














PETER PINDAR.Eso

IN THREE VOLUMES

VOLUME . 1II.

CONTAINVING

20 THE RIGHTS OF KINGS

o (

R

42 A PAIR OF LYRIC EPINTLESN T

27 ODES TO MR PAINE t LLORD MACARTNEY . ...
28 THE REMONSTRANCE. .\ 33 opEY TO KIEN LONG . ..
929.MORE MONEY . T, ‘t 34.EPISTLE TO THE POPE . .
30.0DES OF IMPORTANCE ‘ t 35 PA.THETI(‘ ODES TO THE
31.THE TEARS OF ST MARGARET. ) ‘DUKE OF RICHMOND

J6 CELEBRATIONY

L OND ON.
Prmted for JoHN WALKER, N? 44.Paterofter Row.

M.DCC.XCIV.






THE
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LOYAL ODES
TO

DISLOYAL ACADEMICIANS,

Ti; aavin Qupdy eiziCa. ANacrEpN,

Thus for a MiceTy MoNARCH to be lewell'd !
Pray were you drunk, or mad, Sirs, or be-devill'd?

Vou. III, B






TO THE RFADER.

\.. GENTLE READER,

THE foundation of the following Odes is fimply
this—The Prefident of the Royal Academy, happy to be
able to gratify our amiable Monarch in the minuteft of
his predile&ions, reported lately to the Academicians his
Majefty’s defire, that a Mr. LAURENCE might be added
to the lift of R. A.’s, his Majefty, from his fuperior
knowledge in painting, being perfely convinced of this
young Artift’s uncommon abilities, and confequently fair
pretenfions to the honcur. Notwithftanding the Royal
wifh, and the with of the Prefident, and (under the
rofe ! !!) the wifh of Mr. BenyamMin WEsT, the Windfor
oracle of paint, and painter of hiftory, the R. A.s
rceeived the annunciation of his Majefty’s wifh, Sir
Josuua’s with, Mr. WesT’s wifh, with the moft ineffable
Jung-fraid, not to call it by the harder name, difguft.
The annunciation happening on the night of an ele&ion
of Aflociates, at which Mr. LAURENCE ought to have
been cle€ted an Aflociate (a ftep ncceflary to the more
exalted one of R. A.)—bchold the obflinacy of thefe
Royal mules !—tlie numbcr of votes in favour of Mr.
l.AurrxcE amountced to juft three, and that of his oppo-
neot, Mr. WHEATLEY, to fixteen!!!—Indignant and
loyal Reader, the Lyric Mufe, who has uniformly
attacked Meanncfs, Folly, Impudence, Avarice, and
lgnorance, from her cradle, caught fire at the above
important cveat, and moft loyally poured forth the fol-
lowing QOdes, replete with their ufual fublimity.
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TO THE PUBLIC.

(GENTLES! behold a poor plain-fpoken m3¥
Modeft as ADDINGTON out SPEAKER,
Amidft Saint Stephen’s pattiotic clan,
Where Innocence fo meek did ne’er lock ineeker;

When with much palpitation, and much dread,

He turn'd about his pretty Speaker’s head,
One leg juft rais’d to hop into the chair;

Juft like 2 CaT in rain amid the ftreet,
That fears to wet her white and velvet feet,
Which for a handfome gutter-leap prepare!

¢ [ fear I am a moft unworthy*choice,”

Said Mifter Speaxker, with a lamb-like voice!
¢ I have but one ftep more,” he cry'd,

Keeping his head coquettifhly afide,

B3 How
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How gauch like CuRrisTIe, with his hammer rais’d,
(Cuzistie, a public Speaker too, fo prais'd),
Looking around him, fimpering, fmiling, bowing,

Then crying—¢ Gemmen, going, going, going!”

Yes, Gentles all, a modeft Bard and fhy,
With dove-like mien, and ground-exploring eyes
Modeft as Mifier SpEakER at the Lorbs,
When lowly he did Majefty efeech
T’ allow his humble Commons ufe of words ;
That is to fay, a liberty of fpeech:

Alfo to have at times a téte-a-téte,
Becaufe a confab royal is a treat;

Indeed for fubjests much too rich,

As wife Kinc Jamss afferted of the i#ch e

Likewife to have the privilege of Tick,
Becaufe a Barvirr is a meddling rogue,
‘Who, with a hand of iron, or a ftick,
Stoppeth the travels of our men of vogue!
Barbarian act, that men of worfhip frets !
‘Who think of loftier things than idle debts;
Deep
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Deep pond'ring ever én the NaTion’s goed,
Not on great grealy bukchers, taylor knaves,
Mexcers and clammy grocers—compter flavés,

Who, by their ftinking fweat, procure their food:

Tradefinen! a fet of vulgar fwine;

Crutches for ForTUNE in a deep decline ¢

Lo! what a tradefman’s good for, and lo all«e
A wooden buttrefs for a tott’ring wall !

With tears have I beheld full rmdny a *Squirg
Moft brutally by Bailiffs dragg’d along;

For turnpike, furniture, or houfe’s hire,
Hotfe, wages, coach, or fome fuch idle fong!

Now *SquIre’s a title of much reputations
Belongs to people of #o—occupation

Who cannot (in their looks we read it)

Get, for a mutton-chop, a little credit!
Poor Gentlemen! how hard, alas! their fate,
To knuckle to fuch nuifances of State!

Gentles, to you, well pleas’d, I turn againy
Quitting my fav’rite rambling ftrain;
B4 Leaving
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Léaving belov’d, admir’d, ador’d digreffion,

So praiis’d by #s men of ede-profeffion,

When we have fcarcely aught to fing or fay, -
And fneaking Fancy quits the lyric lay.

I do remember !-——What ?—That thus my pen,
Licentious, flander’d crown-and-fceptre men!
¢ Readers, onc moment look me in the face;
« A Poet not guite deftitute of grace;
¢ And anfwer oze not bred in FLATT'RY’s {cho0ls—
¢ Are you, or are you not, a fet of fools?
¢« Pinning your faith on GRANDEUR’s {leeve—
¢ Say, do you, in your confciences, believe
¢ That Me——s never can be weak nor mean;
¢ And that 2 M—'s wife, yclept 2 ,
« May not (and why not?) be a downright flop,
“ Form’d of the coarfeft rags of NaTure’s thop ?
¢ 1 read the anfwer in each vifage—*¢ No.”
“ O Jefu! canitbe? and isitfo?
¢ Put down my book—

« Give it not e#e contaminating look :

¢ I ftare on you with pity—nay, with pain—

“ Kearstey fhall tofs your money back again

* Get your crowns fhav’d, poor fouls—I with you well;
¢ And hear me—Bedlam has a vacant cell,”

Such
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‘Such were the ftanzas that I wrote of yore,
When tainted by a King-deriding Clan:
Busnow I curfe thofe fenets o’er and o’er—

A convert quite—a fweet and alter’d man:

The facred force of Sov’reroNTY I feel—

To RovaLty’s ftern port I learn to kneel:
For Royalties are deem’d moft facred things;

So facred by the Courtiers, that the Bidle

May be inform’d againft, and prov’d a libe],

For faying—¢ Put no confidence in Kings!”

Though this indeed may be interpolation,

As much was coin’d by Popifh priefts and friars;
For ah! how hard ’tis for imagination

To fancy Monarchs hypocrites and liars !

THE






THE

RIGHTS OF KINGS,

ODE. TO THE ACADEMICIANS.

AM I awake,' or dreaming, O ye Gods?
Alas! in waking’s favour lie the odds!

The dev’'l it is! ah me! ‘tis really fo!
Iow, Sirs! on Majefty’s proud corns to tread !
Mcflieurs Academicians, when you’re dead,

Where can your Impudencies hope to go?

Refufe a Monarch’s mighty orders !—

It fmells of treafon—on rebellion borders!

*Sdcath, Sirs! it was the Queen’s fond with as weil,
That * Mafter Lavrence fhould come in!

Againft a2 Queen fo gentle to rebel !

This is another crying fin'!

What !—not oblige, in fuch a trifling thing,
So fiveet a Queen, and fuch a goodly King!
A Queen

® A young portrait-painter of fome merit.
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A Queen unus’d to oppofition-weather—
At difappointment fo nus’d to ftart—
So full of dove-like gentlenefs her heart,
As if the dove had lent its fofteft feather,
That heart of gentlenefs to form,
Unus’d (as I have faid) to oppofition-ftorm!

O let me juft inform you, one and all,
‘That Kings and Potentates, both great and finall,
Born to be humour’d, for ¢bedience battle :
Motft inftantaneous too muft be compliance;
Refufal is moft damnable defiance;
They ftruggle for't, like children for the rattle.

But in our fiinile fome diff’rence lies—

We whip a bantling when it kicks and cries,
Fully determin’d not to pleafe it:

But lo! the children that poflefs a crown

(Young Herculeses) knock us down,

And, angry for the bauble, feize it.

FEach of you, Sirs, has kept a cur, perchaunce :
Poor wretch, how oft his ¢ves with lightnings dance;

How he looks up to Mafter for a fmile!
' Shakes
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Shakes his imploring head with wriggling tajl,
Now whining yelps, now pawing to prevail,
Eadger with fuch anxiety the while;

And if a pat Jbould blefs the whining fcraper,
Lord, how the animal begins to caper!

Thus fhould it be with fubjects and great Kings=—
But you are ftrangers to thefe humble things.

For fhame! upon the courtier’s creed go look—
And take a leaf from humble Hawksp’ry’s book ;
Or fweet neck-bending water-gruel Lizeps,

Who Majefty with pap of flatt’ry feeds;

Which pap, if highly relith’d, will of courfe,
Rewarded, make him MasTer or Tae Horsz.

Where was PREROGATIVE ?—alleep?
A blockhead, not a better watch to keep
In this moft folemn, moft important hour!
Why heard we not the thunder of his voice;
Saw down your gullets cramm’d the royal choice,
So eafy to the iron arm of Power?

Why flept his fledge, the guardian of a crown,
So form’d to knock unruly rafcals down ?

3

Ah,
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Ah me! PREROGATIVE feems nearly dead!
Behold his tott’ring limbs and palfied head;
Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes;
His teeth dropp’d out; and hark ! his voice fo weak ;
A moufe behind the wainfcot—eunuch fqueak !
« Ah! non fum qualis eram,” now he fighs.
To ev’ry body’s call, ah! now fo pliant!
Sad fkeleton of once a fturdy giant!

Poor bending fhrivell'd form, but juft alive,
Art thou that bully once—PRrEROGATIVE ?
Where is the mien of Mags, the eye’s wild ftare,
A meteor darting horror with its glare?
How like 2 BRaNDY-DRINKER, Who on flame
Feeds with a rofy beacon-face at firft ;
But, by his enemy INTEMP’RANCE curfh,
Yields to that vi€or of mankind with fhame;
Pale, hobbling, voicelefs, crawling to dccay,
Juft like a paffing fhadow, finks away !

Bedthamber Lords are all in ire—

The Maids of Honour all on fire;

Nay, though defpoticdlly fhav'd, the Conks,

Bluff on th’ occafion, put on bull's-beef logks:
5 And
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And really this is very grand behaving,
30 nobly to forgive the famous fhaving !

See Madam ScHWERLLENBERG moft cat-like ftare;

* And though no fav’rite of the King,

She cries, * By Gat, it fhock and make my bair
Upright—it is fo dam dam faucy ting.”

