz/i# on being fed ;

And very often to0, the faucy SLUT

Infifted upon havmg the firft cut.

BOZZY.
‘Laft night much care for Jornson’s cold was us'd,
Who, hitherto, 'without his nightcap feoz'd ;
That ‘nought might treat fo wandﬂfu{;a man 1ll,
Sweet Mifs M‘Leop did make a cap of flannel;
And after putting it about his head
She gave him brandyas hc ‘went to bed.

MADAME PIOZZLs ,
One night we parted at the DocTor’s 'door,
When thus I faid, 4s I had faid before,
“ Don’t forgey Dicky, DocTor=—mind poor Dxck ”
On which he tum’d round on his heel fo quick,
¢« ‘Madam,”

-# Page 204.
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¢ Madam,” quoth he, ¢ and when I’ve ferv'd tbat elf,
« 1 guefs I then may go and bang myfelf,”

) BOZZY.«
Atnight, weli foak’d with rain, and wond’rous weary,
We got as wet as fhags to INVERARY ;
We fupp’d moft reyally—were vaftly frifky,
When Jounson order’d up a gill of whifky:
Taking the glafs, fays I, < Here’s Miftrefs Thrale.”—
¢ Drink her in whiy not,” faid he, ¢ but ale.”

MADAME PIOZZL#

The DocTor had a cat, and chriften’d Hodge,
That at his houfe in Fleet-Street us’di to lodge.
This Hodge grew old, and fick, and us'd to with
That all his dinners might be form’d of jb: -
To pleafe poor Hodge, the DocTor, all fo kind,
Went out, and bought hitm gyfters 2o bis mind ;
This evéry day he did—nor afk’d black Frank 1,
"Who deem’d himfelf of much too high a rank,
With vulgar fifb-fags to be f_'orc’d‘to chat,

And purcﬁaié oyfters for a mangy cat.

SIR JOHN.
For God’s fake ftay each anecdotic fcrap ;
Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap;
| ' With

t¥

* Page 483. + Page 102, 1 Dr. Johnfon’s fervant.
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With one half-hour’s reftoring flumber bleft,
And Heav'n’s affiftance, I may 2ear the reff.

-Afide]—W hathave I done, informme, gracious Lord !
"That thus my ears with nonfenfe thould be bor’d ?
Oh! if Ido not in the trial die,

The Devil and all his brimftone T defy.

No punithment in other worlds I fear;

My crimes will all be expiated bere.

Ah! ten times happier was my lot of yore,

When, rais’d to ¢onfequence that all -adore,

1 fat, each feffion, king-like, in the chair,

Aw'd ev'ry rank, and made the million ftare :
Lord paramount o’er ev’ry Juftice riding ;-

In caufes, with a Turkifh fway, deciding!

Yes, like a noble Baff;aw’: of threz tails,

1 fpread a fear and trembling through the jails?”
Bleft, have I brow-beaten each thief and ftrumpet,
And blafted on them, liké the laft day’s trumpet.

I know no paltry weaknefs of the foul— '

No fniv’ling pity dares my deeds control:
Afham’d, the weanefs of my King I hear;

‘Who, childith, drops on ev'ry death* a tear.

' ' Return

'S

* Such is the report concemiﬁg his méft fender-bearted MajEsTY ,
when he fuffers the law to take its courfe on criminals. How
unlike the Great Freperic of Pruffia, who Jelights in a banging !,
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Return*, returnagain, thou glorious hour,
That to my grafp once gav’ft my idol, pow’r;
‘When at my feet the hunible knaves would fall ;
The thund'ring Fupiter of Hicks’s HavL.

The Kn1cuT thus finifhing his fpeech fo fair,
Sleep pull’d him gently backwards in his chair;
Op’d wide the mouth that oft dn jail-birds fwore,
-Then rais’d his nafal orcaN to 2 roar,
That altually furpafs’d, in fere and grace,
The grumbled ditties of his fav’rite zafe.t

* Sir John wifhes in vain—His hour of infolence returns no
more !

4+ The violoncello, op which the Knight is a performer.

ECLOGUE
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E C L O G U E.

CPART IL

N OW fromhis ﬂcep.the Knr1cuT,affrighted, fprung,

‘Whilft on his ear the words of JoHNsON rung;

For, lo! in dreams, the furly RaMBLER rofe,

And wildly ftaring, feem’d’a man of woes.

¢« Wake, Hawkins,” (growl’d the Dottor, with a
frown) K - )

« And knock zbaz fellow and zbat woman down :

“ Bid them with Jounson’s life proceed no further;

* Enough already they' Kave élgalt in murther:

« Say, to their tales that little truth belongs;

« If fame they mean ﬁ;g, bid them hold their tongues.

¢ .

:

¢ In vain at glory ‘gudgeon"Boswr:LL fnaps—
¢ His mind, a paper kite—compos’d of fcrapss
 Juft o’er the tgps of C‘Iii@:meys form’d to fly ;
¢ Not with.a wing fublime, to- mount the fy.
¢ Say to thcﬁogF his head’s e’downrig_ht drum,
« Unequal to the Hift'ry of Tom THuMs:
Nay—



BOZZY AND PIOZZI, 351

« Nay—teil, of anecdote, that thirfty leech,
¢ He is not equal to a2 Tyburn Speech.*

¢ For that Piozz1’s wife, SIr. Jonn, exhort'hcr,
« To draw her immortality from porter ;
¢ Give up her anécdotical inditing,
« And ftudy houfewifery inftead of writing:
¢ Bid her a poor biogtaphy fufpend ;
¢ Nor crucify, through vinity, a friend.
« I know no bufinefy women have with learning ;
« If{corn, I hate the mole ey’'d ba»"f—dycérm'ng;
< Their wit but ferves a hufband’s heart to rack,
“ And make eternal horfewhips for his back.

“ Tell PeTzr PiNpar, {hould ybu chance to meet

I Tt

him,
¢« Ilike his nenms—fhould bé OrIad to greet him:
¢« Yet let him know, crown’d beads are facred things,
¢.And let him rev rence more the ¢ft of kings i
« Sull

* Compofed for the unfottunatc brave of Newgate, by dif-
ferent hiftorians. % L

+ This is a firange and almoft mcrednble fpeech from Jorw-
son’s mouth, as, not many years ago, when the age of a cerruin
GREAT PERSONAGE became the fubje& of debate, the Doctor
broke in upon the converfagion with the fol!owing queftign : —

¢ Of what importance to the prefent company js his age P—Of
what



352 BOZZY AND PIOZZI.

«¢ Still on his pegafus continue jogging, .
« And give that-BoswzrL’s back another flogging.”

Such was the dream that wak'd the fleeping Knight,

And op’d again his eyes u'pon- the light—

‘Who, mindlefs of old Jounso~ and his frown,

And ftern commands to knock the couple down,
Refoiv'd to keep thie peace—and, in a tone

Not much unlike a maftiffeo’er a bone,
}gc grumbled, that, enabled by the nap,

He now could meet more biographic fcrap;

-Then nodding with a magiftragal air,

To farther anecdote he call'd the FaIr.

Ws.wxm Prok gL

Dear Doftor J ogns!m lov'd a leg of pork,
And hearty on it wouai his grinders work :
' E He

¢ what impoftance wonld it have been to the world if he had
¢ never ex:ffed 2 If we may judge likewife from the following
fpecch, he deemed:.the pregf ifor of a certain THRONE as
much an »/#er as Kinc ILLIAM, whom, accordmg to
Mr. BoswELL’s account, he b¢ftcamdrels. “The flory is this :—An
acquaintaace of an»naom s, Mif§ RBrNoLns, atked him if he
could not ing. He replied, I know but ne fong 3 and that is,
¢ The Kinc fhall enjoy his otun again,”

¢ Page 8.
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He lik’d to eat it fo much over done,

That one might fhake the fleth from off the bone.
A veal pye too, with fugar cramm’d and plums,
'Was wond’rous grateful to the Doctor’s gums.
Though us’d from morn to night on fruit to fruff,

He vow’d his belly never had enough.

BOZZY.»

One Thurfday morn'did Doctor Jouwnson wake,
And call out Laﬁky, Lanky,” by miftake—
But recolle€ting—¢¢ Bozzy, Bozzy,” cr9’d—

For in contrattions JounsoN took a pride!

MADAME PIOZZI+
Whene’er our friend would read in bed by night,
Poor Mifter TaraLE and I weré in a fright ;
For, blinking on his book too near the flame,
Lo! to the fore-top of his wig it came; -
‘Burnt all the hairs away, both gteat and fmall,
Down to the very net-work, nam’d the caul.

BOZZY.t

At Corrachatachin’s, in hoggifin funk,
I gat with punch, alas! confounded drunk :
Vou. I ~ Aa Much

* Page 384. { Page 237. 1 Page 317.
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Much was I vex’d that I could not be quiet,
But, like a ftupid blockhead, breed a riot—
I fcarcely knew how ’twas I reel’d to bed.
Next morn I wak’d with dreadfu] pains of head,
And terrors too, that of my peace did rob me;
For much I fear'd the Moralift would mob me.
But as I lay along, a heavy log,
The Doctor, ent'ring, call’d me drunken dog.
Then up rofe I with apoftolic.air,
And read in Dame M*Kannon’s book of pray'r,
-In hopes for fuch a fin to be forgiv’n,
And make, if poffible, my peace with heav’n.
>Twas ftrange that, in that volume of divinity,
I op’d the T'wentieth Sunday after Trinity,
And read thefe words—¢ Pray be nqgt drunk with wine;
¢ Since dru'nkenneﬁldétﬁ make a man a fwine.’
¢ Alas!” fays I,  the finner that T am!”
And having made my fpggch,. I took a dram.
y ' -
MADAME PIOZZLe
One day, with {pirjts low, and forrow fill'd,
"1 told him that Ihaﬁ; coufin kil'd: .
« My
* Page 63.
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¢ My dear,” quoth he, for heav’n’s fake hold your
¢ canting;

¢« Were all your coufins kxll’ d, they’d not be wanting:

¢ Though Death on each of them fhould fet his mark,.

¢ Though ev’ry one were fpitted like a lark,

¢ Roafted, and giv’n that dog thers for a ineal,

¢ The lofs of them the wotld would never feel :

¢ Truft me, dear Madam, all your dear relations

¢ Are nits—are nothings in the eye of nations.”

Again,* fays I, one day, ¢ I do believe,
¢ A good acquaintance that I have will grieve
“ To hear her fricnd hath.loft a large eftate.”—
¢ Yes,”.anfwer’d he, ¢ lament as much her fate,
« As did your berfe (I freely will allow)
*¢ To hear of the m jmrrmge of yGur cow.”’

BOZZY.*
At Enoch, at M‘Queen’s, we went to bed ;
A colour'd handkerchief wrapp’d Jornson’s head:
He faid, ¢ God blefs us fotb—good pight;" and then,
I, like a parith clerk, pronounc’d Amen!
My good companion foon by fleep was feiz'd;
But I, by blice and fleas, was fadly teaz'd;
Aaa. Methought
* Page 189. ¢ Pagoe r03.
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Methought a fpider, with terrific claws,
Was ftriding from the wainfcot to my jaws ;
But flumber foon did every fenfe entrap,
And fo I funk into the fweeteft nap.

MADAME PIOZZI*»
Trav’ling in Wales, at dinner-time we got on
Where, at Leweny, lives Sir RoserT CotTON.
At table, our great Moralift to pleafe,
Says I, ¢ Dear Dofor, arn’t thofe charming peas 2
Quoth he, to contradi&t, and run his rig,
« Madam, they poffibly might pleafe a pig.”

BOZZY.4
Of thatching, well the Doftor kiiew the art;
And with his thrething wifdom made us ftart:
Defcrib’d the greateft fccrets of the Mint,
And made folks fancy’ ‘that he had been in’t.
Of hops and malt *tis wond’rous what he knew;
.And well a!any brewer he could brew.

MADAME PIOZZIt

+ In ghofts the Dottor ﬁranoly did believe, 4
And pinn’d his faith on many 2 liar’s flecve.

*# Pagejo. .+ Page3z4. Page 19z
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He faid to Dofler LLaAwRENCE, ¢ Sure I am,
¢ I heard my poor dear mother call out ¢ Sam.’
“ I'm {ure,” faid he, ¢ that I can truft my ears;

¢ And yet, my mother had been dead for. years.””

BOZZY.*
‘When young, (’twgs rather filly I allow)
Much was I pleas’d to imitate a cow.
One time, at Drury Lane, with Doctor BLa1r,
My imitations made the playhoufe ftare!
So very charming was I in my roar, -
That both the galleries clapp’d, and cried ¢ Encore.”
Bleft by the general plaudit and the laugh,
1 try’d to be a jackafs and a caif;
But who, alas! in all things can be great?
In thort, 1 met a terrible é!efcat;
So vile I bray’d and bellow’d, I was hifs’d;
Yet all who knew me, wonder’d that I mifs’d.
Brair whifper’d me, « You've loft your credit now ;
¢¢ Stick, BosweLL, for the future, to the Cow.”

MADAME PIOZZLt

Th! affair of Blgcks when Jounson would difcufs,
He always thought they had not fouls like #s;
Aa 3 And

. ‘Page 499 4 Page 212.
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And yet, whene’er his family would fight,
He always faid black FrRaNK * was in the right.

BOZZY.4

T muft confefs that I enjoy’d a pleafyre
In bearing to the North fo great a treafure:
Thinks I, I'm like 2 bulldog or a hound,
Who, when gg‘}ump of liver he hath found,
Runs to fome corner, to avoid a riot,
To gobble down his piece of meat in quiet:
I thought this good as all Joe MiLLAR’s jokes;
And fo I #p, and told it to the folks.

MADAME PIOZZLj

Some of our friends wifh’d JorunsoN would compofe
The lives of authors who had fhone in profe:
As for his pow'r, no ‘mirtal man eould doubt it—
Sir Rrcuarp Muscrave, he was warm about it;
Got up, and footh’d, intreated, begg’d and pray’d,
Poor man! as if he kiad implor'd for bread.
¢ Sir RicHARD,” cry’?the ﬁq&o‘r, with a frown,
¢, Since yqu're got up, I pray you, Sir, fit down.”

’ ‘BOZZY.
# The Doftor’s man-fervant. :
+ Page 159, t Page 295.
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BOZZY.

Of Doftor Jounson having giv'n a fketch,
Permit me, Reader, of myfelf to preach:
The world will certainly receive with glee
The flighteft bit of hiftory of me.
Think of a gentleman of ancient blood!
Prouder of title than of being good;
A gentleman juft thirty-three years old¥
Married four years, and as a tiger bold ;
Whofe bowels yearn’d Great Britain’s foes to tame,
And from the cannon’s mouth to fwallow flame;
To get his limbs by broad fwords carv’d in wars,
Like fome old bedftead, and to boaft his fcars;
And, proud immortal altions to achieve,
See his hide bor’d by bullets like a fieve.
But lo! his father, a well-judging Jydge,
Forbade his fon from Edinburgh to budge
Refolv'd the French fhould not his b—fide claw ;
"So bound his fon apprentice to the law. .
This gentleman had been in foreign parts,
And, like ULyssgs, Jearnt a world of arts:
Much wifdém his vaft travels having brought him,
He was not 2slf the fool the people #bought him:
' Aa g . Of
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Of prudence, this fame gentleman was fuch,
He rather had #00 /i2tle than too much.

Bright was #bis gentleman’s imagination,

Well calculated for the higheft ftation:

Indeed fo lively, give the Dev’l his due,

He ten times more would utter than was frue;
Which forc’d him frequently, againft his will,
Poor man! to fwallow many a bitter pill :

Ose bitter pill%ong ‘the reft he took,

Which was, to cut fome fcandal from his book.
By Dofor Jounson he is well portray'd:
Quoth Sam, ¢ Of Bozzy it may well be faid,
¢ That, through the#moft inhofpitable {cene,
¢ One never can begiroub’led wich the ipieen, .
¢« Nor ev'n the greateft difliculties chafe at,

« Whilft fuch an animal is near to laugh at.””

MADAME PIOZZI»

For me, in Latin, Doftor Jornson wrote
‘Two lines upon Sir Joseru BaNks’s goat;
A goat! that round the world fo curious went;
A goat! that ndw eats vrafs that grows in Kent!

BOZZY,
s Page 72.
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BOZZY.»

To Lord Monecppo a few lines I wrote,
And by the fervant, Joicph, fent this note:

< Thus far, my Lord, from Edinburgh, my home,
¢« With Mifter SaMuEL JounsoN, I am come;
« This night, by us, muft certainly be feen
<« The very handfome town of AserolEN.
¢ For thougits of Jornsow, you'll be not apply’d to;
¢ 1 know your Lordfhip likes him Je/s than I do.
¢ So near we are—to part, I can’t tell how,
¢« Without fo much as making him a dow s
¢« Befides, the RaMBLER fays, to fee MongoDD,
« He’d go at leaft two miles out of his road;
«« Which fhows that be admires (whoever rails)
¢ The pen which proves that men are born with #a:ls.
¢ Hoping that as to health your Lor&fhip does well,
“ I am your fervant at command,
¢ James BosweLL.”

MADAME PIOZZLt
On Mifter TurALE’s old bunter Jounsown rode,
Who with prodigious pride the beaft beftrode;;

And
¢ Page z07. + Ibid,
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Aad as on BrRicuToN Downs he dafb’d away,
Much was he pleas’d to hear a fportfman fay,
‘That at a chafe he was as 7ight a band

As e’er a fporting lubber in the land.

BOZZY.»

One morning, Jounsen, on the Ifle of MutL,
Was of his politics exceffive full:
Quoth he, ¢ That PuLTeNEY was a rogue, 'tis plain;
« Befides, the fellow was a #hig in grain.”
Then to his principles he gave a banging,
Aid fwore no /7big was cver worth a banging.,
« *Tis wonderful,” fays he, * and makes one fare,
« Tothink theLivery chofe JounWiLkEsLord May’r;
« A dog, of whom the world could nurfe no hopes
« Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their thops.”

MADAME PIOZZI

Sir, 1 believe that anecdote 2 lie;
Buf grant that Jounson faid it—ay zbe dye,
As WiLkes unhappily your friendfbip fhar’d,
The dirty anecdote might well be fpar’d.

BOZZY.
* Pagedz4.



B022zY AND PIOZZI. 363

BOZZY.

Madam, I ftick to truth as much as you,
And damme if the ftory be not frue.
What you have faid of Jounson and the larks,
As much the RamsLER for a _fzvage marks.
*T'was {candalous, ev’n Canpour mutt allow,
To give the‘hiﬁ’ry of the borﬁ and cow.
‘What but an enemy to JouNson’s famg,
Dar’d his vile prank at LiTcrFIeLD playhoufe name—
‘Where, without ceremony, he thought fit
To fling the man and chair into the pit?
Who would have regifter’d a fpeech fo odd
On the dead Stay-maker * and Doctor Dopp ?

MADAME PIOZZI.

Sam Jounson’s threfhing knowledge and his thatch-
May be your own inimitable batching : [ing,
Pray of his wifdom can’t you tell more news?

Could not he make a fhirt, and cobble fhoes,

Knit ftockings, or, ingenious, take up ftitches;
Draw teeth, drefs wigs, or make a pair of breeches ?
You prate too of his knowledge of the MinT,

As if the RamsLER really had been in’t.
Who

* Piozzi’s Anccdotess page 51, firft edition,
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‘Who knows, but you will tell us, (truth forfaking)
That each bad fhilling is of JouNson’s making ;
¥is, each vile fixpence that the world hath cheated ;
And bis, the art that ev’ry guinea fweated 2

About his brewing knowledge you will prate too,
Who fcarcely knew a hop from a potatoe:

And though of beer he joy’d in hearty fwigs,

¥'d pit againft his tafte my hufband’s pigs.

BOZZY.
How could your folly tell, fo void of truth,
That miferable ftory of the youth,
Who, in your book, of Doftor Jonnson begs
Mot ferioufly to knew if cats laid eggs!

MADAME PIOZZI.

ko told of Miftrefs Montague the lie—
So palpable a falfchood ¢—Bazzy, fie!

BOZzZY.
Who, madd’ning with an anecdotic itch,

‘Peclar’d that k)H NsaN call’d his mother 5-¢h ?
: ¥

I\MDAME PIOZZL.
Who, from M‘Donald’s rage to fave his fhout,
Cut twenty linés of defamation out?
BOZZY.
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BOZZY.
bo would have faid a word about Sam’s wig,
Or told the ftory of the peas and pig?
Who would have told a tale fo very flat,
Of Frank the Black, and HopcE the mangy cat?

MADAME P1O0ZZL

Good me! you’re grown at once confounded tender ;
Of Dofor Jounson’s fame a fierce defender:
I'm fure you’ve mention’d many a pretty ftory
Not much redounding to the Doctor’s glory.
Now for a_fazint upon us you would palm him—
Firlt murd?r the poor man, and then embalm bim !

BOZZY.

Why truly, Madam, JorNsoN cannot boaff—
By your acquaintance, he hath rather lof?.
His charaéter fo fhockingly you handle,
You've funk your comet to a farthing candle.
Your vanities contriv’d the fage to hitch in,
And brib’d him with your cellar and your kitchen:
But lucklefs Jouwnson play’d a lofing game;
Though seef and beer he won, he loft his fame.

» MADAME
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MADAME PIOZZI

One quarter of your book had Jounsow~ read,
Fift-criticifm had rattled round your head.
Yet iet my fatire not 200 far purfue—
Your book bas merit, give the Dev’l his due.
Where Grocers and where Paftry-cooks refide,
Thy book, with triumph, may indulge its pride;;
Preach to the patty-pans fententious ftuff}
And hug that idol of the nofe, call'd fnuff;
With all its ftories cloves and ginger pleafe,
And pour its wonders to a pound of cheefe!

BOZZY.

. Madam, your irony is wond’rous fine !

Senfe in each thought, and wit in ev’ry line;

Yet, Madam, when the leaves of my poor book

Vifit the Grocery or the Paftry-cook,

Yours, to enjoy of Fame the juf reward,

May aid the trunk-maker of Paul’s Church-Yard;

In the fame alehoufes together us’d,

By the fame fingers they gaay be amus’d ;

The greafy fnuffers yours, perchance, may wipe,

\Whilft mine, high honour’d, lights a toper’s pipe.
c ’ . The
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The praife of CourTENAY* my bool’s fame fecures—

Now, who the devil, Madam, pruifes yours?

MADAME PIOZZI

Thoufands, you blockhead—no one now can doubt
For not a foul in London is without it. [it;
The folks were ready CapeLL to devour,

Who fold the ﬁr{’c edition in an hour.

So!1—COURTENAY’S praifes fave you!—ah! that
’Squire

Deals, let me tell you, more in fmoke than fire.

. BOZZY.
Zounds! he has prais’d me in the fuweeteft line—
.,.’

MADAME PIOZZI

Aye! aye! the verfe and fubject equa/ fhine.
Yew are the mouths that COuRTENAY’s wit rehearie—
Mere cork in poelitics, and lead in verfe.

BOZZY.

® The lively rattle of the Houfe of Commons—indeed its
Momus ;*who feems to have been fele@ted by lis conftituents
more for the purpofes of /Jaxghing at the misfortunes of his
'-‘°“lltr)',vthan healing the wounds. Fle is the author of a poem
lately publithed, that endeavours, fotis wirilus, to prove that
Do&tor Jonnson was a brate as well as a moralyft /
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BO Z ZY.

Well, Ma’am! fince all that Jounson faid or wrote;
You hold fo facred, how have you forgot
To grant the wonder-hanting world a reading
Of Sawm’s Epiftle, juft before your wedding ;
Beginning thus, (in ftrains not form'd to flatter)

¢« Mapam,

« If that moft ignominious ma¥ter
¢ Be not concluded”—
Farther fhall I fay?

No—we fhall have it from yourfelf fome day,
To juftify your p2ffien for the 2Zouth,
With all the charms of eloquénce and truth.