STANHOPE, perchance, will clafp you in his arms;
And Price’s Ghoft, with eloquence’s charms,
Will, from his tomb upfpringing, found applaufe:
But know, I deem not fo of Epmunp BuRKE:
[He nobly ftyles the deed ¢ a d-mn’d day’s work ;*
Superior he to cutting royal claws.

Mun very juftly thinks the human back

Should be to Kings a fort of humble hack ;

That ev'ry fubject ought to wear a faddle,
O’erwhichthofegreat rough-riders,Kings, may ftraddle.
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O D E IL

THE fam'd Affembly of the French will fmile,
At this difgrace of our fair ifle:

Meflieurs FavyerTE the Great, and Co.

With tears of joy will overflow,

And order the Affembly of the Nation

To fend you fweet congratulation.

What haft thou to complain of each, ‘thou imp?
Compar’d to Kings, a grampus and a fhrimp!

Lo! when from Windfor mighty Kings arrive,
Lilie London mack’rel, all alive!

Terrenes of flatt’ry are prepar’d fo hot

By courtiers—a delicious pepper-pot ;

Which, to be fure, the royal maw devours,
Kings boafting very ftrong digeftive pow’ss,

A PornTeR thus, lock’d up 2 week,

Half ftarv’d, and longing for a fteak ;

Behold him now turn’d loofe fo wild to eat—
Gods! how he gobbles down the broth and mear!

Yes
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¥es, fatt’ry-foups are all prepar'd fo hot,
As I have hinted, a fine pepper-pot:

Side-difhes too of curtfies; bows, and fcrapes,
With ftare and wonder in all forts of fhapes;
Attentions darting from the full-ftretch’d eye,
That riot a royal glance may pafs unheeded by :
Attentions fharp as thofe of Lumpy, SMaLL,
At cricket fkill'd to catch the flying ball;
Whilt you furvey (abominable thing!)

With cold contempt the characer of King!

Think by what royal bounty you are bleft!
Think of the patronage to Painters all!

Not a poor fhallow rill confin'd to WesT,
But torrents that like Niagara fall.

Yes; Gtorge is gen’rous—watches all your wants—e
And pours his foft’ring rains upon his plants.

Then, meeting fuch a friend, ye ought to cry,

¢ Glory be to GeorgE on high!

7Thus, when two clouds approach, a wand'ring pair,
As oft it happens, *mid their walks in air;
" Vou. lIL C Though
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Though one be rich, the other poor
In rare eleétric matter, how they greet!

With what delight they feem to meet ;
And, pleas’d, with all the fire of friendthip roar!

GeorcEe, O ye raggamuffins, loves you dearly ;
Sends you rare pi¢tures for improvement yearly ;
Buys up your works, and much commiffion gives
To Hift'ry, Portrait, Land{cape-men—
Careful as of a chicken a good hen:
Thus like an Alderman each Limner lives.

Yes; a good hen—1I fee her wing difplay’d,

To warm, protet you with parental fhade:
But you, 2 flock of vile rebellious chicken,

Are all for mounting on your mother's back,

With threat’ning beak and noify faucy clack,
Her eyes out, trying to be picking ;

Againft her blafphemoully fwearing:

This is undutiful beyond all bearing.

Where’er the plaintive cry of WanT appears,

Cock’d, like a greyhound’s, are the King’s two ears:
4 Ready
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Ready for fuch poor wights to bake and brew !
A circumftance believ’d by very few !

Thus, to PaiLosopuy’s furprife,

A pin can lead the lightning of the fkies !

O D E IL

BEHOLD, his Majefty is in a paffion!
Tremble, ye rogues, and tremble all the nation!
Suppofe he takes it in his royal head,

To ftrike your Academic Idol dead;

Knock down your House, diffolve you in his ire,
And ftrip you of your boafted title—’SquirE!

To bend a piece of iron to your will,
You always make that iron hot; '
For then it afks but little force and fkill—

Its fturdinefs is quite forgot:

But lo! it is quite otherwife with man!
Make %im red-hot, and bend him as you can:
C 2 Se
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So widely diff"rent are the metals,
Compofing man, or kings indeed, and kettles!

Oft has he left his Queen and Windfor tow’rs,
Oft from the fafcinating Dairy flewn,
0 raife the Arts with all his miglity pow'rs,
And hold high converfe with the folks of Town

From lofty CarTnAGE thus, by Jove's decree,
On nobler works than thofe of love, intent,
Aneas from the widow Dipo went,

And, full of piety, put off to fea!

Vain of your academic honours, vain,
I fay again,
1dly you deem’d yourfelves the firft of men;
And then
You fpurn’d the hand which rais’d you into noticc—
By all the Gods, unfortunately, fo ’tis!

i

Full oft, by ForTuNE, man is play’d a trick ;
Too often ruin’d by her glittering toys,

Juft like the canpLE’s lucklefs wick
Surrounded by the luftre that deftroys.

ODE
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ODE 1IV.

RESISTANCE turns me, like a napkin, pale;
ReseLrion chills me into ftone;

¢ Tell not in Gath the tale,
« Nor publifh in the ftreets of Afcalon,”

Copy the manners of a Court:
There (thanks to Epucarion for’t)
SueMmissioN cow’ring creeps, with fearful eye,
Unceafing bends the willowy neck to ground,
In rev’rence, abject and profound,
Too humbly modeft to behold the {ky:

There, all alive too, Hawk ATTENTION fits,
To ftudy Royal HuMouR’s various fits;
With wings expanded, ready to fly poft,
To Faft, to Weft, to North, or South,
To cater for a Monarch’s mighty mouth,
‘To get him bak’d, or grill’'d, or boil’d, or roaft:

Now {campers to pick up each bit of news,
Which full-fed London ev’ry moment fp—s:
C3 Then
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Then to the Palace the rich treafure bears,
And pours the whole into the royal ears.

There ApuLaTioN, with her filvér tongue,
Sweeter than Philomela’s fweeteft fong,
Says unto Majefty fuch things!
Tells him that C&£sar won not half bis fame;
That ALexanDpER was a childifh name,
Compar’d to bis—the King of Kings!

Now finiling, ftaring huge furprife,

With fuch a brace of wonder-looking eyes,
On all the words from Majefty that dart;
As if bright gems, as large as eggs of pullet,

Flow’d from the King’s Golconda gullet,
Enough, indeed, to load a cart:

Her mouth fo pleas’d the treafures to devour !

Wide as the port-hole of a Seventy-four!

Such is the picture of a Palace icene,

Drawn by an amateur, I ween:

The outline chafte, and eafy flowing;

The colouring not a whit too glowing.
Such, fuch is AburaTioNn, charming maid!
\Yhofe conduét you won’t copy, I’m afraid.

ODE
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ODE V.

AT oppofition, lo! the foul demurs !
At fuch the royal mind revolts;
Hates it as much as fticks, the cats and curs,

23

Or curbs, and whips, and fpurs, high-mettled colts.

Too well I know, that you the Great defpife;

Molehills, inftead of mountains, in your eyes:
*Tis wrong !

I often rev’rence GRANDEUR in my fong.

Go, Sirs, to Court upon a gala day:

Soon as the foldiers cry aloud, * Make way!”
How glorioufly the Courtiers ftrut it by,

In gorgeous clothes of filk and gold,

With fuch an elevated front, and bold,
With fuch ftate-confequence in either eye;

So much above the ground on which they ftrut,
So ftiff, fo ftake-like, all the pompous pack,

‘As though Dame NaTuRrE had forgot to put
The joints of manners to the neck and back.

Cs

Oh,
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o .élorious fight! this no one dares deny:
And lo! I'd lay confiderable odds,

That man who née’er divinities did fpy,

. Would really take them for a pack of gods!

Grant that the Great are ignorant——what then ?
Still are they folks of worfhip—ftill grea? men;
Though flogg’d through fchools, and banifh’d from a
college,
Although not one inch broad their minds, I ween:
The utmoft boundary of all their knowledge,
The Game-a&t and Joun Nicrous® Magazine.

Still men of worfhip muft they all appear,
Beincs we little people fhould revere !
"T'is nat’ral to revere the folk on high;
To rev’rence, lo! our infancies are led!
Well do ! recollett how oft my eye
Ador’d the Kings and Queens of Gingerbread :

King David, Solomon, and that brave Queen*
Who rode {o far to fee, and to be feen :
Though

@ Her Majefty of Sheba,
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'fhough hungry as a hound, with pence in ftore, ’
"When in their glory on the ftalls I met *em;
Though longing to devour them o’er and o’er,
I deem’d it facrilege to eat ’em!

O DE VL

THE light of REeason is a little ray,

But ttill it fhows us the right way:

Indeed, the GENTLEWOMAN makes no blaze,
No bonfire tempting a fool’s eye to gaze—
A modeft dame, remote, and calm, and coy,
And never playeth gambols, to deftroy.

But ErroR, what a meretricious jade,

Amidft her tracklefs wilds immers’d in fhade,
To tempt the filly and unwary !

Her meteor, lo! fhe lights !—here, there,

Up, down, fhe dances it—now far, now near,
In mad and riotous vagary.
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‘On the fools wander, in purfuit fo ftout,

And love of this fame garifh light;
All on a fudden goes this meteor out ;

And caught, like badgers, in the fack of night,
Blund'ring, and trying to get back agen,

They roll about in vain, poor men.

Thus you Academicians all proceed !
You are thofe Bapcers, Gentlemen, indeed!

There feems an ardent {pirit, to my mind,

A Revolution fpirit; ’mongft mankind:

A fpark will now fet kingdoms in a blaze,
That would not fire a barn in former days;
So lately turn’d to touchwood is each State—
So whimfical indeed the ways of Fate!

Pray, Sirs, both old and young, ye bright and muddy
Did ever you make cuckoldom your ftudy ?
P’rhaps not, if rightly I divine—

But, Gentlemen, I've made it mine.

This ftate of man, and let me add obfcenity,
Is not a fituation of Zetweenity,
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" As fome word-coiners are difpos'd to call't~—
Meaning a mawkith, as-it-were-ifb flate,
Containing neither love nor hate—

A fort of water-gruel without falt.

Know then, that CuckoLpowm’s zll eye, all ear,
All fmell, all tafte, and, faith! all feeling :
His fenfes fharp as thofe of cats appear,
To right, to left—as quick as foldiers wheeling,
To catch a wife’s bad fame, alas! not praife;

Thus fetting traps to {queeze his future days;

Watering with one eternal tear the eye,

And making lovely Lire one lengthen'd figh:
A pair of antlers his—he fits on thorns—

He nothing fees but horns, horns, horns!

Nay, to the Cuckold in idea, lo,
On either fide his head a homn appears
Tremendous! but which all his ncighbours know

Are only one huge pair of als’s ears.

Then pray difinifs your jealoufies and frights;

Our M——h means not to invade your rights:
' It
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It never, never was a Royal plan—

« For BruTus is an honourable man!”

Greater from CuamMeers fhould be all your fears,
Whofe House is tumbling faft about your ears.

O D E VIL

THE King (God grace him) withes you to jfbine:
Iz vais’d the building with your cath and mine.

But whatis wealth ? what, thoufands ? trifling things !
To fwell the mighty volume of its fame,
He call’d it RoyarL—thus he gave the name;

Which proveth the munificence of Kings—
Heav'ns, what a prefent! ah, well worth poffeffing!

T.o! on 2 leve] with a Biﬂxop’s blefling !