\4,'1"

MADAME FIOZZL
What wds my marriage, Sir, to yox or bim?
‘He tell me what to dM-—a pretty whim!
He, to propriety, (thc beaft) refore ! '
As well might elepbants prefide.at court.
Lord! let the wigld to damn my match agree;
Good God ! James BoswsLr, what's that world to me?
The folks who paid refpe@s to Miftrefs THrALE,
Fed on her pork, poor fouls! and fwill’d her ale,
May
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May ficken at P1ozz1, nine in tt‘:n-—
Turn up the nofe of fcorn—good God! what then?
For me, the Dev’l may fetch their fouls fo greas;
They keep their homes, and /, thank God, my meat,
When tiiey, poor owls! fhall beat their cage, a jail,
I, unconfin’d, fhall fpread my peacock tail ;
Tree as the birds of -air, enjoy my eafe,
Choofe my own food, and fee what climes I pleafe.
I fuffer only—if I'm in the wrong:
So, now, you prating puppy, hold yo‘ur tongue.
SIR ] OHN.

For fhame! for fhame! for Heav’n’s fake both be quict—

Not BrrLiNGscATE exhibits fuch a riot.
¢Behold, for ScanpaL, you have made a feaft,
And turn'd your idol, Jounson, to a beaft:
*Tis plain that tales of ghofts are arrant lies,
Or inftantaneoufly would Jounson rife;
Make you both eat your paragraphs fo evil,
And for your treatment of him, play the devil.
Juft like two Mohawks'on the man you fall;
No murd’rer is worfe ferv’d at Surceons Hatrr,
Inftead of adding /plendosr to his name;
_ Your books gfe downright gi}bets to his fame.
Of thofe, your anecdotes—may 1 be curft,
If. I can tell you which of them is worft.
Vor. L . Bb You
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You never with pofterity can thrive—
"Tis by the RamsLER’s death alone you Jive;
Like wrens (that in fome volume 1 have read)
Hatch’d by ftrange fortune in a horfe’s head.
Poor Sam was rather fainting in his glory,
But now his fame lies foully dead before ye:
Thus to fome dying man, (a frequent cafe) .
Two doftors come, and give the coup de grace.
Zounds, Madam! mind the duties of a wifc,
And dream no more of Doétor Jounson’s Life;
A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding
Will more delight your friends than all your ftudying ;
One cut from ven’fon to the heart can fpeak
Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek ;
One fat Sir Loin poflefles more fublime
Than all the airy caftles built by rhyme.
One nipperkin of finge with a toaft
Bears all the ftreams the Mufes Fount can boaft;
Bleft, in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can
Find raptures, not in all the floods of Helicon.
Enough thofe anccdotes your pow’rs have thown;
Sam’s Life, dear l‘.am, will only damn your own.

For thee, James BoswsLt, ‘may the hand of Fate
Arreft thy goofc—qtiill, and confine thy prate!

' - 'Thine
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Thine egotifims the world difgufled hears—
Then Joad with vanities no more our ears,
t.ike fome lone puppy, yelping all night Jong;,
That tires the very echoes with his tongue.
Yet, fhould it lie beyond the pow’rs of Fate
To 'top thy pen, and fill thy darling prate ;
T live in folitude, oh! be thy luck,

A chattering magpie on the Ifle of Muck.

Thus fpoke the Judge; then leaping from the chai..
Flc left, in contternation loft, the Fair:
Blick Frank * he fought on unecdote to crans,
And vomit 7 t+ a life of {urly Sam.
Shock’d at the little manners of the Knighr,
The rivals marv’ling mark’d his fudden flight ;
Then o their pens and paper rufh’d the twain

To kill the mangled RamBLER 0’cr again.’

* Doflor Jonnson’s Negro fervant.
+ The Xn1eu1’s volume is reported to be in grea: ferward.
nefs, and likely to dizance his formidable competitors.

N.B. The quotations from Mr. Bofwell are made fiowm tne
fecond edition of his Journal ; thofe from Mrs. Mozzi, from

she firft edition of her Anecdotes.
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ODE UPON ODE;
OR, .
A PEEP AT ST. YAMES'S;
h T owy
NEW-YEAR’S DAY;

OR,

WHAT-YOU WILL.

Quo me cunque rapit tempefias, deferor bifpes. Horacs.
Jﬁﬂ as the maggot bices, I take my way— -

To Puinters now my court refpeétful pay ;

Now (ever welcome!) ‘on the Mufe’s wings,

Drop in at Windfor, on the Beft of Kingss

‘Nowsat St. James", about Handel prate,

Heaqbdzs, fce Lords and *Squircs, and fmmile at State. |
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ADVERTISEMENT.

READER,

][ THINK it neceffary to inform thee, if thou haft
not read Mr. Warton’s Ode, that I mean not to fay
that he hath, ToriDEM VERBIS, fung what I have
afferted of him; I therefore beg that my Ode may be
confidered as an ampfiﬁcation of the ingenious
Lauréat’s idea, :

Bb 4
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KNOW, Reader, that the LavrEAT’s poft fublime
Is deftin’d to record, in handfome rhyme,
The deeds of Britifth Monarchs, twice a year:
1f great—how happy is the tuneful tonguel
If pitiful—(as Shakefpeare fays) the fong
«« Muf¥ fuckle fools, and chronicle fmall beer.”

But Bards mutt take the up-ill with the down ;
Kings cannot always oracles be hatching:
Maggots are oft the tenants-of a crown— )
Therefore, like thofe in cheefe, not worth the catching.
O gentle Reader! if, hby God’s good grace,
Or (what’s more fought) good intereft at Court,
Thou gett'ft, of Lyric Trum;;eter, the place,
And hundreds are, like gudgeons, gaping for’t;
Hear! (at a palace if thou mean’ft to thrive)
And of a fteady coachman learn to drive.

Whene'er
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Whene’er employ’d to celebrate a Ifing,
Let Fancy lend thy Mufe her loftieft wing—
Stun with thy minftrelfy th’ affrighted fphere;
Bid thy voice thunder like a hundred batteries;;
For common founds, conveying common flatteries,.

Are zephyrs whifp’ring to the Royal ear.. -

Know—glutton-like, on praife each Monarch crams:
Hot fpices fuit alone their pamper’d nature:

Alas! the ftomach, parch’d by burning drams,
‘With mad-dog terror ftarts at fimple water.

Fierce is each royal mania for applaufe;

And,. as a horfe-pond wide, are Monarch maws—
Form’d therefore on a pretty ample fcale :

To found the decent panegyric note,

To pour the modeft flatt’ries down their throat,
Were offering ﬂuimp; for dinner to a whale,

And mind, whene'er thou ftrik'ft the lyre.to Kings;
To touch to Abigails of. Courts, the ftrings;
Give the Queen's. T'oad-cater a handﬁ;me fop,
And fwear fhe always has tore grace '
Than ev'n to {ell the meane/t place—
Swear too, the woman keeps no Title-thop;
' ' Sells
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Sells not, like Jews in Paul’s Church-yard their Ware,l
Who on each paflenger for cuftom ftare,

And, in the happy tones of traffic, cry,

« Sher! wvat you buy, Sher ?—Madem! vat you buy 2"

f'hus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode!

The true-bred Courtiers wonder whilft I preach—
And with grave vizards, and ftretch’d eyes to God,
Pronounce ray Sermon a moft impious fpeech:
With all my fpirit—Ilet them damn my lays—

A Courtier’s curfes are exalted praife.

I IIEAR a ftartled Moralift exclaim,
“ Fie, PeTEr, PrTER! fie for fhame!
¢ Such counfel difagrees with my digeftion.”
Well!" well! then, my old SocrATEs, to pleafe thee,
For much I'm willing of th); qualms to eafe thee,
I'll nobly take the other fide the queftion.

- Par Exemple:
Farr Praife is fterling gold—-‘all fhould defire it—
Flatt’ry, bafe ¢oin—a cheat upon the nation;
And yet, our Véﬁit}t doth much admire it,
And really gives it all its circulation,
' FLATT'RY’s
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FrLaTr’rY’s a {ly infinuating fcrew; .
"The World—a bottle of Tokay fo fine—
The engine always can its cork fubdue,
And make an eafy conqueft of the wine.

FLATT’RY’s an ivy wriggling round an oak ;

This oak is often honeft blunt Jou~n BurL—
Which ivy would its great fupporter choak,

“Whilft Joun (fo thick the walls of his dark fcull)
Deems it a pretty ornament, and ftruts—
Till Maffer Ivy creeps into Jonn’s guts,
And gives poor thoughtlefs Joun a fet of gripes:
Then, like an organ, opening all his pipes,
Jouw roars; and, when to a confumption drain'd,
Finds out the knave his folly entertain’d.

Prairse is a modeft, unaﬂ'ﬁming fnaid,
As fimply as a2 Quaker beauty dreft:
No oftentation'l hérs—no vain parade ;

Sweet nymph! and v words poffeft ;
Yet, heard with rev’r§lf when fhe filence breaks,
And dignifies the whom fhe fpeaks.
FLaTT'RY’s 2 pert French Milliner—a’ jade 4

“Cover’d with roxge, and flauntingly array’d—
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Makes faucy love to ev’ry man the meets,
And offers ev’n her favours in the ftreets,

And yet, inftead of heeding public hiffes,
Divines fo grave—Philofophers can bear her;
What's ftranger ftill, with childith rapture hear her;
N.v, court the finiling harlot’s very kiffes.

ODE



R ICH as Dutch cargoes from the fragrant Eaft,
Or cuftard pudding at a city feaft,
Towm’s incenfe' greets his Sovereign’s hungry nofe #
For, bating Birth-day torrents from Parnaffus,
And New-year’s fpring-tide of divine molaffes,
Fame in a {canty rill to Windfor flows!

Poclzs {quoth tuneful Tom) in ancicht times,
Delighted all the countag with their rhymes; -

Sung Knights and ‘barbed fteeds with valour big :
Knightsswho encounter’d yitches—murder'd wizards,
Flogg'd Pagans, till they grumbled in their gizzards ;

Rogues ! with no more religion than a pig:

Knights who illmin'd poor dark fouls,
Through pretty httb well-form’d eyelebholcs,
By pnous pikes and godly lances made— '
Tools | that work'd wonders in the holy trade;;

With
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With battle-axes fit to knock down bnlls,
And therefore qualified (I wot) full well,
With force the facred Oracles to tell

Unto the thickeft unbelieving fculls:

Knights, who, fo famous 4t the game of Tourney,
Took boldly to the Holy Land a jodrney,

To plant, with fwords, in hearts, the Golpe] feeds;
Juft as we hole, for cucumbers, hot-beds,

Or pierce the bofom of the fullen earth,

To give to radifhes or onions birth:

Knights, who, when tumbled on the hoftile field,
And to an cnemy oblig’d to }"ield,
Could neither leg, nor arm; nor neck, nor nob flir
Poor devils! who, like alligators hack’d,
At length by hammers, hatchets, fledges; crack’d,
Were dragg’d from coats of armour—Ilike a lobfter.

Great (fays the Laureat) were the Poet’s puffings
On idle daring red-crofs raggamuffins,

Who, for their childifhnefs,' defery’d a birch: .
Quoth Tom, a worthiet fubjeét now, thank God!
“Infpires the lofty Dealet in the Ode, -

Than blockheads battling for old Mother Church.

. Times
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Times (quoth our courtly Bard) are alter’d quite;
“The Poct fcorns what charm’d of yore the fight;
Goths, Vandals, caftles, herfes, maress:
The polifh’d Poet of the prefent day -
Doth in his tafty thop difplay,
Al vaftly prettier-colour’d wares.

The Poet moulds his harp to manners mild,
Quoth Tom—to Monarchs, who, with rapture wild,
Hear their own praife with mouths of gaping wonder,
And cartch each crotchet of the Birth-day thunder:
Crotchets that fcorn the praife of common folly—
Though not moft mufical—mott melancholy ;*~
Ah! crotchets doom’d to charm.our ears no more, °
Although by Mifter Pargons fetin feore;
Drear and eternal filenge doom’d to keep,
Where the dark waters of oblivien fleep:
To fpeak in hurabler Englith—doom’d to reft,
With Court alldrefles, in 2 mufty cheft.
Yet all the Lady Amatewrs declar'd,
They were the charming'/# things they ever heard :
As for example~—all the angel GiDEONs-—
That is, my Lady, ,i her daughters fan', |
With coal-black eyebrows, and fiveet chrew air—

The lovely praduce of the two religions.
Thus,
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Thus, in their virtues, fox-hounds beft fucceed,
‘When {portfmen very wifely crofs the breed :

And thus with nobler Tuftre fhines the fowl

Begot between a game-hen and an owl, -

Sir Sampfon too declar’d, with voice divine,

«« Dat fbinice be baf turn Chreeftian, and eat bog,
« He nebber did bear moofbic balf fbo fine ;

* No! nebber fbince be lefs de Shinmygogue.”

His Grace of Queen{b’rry too, with eyes though dim,

And one deaf ear, was there in wonder drown'd !
Lift’ning, in attituie of Corp’ral Trim,

He rais’d his thin grey curl to catch the found:

& .

Then fwore the airs would never meet their matches,
But in his own immortal glees and catches.*
Yet were thofe crotchets all condemn’d to reft
In the dark bofom of 2 mufty cheft!

Crotchets that form'd into fo fweet an air,

As charm’d my Lady Mayorefs and Lord Mayor;

Who thought (and really, they were true believers)

The mufic equall’d marrow-bones and clezavers.
Vou. L. Cc Strains!

* Though not a Purcserr, his Grace is allowed, by many
of his mufical gueits, to be a very pretty catch-maker.
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Strains ! that the Reverend Bithops had no qualms
In faying, that they equall'd David’s Pfalms;

But not furpafs’d in melody the bell

That mournful foundeth an Archbifthop’s knell ;
Strains! that Sir Jofeph Mawbey deem’d divine,
Sweet as the quavers of his fatteft fwine.

E’en bluff Lord Brudenell’s felf* admir’d the ftrain,
In all the tuneful agonies of pain;

Who, winking, beat with duck-like nods thc time,
And call’d the mufic and the words fublime.

Yes, this mott lofty Lord admir’d the Ode;
‘A Lord who, too, delights in Opera-dancing ;
Thus fagely both thofe ufeful arts advancing,
Moft nobly {preading Britain’s fame abroad.

So much by dancing is his Lordthip won,
Behind the Op’ra fcenes he conftant goes,

To kifs the little finger of Couvron,t
To mark her knees, and many-twinkling toes.

Too,

* A prodigious 4mateur :—without his Lordfhip there can be
no rehearfal.

1 A firft dancer at the Opera.
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Too, all the other Lords, with whifpers fivarming,
Cry’d brave! brave! charmirg! Zrewo! charming!
And Majefty itfelf, to mufic bred,

Pronounc’d it < Very, very good, indeed!”
Indulging, p’rhaps, the wery nat’ral dream,

That all its charms were owing to the fheme.

Not but fome finall degree of harmlefs pleafure
Might in the brace of R-y-1 bofoms rife,
To think they heard it without wafte of treafure;

As fixpences are lovely in their cyes.

For, not long fince, 1heard a forward dame

Thus, in a tone of impudence, exclaim—

« Good God! how Kings and Queens a fong adore !
« 'With what delight they order an encore!

¢ \When that fame fong, encor’d, for nething flows!
¢« This Mapam Mara to her {orrow knows.

« To Windfor, oft, and e¢ke to Kew,

¢ The R-y-1 mandate Mara drew.

¢ No cheering drop the Dame was afk’d to fip;

« No bread was offer’d tc her quiv’ring lip;

¥ Though faint, fhe was not fuffer’d to fit down:

« Such was the goodnefs—grandeur of the Cyr—n!

Cca <« Now
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¢« Now tell me, will it ever be believ'd,
¢ How much for fong and chaife-hire fhe receiv’d ?
* How much pray, think ye?”—Fifty guineas—
« No.”
Moft furely forty.—< No, no.”’—Thirty.—¢ Poh!
¢ Pray, guefs in reafon—come, again.”—
Alas! you jeer us—T'wenty at the leaft;
No man cou'd ever be fo grear a b—ft
As not to give her twenty for her pain.—
¢« To keep you, then, no longer in fufpenfe,
¢¢ For MaRra’s chaife-hire and unrivall’d note,
« Out of their wonderful benevolence,
¢ ‘Their bounteous M—ies gave—not a groat.”
« Aye!” cry'd a fecond fland’rer, with a fneer,
« 1 know a ftory like it—You fhall hear.—
¢« Poor Miftrefs Sippons, fbe was order’d out
« To wait too upon MajEsTy, to /pout—
« To read old Shakefpeare’s 4s you like it to ’em;
¢« And how to mind their ftops, and commas, fhew ’em:
¢ She read—was told "twas very, very fine, ‘
¢« Excepting kere and there 2 line—
. % To which the Roya] wifdom did objeét— -
« Ang which, in all the pride of emendation, ,
¢ And partly to improve her reputation,
¢« His M-j—y thought proper to corre& : .
¢ Then
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¢« ‘Then turning to the Partner of his Bed,
« On tiptoe mounted by felf-approbation,
« A very modeft elevation,
¢ Hecry’'d, ¢ Mind, CHARLY, #hat’s the way to read.

« The Aétrefs reading, {pouting—out of breath,
¢ Stood 2]l the time—was nearly tir'd to death;

¢ Whilft their great M-j—ies, in Royal ftyle,

« At perfect eafc were fitting all the while.

¢ Nor offer’d to her was one drop of beer,

¢ Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer:
¢« Ready to drop to earth, fhe muft have funk,
« But for a child, that at the hardthip thrunk—
¢« A little Prince, who mark’d her fituation,

¢ Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender exclamation:

¢ La! Miltrefs Sippons is quite faint indeed,
¢ How pale! I'm fure the cannot longer read:
¢ She fomewhat wants, her {pirits to-repair,

¢ And would, I'm fure, be happy in a chair.’

¢ What follow’d ?—-Why, the R-y-I pair arofc ‘
“e Surly enough, one fairly may fuppofe !
¢ And to a room adjoining made retreat,

¢ To let her, for one minute, ffeal a feat.
Cc3 % At
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‘ At length the Actrefs ceas'd to read and fpout
« Where generofity’s a crying fin:
¢ Ilecr curt’{y dropp’d—was nodded to—came out—
< Sorich !”—How rich ?—=¢as rich as the went in.”’
Such are the ftories twain '—Why, grant the fat,

Are Princuys, pray, like common folks to aét?

Should Mara cali it crreelty, and blame
Such R-y-l condué, I'd cry, Fic upon her!
To Miftrefs Sippoxs frecly fay the fame—
Suflicient for fuch people is the honour!

F’en I, the Barp, expedt no gifts from Kings,
Although I've faid of them fuch bandfome things ;
Nuay, not their eye's attention, whofe bright ray
Would, like the Sux, illumine my poor lay,
And, like the Suw, fo kind to procreation,
Increafe within my brain the maggot nation,

So much for idle tales.—Now, Musz, thy ftrain
Digreflive, turn to Drawing-Rooms again.

There too was PrrT, who fcrap’d and bow’d to ground,
And whifper’d Majefty, ’twas vaftly fine;
Then with’d fuch harmony could once be found

Where be, c;ch day, was treated like a {wine
By
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By that arch-fiend Craarres Fox, and his vile party 5
Villains! in nought but black rebellion hearty ;
Fellows! who had the impudence to place

The facred [ceptre underneath the mace,

And twifted ropes, with malice difappointed,

To hamper or to hang the Lorp’s AnorNTED.

To whom a certain Sack fo earneft cry’d,
* Don’t mind—don’t mind—the rogues their aim
have mifs’d-—
¢ Don't fear your place, whilft I am well fupply’d—
« But mind, mind poverty of Civil Lift.

¢ Swear that no K—g’s fo poor upon the globe;

¢« Compare me—yes, compare me to poor Jos.

¢« What, what, Pirt—h®? We muft have t’other
¢ grant— ) -

¢ What, what? You know, PrtT, that my old dead
« AuNT * .

¢ Left not a fixpence, PiTT, thefe eyes to blefs,

¢ But from the parith fav’d that fool at Hefe.

Ccs « But

* The late Pr1ncEss AMEL1A fent nearly four hundred thou-
fand pounds out of the kingdom; yet what is that fum to ten
or twelve millions, which may one day travel from the nation?
This is a {erions affair, and which ought to be looked to.
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< But mind me—hz, to plague her heart when dying,
¢ 1 was a conftant hunter—Nimrod ftill ;

¢« And when in ftate as dead’s a mack’rel lying,
¢ I car’d not, for I knew the Woman’s #7ll.

« And three days after fhe was dead,
< Which fome folks thought prodigioufly profane,
¢ I took it—yes—1I took it in my head,
¢ ‘To order Sir Jobn Brute at Drury-Lane:
¢« Had fhe refpected me, I do aver,
“¢_] thould have ftay’d at home, and thought of ber.

“ And mind—-kec.p GEeoRGE as poor as a church
moufe; "

¢ Veote not a halfpenny for Carleton Houfe:

« This may appear like wonderful barbarity—

« But mind, PrrT, mind—he gains in popularity.

« ] fee him c’er kis Father try to rife,
 And mount an eagle to the fKies;
< But poverty will check his daring flight—
“e Bcﬁdcs, fhould GEoOrGE receive a grant,
« He gets the golden orbs I want—
« Then Civil-Jift deficiencies, good night!

-"x

s« And
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« And he! that wicked fon-in-law of Brown,*
« Lofing all fort of rev’rence for a Crown, .

€ Hath fent me in a bill fo dread—
“ What's very ftrange too, PrrT, I'll tell ye more—
¢ The rafcal came into iny houfe, and {wore

« *Twas a juft bill, and that he mzf be paid;
* Yes, that he would, he {wore—(how faucy! PitT)=—
¢ Or fend a lawyer to me with a writ.

“ Down fent I Ramus to him o’er and o’er,
« To fay that Browx had had enough—

¢ And bid him to the Palace come no more
 To pefter Majelty with bills and ftuff.

« What, PrrT, pray don’t you think I'm right—
¢ quite right?” ‘
On which the Premier, with a fault’ring bow,
Star’d in the face by Tr uTa—looking I don’tknow how,
Hem'd out a faint affent—Heav’ngg. how polite!
How pretty "twas in P1rt, what great good fenfe,
Not to give Majeity the leaft offence!
: Whereas,

oy

® Mr. Holland, the architet, who married a daughter of the
late Capability Brown, and who hath feveral times impertiacutly
troubled the Palace with a bill of two thoufand pounds, due for
work done by his father-in-law in thc Royal gardens. -



394 ODE UPON ODE.

‘Whereas, the CaanceLLor, had be been there,

‘Whofe tutor, one weuld think, had been a bear, -

Thinking a Briton to no forms confin’d,

But born with privilege to fpeak his mind,

Had anfwer’d with a thund’ring tongue,

¢ I think your Majcfty d-mn-tion wrong :—

« 1 know no moral or preferiptive right

« In Kings to *** a fubje&t of a mite:
 Give him his juft demand—it is but fit—

¢ Such littleneffes look extremely odd—

« Becfore me fhould the matter come, by G-d
« Your Majefty will curfedly be it :—

< Kings by a fenfe of honour fhould be fway’d—
« Holland mu?;, will, by G-d he fball, be paid.”

Lord RocHrorp, too, the gentle youth! was there,

Whofe fweet falfetto voice is often fported
In glees and catches; fo that all who hear,
Believe a pretty femi-vir imported.

Anxious to pleafe the royal pair
Lord SALISBURY prais’d the words and air; -
My Lord—who boafts pretty tuneful palate,

Whe
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Who kindly tcuches cobblers how to fing,
Inflruéts his butler, baker, on the ftring,
And with Apollo’s laurel crowns his valet.*

¢« A cobbler, baker, chang’d to a mufician,

« Butlers, and lick-trenchers!” my reader roass;
¢ The facred art is in a [weet condition—

« A pretty way of rubbing out old fcores!

‘@God blefs his generofity and purfe:
¢ Soon probably his grandmother, cr nurfe,
€ May to the happy band unite their notes—
¢ Perchance, the hift refpetable to grace,
« His Lordthip’s fav'rite borfe may thew his face,

“ And earn, as cherus finger, a'l his oats.”

There too, that clofe attendant on the King,
Sir Cuarvgs,} the active, elegant, and fupple,
Join’d with the happy Beings of the ring,
And bow’d and icrap’d before the fceptred couple;
Pour’d

* His Lordfhip made fome /zd appointments to his Majefty’s
band—igm;rant, unmufical rogues, who receive the falary, and
thrum by proxy: however he hath behaved better Jarcly, and
made atoncment, by giving SxuiteLp, Dancs, Braxe, Parke,
and Hackwoob, to the band.