DosmriTian (fo fays Hist’ry, with a figh)
‘Would quit affairs of fiate, to hunt a fly:

But we have no. fuch trifie-hunting Kings—
F.urope knows no fuch miferable bings !

Her Princes gallop en a larger feale;

No fiippant minnow, but the flound’ring whale!

5 GEORGE
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onnoz wifhes not to give the dome a grave; .
Not to deftroy, he cometh—but to fave:
Not like Dame NaTure, who compofes forms
The faiteft for the fafcinated eye;
Then fends her lightrings, floods, and ftorms,
To bid the beauteous flowrets diel

When once a woman’s handfome, fmart, and clever,
In God’s name let her bloom for ever!
Ah! could I fhatch TiMe’s ploughihare from his hand,
Who, with that eafe a farmer fkirts his land,
Furrows {o cruelly.o’er the faireft face!

Relentlefs as a Mohawk, on he goes,

Cuts up the lily and the rofe, ‘
Roots up each wavy curl, and bends the neck of grace—

Ah! could I fimply do but this,

The fweeteft lips would give me many a kifs.

By raifing, then deftroying like a Turk,

It feems as though Time did not like his work;
As though he wanted fomnething dettar fRill,

. Than €’er was manufactur'd at his mill,

And
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And yet how exquifite, of charms the crop
In Mefdames * Jounson’s, *KeLLy’s, * WINDSOR’S
thop,
Or rather hot-houfe I—Lord, if fond of billing,
What grace, for guineas, we may find !
Nay, in the ftreets, if cheapnefs fuits our mind,
We purchafe Cleopatras for a fhilling !

O BeauTy, how thou ftealeft me away!
Born, thou fweet WircH, thy Poet to beguile!
Thy fool, idolater, by night, by day,
. He feels a chain in ev'ry fmile.
Thou Tyrant of my heart, let go my pen—
1 muft, will fpeak to Academic men.

Sirs! fhould the RoyaL EacLe, from his height,
Dart on your puny forms, his eye of flame,

And wanton, juft to exercife his might,
(Deeming you no ignoble game)

Should pounce on your owl-backs, fo ftout,

How would a cloud of feathers fly about!

The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe,

What figures you would cut within his gripe !

This

® The Prietefles of the Cyprian Goddefs,
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This can the Kinc or IsLes perform—1I know it:

Yet, though of pow’r fo full, he will not fhow it.

Too foon your band its weaknefs would deplore !
A crab in a cow’s mouth—no more !

Say, don’t ye tremble at th’ affronted name ?
‘Where lurks the burning blufh of fthame?
Alas! that fymptom of remaining grace
Knows not to tinge an Academic face!
Sons*of the Dev’l like you, rebellious, hear—
It is for Kings to burden—us to bear.
I own I've faid (and glory in the advice),
<« Be nbt, O King, as ufual, over-nice:
¢ Dread Sire, (to take a phrafe from CALIBAN)
<« Bite ’em”—
*¢ To pour a heavier vengeance on the clan,
<« Knight ’em.”

ODE
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O D E IX.

TH E modern French deem Monarchs much like fire,
Which a good looking-after doth require—

Too much inclin’d to prove an evil;
A fire that needeth to be well fecur’d,
Well iron’d, pinion’d, and immur'd,

Which otherwife would play the devil :
Yet if on politics 2 bard may prate,
I deem their Monarch’s jacket rather ftraits
Mespames Porssarbes, twas fhockingly ill-bred, '
To fling your flounders at your MonarcH’s head.
Though, Vevus-like, defcended from the flood,
*Twas bafe, ye {weet DiviniTies of Mud.
To this great truth, a UNIVERsE agrees,
« e who lies dowen with dogs, will rife with fleas.”

How applicable! lo, you took advice,
I'm fure, from rhat Arcu-DeviL, Doctor Price,
And Stannore—who fo praife the French and clap,

For catching Kings, like polecats, in a trap.

" Oh,
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.Oh, may I never de—but were 1 King,
Like ropes fhould I confider laws;
Preventing, when 1 wifh'd it, a good fpring—
Hand-cuffs to bind my lion claws.

A fet of articles implies miftruft—
How can the Lorp’s ANoinTeD be unjuft?
We never thould believe fuch things -
As doubt the wifdom of the Kinc or Kines:
What the Lorp choofes muft be good,
Although he fend us but a piece of wood.
Ev'n * CHESTERFIELD, that atheiftic dog,
Declares he has a rev’rence for Kinc Loc.
“ When will that lucky day be born, that brings
¢ A bridle for the arrogance of Kings?
« Too flowly moves, alas! the loit’ring hour.
“ When will thofe tyrants ceafe to fancy Man
¢ A Dog in ProvineNcE’s lev’ling plan,
* To crouch and lick the blood-ftain’d rods of
Pow’r ?”
Such is your moft unkingly cry ;
And o, I tell it with a figh!

Vou. III. D Rank

. ® < Iconfefs I have fome regard for Kinc Loc.” Fide his
Letters.
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Rank is in man the itch of oppofition,
Which wanteth a good whip for a phyfician.
You keep bad company that turns your head—
So hungrily you ev’ry thing devour,
That tends to clip the wings of royal pow’r,
Which like the eagle’s pinion ought to fpread;
So greedily fuck in ReseLLiON’s breath,
That wafts the.feeds of IMPuDENCE and DeaTH.

Thus, hound-like, at a Lord-Mayor’s feaft,
A CoMMON-COUNCILMAN, a beaft,

On ev’ry feafon’d difh fo hungry ftuffs—
Unbuttons, wipes the {fweat away, and puffs.

Poor fool! he fwallows rheumatifm and gout,
Afthma and apoplexy—and more ills

Than Docors, with their knowledges fo ftout,
Can vanquith with their boluses and pills!

Bur, Sirs, you muft be ¢z:2tions how you alt;
Aitorney-Geireral is no reafoning thing !
’Tis an indubitable faét,
This fellow is the creature of a King;
His eagle—thunder-bearer—Iloud his cry—

And “ Inftant vengeance” is his fole reply.

*Tis
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*Tis dangerous to fhake hands with fuch hard claws,
"His gripe enough to make the braveft paufe !

Then be not at your midnight orgies feen,
Buzzing opinions upon King and Queen.
Ah! fhould he fally forth fo ftrong,

Amidft your wantonnefs of fpeech and fong;
Unlin’d by mercy, you will feel his gripe,
Stopping the melody of many a pipe.

Thus at the folemn, ftill, and funlefs hour,
When to their fports the infect nations pour:

In airy tumult bleft, the light-wing’d throng,
Thoughtlefs of enemies in ambuicade,
Hums to Nigut's lift’ning ear the choral fong,
And wantons through the boundlefs field of fhade;
When, lo! the moufe-fac’d DEmon of the gloom,

Efpying, hungry meditates their doom !

Bounce, from his hole fo fecret burfts the Bar,
To honour, mercy, moderation, loft!
Behold him fally on the humming hott,
And murd’rous overturn the tribes of GNaT;
Nimbly from right to left, like T1irroo, wheel,
And fiap ten thoufand pris’ners at a meal !
D2 " ODE
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ODE X

HOW pleafant ’tis the Courtier clan to fee?
So prompt to drop to Majefty the knee;

To ftart, to run, to leap, to fly;

And gambol in the Royal eye!

And, if expetant of fome high employ,
How kicks the heart againft the ribs, for joy!

How rich the incenfe to the Royal nofe!

How liquidly the oil of FLaTT’rY flows!

But fhould the Monarch turn from fweet to four,
Which cometh oft to pafs in half an hour,

How alter’d inftantly the Courtier clan!

How faint! how pale! how woe-begone, and wan!

Thus Corypon, betroth’d to DeL1A’s charms,
In fancy holds her ever in his arms:

In mad’ning fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips devours;
Plays with the ringlets that all flaxen flow
In rich luxuriance o’er a breaft of fnow,

And on that breaft the foul of rapture pours,

Nicur
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NicHT too entrances—SLUMBER brings the dream—
Gives to his lips his IpoL’s fweeteft kifs;

Bids the wild heart, high panting, fwell its ftream,
And deluge every nerve with blifs:

But if his NympH unfortunately frowns,

Sad, chapfall’'n, lo! he hangs himfelf, or drowns!

Oh, try with blifs his moments to beguile::

Strive not to make your Sov’reign frown—but finile
Sublime are Royal nods—moft precious things !—
Then, to be whiftled to by Kings!

To have him lean familiar on one’s thoulder,
Becoming thus the royal arm-upholder,

A heart of very ftone muft glad!
Oh! would fome King fo far himfelf demean,
As on my fhoulder but for once to lean,

Th’ excefs of joy would nearly make me mad '
How on the honour’d garment I fhould dote,
And think a glory blaz’d around the coat!

Bleft, 1 fhouid make this coat my coat of arms,
In fancy glitt'ring with a thoufand charms;
D3 And
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" And thow my children’s children o’er and o'er's
< Here, Babies,” I fhould fay, ¢ with awe behold
« This coat—worth fifty times its weight in gold :

¢ This very, very coat, your grandfire wore !

¢ Here,” pointing to the fhoulder, I fhould fay,
¢« Here Majefty’s 0wz hand fo facred lay :”
Then p’rhaps repeat fome fpeech the King might
utter;
As—=¢ Peter, how go fheep a fcore? what? what?
¢ What’s cheapeft meat to make a bullock fat?
“Hz? hae? what, what's the price of country butter ”*

Then fhould I, ftrutting, give myfelf an air,
And deem my houfe adorn’d with immortality :

Thus fhould I make the children, calf-like, ftare,
And fancy grandfather a man of quality :

And yet, not ftopping here, with cheerful note,

The Mufe fhould fing an ode upon the coat.

Poor loft AMeRrica, high honours miffing,

Knows nought of finile and nod, and fweet hand-kiffing ;
Knows nought of golden promifes of Kings;

Knows, nought of coronets, and ftars, and ftrings:

' In
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. In folitude the' lovely Reazy fighs 1
But vainly drops the penitential teat—

Deaf as the adder to the Woman’s ‘cries, -
We fuffer not her wail to wound ouR ear:
For food, we bid her hopelefs children prowl,
And with the favage of the defert howl.

O D E XIL

« MAN may be happy, if he will:”

I’ve faid it often, and I think fo ftill:
Dodtrine to make the MiLLION ftare!

Know then, each MoRTAL is an atual Jove;

Can brew what weather he fhall moft approve,
Or wind, or calm, or foul, or fair.

But here’s the mifchief~—Man’s an afs, I fay;

Too fond of thunder, lightning, ftorm, and rain;
He hides the charming, cheerful ray

That {preads a fmile o’er hill and plain!
Dark, he muft court the {cull, and fpade, and fhroud—

The miftrefs of his foul muft be a Croup !
D 4 Who
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Who told him that-he muft be curs'd.an earth #—.
The Gop of Naryae ?--No-fuch thing ! :

Heav'y whifper’d:him, the mament of his birth,.
 Don’t cry, my:lad, but dance and fing;

¢ Don’t be'too. wife, and be an ape :

¢ In colours let'thy.foul be:drefs’d, not-crape.