4 Sir Charles Thompfon.
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Pour’d high encomium on the birth-day din,
And won the meed of many a royal grin.

Sir Cuarees! the moft polite, devoted man,
Form’d perfeétly upon the Courtier plan,
Watches each motion of the royal lips,

And round His Majefty fo lively fkips:

Keen as 2 hawk, obferves his Sovereign’s eye,

Exp]ores its wants, and dwells upon its ftare, °

As if he really was to live or die

According to th’ appearance of the glare:
Hops, dances, of true courtlinefs the type,
Jutt like a pea on a tobacco-pipe.

Of: will his facred My look down,
With afpeét confcious of a glorious Crown ;
Look down with furly grandeur on the Knight,
As if fuch fervile lwmagc was his right ;

And, by a fare, inform the fearful thing,

The dtﬂ"rcnce Wit a fubJe& and 2 King.
Thus whcn () httle fearful Ppuppy meets

A noblc Ncwfoundland dog in the ftreets,

5

He
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He creeps, and whines, and licks the lofty brute;
Curls round him, falls upon his back, and.then
Springs up and gar‘anls-ﬂ-iﬂ(s it back dgen,

And crawls in dread fubmiflion to his foot;

Looks up, and hugs his neck, and feems t'intreat him,
With ev’ry mark of terror, not to eat him.

'The Newfoundland dog, confcious of his might,
Cocks hich his tail and ears, his ftate to thow;
Then iifts his leg (a little unpolite)
And almoft drowns the fupplicant below ;

Then feems, in full-blown majefty, to fay,

« Great is my power—but, lo! I'll not abufe it;
“ I'm Casar! palury creature, go thy way;

¢ But mind, 1 can devour thee, if I chufe it.”

Sir CHARLES at theatres oft fhows his mien,
Skips from his Majefty behind the {cepe,

To make a famous attrefs bleft, by faying,
How pleas’d the Monarch is—how oft he clapp’d,
How oft the Queen her fan fo gracious tapp’d,

In approbation of her charming playing!

Then
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Th n will the Knight, with motions all fo qﬁick,

Ruth batk again, o’erjoy’d, through thin and thick,
And to their Sacred Majefties repair,

Loaded with curtfies, fpeeches, thanks, fine things!

Proud as fome old dame’s nag with queens and kings
Of gingerbread, to grace a country fair.

Then will Sir CuaRLES race back, with bold career,
With fomething zew, the Royal mouths fhall utter,
Sweet to the Aétrefs’s aftonifth’d ear,
"As fugar-plumbs to brats—or bread and butter;

Thjen'back to Majefty Sir Cuarvres will fly

With the great Adrefs's fublime reply ;

As for example—*¢ Dear Sir CHARLES, dcar friend,

R Pray thank their Majefties’ extreme good nature,
" &« Who in their goodnefles can condefcend

< To honour thus their poor devoted creature:

¢« Whofe patronage gives glory to a name;

¢« Whofe finiles alons confer immortal fame.—

¢« I beg, Sir CraRLEs, you'll fay the bumbleff things—

« Commend me to the beft of Qaeens and Kings.”

Back with the meffages Sir Cuarzes will run,

And with them charm of Majeity the Sun,
B And

4
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And bid him, like his brother in the fkies,

Dart fmiling radiance from his mouth and eyes!
Thrice happy Knight! all parties form’d to pleafe!
Bleft porter of fuch meffages as thefe !

Thus midft the battle’s rage, like lightning, fcours
An Aide-de-camp, his General’s orders carrying;
Bravely he gallops through the bullet thow’rs,
But fcarce a fingle minute tarrying ;
Then to the General back with anlwer comes,

*Midft the deep thunder of great guns and drums;

Now forth agzin with more command he fallies,
Then back, then forth again behold him hurry ;
To this which runs away, to that which rallies,

All buftle, uproar wild, and hurry fcurry!

Yet was there one who much the day decry’d—
Old L.ady Mary Duncan (fiys report).
« What, no dear, dear Caffrato here!” fhe figh’d;
€ Why then, p-x take the roaiings and the Court;
¢ Then Lord have mercy cn my torrur'd ears,
< And fhield me from the fheuts of fuch He Bears.

Are
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¢ Are fuch the pretty notes to pleafe ?
¢ Then mz;y I never more hear founds like thefe!
¢« In days of yore they might have had their merit,
« Amongft the rams-horns to have borne a bob,
¢ That did at Jericho the wond’rous job—
* « Knock’d down the wall with fo much fpirit.

¢ ‘The founds may anfwer to play tricks
¢« Amongft a pack of drunken affes;
¢ ‘T'o break, as if it were with fticks,
“ The bones of bottles and poor glaffes.

« \VI}ere, where is Pacchierotti’s beart-felt firain?
« Where Rubinelli’s jafem:ta note ?
® Thar tickled oft my fighing foul to pain?
« That bade my fenfes in Elyfium float ?
¢ Avaunt! you vile black-bearded rogues—avaunt!
« *Tis fmoother chins, and fweeter tones, 1 want.”

My Lord of ExeTer was alfo there,
E‘ho, arv’ling, cock’d his time-difcerning ear
,To ftrans that did fuch honour to a Throne:
“There Uxerince taught the audiehce how to #hink,
With mih fignificant and knowing wink,
And fpeeches clad in Wifdom’s critic tone;
Whe
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Who look’d muficians zbrough with half-fhut eyes;
Mott folemn, moft chromatically wife)

SanpwicH, the glory of each jovial meeting,
This fiddler now—now rbat, fo kindly greeting,
Appear'd, and threwdly pour’d his dahs and bams :
Great in tattoo, my Lord, and crofs-hand roll;
Great in the dead-march firoke fiiblime of Saul,
He beats Old Afsbridge* on the kette-drums.

& What pity, to our military hoft
That fuch a charming drufomer fhould bk loft !
And feel through life his glories overcaft
At that dull Board {, where, never could he learn,
Of fhips, the diff’rence between flem and ferm,
Hen-coops and boats, the rudder and the maft.

Say—'midft the tuneful tribe was EpMunp Burke?
No! Mun was cutting out for HasTinégs, work;
Writing to Coufin WiLe § and Co. to jeague ’em
Againft that rogue, who fike a ruffian rofe,
And tweak’d a bulfe of jewels from the nofe
Of Dames in India, chriften’d Munny Begum.
Vor. L. - Dd « Epmenp!

¢ A kettle-drummer of great celebeity,
+ The Admiralty. 1 In India,
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Eomunp ! who formerly look’d fierce as Grimbald
On that moft horrid imp, Sir Thomas Rumbold ;
-Vow’d, like a theep, to flay that Eaftern thief;
Till. Brange good fortune open’d EpMunD’s eyes :
Oh! then he heard of Innocence the crics,
And, like Jew converts, damn’d his old belief.
Yet, let fome praife for Mun’s converfion pafs
To that great wonder-worker, Saint Dundas.

Epmunp! who battled hard for PowsLL’s life,
And fwore no man, in virtue, e'er went further:

To prove which oath, this PoweLL took a knife,
And made the world believe it, by felf-muriber,

Reader, fuppofe ] give thee a finall Ode,

Made when vile Trproo Sare in triumph rode,
And play’d theedevil on our Indian Borders,

In perfon, or by vile Satanic orders:

When Edmund Burke, fo famous for fine fpeeches,
From trepe to trope, a downright rabbit, fkipping,
Meant, fchool-boy like, to take down Hastings
breeches,

And give the noble Governor a whipping?
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If rightly, Reader, I tranflate thy phiz,
Thou fmil’t confent—I thank thee—Here it is,

But mark my cleanlinefs ere 1 begin:

Know, I've not caught the if¢ch of ‘party fin;

To P, or Fox, I never did helong;

TrutH, TruTH I feck~fo help me Gob or Song!

P’rhaps to a Heathen aath thou may’ft demur :

Well then—Sufpicion that I mayn’t incur,
But, like a Chriftian, fwear I do not Soarme—

By all the angels of yon lofty fky,

Where burning feraphims and cherubs cry, -
I'm of no party—curfe me if I am! "’

By all thofe wonder-monger faints and martyrs,
Cut for the love of God in halves.and quarters;
By each black foul in purgatory frying ;
By all thofe whiter fouls, though we can’t fee "em,
Singing their Ave-Mary and Te Deum
On yon bright cloud—I fwear I am not lying.

No! free as air the Mufe fhall fpread her wing,
Of whom, and when, and what fe pléafes, fing;
Dd 2 . Though



404 ODE UPON ODE.

Though Privy-Councils,* jealous of her note,
Prefcrib’d, of late, a halter for her throat.

Let Folfp foring—my eagle, falcon, kite,
Hawk—fatire—what you will—fhall mark her flight;
Through huts or palaces ("tis juft the fame),

With equal rage, purfue the panting game; -

And lay (by princes, or by peafants, bred)

Low at the OwnER’s feet, the Cuckoo, dead.

ODE TO EDMUND.

MUCH edified am I by EomuNDp BurkEe!
Well pleas’d T fee his'mill-like mouth at work,
Grinding away for poor Old England’s good:
He gives of elocution fuch a feaft!
He tells of fuch dread doings in the Eaft!
And ﬁghs,'. as t'wete, for his own fleth and blood.

Shroff, Chout, Lack, Omra, Duftuck, Nabob, Bunder,
Grore,%Choultry, Begum, leave his lips in thunder.
N With
This is K picce of fecret hiftory.
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With matchlefs pathos, Mun defcribes the gag

Employ’d by that damn’d fon of Hyper Narc,
Nam’d Tiproo—Gags! that Britifh mouths deteft !

Occafion’d partly by that man fo fad,

That Hastinos!—oh! deferving all that’s bad—
That villain, murd’rer, tyrant, dog, wild beaft!

Poor Epmunp fees poor Britain’s fetting fun;
Poor Epmunp groans—and Britain is undone!

Reader! thou haft, I do prefume,
(God knows though) been in a faug room,
By coals or wood made comfortably warm;
And often fancy’d that a ftorm wizkout
Hath made a diabolic rout—
Sunk fhips—tore trees up—done a world of harm.

Yes! thou haft lifted up thy tearful eyes,

Fancying thou heardft of mariners the cries; ‘

And figh’'d, “How wretched now muft thoufands be!
¢ Oh! how I pity the poor fouls at fea!” '
When, lo! this dreadful tempeft, and lis roar,

A zephyr—in the key-hole of the door!

Dd 43 Now
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Now, may not Epmn~b’s howlings be a figh
Prefling through EpMunD’s lungs for loaves and
" fifhes,
On which he long hath look’d with longing eye,
To fill poor EDMUND’s not o’er-burden’d difhes ?
Give MuN a fop—forgot will be complaint ;
Brrtain be fafe, and HasTiNgs prove a Saint.

NOW for the Drawing-room-—O Mufe, fo madding,
Delighted in digreffion to be gadding.

Hampden and Fortefcue (brave names!) attended—
The /aff in Catches wonderfully mended.
The lovely Lady Clarges too was there,
To all the graces as to mufic born;
‘Whofe notes fo fweetly melting foothe the car!
Soft as the Tobin’s to the blufth of morn!

‘There too the rare Viol-di-Gamba Pratt,
Whofe fingers fair the ftrings fo nicely pat,

A w that brings out founds unknown at Babel—
ugh not fo fweet as thofe of Mifter Abel.

Dear
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Dear Maid! the daughter of that Prince of Pratts,
‘Who mufic cons as well as law; and {wears
The girl fhall /erub no foul’s but Handel's airs,
To whom he thinks our great compofers, cats:

1d ¢ft, Sacchini, Haydn, Bach, and Gluck,
And twenty more, who never had the luck
To pleafe the nicer ears of fome crown’d roLx ;
Ears that, like other people’s though they grow,
Poor creatures ! really want the fenfe to know
Pfalm tunes fo mournful from the old Black Joke.

That mufty mufic-hunter too—Mau/. D.
Much-travel’d Burney, came to hear and fee;
He, in his tour, who found fuch great protectors——
Kings, Qucens, Dukes, Margraves, Margravines,
Elettors, ‘
‘Who afk’d the Doctor many a gracious queftion,
And treated him with marv’lous hofpitality ;
Gueiling he had as clever a digeftion
For meat and drink, as mufic of rare quality.