¢ Roses fhall fmooth Li1re’s journey, and adorn;
“ Yet, mind me—if, through want of grace,
<« Thou mean’tt to fling the blefling in my face,
¢ Thou hatt full leave to tread upon a thorn,”

Yet fome there are, of men I think the woril,
Poor imps ! unhappiy, if they.can’t be curs'd—
For ever brooding over Mi1s’ry’s eggs,
As though Life’s pleafure were a deadly {in;
Moufing for ever for a gin
To catch their happinefies by the legs.

Ev’n at a dinner, fome will be unblefs’d,
However good the viands, and well drefs'd =
They always come to table with a fcowl,
Squint with a face of verjuice o’er each difh,
Faulgtlie poor fleth, and quarrel with the fith, -
* Curfe cook and wife, and, loathing, eat-and growl.
A cart-



THRE RIGHTS: GF KNGSy 45
A cart-load,, lo,. their ftomachs, fteal;
Yet fwear they, cannot-make a-menl,
I like'not the. blue-devil-hunting erew-!
1-hate to drop the difeonsented jawi!
O let me NaTure’s fimple fmile purfue,
And pick ew’n pleafure frorh a ftraw |

O D E XIL

TREAT Sov'RE1GNS, Sirs, with more refpect, 1beg:
To Thrones, with due decorum, make a leg;

Ev'n thofe are facred, though but empty chairs:
There lurks in Thrones a_fomething, though but wood,
That thrills with awe the vulgar mafs of blood,

And fills the mouth and eye with gapes and ftares:

Withing by no means to affront, .
I wonder what's the meaning on’t!

Louis QuaToRrzE was quite the Frenchman’s Gop ;
Who made all nations tremble at his nod ;

Married
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Married ScarrON’s old widow, dry and froufy;
Got deep in debt, the conftable out-ran;
And, to complete the farce, this Gob-LIkE Max
Died—loufy I * :

The Crown, fo-powerful, made him every thing!
There’s fomewhat marv’lous in it, I muft own!
For folly is not folly on a Throne;

For whiting’s eyes are di'monds in a King!

1 dare not fay that no exception fprings’

Againft this mighty magic pow’r of Kings:

Not all 2 MonaRrcH’s fmiles, and pow'r of PrLace,
Can wipe vulgarity from BRUDENELL's face;

Nor, though a whole eternity they try,

Blot art, infernal art, from H—ksa—v’s eye;

Blot beaft from S-Lise—y, who no legend needs,
Pertnefs from Dick, and vacancy from LEeps.

¢ He attually had the Morbus Pedieslsfus.

ODE
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0 D E XIII

L O! Majefty admireth yon fair *DomMk ;
And deemeth that he is admir’d again!
The King is wedded to it—"tis his home;
He watches it, and loves it, ¢’en to pain:
And yet this lofty Dome is heard to fay,
¢« Poh! poh! p-x take your love—away! away!”

To this, with energy I anfwer—¢ Shame!”
Such bad behaviour puts me in a flame:

This is unfeemly, nay, ungrateful carriage,
And brings to mind a little Ode to MaRrr14GE.

ODE TO HYMEN;
OR,

THE HECTIC

GOD of ten million charming things,
Of whom our MiLToN fo divinely fings,
Once dove-tail’d to a devil of a wife—

Hymen,

¢ The Royal Academy.
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Hywmen, how comes it that I am fo flighted ?
Why with thy myf¥’ries am I not delighted,
* Which I have try’d to peep on half my life?

God of the down-clad chains, difpef the mift—
Oh, put me {peedily upon thy lift I,

A civil lift, like that of Kings, I'm told,
Bringing in {welling bags of glorious gold !

What have I done.to lofe thy good opinion ?

Againft thee was I ever known to rail ;
And fay, (abufing thus thy fweet dominion)

« Curfeme! if this boy’s trap thall catch my tail *
No! no! I praife thy knot with bellowing breath,
Which, like Jack Kzercn’s, feldom flips till death.

Lo! 'midft the hollow-founding vault of Night,
Deep coughing by the taper’s lonely light,

The hopelefs HecTrc rolls his eye-balls, fighing;
« Sleep on,” he cries, and drops the tend'reft tear;
Then kiffes his wife’s cherub cheek fo dear:

< Bleft be thy flumbers, Love ! though I amdying:
« Ah! whilft zbox (leepeft with the fweeteft breath,
« I'pump, for life, the putrid well of death!

" «¢ I feel
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« I feel of Fars’s hard hand th’ 0pp}eiﬁve pow'r; »
« I count the iron tofigue of ev'ry hour,

« That feems in Fancy’s ftartled ear to fay—

« Soon muft thou wander from thj' wife away.”

<« Dread found! too folemn for the foul to bear,

¢ Murm’ring deep melancholy on my ear:

« And fullen—ling’ring, as if loth to part,

¢ And eafe the terrors of my fainting heart.

« Yet, though I pant for life, fleep zbou, my dove,
« For well thy conftancy deferves my love.”

And, lo! all young and beauteous, by his fide,

His foft, frefh-blooming, incenfe-breathing Bripe,
Whofe cheek the dream of rapt’rous kiffes warms,

Anticipates her Srouse’s wifh fo good ;

Feels Love's wild ardours tingling through her blood,
And pants amidft a _fecond hutband’s arms ;

Now opes her eyes, and, turning round her head,

¢ Wonders the filthy fellow is not dead !”

oD2
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e

ODE XIV.

YE_ quarrell’d with S1r Josrua fome time fince ;
Of Painters, eafily allow’d the Prince~— '
Tbe Em'pror, let me fay, without a flattery:
Yet wantonly againft this Emp’ror, lo! |
An overflowing tub of bile to thow,
Ye foolith planted an infernal battery.

The mind of man is vaftly like a hive;
His thoughts fo bufy ever—all alive:

But here the fimile will go no further;
For bees are making honey, one and all;
Man’s thoughts are bufy in producing gall,

Committing, as it were, felf-murther.

But let the fpirit that furrounds my frame
Sit eafy on it, juft like an old fhoe—
When DisaprroiRTMENT fets my houfe in flame,
Let Reason all fhe can to quench it do:
Reason has engines plentiful and ftout,
With water at command to put it out.

I hate to hear men quarrelling through life,
Themfelves the fabricators of the ftrife;
5 For
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For ever huntmg, with a hound-hke nofe, .
That hornet’s neft, .the tribe of woes:

And when the woes invited. greet ’em,

They wonder how the dev’l they meet *em.

O D E XV.

AI—I ! could ye with your *PrEsiDENT to changel
Ah! could ye, Pacans, after falfe Gods range?
Swop folid ReyNowps for that fbadow WesT?
In love-affairs variety’s no fin—
Trav'lers may change at any time their inn—
Here ’tis Paint-blafphemy, I do proteft.

In Lovs’s warm regions I fhould like, Iown,
"Midft diff’rent climes to fix my throne:
Davip’s

* The AuTHOR has foe reafon to imagine that a part of the
Academic Rebellion was meant to attack the PresipeNT ; the
difappearance of whofe works, in the prefent Exnirition, has
been fatal.—One Picture from S1r JosHua’s hand would have
atoned for a hoft of Daubs.
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« Davip’s Phyficians order'd change of *Dame— 3
And, lo! t'improve our cows, we. bid em pafs
Into variety of grafs—-
With badis, 1guefs, th’ advantage is the fame,

And as I Moxsreur Curipon employ,
To manufatture picces of my joy,

I would not mad run counter to the fathion :
A little SyLvia, with the fweeteft finile,
Poffefles power fome moments to beguile,

And in Elyfium lap the prettiett pafiion.

But not foujeurs perdrix—the vulgar thing !

Then PLeasure foon would fpread her wanton wing:
No! no! Varrery the game muft ftart—

Come oft, and make her curt’{y to my heart;

And, like the Orange Girls, my tafte to fuir,

Cry, ¢ Choice of fruit—fine fruit, Sir—choice of fruit.”

Dull ConsTancy is quite a Quaker’s hat,
So formal ! —changelefs in its great broad brim:
VarieTy’s a fine young playful CaT—
A hopeful imp of fpirit, fport, and whim;
‘Who, when all other objetts fail,
Runs after its own tail.

' ODE
. ® Abithag, the fair Shunamite,
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O DE XV

DEAD is idolatry, and faint the praife
That Sceptred People meet w'th now-a-days!
All vnmolefted, lo! the Vintuszs fleep!,
"¥Their roof with fair applaufe but, rarely rings;
S.:eet PaNzGyRrIic moves with fhail-like créep,
*And DEFaAMATION on the lightning’s wings !

T oo pleas’d to pluck the foaring plume of Pow’s,
Ye blefs an Oppofition bour; ‘
foo fond, alas} of roafting harmlefs Kings;
Toc well I know what freedoms you would take—
Beat the dear creatures juft like bears at ftake;
: Juft like a poor tame GuLL’s, weuld clip his wings!

Poor bird! whom FaTk oft cruelly affails;
Frrc'd fromn his bold aérial height,
Sweeping the fun amidft his flight,
To hop a garden, and hunt fnails |

Such is the fate of Louis Szizr,
Wtom Pity, with a figh, furveys;
Vot. III- ,E Wbom
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‘Whom Frexcamgw daringly have laid a curb on;
‘Who now no more full royally indites, '
No more * Sic wols” to his kingdom writes,

But, “I'm your humble fervant, Louv1s Boursoy.”

Lettres-de-cachet, now no longer known,

Shall lull no more an Empire’s idle groan:
Bafiilles, thofe fchools of peace angf fweet morality,
Inftru& no more the mob, and men of quality :

Baftilles, the haunt of philofophic gloom,

. Surround the Imps of Liberty no more:
In duft each iron and coloffal door, -

Which clos’d in thunder on a Rebel’s room;

That pealing, with reverberated found,

Rung through the caverns of the dread Prorounp;
Where MepiraTion ponder'd, penfive maid!

And Horrog, death-like, paus'd upon the fhade.

Oh, let us cherifh, then, the RovaL Race,
The fount of henour, freedom, penfion, place!
On me would Kings their treafure fling away,
o Moft humbly grateful would I fay, ,
C “ Thus
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¢ Thus Lysra’s Forefls a kind thade- fupply, =
¢ And for the meaneft Sivage form a den;

“ And thus -the Mountains that invade the fky,
¢ Kind, in their fhaggy bofoms warm the Waes,”

O D E XVII,

-MID the deep’ning gloom of Time
* Zour puny names fhall fcarce appear ;
While thofe of Kings, in chara&ers fublime,
Shall, blazing, bid a wor/d revere:
Their peerlefs ats, with ev’ry virtuous quality,
Shall grace the pyRAMID of IMMORTALITY.

There fhall their glorious names be feen fo bright,
As on a Birth or Coronation night,

Amidft the evening’s honour’d fhade,
Faft by the grocer’s, or the chandler’s thop,
Or lace, or pinman, or the man of mop,

By loyal thumb-bottles difplay’d !
That, burning with a rival glow,
Beam on the gaping multitude below,

E 2 Know,
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Know, when we flumber, net fo fleeps the King; °
He watches |-ryes, hepoudmﬂuwshﬂwmght!

To bwried Gexius lends a fancied wing,

* . And lifts him from his darknefs inte lights

Thus, nightly on the *Mevacizzy fhore,
When HoRRror breathes upon the heaving Dzep,
Amid the wild g}l folemn roar,
Thefe eyes have feen the crafty Hgrow creep,
Now dart his beak fo fharp for fith’s blood,
And fnatch a wriggling Cenger from the flood !

Here ‘differeth this comparifon of ours:
The Kiu_c prefervetb—but the Foww devours.