Not with much glee the Doctor heard the Ode,

But turn’d his difappointed eyes to Gop;
Dd 4 * And
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And wifh’d it his own fetting, with a figh;
For, ere to Sal'fbury’s houfe the Doftor came, .
To get, as Ope-sETTER, enroll’d his name,

Behold! behold the wedding was gone by.

Ah! how unlucky that the prize was loft!
Parfons, who, daring, dafh’d through thick and thin-
Eclipfe the fecond !—got like lightning ix,
When Burney juft had reach’d the diffans poft,

Yet, gentle Mufe, let candour #bis allow,

That, though his heart was mortified enow,

The Doétor did his rival’s art admire,

And own’d, his maiden crotchets full of fire;
Crotchets! though fweet, alas! condemn'd to lie,
Like Royal virtues, hid from mortal eye !

Crotchets that fongful Mifter Parfons ties

To Tom’s big phrafe, to make fublimer cries;
Thrice happy union to entrance the foul ! ‘

How like the notes of cats, a vocal pair,

By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air).
Ty'd tail to tail, and thrown acrofs a pole!

But
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But where was great Sir Watk);n all this time ?
Why heard he not the air and lofty thymg

The fleek Welth Deity, who mufic,
The ALExanDER of the Tot’n’am * troops,

‘Who, tutor’d by his ftampings, nods, grunts, whoops,
Do wond’rous execution with their bows?

Sir Watkyn, deep in difmal dudgeon gone,

Far in his Cambrian w‘/illa'r fat alone;

To Miftrefs Walfingham 1 he fcrubb’d his bafe,

Whiltt anger fwell’d the volume of his face,

Flaming, like funs of London in a fog;

- Of Miftrefs Walfingham he fung with ire;

His eyes as red as ferret’s eyes, with fire;

His mighty foul for vengeance all agog.

AcHiLLEs thus, affronted to the beard,
His fledge-like fift o’er Agamemnon rear’d,
And

* Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Ancient Mufic Concert in
Tottenham-Street, and much attended to, both for his art and
{cience.

+ Wynneftay.

1 The quarrel between the Knight and the'Lady was a won-
derful one—Zantane animis calefiibys ire ?
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And downhwthrmt would fain his words have ramm’d ;
Who, afteh (a pretty decent volley,)
' And ratis 3 thelong Monarch for his folly,
Inform’d the King of Men e might be d-mn'd;
Then to his tent majeftic ftrode, to ftrum,
And feap: his anger out on tweed c-dum.

Yet Miltrefs Walfingham the Ode attended ;
From ’Squire Apollo lineally defcended—

A dame who dances, painis, and plays, and fings;
The Saint Cecilia—Queen of wind and ftrings!
Though fcarcely bigger than a cat—a dame,
*Midft the Bas Bleus, a giant as to fame.

Wlen fiddie, hautboy, clarinet, baffoon,

O:n Sunday (deem’d by #s good Chriftians, ¢4d)
Unite their clang, and pour their merry tune

In jiggifh gratitude to Gob ;
Lo! if a witleff Member fhould defire,

Inftead of Handel,/ ftrains perchance of Haydn,
A fierce SeMiraMiIs fhe flames with fire—

This Amazonian, crotchr;t-loving maiden !
Sic looks at him with fuch a pair of eyes!

Reader, by way of fimile-digreffion,
AWVhich to my fubject happily applies—

Didft ever fee Grimalkin in a paffion,

) Lifting
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Lifting her back, and ears, and tail, and hair;
Giving her two expreflive gogglers, “
(Not in the fwect and tender ftyle of oglers)

A fierce, broad, wild, fix’d, furiods, threat’ning ftare?

o
JM

If fo—thou may’ft fome faint idéeil‘jxavc

Of this great Lady at hcr‘tﬁncﬁxl clﬁb——
‘Who very often hath been heard to rave,

And with much eloquence the Members fnub.

Some people by their fouls will fwear,
That if Muficians mifs but half a bar,
Juft like an Irithman fhe ftarts to bother ;
And, in the violence of quaver madnefs,
Where nought fhould reign but harmony and gladnefs,
She knocks one tuneful head againft another ;
Then fcreams in fuch chromatic tones
Upon Apollo’s poor affrighted fons,
‘Whofe treinbling tongues, when hers begins to found,
Are, in the dire vociferation, drown’d!

Thus when old Oxford’s bell, baptiz’d Great Tom,
Shakes all the city with his iron tongue,
' The
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The little tinklers might as well be dumb
As afk attention to their puny fong,
So much the Lilliputians are o’ercome
By the deep thunder of 'the Migbty Tom.
Handel, as fam’ci for manners as a pig,
Enrag’d, upon a time pull'd-off his wig,
And flung it plump in poor Cuzzoni’s face,
Becaufe the little Syren mifs’d a grace:
Mouficians, therefore, thould beware;
Or in the face of fome unlucky chap,
Although fhe cannot fling a load of hair,
She probably may dart her cap.

Oft when a youth to fome fiweet bluthing maid
Hath flily whifper'd amatory things,
And, more by paffion than by mufic fway’d,
Broke on the tuncful dialogue of ftrings;
Rous’d like a tigrefs from a fav'rite feaft,
Up hath the valiant Gentlewoman {prung,
With lightning look, and thund’ring tongue,
Ready with out-ftretch’d neck to eat the beaft
That boldly dar’d—fo blafplicmouﬂy rath—
Mix with the air divine his love-’ﬁck tr'afh,

Reader,
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Reader, attend her—fhe will fo enrich ye
With mufic knowledges of every kind,
From that poor nothing-monger, old Quilici,
To Handel's lofty and capacious mind ;

Run wild divifions on the various merit
Of this and tkat compofer’s fpirite=
On Gruck’s fublimities be all fo-chatty ;
Talk of the ferio-comic of Piccini,l
Compare the elegance of fweet Sacchini,
And iron melodies of old Scarlatti!

But not one word on Britith worth, I we;: ;
Their very mention gives the Dar‘rlae the fpleen:
*Twere €’en difgrace to tell their mawkifh names:
Mere cart-horfes—poor uninventive fools,
Who neither mufic make, nor know its rules;
Whofe works fhould only come to light in fames.
To depths of mufic doth this Dame pretend,
Nought can her {cience well tranfcend,— '
If you the Lady’s own opinion afk ;
And when fhe talks of mufical enditers,
She thows a waf# acquaintance with all writers,
- And takes them critically all to tak,

4 Dear
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Dear Gentlewoman! who, fo great, fo chafte,
So foreign in her tweedle-dummifb talle,
Faints at the name of that enchanting fellow,
The melting Amor oo, Paifiello!
With notes on Tarchl, Sarti, will o’erwhelm ye;
Giordani, fweeterithan the Hybla honey ;
Anfofli, Cimerofa, Bach, Bertoni,
Rauzzini, Abel, Picyel Guglielmi !
Can tell you, that th’ Italian fchool is airy, -
Expreflive, elegant, light as.a fairy;
The German, heavy, deep, fcholaftic;
_ The French, moft miferably whining, moaning,
Oft like poor devils in the colic groaning,
Noify and fcreaming, hideous, Hudibraftic.

The female vifitors around her gaze,
‘With wond’ring eyes; and mouths of wide amaze,
To hear her pompoufly demand the key
Of ev'ry piece muficians play;
Aftonifh’d fee this Petticoat-Apallo,
Wlt&ﬁamping foot, and beck’ning hands
And head, time-nedding, iffue high commands,
Beating the Tot'n’am-road Direftor * hollow.
‘ Yes—
* Joah Bate, Efguire.
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Yes—they behold, amaz’d, this tuneful whale,
And-catch each crotchet of her rich difcourfe,
Utter'd with claffic elegance and force,

On Dmtomc and Chromnatic {cale :

Then ftare to fee the Lady W1fcly pol*é
On fcientific zig-zag fcore.

Reader, at this great Lady’s S{Jn&;y meeting,
"Midft tuning inftruments, each other grecting,
Screaming as if they had not met for years,
So joyous, and fo great their clatter !—fay,
Didft ever fee this Lady ftriking 4
Upon her harpfichord,” with bending ears?
With open mouth, and ftare profound,
Attentign nail’d, and head awry,
‘Watching each atom of the tuneful cry,
Till Alamire unifon goes round ?

Didft ever fee her hands outftretch’d like wings,
Towards the Band, though led by CramER,
Wide fwimming for pianos on the ftrings— °
Now fudden rais'd, like Mifter Chriftie’s hammer,
To bid the forte* roar in fudden thunder,
And fill the gaping multitude with wonder?
Thou

* Motions eftablithed by the Cngno/‘rertz for. fhowmg the light
and fhade of mufic,
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Thou never didft ?—-thc‘;l,_ friend, without a hum,
T envy thee a happinefs to come !

« He moulds his harp,” quoth' Tom, ‘ to manners
mild;”
To Kings, for - 'ke manners fimple {tyl’d,
And grac’d wieh'y rtues that would fill a tun;
To bim the Poet humbly makes a leg,
Who, goofe-like, brooding o’er the favrite egg
Of Genius, gives the Pheenix to the fun.

To bim, who for fuch eggs is always watching,

And never more delighted than when ‘hatching ;

‘Which makes the number offer’d to the fun,
So vaft l—why, verily as thick as peas,
That people may colleét, with equal eafe,

A thoufard noble inftances, as one. '

Whet numbers, Wispom to his care hath giv'n!
All'hatch’d—fome living—others gone to Heav'n:
Thus in the pinnick’s * nelt the cuckoo lays,
Then, eafy as a@renchman, takes her flight:
Due homage to the eggs the pinnickpays,
And brings the little lubbers into light.
: o . The

& A bird fo. called in fome countries, that attends the wife
bird, and feeds him. . .
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The modetn poet fings, quoth Tom again,
Of M~—chs, who, with economic fury,

Force all the tuneful world to Tot'n’am-lane,
And lock up all the doors of harmlefs Drury.*

Say, why this curfe on Drury’s harmiefs door,
That thus, in anger, M——rv fhould lock it?
Mufe, are the Tot’'n’am-ftreet fubfcribers poor?
WillDrurykeepfome pencefrom Tot’n’am’s pocket?
Doth threat’ning bankruptcy extend a gloom
O’er the proud walls of Tot'n'am’s regal room ? _

Perchance ’tis Mara’s fong that gives offence!
Hinc ille lacryme !—1 fear:

The fong that once could charm the R—1 fenfe,
Delights, alas! no more the Royal ear.

Gods! can a guinea darken ev’ry note,

And make the nightingale’s 2 raven’s throat? -

Vor. L ° Ee ) But

* The Oratorios were to have been performed at Drury-lane,
this year, under the condu& of Mr. LixLey and Dr. ArNoLD.
—The Mara was to have exhibited her wacalizies. This would
have been a death-firoke to the pigmy performance in Totten-
ham-court Road. How fhould the pigmy be faved? By killing
the. giant - and lo! his death-warrant hath heen figned.—By
what power of the conftitution? None!-—Can the Grand Mo-
narque do more ? Quicquid delirant Reges, plectuntur Achivi
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But let me give his M y a hint,

Freth from my brain’s prolific mint:

Suppofe we amateurs thould, in a fury,
Juft take it in our John-Bull heads to fay
(And lo! ’tis very probable we may)

¢« We %/l have Oratorios at Drury ?*’

How mutft he look ? Blank—wonderfully blanl: ;
And think fuch fpeech an infult on his rank :
What could he do ?—cppofe with ire fo hot?

I think his M——y had better zos ! *

Pity a King fhouid with his fubjects fquabble
About an Oratorio or a Play:

It puts him on 2 footing with the rabble ;
And that is moft ankingly, let me fay.

Suppofé he comes off conqueror !—alas !

For fuch a viGige he ought to figh.
But, Lord! mp@ it fo fhould come to pafs,
* That Majefty comes off with a black eye?

‘Whether

* Indeced his M—i{ ath prudently taken the hint.—
Drury, in fpite of th8Reyal frown, hath had her Oratorios
performed, to the no fmall mortification of poor deferted Tor-

TENHAM, -
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Whether he lofe or win the day,
The world will chriften it a paltry fray.

Kings fhould be never in the wrong *—
They'never are, fome wifeacres declare.

Poh! fuch a fpeech may do for birth-day fong;
But makes #s philofophic people flare!