® A Fifhing-tpwn, in Cornwall.

oDB
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" ODER XVHL

G0, sirs, with halters round your wéetched necks;

Which fome contrition for your crime befpeaks, - -
And much-offended Majefty implore :

Say, piteous, kneeling in the Royal view—

“ Have pity on a fad abandon’g crew,
« And we, great King, will in no meres

« Forgive, dread Sir, the crying fin,

¢ And Mifer Lavrence fhill tome in,”

Your hemp cravats, your pray’r, your Tyburn mien,

May pardon gain from our good King and Queen,
For they are not in¢xorable people

Although you thus have run their patience hard ;

And though you are, to fuch great folk compar’d,
Candle-extinguifhers to fome high feeplé.

For Kings (I fpeak it to their vaft applaufe)

Can pardon, if yeou let them gain their caufe!
So gracious, they will give you fuch kind looks,
As fell upon the fhav’d and humbled Cooks;
Kind as a gard ner’s charitable eye

On fome crufh’d fnail, or bird-lim'd fly;

E 3 Kind
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'Kmd a8 the epicure’s, who, fond of mites,
Mmg’lech compaffidn with his blﬁes, *

How vile to make the front of Monarchs low’r [
I fee him, all like vinegar fo four,
Look black !—but, £ill good-humour’s in his foul ;
And now I mirk it,. ftealing forth fo fweet—
Stream of forgivenefs~-what a treat!
I fee his eye, with love rekindling, roH.

Thus, when the DEmoN of the ftorm has driv’n
‘The Sun, that Yours of fplendor, from his heav’n,
Drown’d ev’ry vale, and blafted ev’ry bloom;
Caft o’er poor NATURE’s fmile a fable fhroud,
Each beauty blotted with his inkieft cloud,
And giv'n a cheerful world to gloom ;

Lo! through the giant fhade, a lonely Ray
Peeps from the op’ning Weft with timid air,

(Till forc’d by fhouldering clouds away),
Informing man, ¢ To-morrow will be fair,”

Oh, had you rev’renc’d a great K—g’s commands,
‘What trouble he had taken off your hands! )
’ For
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. For Ant you hid not ring’d the pedm around! -
His keenkr eye the precios gem had found! -
‘Then, what an honour to have feen appointed,
Your very Nigutuman; by the Liorp’s AnoINtED!

O D E XIX;

LITTLE more, ‘and I have done—
The Mufe's title-tattle muft go on.

The world is very fond of calling ¢ Fool:”
It looks with rapture on a fimple head,
Of puerilities the rich hot-bed, -

So pleafing to the tafte of Riprcurzs

: Rare crops! that, thick’ning into life,
Start, like afparagis, to tempt the knifes

And; fhould the head belong to fome great Duxxy
Hawk-SATIRE eyes it with the keeneft look:
Still, fhould the OwwER hap to be a Kine, -
Sharp for her quarry, how fhe prunes her wing!

Es Such.
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Such js die pronendfs to si¥il grear filk,
And make high-bieth and fiste 2 fending joke.

Oh, for an cintment to delroy the fab

Call’d Envy, which, alas! too many know !
‘The heart fhould be a medlar, not a crab;

Milk, and not verjuice, from its fount fhould flow:
But GrzaTNess, fun-like, from the muddy ftream,
Draws the foul vapsur that ebfcures its beam |

Indeed, the Prorrs are a lawle(s crew;
Why ftrive I then, Quixotic, to reform?

As foon a feather may the waves fubdue,
And fpiders bind the pinions of the ftorm,

Yet, ’tis not ftrange, that Kings thould lofe repute,
Confid’ring man’s fo nat’rally a bruce.
Ev’n Saints themiclves have loft their reputations
Rome formerly had thirty thoufand gods;
And now, I warrant ye, ’ts odds,
‘They own fcarce ome through all the Romith natjon,

Alas! who sow belieyes in fticks and ftones,
Old rags, and hair, and nails, and marrow-bones ?

Ll -

Sainr
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. Sainr Acngs, that fweet lady, void of fin,
Was ftripp’d, poor gentleworan, to her fkin,
And, for religion, cartied to the flews;
When, as the lady was fo bare,
Gop gave her fuch a quantity of hair,
As reach’d unto her very fhoes.

When to the bawdy-houfe arriv'd the Dams,
An angel from above commiffion’d came,
And fpread around her fuch 2 heav’nly light,

As dazzled every body’s fight.

However, a young Orrrcer,* a buck,
Withing prodigioufly to have a ook,
Dafh’d forth, to pierce the middle of the light,
Meaning to violate the Dame fo good ;
Which meaning, when the DeviL underftood,
He choak’d the wanton RoGuE out-right.

Such is the tale! true ev’ry crumb;
Now, no more heeded than Tom TauMs.

® The fon of a Prafecs
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TO MISTER PITT.,

DEAR a5 dimend s the it of Queens,
Dear as to cormotasts, of fith 2 fhoal ;

Durmadmﬂm,hog, as beds of beans;
Dear as 4 fixpence fav’d, to Mis'ry’s foul ;

Dear as Rerorum to Mifter Prrt of yore;
‘When be and RicuMonD made 2 bullock-rosr,
Bellowing themfelves into the prettieft places;
Dear as fbam-fights to that fame *Squire or CoaLs,
Or to his eyes a * foldier’s coat in holes,
Rent by the fheers of Timk in fifty places:

1

Dear as the Doctor’s bill to this good nationy
Which Parliament, with tears of joy, furvey’d;

Which brought about a much-defir'd falvation,
For which the Do&ors have been poorly paid:

Dear

.

% A poor jnvalid, under his Grace’s patronage, who (like
the felons hung in chains on Hounflow, Bagthot, Blackheath,
and elfewhere) wearg his coat until it drops from bis backe

N
K
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Dear as the *Rovar Mzssacz to the Natron,
By which more mongy humbly is implor’d—
“ More money for the CiLpREN’s education—
¢ Hard times! more money for the CHILDREN’S
board :”

Dear as to valiant Gro’sTer fword arid gun;
Dear as a dock-leaf to a hungry afs;

Dear to the fam’d GeorGe SeLwyN, as a pun;
Dear as to legs of mutton, caper fauce;

Dear as the voice of flatt’ry to the Proub;
Dear as to hackney-coachmen figns of rain,

Who count their fhillings in a coming cloud,
And, pious, pray for Noah’s flood again;

So dear to Monarchs is that idol Pow’r !
So dear is prompt obedience to a King!
Far, of refiltance be the trying hour!
God blefs us! what a melancholy thing!
Yer

* Whata niggardly fet of Reprefentatives we fend to Parlia-
ment! To fufler his Majelty fo frequently to be begging for a
hetle money, is fhameful 1 the extreme. In God's name, let
him have the TrEasury at once. Had he been worth ten o
eleven millions, an economy would have been pardonable.
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Yet oppofition-fraught 1o Royal wihes,
Quite counter o a gracious King’s comimands,
Behold! th” Atapemicians, thofo ftrange fithes,
For*Wasatwy lifted their unhallow’d hands.

So then, thofe fellows have not learnt to crawl,
To play the fpaniel, lick the foot, and fawn—
Oh, be their bones by tigers broken all!
Pleas’'d, by wild horfes could I fec them drawn.

O Pirr! with thee I'm forry, very forry!
Not make a poor AssoctaTe l—fuch a thing !
Who try’d to tarnifh thus the Royal Glory?
What rebel balloted againft his King ?

Then, Sir, he is fo bountiful a man}
A cataralt of charity, I'll fay—

Inform me any body, if you can,
Unmark’d by liberality a day !

.

Where'er he walks, where’er his wild career,
Through CrerT'NaM, WEYMouTH, Exon, PLy-
MOUTH, lo!
With joy his ftaring fubjeés all, fo dear,
See from each ftep a ftream of glory flow,

Thus,
% The rival candidate of Mr. Lavaencs,
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Thus, when that peetty animal an —,
At night, on pavement gallops like the wind ;
Fire kindling at his heels, behold him pafs !
How bright the fparkles that hep out behind !

Nurs'd on the dunghill of the fmiles of Kings,
What mufhrooms daily, to furprife us, ftart!
So nimbly the fair vegetable fprings! *
Such warmth prolific, can a fmile impart!
Such is of Royalty the envied pow’r!
Then perith ev’ry Academic Plant!
Oh, may they feel nor fun, nor foft'ring fhow’r!
Blow round them, O ye cold, cold windsof WanT!

What Nabob ftructures rife, with wings outfpread,
‘Whofe owners’ necks well merit to be lopp'd !
With what fublimity they lift the head,
By DeaTH, and Rusn’s AtLas-thoulders propp'd !

But fuch thy Mafter’s purity of foul,
His eyes upon the fword of Juftice feaft :

¢« Curfe on the Pearl (he cries) by Raring ftole;
¢ Curfe on the di'mands of the bleeding Eaft |

[ 1 ¢ Curfe
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¢ ** Curfe on the viliains that whole realms defpoil ! ..
.. * Gurfe on the cruel hand (we hear him cry)
¢ That fteals the fruit of L.azouRr’s honeft toil,
“ And draws the tear of blood from Prry’s eye!

O Prrr! what punifhment fhall we contrive,
To fuit this faucy, felf-important crew ?

How fhall meokc this academic hive,
That ftinging makes us look fo very blua?

Oh, bid our Monarch draw his purfe-ftrings tight ;
Contrat his open heart, of giant ftature;;

Ufe ev'ry fpecies of little {pite,
. "And violate for ence his noble nature,

Oh, bid our Sov'reign take it not to heart;

For downright brutes are Br1ToNs, nine in ten:
At curbs and whips behold us affes ftare,
~ And infolently claim the RicuTs or Mex !

And yet, I moderaticn with to Kings!
Yes, yes, they thould be merciful, though ftrong
As Sceprres have been found in France with wings,
One would not lofe an Empirx for a Sonz,
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ODES TO MISTER PAINE,

' AUTHOR OF .

« RIGHTS OF MAN”
oD E L

0 PAINE! thy vaft endeavour I admire!
How brave the hope to fet a realm on fire
* AMBITION, fmiling, prais’d thy giant wifh ¢
Compar’d to thee, the MaN, to gain a name,
‘Who to D1ana’s temple put the flame;

A fitple minnow to the Kinc or Fisu.

Say, didft thou fear that Britain was too bleft,

Of Peace thou moft delicious peft?

How fhameful that this pin’s-head of an Isct,
While half the GLos’s in grief, thould wear a finile !
How dares the WREN amidft his hedges fing,

While Eagles droop the beak, andﬁsg:hgwinge'

Vou. 111, F , Oh;,
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Oh, muft the fcythe of DasoLaTION fleep,
Se keen for carnage, ftay irs mighty-fweep,

And Havock on his hunter drop his lafh;
Spurr’d, arm’d, and ripe to ftorm with groans the fky,
To chaf¢ an empire, and enjpy the cry,

The cry of millions—what a glorious crafh!

What pity thy Smbuftibles were bad !
How DeaTs had grinn’d delight, and HeLL been glad,
To fee our liberties o’crturning ;
And War, whofe expectation tiptoe ftood,
Ready for hills of flain, and feas of blood,
Who drops his death’s-head flag, and puts on
mourning !