1 know a certain owner of a C
Not quite a hundred miles from Windfor town,
Who harbour’d of his neighbour horrid notions—
Eez = | A widow

n,

* Yet let us give an inftance of wrong proceedings.—A cer-
tain K— and Q » inftead of having concerts at their
palace, in the ftyle of other Princes, fuch as the King of France,
the Emperor, the Emprefs of Ruffia, &c. have entered into a
private fubfcription for a concert in a pitiful fireet. They pay
their fix guineas a-piece ; and, what is more extraordinary, get
in their children, as we are told, gratis ! What is ftill more ex-
traordinary, they have entered into a bond for borrowing two
thoufand pounds for putting the houfe into a decent repair ; fit
for the reccption of the K—— of the firft empire upon earth.
Of whom has this money been borrowed }—Marvelling reader!
of the poor muficians’ fund! which money might have bzen
placed out to a much fuperior advantage. Letme add, that the
fubfcribers order a formal rehearfal previous to every concert;
fo that, in fa&, they get a double concert for their money ;—
undoubtedly to.the vaft fatisfaltion of the fingers of the happy
CramERr, BorGHI, SH1ELD, CERVETTO, &c. who, in this
inftance, earn their money not very unlike the patient and labo.

rious animal called a drapborfe.
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A widow gentlewoman, who, he faid,
Popp’d from her window ev’ry day her head
Impertinent, to watch his Royal motions.

¢ What? what?’ quoth Mw—y, “I’ll teAch her
“ To take my motions by furprife: [eyes
¢¢ One cannot breakfaft,. dine, drink tea, nog.fup,
« But, whip! the woman’s head at once is out,
“ To fee and hear what we are all about:
¢ T'll cure her of that trick—and block her up.”

Mad as his military Gracz*
For fortifying ev'ry place,
From dockyards to a neceffary houfe,
The M——ch dreamt of nothing but the wall,
The faucy {py in petticoats to maul,
And make her cagle pride crawl like his loufe.

Now workmen came, with formidable ftones,

To block up the poor widow Jones,
Who mark’d this dread blockade, and, with a frown,
" And to the caufe of freedom true, . -

One of the 61«;1 hen’s éicks {o blue,
Faft as the K<~ built #p, the dame pull'd dows.

. *Twas
# Duke of Richmond.
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*T'was up—"twas down—"twas up again—'twas down—
Much did the country with the battle ring,
Between the valiant Widow.and the K

That admiration rais’d in Wihdfor town: .

The mighty battl’ing Broughtons, and the Slacks,
Ne'er knew more money betted on'their backs.

3

Sing, heav’nly Mufe, how ended this affray :
Juft as it happens, faith, nine times in ten,
When dames fo fpirited engage With men;

That is—th’ heroic Wido%v won the day: .

The K could not the woman maul;
But found himfelf moft thamefully defeated ;
Then, very wifely, he retreated,

And, very prudently, gave up the wall, .

Now fing, O Mufe, the warlike ammunition

Us'd by the Dame in her befieg’d condition,
That on the hoft of vile invaders flew;

Say, did no God nor Goddefs cry out, Shame!

And nobly haften to relieve the Dame ’
From fuch a refolute and hoftile crew?

Ee 3 Yes—
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Yes—Neptune, like her guardian angel, kind,
Join’d the poor Widow Jones, and ran up ftairs;
‘Then fiercely caught up certain earthen wares,

And, pleas’d his fav’rite element to find,

. Bid, on their héads, the briny torrents flow,
And wafl’d, like fhags, the combatants below.

The goddefs Cloacina too, fo hearty,
Rufh’d to the Widow’s houfe, and jain’d the party :
But fay, what ammunition fill’d her hand,
Fame for the Widow to acquire,
To bid the enemy retire, *
And give to I;ublic fcorn the daring band ?

‘What that frong ammunition was, the Bard
Heard as a fecret—therefore muft not tell;

Nor would he for-a thoufand pounds reward,
To beaux reveal it, or the fweeteft l:.tcllc.

Yet Nature poﬂ"ibly ha;h made a fhout,

Bleft with fagaci@ to fimell it out,

Reader, don’t ftand fo, ftaring like a calf;
-Thy gaping attitude provokes my laugh ;
Thou think’ft that Monarchs never can act ill:.
' +t thy head fhav’d, poor fool! or think fo fill.
E Whether
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Whether thou deem’ft my flory falfe or true,
I value not a rufh.
Wilt have another ?—¢ No.”—N ay, prithée do.—
I won’t.”—Thou thalt, by Heavens! fo prithee
hufh!

But ere I give the tale, my:tuneﬁ.ll bride,
My Lady Mufe, fhall talk of Kings and Pride.

Some Kings on thrones are children on the lap;
Children, that all of us fee ev'ry day;

Brats that kick, fquall, and quarrel with their'pap,
Tearing, and fwearing they will have their way:

And what, too, their great rcputafion rifles,

Kings quarrel, juft like children, about #riffes.

Moreover—'tis a terrible affair
For kingly. worﬂnp to be kick’d by fcllows
Who probably feed half their time on air,
Mending old kettles or. old bellows.

My Lady Pripe’s 2 very lofty BEING,
Much pleas’d with people’s fcraping, bowing, knee-
Fruitful in egotifms, and full of brags; [ing,
Ee 4 ) Her



1424 ODE UPON ODE,

- Her Ladythip in nought can brook dcmal;
And, as for infult, ’tis a killing trial,
And more efpecially from men of rags,

For Pripg, fuch is her ftatelinefs, alas!

Rather than feel the kickings of an 4fs,

Would calmly put up with a leg of berfes
"Though pelting her with fifty times the force;;
Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground,
Were brains within her head-piece to be found.

A KIMG axo o BRICKMAKER.*

A T AL E.

A KING, near Pimlico, with nofe and flate,
Did very much a neighbeuring brick-kiln hate,
Becaufe thekiln did vomit mﬁy fmoke;
Which fmoke—1I can t ﬁy very nicely brcd—-
Did very often take it in its .i
To blacken the Great Houft, and try the K— to choak,
N S His

® A Mr. Scott,
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His facred Majefty would, fputt’ring, fay,
Upon: a windy day,
“ I'll make the rafcal and:his brick-kiln-hop—
“« P-x take the fmoke—the fulphur l—zounds—
- « It forces down my throat by pounds;
¢ My belly is a downright black{mith’s thop.”

One day, he was fo pefter'd by a cloud—
He could not bear it, ard thus bawl'd aloud:
« Go,” roar’d his M——y unto a Page,
Work’d, like a lion, to a dev’lith rage,
« Go, tcll the rafcal who the brxck-kﬂn owns,
¢ That if he dares to burn anodu_ar brick,
¢« Black all my houfe like hell, and mal'cq,_me fick,
I’ll tear his kiln to rags, and break hls bones.”

Off Billy Ramus fet, his errand. told:

On which the Brickmaker, a little bold, ‘
Exclaim’d, ¢ He break my bones, good Mafter Page,

¢ He fay my kiln Ihan t burn another brick,

« Becaufe it blacks his houfc, and makes him fick !
« Billy, go, give my love to Mafter’s rage,

¢ And fay, more bricks I am refolv’d to burn;

¢t And if the finoke his Worfhip’s ftomach turn,

« Tell
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% Tell him to ftop. his mouth and fnout :
« Nay more, good Page;.his M——y fhall find
¢ I’ll always take th’ advantage of the wind,

« And,’ dam’me, try; to fmoke him oxz.”

This was a thameful meflfage to a K—

From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in mud ;
Yet, though fo impudent a thing,

The fellow’s rhet’rick could not be withftood.

Stiff as againit poor Haftings, Edmund -Burke,

This Brickmaker went tooth and nail to v.@(

And form’d a true Véfuvius on the eye: “ i
The fmgke in pitchy volumes roli’d along,
Rufh’d through the Rogal dome with fulphur ftrong,
And, thick afcending, darken'd all the fky.
é;.- " Y .
To give the finoke a naftier ftink,
Indignant Reader, what doft think ?

The fellow ferap’d the filthieft {tuff together,
Old wigs, old hats, old woollen caps, old rugs,
Replete with many a colony of bugs,

Old fhoes, old bgggg, and all the tribe of leather.

Thus



ODE UPON ODE. 427

Thus did the cloud of ftink and darknefs fhade -
The building for the Lord’s -Anointed made,
And blacken it like palls that grace a buryin.g:
Thus was this man of mud and ftraw employ’d,
And at the thought fo wicked, overjoy'd,
Of fimoking God's Vicegerent like a herring;

Of ferving him as we do parts of fwine, '

With turkey that.to pleafe our tafte combine:

But lo! this daring baneful rogue of .brick

Fell, for his Sov'reign fortunately, 'ﬁck;

And, ere the wretch could glut his fpleen and pride,
By turning Monarchs into bacon—-di’ed.‘&'

+

THE modern bard (quoth Toum) fublimely fings
Of fharp and prudent économic Kings,

Who rams, and ewes, and lambs, and bullocks feed,
And pigs of every fort of breed:

of
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Of Kings who pride themfelves on fruitful fows ;
Who fell tkim. milk, and keep a:guard fo ftout
Ta drive the geefe, the'thievith rafcals, -out,

‘That ev'ry morning us’d:to fuck the cows :*

Of Kings who cabbages'} and carrots plant

For fuch as wholefome vegetables want ;
Who feed, too, poultry for the people’s fake,

Then fend it through thé villages in carts,

‘To cheer (how wond’rous kind!) the hungry hearts
Of fuch as odly pay for what they take.

The poet now, quoth Tom’s rare lucubration,

Singeth commercial treaties—commutation—
Tasxes on ‘paint, pomatum, milk of rofes,

Olympian dew, gloves,. fticking-plafter, hats,

Quack med’cines for fick Chriftians, and found fats,
And all that charm our eyes, or mouths, or nofes.

‘The modern bard, ﬁ);s Tom, fublimely fings
Of virtuous, gracious, gqod, uxorious Kings,
~ Co - Who
* Is it pofiible for this Ror’o be true? We would rather give
it as apocryphal.

+ Mr. Whn_rton fays in his Ode, ¢ Who plant the Civic Bay;”
but he afluredly meant cabbages and carrots : —the faé proves it.
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Who love their wives fo conftant from their heart;
Who down at Windfor daily go a thopping,
Their heads, »right royal, into houfes popping,

And doing wonders in the haggling art.

And why, in God’s name, thould not Queens and Kings
Purchafe a comb, or corlifcrcw,' lace for cloaks,
Edging for caps, or tape for apron-ftrings,
Or pins, or bobbin, cheap as other folks ?

Reader! to make thine eyes with wonder ftare,

I tell thee, farthings claim the Royal care!
Farthings are helplefs children of a guinea:

Jf not well watch’d, timey travel to their coft;
For lo! each copper-vifag’d little ninney

Is very apt to ftray, and to be loft.
Fxtravagance I never dar’d defend ;
The greateft Kings fhould fave a candle end :
Since ’tis an axiom fure, the more folks fave,
The more, indifputably, they muft bave.
Crown’d heads, of Javing fhould appear examples;
And Britain really boafts two pressy famples !

The modern poet fings, quoth Tom again,
Of fweet excifemen, an obliging train; *
4 ‘Who,
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Who, like our guardian angels, watch our houfes,
And add another civil obligation
That addeth greatly to our reputation—

Hug, in our abfences, our loving fpoufes.

Reader! when tir'd, I'm fond of taking breath:
Now, as thou doft admire the true fublime,
‘And, confequer;tly, my immortal rhyme,

*Tis clear thou never canft defire my death.

Swans, in their fongs, muft mufically die;

If that’s the cafe then, Reader, fo might J.

Let me, then, join thy withes—ftay my rapture,
And nurfe my lungs, to fing a fecond chapter.

IN
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IN CONTINUATION.

« GR ANT me an honeft fame, or grant me none,”
Says Pope, (I don’t know where) a little liar;
Who, if he prais’d a man, ’twas in a tone
That made his praife like bunches of fweetbriar,
Which, while a pleafing fragrance it beftows,
Pops out a pretty prickle on your nofe.

Were fome folks to exclaim, who fill a throne,
< Grant me an honeft fame, or grant me none;”’
Such Princes were upon the foriorn hope:
Socn, very foon, to renutation dead,
Their idle Laureats, faith, might thut up fhop,
And bid their lofty genius go to bed.