Why, cur-like, didft thou fheek away, nay fly?
Dread’ft thou of anger’d Justicy the fharp eye?
Return, and bring Mespames PoissarpEs along:
And lo, with FrienpsHIP's fqueeze and fire to meet’em,
And oaths of ev’ry hue to greet ’ern,
The fiterhood of Billingfgate thall throng.

‘The jails may gpen all their dreary cells,
‘Where Horror brooding on damnation dwells,
And
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And vomit forth their grifiy bands; -
Surrounded by this fqualid hott,
Paine fhall their leadenbe, and boalt;
Paing, Gonpon, and ResesLion; (hidl thake hands.

IMporTANCE, in 2 nut-fhell hide thy head |
I deem’d myfelf a dare-devil in rhyme,
To wbhifper ta a Kinc of modetwitime,
And try to firike a royal fofble dead;
While dauntlefs sbow, of #reafom miak’ft no bones,
But ftrik’ft at Kings rbemfelves upan their thromes !

O D E IL

HELL hears our pray’r l-=all is not loft—e
Behold a chofen few, a bof,

Stand forth the Cuampions of the glorious caufe !
The jails are opening l—hark ! the iron doors!
Chains clank !——the brazen throat of ®TunuLr roars;

And lo, the deftin’d VicTims of the Laws!
Difgorg’d, they pour in dark'ning tribes along,

And mingle with our DEmMocraTic THRONG !
F: Bxoram
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Baoraum unlocks her melancholy cells!
Forth rufh the Maniaes grim, with joyful yells;
They tear their blankets, clap their frenzied hands;
Fheygrind their teath, theydance, they foam, they ftare;
They rend with burfts of laughter wild the air:
And join, they know not why, our thick’ning bands !

Thou Suw, withdraw thy hated day;
To ZEthiop DarxNgss yield thy reign;
And hide in clouds, O Moon, thy ray,
Nor peep upon our fpectre fcene !
Though fzint thy folitary light,
We feel thy feecble beam too bright.

Ah! Peace, thy triumph now is o’er!
Thy cheek fo cheerful fmiles no mote;
Thine eye with difappointment glooms!
Our Mufic fhall be NaTure’s cry;
Our ears fhall feaft on Prry’s figh—
Lo, haggard DeaTn prepares his tombs!

Hot with the fafgmating grape, we reel;
The full proud fpiric of Rebellion feel !
Son of Sedition, daring Painz,
While
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While fpeech eridues thy treafon tongue,
Bid the roof ring with damned fong,
And Erzsus fhall echo back the ftrain.

e ——
-

§ O N G,

BY MISTER PAINE

CoME, good fellows all—Confufion’s the toaft,
And fuccefs to our excellent caufe:

As we’ve nothing to /o/z, lo, nought can be loft;
So, perdition to Monarchs and Laws!

France fhows us the way—an example how great!
Then, like France, let us ftir up a riot;

May our names be preferv’d by fome damnable feat,
For what but a wretch wauld lie quiet?

As we all are poor rogues, ’tis moft certainly right,
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder;
Like the thieves who fet fire to a dwelling by night,’
And come in for a fhare of the plunder.
F 3 Who-
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Whoever for mifchief invents the beft plan,
Beft murders, fets fire, and knocks down,

The thanks of our Crua fhall be giv'n to that Maw,
And bemlock fhall form him a crown.

Our Empire has tow’r’d with a luftre too long ;
Then blot ouf'this wonderful Sun;

Let us aim then at once, and in confidence ftrong
Complete what dark Gorpown begun.

But grant a defeat—we are hang’d, and that’s all;
A punifhment light as a feather ;—

Yet we triumph in death, as we CaTivLines fall,
And go to the Devil together,
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REMONSTRANCE

TO WHICH I8 ADDED,
AN ODE TO MY ASS;
ALGSO,

THE MAGPIE AND ROBIN,
A T A L E;

AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS;
AND

AN ADDRESS TO MY PAMPHLET.

Yuteger wita [ eler fque purus, &.c. &c. Hoz,

The Man of dove-like INNocENCE a fample,
So fweet! fo mild ! myfelf wow, for example,
Difdains of Goss1? Famx the tittde-tuttle !

Hr begs no News-PAPER to fight his battlem
Unmov'd, with cqual eye on all he looks,

The Lorp’s ANOINTED, and his louly Cooxs.

1deem’d ruie Clamour, 1n my days of youth,
The folemn voice of 1l commandingédl RuTH ¢
But now, no moie¢ ccating awe and wonders
Old emipty ho, fheads, rumbling 1n 4 cart,
That make fome pesplt gape, and flare, and ftact,
As wull may tell me, ¢ /. e the Norrz Tuuxpea™
P Pinpan.
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O D E.

WI DE gapes the thoughtlefs mouth of moon-ey'd '
‘WoxNDER,
While ¢ gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbufs, and thun-
der,”
With CaLumny’s dark -hounds the Barp purfue:
¢« Bring on his marrow-bones th’ apoftate down,
s¢ The turncoat is a flatt’rer of the Crown;
<« Burn all his verfes, burn the author too:”

Such is the found of millions! fuch the roar

Of billows booming on the rocky fhore!

¢ How chang’d his note! (they cry) now fpinning

¢ In compliment to Monarchs of the times, [rhymes
« Who lately felt no mercy from his rancour;

« The ftar-bedizen’d fycophants of ftate,

s¢ Blue-ribbon’d knaves have brib’d his pliant hates
<« Béhold him at St. James’s fnug at anchor,”

Thus
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‘Thus on my ears,, {o patient let me fay,
They pour their rough, rude peals of groundlefs
clamour : '
Battering, pell-mell, upon my head away,
Juft like on anvils the fmith’s fledge and hammer !

Howe’er the world in fcorn may fhake its head,

Nor knave nor_fool through me fhail current pafs;
Too honett yet, I thank my ftars, to fpread

The Muse’s filver o’er a lump of brafs.

1 own the voice of CeNsuRE, very proper;
Greatly refembling a tobacco-ftopper ;
Confining all the feeds of fire fo ftout,

And quick in growth, when left to run about:

But poffibly I'm harden’d—yes, | fear
Her frequent ftrokes have form’d a callous ear.

There was a time when PeTer ghoft-like ftar'd
When Crxsure thunder'd—ftar'd with awe pro-
found ;
With fighs, to deprecate her wrath, prepar’d;
80 chilP’d with horror at the folemn found ;
' 3 ' But
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But harden’d, foon he gave his agued'er;
Look’d up, and fmil'd, and thought of her no more.
.

Thus when an earthquake bids Jamarca tremble;
On Sunday all the folks to church affemble,

To foothe Jenovan, fo devoutly ftudying—
Proftrate they vow to keep his holy laws:
Returning home, they fmite their hungry craws,

And fearce indulge them with a flice of pudding—
Deeming, in earthquake-time, a dainty board,
A fad abomination to the Lorp!

Ere Sunday comes again, their hearts recover;
The tempeft of their fears blown over, '
Fled ev'ry terror of the burning lake,
They think they have no bus’nefs now with church;
So, calmly leave th’ ALMIGHTY in the lurch,
And fin it—till he gives a fecond fhake.

The ladies too have join'd the gen’ral cry !
What! thofe divinities in PETER’s eye!
Angels in petticoats I—it ill behoves ’em:
What! bite the conftant STENTOR of their praife,
Who robb’d the Mufes of their fweetef lays,
To tell the world how much he loves ’em!
The
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‘T'he Bard, who vouches for thetr barmle/s fouls,
Aad like another Cicero perfuades,

The frenzied eye of admiratign rolls—
Ready to kneel and worfhip ‘em—Oh, jades!

Lapigs and GENTLEMEN,
Know, that I fcorn a proftituted pen:
No royal rotten wood, my verfe veneers—
Oh, yield me, for a moment yield your ears.

Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools indeed,
Though Kings miay be, we muf fupport the breed.
" Yert joinI iffue with you—ryes, ’tis granted,
That through the world fuch royal folly rules,
As bids us think thrones advertife for fools;
Yet is a King a utenfil much wanted—

A fcrew, a nail, a bolt, to keep together

The fhip’s old leaky fides in ftormy weather;
Which fcrew, or nail, or bolt, its work performs,
Though downright ignorant of fhips and ftorms.

I knuckle not—1I owe not to the Great
A thimble-full of obligation ;
Nor lufcious wife have I, their lips to treat,
To lift me tp PrEFzrMENT’s funny ftation;
Like
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Like many a gentleman whom Love promotess
"Whofe lofty front the ray of gold adorns;
Refembling certain moft ingenious goats,
That climb up precipices by their horns.

I’m not oblig’d (believe my honeft word)

To kifs—what fhall I call ’t >—of any Lord:
Not pepper-corn acknowledgment I owe ’em;
Nay, like the Gobp of truth, I fearcely know ’ems.

By me unprais’d are Dukes and Earls:

At fuch moft commonly my fatire fraris—

My pride like ¢beirs indeed, the high-nos’d elves,
Who love what’s equal only to themfelves.

As for Court virtues, wherefoe'er they lie,

I leave them all to Laureate Py,

The fathionable Bard, whom Courts revere ;
Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly pace,

Deep laden with his Sovereign, twice a year,
Around Parnaffus’s old famous bafe:

Not only proving his great King alive,

But that, like docks, the royal virtues thrive.

But I’'m not qualified to be a hack;
Foo proud to carry lumber on my back #
Too
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Too dainty is my Lady Mufe, I hope,
Into a coalfhed to convert her fhop;

Her ﬂ:fbp indeed—-a very handfome room,
Fill'd with rich fpices and Parnaffian bloom.

Court Poets muft ¢reate—on trifles rant—
Make fomething out of nothing—Lord, I can’t!
Bards mutt bid virtues crowd on Kings in fwarms,
Howe’er from fuch good company remote ;
Juft as well-natur’d heralds make up arms
For Nabob-robbers born without a coat.

I'm a poor botching taylor for a Court,

Low bred on liver, and what clowns call muggez < *
Befides, what greatly too my gains would hurt,

I cannot few gold lace upon a drugget.

Say not I'm surn’d towards the ScepTER’D GREAT ¢
Talk not of Kings—I deem one half a cheat:

Felt is their weaknefs—hufks, mere hufks of men !
Yes, they create NosiLity—I know it;
The verieft ideot of them all can do it,

And on the falcon’s perch can place the wren.

But

® Part of the entrails of certain cattle.
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But can a King comimand tlt’ ethereal flame
That clothes with immortality 2 name?

Oh, could the Race #hat fire ethereal catch'
But no fuch privilege to Kings is gw n:
So very low their int'reft lies in Heav'n,

They can’ command enough to light a match.

No, Stirs, and therefore pray be civil;
I've not yet bargain’d with the Devil,

Yet grant me fold—1I've precedents a ftore;
Befides, we poets are confounded poor; _

And, ah! how hard to ftarve, to pleafe MoraLITY !
For HuncER, though a fav'rite of old SainTs,
‘Whofe pinching virtue pious hift’ry paints,

Is reckon’d now a reLLow of bad quality:

Not deem’d a gentleman—can’t thew his face, '
E’en where Saint PeTER’s *children give the grace
A rofy finner, Luxury yclept,

Long m his place hath eat, and drunk, and flep_t.

Yes, (as I've faid) we Bards are moftly poor,
Can fcarcely drive gaunt FamiNe from the door!
That

* Archbifhops, Bifhops, &e.
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» That Helicon’s & hellith ftream, God knows !
Ah me! moft rarely it Paflolian flows:
“Fhough fharp as hawks, and hungry too, and thicky
Few are the golden grains that PozTs pick;
And yet each new advent’rer of the Nine
Deems all Parnaffus one mere golden mine.

All this by way of wild digreflion—-
And now for my political Confeffion.

Again, ye Crown-and-Anchor finners,
I reprobate your revolution-dinners.

Narure at times makes wretched wares;
(Amongft the fmiling corn-like tares)

Men with fuch miferable fouls !
Nought pleafes from the moment of their birth;
With horror for 2 while they blot the earth,

Then, crab-like, crawl into their burying-holes.

How like a dreary dull December Dav,
That fhows his muddy difcontented head;
Low’rs on the world awhile, then moves away

In gloom and fullennefs to bed !

Have
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Have not our Revolution hoft a few
Of fouls of this fame Ethiop hue?

Permit me, Sirs, to tell you, ye are mad ;
Your cafe, although not mortal, yet quite bad
" An ugly inflammation of the brain.
Although a dull phyfician, I could find
Sometbing to calm the hurry of the mind,

And bring you back to common fenfe again—
The ftocks would do it; gentlemen, or jails:
A heavy noftrum—yet it rarely fails,

Lo, DrunkeNNEss, a bluft'ring, bullying blade,
The cock’d hat covering half one eye fo brave,

As though dread valour were his meat, his trade, “
NATURE 2 driv’ler; and the world his flave :

He rants, roars, prays, howls; fwears, on boldly goes,

To feize fun; moon, and planets, by the nofe;

When lo, Nicut's long-ftafPd GuArpian to hirh
fteals,
Squints with one eye on him, and then the other;
To pillow well his head, trips up his heels,
And lays him on old earth, our ecommon mother.

Vo. 11, G Thence
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“Tshence at the round-houfe, in about an hour,
Renews his poor debilitated pow'r

'Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, feeing—
Yet is this WarcuMaN too a heavy Bring.

Keel up lies France! longmay fhe keep that pofture!
Her knav'ry, folly, on the rocks have toft her;
Behold the thoufands that furround the wreck !
Her cables parted, rudder gone,
Split all her fails, her main-maft down,
Choak'd all her pumps, crufh’d in her deck ;
‘Sport for the winds, the billows o’er her roll!
Now am 1 glad of it with all my foul.

Fl;ANCE lifts the bufy fword of blood no more;
Loft to its giant grafp the wither’d hand:

O fay, what kingdom can her fate deplore,
The dark difturber of each happy land ?

To Britain an infidious damn’d ligo—
Remember, Englithmen, old Cato’s cry,
And keep that patriot model in your eye—

His conftant cry, ¢ Delenda eff CarTHAGO.”

France
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France is our Carthage, that fworn foe to truth,
Whofe perfidy deferves th’ eternal chain! _

And now fhe’s down, our Britith bucks forfooth
Would lift the ftabbing ftrumpet up again.

Love I the French ?—By -heav’ns ’tis no fuch matter!
Who loves a Frenchman, wars with fimple Nature.
What Frenchman loves a Briton?—None:
Yet by the hand this enemy we take;
Yes, blund’ring Britons boforn up the fnake,
And feel themfelves, too late indeed, undone.

The converfe chafte of day, and eke of night,
The kifs-clad moments of fupreme delight,
To Love’s pure paffion only due;
The feraph-fmile that foft-ey’d FrRIENDSHIP Wears,
And Sorrow’s balm of fympathifing tears,
Thofe iron fellows never knew.

For this I hate them.—Art, all varnith’d art!
This doth ExPERIENCE ev’ry moment prove :

And hollow mutt to all things be the heart,
That foe to beauty, which deceives in Jove.

G a2 Hear
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Hear me, Dame NatuRre, on thofe men of corf—
Bluth at a FRENcHMAN’s beart, thy handywork ;
A dunghill that luxuriant feeds
‘The gaudy and the rankeft weeds
Deception, grub-like, taints its very core,
Like flies in carrion—pr'ytltee, make no more,

Not but a #eighé’ring nation to the French
Have morals that emit a ftronger ftench,
That Chriftian nofes fcarcely can withftand :
The Hearrt a dungeon, hollow, dark, and foul,
“The dwelling of the toad, fnake, bat, and owl,
Demons, and all the grimly fpeétre band.

Mad fools '—And can we deem the French profound,
And, pleas’d, their infant politics embrace,

Who drag a noble pyramid to ground,
‘Without one pebble to fupply its place?

Yet are they follow’d, prais’d, admir’d, ador’d.
Be, with fuch praife, thefe ears no longer bor’d !
This moment could I prove it to the nation all,
That verily 2 FrRencHmAN is not rational.

Yes,
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Yes, FRENCHMEN, this is my unvai'ying creed,
#¢ Ye are not rational indeed ;

“ So low have fond conceit and folly funk ye:
“ Only a larger kind of monkey!”

® What art thou writing now? the WorLp exclaims,
¢ Thou man of brafs!”
Good WorLp, no names, no names—1 beg, no names—s
Writing >—an Ode to my old fay'rite Ass.

Not making royal varnith—no!
My Ass’s virtues bid my numbers flow :
PeTer his name, my namefake, a good beaft ;
A fervant to my family fome years.
To me is gratitude a turtle-feaft,
A haunch of ven’fon that my tafte reveres ;
And therefore I've been fabricating metre
All in the praife of hopeft PeTer.

G 3 oDE
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ODE TO MY ASS, PETER.

O THOU, my folemn friend, of man defpis’d,
. But not by me defpis’d—refpected long!

To prove how much thy qualities are priz'd,

t Accept, old fellow-traveller, a fong.

My great great ANcesToRr, of Lyric fame,
Immortal! threw a glory round the bor/z ;
Then, as I lit my candle at his flame,
That candle thall illumine zbee of courfe.

For why not thou, in works and virtues rich,

In FaME’s fair temple alfo boaft a niche?

How many a genius, *midft a vulgar pack,
Oszvriviow ftuffs into her footy fack,

Calmly as Jew old-clothes-men, in their bags,
Mix fome great man’s lac’d coat with dirty rags;
Or fatin petticoat of fome fweet maid,

That o’er her beauties caft an envious fhade !
And what’s the reafon ?—reafon too apparent !
Ah! “ quia vate facro carent,”

As
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_As Horace fays, that bard divine,
Whofe wits {o fortunately jump with mine.

Ah, PeTgr, I remember, oft, when tir'd

And moft unpleafantly at times bemir’d,

Bold haft thou faid, ¢ I'll budge not one inch further;
¢ Andnow, young MasTER, you may kick ormurther.”
Then have I cudgell’d thee—a fruitlefs matter!

For ’twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter.
Though, BaLaaum-like, I curs’d thee with a finack ;
Sturdy thou dropp’dft thine ears upon thy back,
And trotting retrograde, with wriggling tail,

In vain did I thy running rump affail :

For lo, between thy legs thou putt’dft thine heaa,
And gaveft me a puddle for a bed.
Now this was fair—the action bore no guile :
Thou duck’dft me not, like Jupas, with a fmile.
O were the manners of fome Monarchs Juch,

Who finile ev'n in the clofe infidious hour

That kicks th’ unguarded minion from his pow’r !
But this is afking p’rhaps of Kings te0 much.

O PeteR, little didft thou think, I ween,
When I a fchoolboy on thy back was feen, ‘
G 4 Riding
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Riding thee oft, in attitude uncouth ;

For bridle, an old garter in thy mouth;
Jogging and whiftling wild o’er hill and dale,
On floes, or nuts, or ftrawb’ries to regale—

I fay, O Pzrer, little didft thou think,

That I, thy namefake, in immortal ink
Should dip my pen, and rife a wond’rous Bard,
And gain fuch praife, SuBLIMITY’s reward;

But not the Laurer—honour much too high;
Giv’'n by the Kinc of IsLEs to Miffer Pye,
Who fings his Sov’rE1GN’s virtues twice a year,
And therefore cannot chronicle SmaLe Beer,

Yet fimple as Montaigne, I'll tell theg true;

There are, who on my verfes look afew,
And call my lyric lucrubations fuff:

But I'm a modeff, not unconnyinge elf,

Or I could fay fuch things about myjelf—
But God forbid that I thould puff!

Yet natural are felfi/b predileGtions!
Like fnakes they writhe about the heart’s affections,

And
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. And fometimes too infufe a poifonous fpirit;
Producing, as by nat’ralifts I'm told,
Torpid infenfibility, fo cold

To ev’ry brother’s rifing merit.

WiTs to each other juft like loadftones a&,

That do not a/ways like firm friends a#tras?;
‘Though of the fame rare nature, (ftrange to tell!)
The little harden’d rogues as oft repel.

Butlo, of zbee I'll fpeak, my long-ear'd friend}1
Great were the wonders of thy heels of yore;
Viétorious, for lac’d hats didft thou contend;

And ribbons grac’d thy ears—a gaudy ftore.

Buff breeches too have crown'd a proud proud day,
Not thou, but which thy rider wore away ;
Triumphant ftrutting through the world he ftrode,
Great foul! deferving an Olympic Ode.

Thy bravery often did I much approve;
Rais’d by that Queen of Paffions, Love.
Whene'er in Love’s delicious frenzy croft
By long-ear’d brothers, lo, wert thou a bgf#?!
Lovzx
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Love did thy lion-heart with courage fteel! |
Quicker than that of VesTris mov’d thy heel:
Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didft fmite!
And then no Alderman could match thy bite!

And is thy race no more rever'd?
Indeed ’tis greatly to be fear'd !

Yet fhalt Trov flourith in immortal fong,

To me if immortality belong ;

For ftranger things than #bis have come to pafs—
PosTeriTY thine hift’ry fhall devour,
And read with pleafute bow, when vernal fhow'’r

In gay profufion rais’d the dewy grafs,

I led thee forth, thine appetite to pleafe,

And 'mid the verdure faw thee up to knees!

How, oft 1 pluck’d the tender blade;

And, happy, kow thou cam’ft at my command,
And wantoning around, as though afraid,

With poking neck didft pull it from my hand,
‘Then fcamper, kicking, frolickfome, away,
With fuch a fafcinating bray !

Where
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Where oft I paid thee vifits, and where thou

" Didft cock with happinefs thy kingly ears, .

And grin o *witchingly, I can’t tell how,
And dart at me fuch friendly leers;

With fuch a fmiling head, and laughing tail ;

And when I mov'd, bow, griev’d, thou feem’dft to fay,
« Dear MasTER, let your humble Ass prevail ;

¢ Pray, MasTER, do not go away”—
And bow (for what than friendfhip can be fweeter?)
I gave thee grafs again, O pleafant PeTer.

And bow, when WiINTER bade the herbage die,
And Nature mourn’d beneath the ftormy fky ;
‘When waving trees, furcharg’d with chilling rain,
Dropp’d feeming tears upon the harafs’d plain,

I gave thee a good ftable, warm as wool,

With oats to grind, and hay to pull:

Thus, whillt 2broad DEceEmBER rul’d the day,
How PrenTy fhew’d within, the blooming May !

And lo, to future times it fhall be known,
Haug, twice a day, to comb and rub thee down,
And be thy bed-maker at night,

Thy
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r’l‘hy groom attended, both with hay and oat,

By which thy back could boaft a handfome coat,
And laugh at many a fine Court Lord and Knight,

Whofe ftrutting coats belong p’rhaps to the tailor,

And probably their bodies to the jailor!