Mufe, this is all well faid; but, not t’ offend ye,.
I beg you will not cultivate digreffion—
Plead not the poet's quidlibet andendi ;
For furely there are limits to th’ expreffion:
Then ceafe to wanton thys in epilode,

And tell the world of Mifter WarTon’s Ode.

The
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The modern i)oct, Laureat THoMas, fays,
" To Botany’s grand ifland tunes his lays,
Fix'd for the fwains and damfels of St. Giles,
Whofe knowledge in the bociu-pom: art
Bids them from Britain fomewhat fudden ftart,
To teach to fouthern climes their minifterial wiles :

Improve the wifdom of the commonweal,
And teach the fimple natives how to freal:’
The picklock fciences, fo dark, exlain;
And to ingenious murder turn each brain.

Quoth Tom again—the modern poet fings
Of fweet, good-natur’d, inoffenfive Kings;
Who, by a miracle, efcap’d with life—
Efcap’d a damfel’s moft tremendous.knife ;

A knife that had been taught, by toil and art,
To pierce the bowels of a pye or tart.

Thus, having giv'n a full difplay
Of what our Laureat fays, or meant to fay;
I'll beg of THoMas to inftru&t my ears,
Why, in his verfes, fPfhould call
The knights who grac'd the high-arch’d Hall,
A fet of bears?®
. Why

& Videtheword Sawage, in the Laureat’s Ode for the new year.
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Why the beld fteel-clad knights of elder days
Are not entitled to a little praife, .
Who for God’s caufe did palace, houfe, and bur feli,
As well as Monarchs of the prefent date,
‘Whofe dear religion, of which poets prate,
Might lodge, Qithout much fqueezing, in a nutfhell?

“ What King hath fmall religion?” thou replieft.

“ IfG..... the Th... thou meaneft—bard, thou lieft.”
Hold, THomas—uaot {o furious: I know things
That add not to the piety of .....

T've feen a K. ar chapel, I declare,

Yawn, gape, laugh, in the middle of*a pray’r—

When inward his fad optics ought to roll,

To view the dark condition of his foul;

Catch up an opera-glafs, with curious eye,
Forgetting God, fome ftranger’s phiz to {py,
As though defirous to obferve, if Heav'n

Had Chriftian features to the vifage giv'n;
Then turn (for kind communication, keen) -
And tell fome new-found wonders to the Queen.

Thus have thefe eyes beheld a cock fo ftately,
(Indeed thefe lyric eyes beheld one lately)-
Vou. L Fft Lab’ring
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Lab'ring uph a dunghill with each knuckle ;
When, after many a peck, and fcratch, and fcrub,
This hun’gcr did unkennel a poor grub,

On which the fellow did fo ftrut and chuckle!
He peck’d and fquinted—peck’d and kenn’d agen,
Hallooing luftily to Madam Hen;

To whom, with airs of triumph, he look’d round,
And told what noble treafure he had found.

¢« Ah! Peter, Peter,” Laureat THoMAS cries,

¢ Thou halt no fear of Kings before thy eyes;
 Great=little—all with thee are equal jokes,
 And mighty Monarchs merely common folks.

¢« Ah! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know—""
Know what 2 “ That monarchs are not merely fhow ;
¢ Souls they poffefs, and on a glorious fcale,”

To this I anfwer, Traomas, with a fale.

A Duke of Burgundy (I know not which)
Thus, on a certain time, addrefs’d a poet:—
156 I‘mmuch afraid of ,thu famre feribbling itch,
%, duve £ y "Bcwqw'b@w you thow it;
jour thymes, about a King:
+Mpliache, 2 dangerous thing.”
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That is, the Duke believ’d the Kingbncivil,
Might kick the faucy poet to the devil.

T. W. ,
PereR, there’s odds ’twixt ftaring and frark mad—

P.P.
Who dares deny it >—So there is, egad!

T.W.
Thou think’tt #0 Prince of common fenfe poffeft—

P, P.

THoMas, thou art miftaken, I proteft,

On Staniflaus the Mufe could pour her ftrain,
Who, dying, funk a Sun upon Lorrdine:

~ Too like the parted Sun, with glory crown’d— .
He fill'd with blufhes deep th’ horifon round.
Fred’rick the Great, who died the other day,
Had for himfelf, indeed, a deal to fay:

We muft not touch upon that King's beligf—
Becaufe I fear he feldom faid his pray’rs; S
Nor dare we fay the Hero was no thief, -
Becaufe he plunder’d ev’ry body’s wares.

Ffa
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I’'m told the Esbemf is vaftly wife==

And hope that Madam Fame hath told no liés;
Yet, in his difputations with the Dutch,

"The Monarch’s oratory was not much

Full miany a trope from bayonet and drurn
He threaten’d—but, behold! ’twas all a2 hum,

Wife are our gracious Qe—"s fuper rclations,
The pride and envy of the German nations ;
People of fafhion, worfhip, wealth, and frate—
Lo! what demand for them, in heav’n, of latel

Lo! with his knapfack, ev'n juft now departed,

As fine a {oldier, faith, as ever ftarted—

‘Whom Death did almoft dread to lay his claws on-<—
0ld Captain what’s his name ?—Saxehilberghaufen :*
For whom (with zeal, for falks of werfbip, burning)
We once again are blacken’d up by mourning ;

To thow by glove, cloth, ribband, crape, and fan,
A peck of trouble for th’ old gentleman.

Ah me! what dozens, dozens, dozens, .
Our Q——— hath got of uncles, aunts, and coufins !
Egad,

* Great Uncle to our moft gracious Q. I*Ie died in the Em.
peror’s fervice.
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Egad, if thus thoe folks continue d'ymg,
" Each Briton, doom’d to difmal biack,
Mutt always bear a hearfe-like back,

And, like Heraglitus, be always ¢rying.

Great is the northern Emprefs, I confefs!
Much, in her humour, like our good Queen Befs ;
Who keeps her fair court dames from getting diunk :*
And all fo temperate herfelf, folks fay,
She {carcelv drninks a dozen drams a day ;
And, in Jove matters, is a Queen of fpunk.

Yet like I not fuch woman for a wife—
Such heroines, in a matrimonal ftrife,
Might Liammer from one’s zender head bard notes:
I own my deiicacy 's fo great,
I cannot in diip ‘te, with rapture, meet
Women who look like men in pctticoats.‘

Oft in a learn’d difpute upon a cap,
By way of anfwer one migat have a flap—

' P’rhaps
¢ At an Affembly at Peterfburgh, fome years fince, which

was honoured with the prefence of the Emprefs, one of the rules
was, that no lady fhould come drzs# into the roem.
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P’rhaps on a firaple petticoat or gown—
Nay! poflibly on Madam’s being %i/s’d!
And really T would rather be knock’d down
By weight of argument, than weight of fift.
4
I like not dumes whofe converfation runs
On battles, fieges, mortars, and great guns:
The milder Beauties win my {often’d foul,
‘Who look for fathions with defiring eyes;
Pleas’d when on #ites the converfations roll,
Cork rumps, and merry-thoughts, and lovers’ fighs.

Love! when I marry, give me not an ox—

I hate a woman like a féntry-box ;

Nor can I deem that dame a charming creature
Whofe hard face holds an eazh in ev’ry feature,

In woman, angel fweetnefs let me fee:

No galloping horfe-godmothers {or me.

I own I cannot brook fuch manly Zelles

As Mademoifelle d'Eons, and Hannah Snells

Yet men there are (how ftrange are Lov#"dccrccs )
‘Whofe palates e’en Jack-Gentlewomen pleafe,

How
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How diff’rent, Cynthia, from thy form {o fai-,
That triumphs in a love-infpiring air;

Superior beaming ev’n where thoufands fhine—
Thy form !—where all the tender graces play,
And, bluthing, feem in ev’ry fini'e to fay,

¢« Behold we boaft an origin divine!”

See too the Queen of France—a gem, I ween!

With rev’rence let me hail that charming Queen,
Blifs to her King, and luftre to her race.

Though Venus gave of beauty half her ftore,

And all the Graces bid a world adore—

Her finalleft beauties are the charms of face.

T.W.
Heav'ns! why abroad for virtues muft you roam ?

P.P.
Becaufe I cannot find them, Tom, af bome.

I beg vour pardon—yes—the Prince of Wales
(Whofe aétions finile contempt on Scandal’s tales)
Ranks in the Mufe’s favour high.
1 with fome folks, that I could name with eafe,
Bleft with bis head—bis heart—bis pow'rs to pleafe—
Then Pity’s foul would ceafe from many a figh!
The
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The crouching courtiers, that furround a throne,
And learn to fpeak and grin from ore alone,

Who watch, like dancing dogs, their mafter’s nod—
Are ready now, if horfewhipp’d from their places,
At Carlton Houfe to thew their fupple faces,

And call the Prince they vilify, a God.

I

T. W.
Think'ft thou not Cxfzr doth the arts poffefs ?

P.P.
Arts in abundance '—Yes, Tom—ves, Tom—yes!

T.W.
Think’ft thou not Cafar would each joy forego,

To make his children happy ?

P. P.
No, Tom=—no.
T. W,
What! not one bag, to blefs a child, veftow ?—

P.P.
Heav'n help thy folly !—no, Tom—no, Tom—no’
The fordid fouls that Avarice enflaves,
Would gladly grafp their guineas in their graves:
' Like
5
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Like that old Greek—a miferable cur,
‘Who made himfelf his own executor.

A cat is with her kittens much delighted ;

She licks fo lovingly their mouths and chins:
At ev’ry danger, lord ! how pufs is frighted !

She curls her back, and fwells her tail, and grins,
Rolls her wild eyes, and claws the backs of curs
Who fmell too curious to her children’s furs.

This happens whilft her cats are young indeed ;
But when grown up, alas! how chang’d their luck !
No more fhe plays at bo-peep with her breed,

I.ies down, and, mewing, bids them come and fuck :

No more fhe fports and pats them, frifks and purs;
Plays with their twinkling tails, and licks their furs:
But when they beg her blefling and embraces,

Spits, like a dirty vixen, in their faces.

Nay, after making the poor lambkins fly,
She watches the dear babes with {quinting eye ;
And if fhe fpies them with a bit of meat,
Springs on their property, and fteals their treat.

You. I. Gg . No
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No more a tender love the feems to feel;

The dev’l for HER may eat ’em at 2 meal—

With all HeR foul; the jade, fo wond’rous faving,
Cries, “Off! you now are at your own beard-fhaving.”

So—to fome K ...s this evil doth belong i—
Th’ intelligence is good, I make no doubt;
Who feem to Jike their offspring when they're young,
But lofe that fond affection when they’re ftout;
Far off’ they fend them—nor a fixpence give:

1 wonder, Tuomas, where fuch M.....hs live!

Should fucha M.....h, Tuoxmas, crofs thy way,
And for thy flatt’ry offer butts of fack;

Say plainly that he would difgrace thy lav;
And, turning on him thy poetic back,

Bid, like a porcupine, thine anger briftle;

Nor damn thy precious foul, to wet thy whiftle.

CON-
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CONCLUSION.

THINK not, friend T om, I envy thee thy rhyme,
By m%'nbers, I aflure thee, deem’d fublime;

Or that thy Laureat’s place my fpleen provokes:
The King (good man!) and I fhould never quarrel,
E’en though his royal wifdom gave the laurel

To Milter ToM-A-STiLEs, or JouNn-a-NokEs,

Old-fathion’d, as if tutor'd in the ark,
I never figh’d for GLory's high degrees:
This very inftant thould our Grand Menarque

Say, ¢ PeTER, be my Laurear, if you pleafe:”

“ No, pleafe your Majefty,” fhould be my anfwer,
With fweeteft diffidence and modeft grace;

The office fuits 2 more ingenious man, Sir;

¢ In God's name, therefore, let bim have the places
¢ Unlike the poets, ’tis my vaft affliction

¢ To be a miferable hand at fiiZion.

« But, Sir, I'll find fome lyric undertaker,

« Acroftic, rebus, or conundrum maker,

4 ’ « Who
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«« Who oft hath rode on Pegafus fo ficry,

¢« And won the fiveepftakes in the Lapy’s D1ary ¢
‘ Such, Sirz, in poetry fhall hitch your “namc,

““ And do fufficicnt juftice to your fame.”

END OF VOL, J.
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