‘What though no dimples thoy haft got;

Black fparkling eyes (the fathion) are thy lot,
And oft a "witching finile and cheerful laugh;

And then thy cleanlinefs !—"tis ftrange to utter}

Like fin, thy heels avoid a pool, or gutter;
And then the ftream fo daintily doft quaff!

Unlike a country alderman, who blows,

Agrd in the mug baptizeth mouth and nofe!

What though Pve heard fome voices fweeter;

Yet exquifite thy hearing, gentle PeTER!

Whether a judge of mufic, I dan’t know—
If fo,

Thou haft th’ advantage got of many a fcore

‘Fhat enter at the Opera door.

Some people think thy tones are rather coarfe;
Ev’n love-fick tones, addrefs’d to Lady Afles—
©:Zaves indeed of wond'rous force;

* And yet thy voice full meny a voice furpafies.
5 Lorn
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Lorp Carbpicanw, if rightly-1 divine,
Would very gladly give bis voice for tbines

And Lapy MounT,* her MajesTy’s fine foil, #
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly toil,

Poor lady! who has quarrell’d with the Graces,
Would very willingly change faces,

How honour’d once wert thou! but ah, no more!
Thus too defpis’d the Bards——efteem’d of yore!

How rated once, the tuneful TriBes of Greece!
Deem’d much like di’'monds—thoufands worth a piecet

How great was PiNpaR’s glory 1—On a day,
Entering ApoLro’s church, to pray,
The Lapy of the facred fane, or Miftrefs,
Or, in more claffic term, the PrigsTEss,
Addrefs’d him wich ineffable delight—
¢ GREAT SIR, (quoth fhe) in pigs, and theep, amd
calves,
¢ Matter infifts upon’t that you go halves «
¢ To beef his Godihip alfo gives you right.”
Thus
¢ Her Me——7x is always happy to have Lapy Mouwsr

by her fide, as being one of the uglieft womes in Eag-
Jand—in fhort, his LORDSHIP in petticeatss
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‘Thus did the Twain moft hearty dinners make;
Pinpar and Prasus eating fteak and fteak :
When too (Pausanias fays,) to pleafe the Gop—
Between each mouthful, Pivpar fung an Ope!

Thus half a Deity was this great PozT!
Now this was grand in PaEsus—vaftly civil—
How chang’d are things ! the prefent moments fhow it;
For Bard is now {ynonymous with Devi/!

Juft to three hundred years ago, I fpeak—
How fimple febolar/bip was wont to rule!

A man like DocTor PaRrR, that mouth’d but Greek,
* 'Was almoft worfhipp’d by the Sace and FooL ;
Deem’d by the world indeed a firft-rate ftar.

How difPrent #ow the fate of DocTor Parr!

Unknown he walks !—his name no infants lifp—
Not only reckon’d not a firft-rate ftar
Is this our Greek man, DocToRr Parr,
But, Gods! not equal to a wiil-o’-wifp !
Plague on’t! how niggardly the trump of Fame,
That wakes not *Bellendenus on the thelf!
The
® The Preface to Bellendenus was a coup &'effai of the Docror’s
for a Bithoprick—it was the child of his dorage. The pap of Party

fapported it fome little time; when, after feveral ftruggles to
remain amongf us, it paid the lak debt of nature.
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The world fo fiill, too, on the DocToRr’s name,
* The man is really forc’d to praife bim/elf!

¢ Archbithops, Bithops,” (fo fays DocTor Parg)
‘¢ By Alpha, Beta, merely, have been made :
“ Why from the mitre then am 7 fo far ;
“ So long a dray-horfe in this thundering trade ?
« O PrrT, thame on thee !—art thou £/ to feek
“ The foul of wifdom in the found of Greek "

PeTER, fuppofe we make a bit of ftyle,
And reft ourfelves a little while ?

IN CONTINUATION.

THUS endeth DocTor PaRR ; and now again,
To thee, as good a fubject, flows the ftrain.
Permit me, PzTER, in my lyric canter,

Juft to fpeak Latin—*¢ tempora mutantur "

Kings did not fcorn to prefs your backs of yore ;
But now, with humbled neck and patient face,
Tied to a thievith miller’s dufty door,
I mark thy fall'n and difregarded race.

4 To
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*T'o chithney-fweepers now a common ‘hack §
Now with a brace of fand-bags on your back !
No gorgecus faddles yours—no iv’ry cribs 5
No filken girts furround your ribs ;

No Rovar hands your cheeks with pleafure pat ;
Cheeks by a roguifh halter preft—
Your ears and rump, of infolence the jeft ;
Dragg'd, kick’d, and pummell’d, by a beggar’s brat.

Thus, as I’ve faid, your race is much degraded !
'And much too is the Poer’s glory faded !

A time there was, when Kings of this fair LaNDy
So meek, would ¢reep to PoETs, cap in hand,
Beggtrig; as "twere for alms, a grain of farne,

To fweeten 2 poor putrifying name—

Bt paft are thofe rich hours ! ah ! hours of yore
"Thofe golden fands of TiME fhall glide no more.

Yet are we not in by difearded frate,

Whate'er may be the future will of Fats ;

Since, as we find by Pve, (what ftill muft pride us)
_Kings rwice a year can condefcend to ride us,

Nor



“#iie aimokeTRANCE: 47

AN AFTER.-REFLECTION. -

NOW, Wok.Lb, thou feeft the ftuffof which Pmmade 5
Firm to the honour of the suneful Trade ; ~
Leavinig, with high conteript, the Cotrtier claf§, -
To fing the merits of the humble Ass,

Yet fhould a mira¢le the Parace merid,
And high-nos’d SaL’ss’ry to the VirTuEs fend,
Commanding them to come and chat with Kinos §
Well pleas’d repentant Sinners to fupport,
So help me; IMrupzNCE, rit go to Court }
Befides, I dearly love to fee frange things.

Vou. I, H How
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PROEMIUM

TO THE

MAGPIE AND ROBIN RED-BREAST.

HOW varied are our taftes! Dame NaTuRz's plan,
All for wife reafons, fince the world began

Yes, yes, the good old Lapy ated right:
Had things been otberwife, like wolves and bears,
We all had fall'n together by the ears—

One objeft had produc’d an endlefs fight.

Nettles had ftrew’d Lire’s path inftead of rofes;
And multitudes of mortal faces,

Printed with hiftories of bloody nofes,
Had taken leave of abfence of the Graces.

Now interrupting not each other’s line,
You ride your hobby-horfe, and I ride mine—
Zou prefs the blue-ey’d CuLoE to your arms,
And I the black-ey’d SappHO’s browner charms:
Thus fituated in our different bliffes,
We fquint not envious on each other’s Kkiffes.
4 Yeat
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_Yet are theré fome'exceptions to-this rule:
We mieet with now and then a ftubborn fool,
Dragooning us into his predile@ions ;
As though there was no dif’remce in affeCtions,
And that it was the booby's firm belief; '
Pork cannot pleafe, becaufe b¢-doats on deef!
Again—how weak the ways of fome, and fad!
One would fuppofe the Man-creation mad.

Lo! this poor fellow, folly-drunk, he rambles,

And flings himfelf into MisrorTuNE’s brambles,
In full purfuit of HaPpINEss’s treafure;

When, with a little glance of circum{pe&ion,

A muftard-grain of fenfe—a ckild’s refleCtion—
The fool had cours’d the velvet lawn of PLeasurz.

1dly he braves the furge, and roaring gale;
‘When Reason, if confulted with a fmile,

Had tow’d through fummer feas his filken /ail,:
And fav’d a dangerous and Herculean toil.

Yes, as I've fomewhere faid above, I find,
That many a man has many a mind.

H2 How.
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How I hate Drunkesnzss, a nafty pig!

With fhuff-ftain’d neckcloth, without hat or wig,
Reeling, and belching wifdom in one’s face!

How I hate BurLy Uproar from my foul,

'Whom nought but whips and prifons can controul,
Thofe neceflary implements of Grace!

Yet altars rife to DrunNkenNEss and RioT—
How few to mild SosrieTy and QuisT!

Thou art my Goddefs, SoLrrube—to thee,

Parent of dove-ey’d Peace, 1bend the knee!
O with what joy I roam thy calm retreat,

Whence foars the lark amid the radiant hour,

Where many a varied chafte and fragrant flow’r
‘Turns coyly from Rogue Zepryr’s whifper fweet!

Bleft Imp! who wantons o’er thy wide domain,

And Kiffes all the BzauTies of the plain:

Where, happy, 'mid the all-enlivening ray,
The infect nations fpend the bufy day,
Wing the pure fields of air, and crawl the ground;
Where, idle none, the Jew-like myriads range,
Juﬂ: like the Hebrews at high *Change,
D1ﬁ'u1'mw hum of Babel-notes around |

' Where
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Where Heartu fo wild and gay, with bofom bare,
And rofy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair,

Trips with a fmile the breezy fcenes along,

And pours the fpirit of content in fong!

Thus taftes are various, as I've faid before—
Thefe damn moft cordially, what sbgfe adorz.

H3 ~ TH3



102 T THE MAGPIR

THE

M AGPIE

AND

ROBIN RED-BREAST:

A TALE

A MAGPIE, in the fpirit of romance,
Much like the fam’d Reformers now of FraNCE,
Flew from the dwelling of an old PoissarDE;
‘Where, fometimes i his cage, and fometimes ou?,
He juttified the Revolution rout,
That is, call'd names, and got a fop for his reward,

Red-hot with Monarch-roafting coals,
Jutt like his old fith-thund’ring Dame,

He left the Queen of crabs, and plaice, and foles,
To kindle in Old Bngland’s realm a flame.

Arriv’d at evening’s philofophic hour,
He refted on a rural antique tow'’r,
Some Baron’s caftle in the days of old;

When
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. When furious wars, mifnomer’d civil,
Sent mighty chiefs to fee the Devil,
Leaving behind, their bodies for rich mould,
That pliable from form to form patroles,
Making freth houfes for new fouls.

Perch on the wall, he cocks his tail and eye,

And hops like modern beaux in country dances;
Looks dev’lith knowing, with his head,

Squinting with connoiffeurfhip glances,

All on 2 fudden, Maccor ftarts and ftares,
And wonders, and for fomewhat firange prepares;
But lo, his wonder did not hold him long—
Soft from a bufh below, divinely clear,
A modeft warble melted on his ear,
A plaintive, foothing, folitary fong—

A ftealing, timid, unprefuming found,
Afraid dim NaTurge’s deep repofe to wound ;
That hufh’d (a death-like paufe) the rude SusLimE,
‘This was a novelty to Mac indeed,
Who, pulling up his fpindle-fhanks with fpeed,
Dropp’d from his turret, half-devour’d by Time,
H 4 Ala
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A la Frangoife, upon the fpray,
Where a lone Red-breaft pour’d to eve, his lay,

Btaring the modeft mintrel in the face;
Familiar, and with arch grimace,

He conn’d the dufky warbler o’er and o’er,
As though he knew him years before;

And thus began, with feeming great civility,
All in the Paris eafe of volubility—

¢ What—Bossy! dém’tne, is it you,

¢ That thus your pretty phiz to mufic fcrew,

¢« So far from hamlet, village, town, and city,
«.Tq glad old battlements with dull pfalm ditty ?

s¢ ’Sdeath! what a pleafant, lively, merry fcene!

¢« Plenty of bats, and owls, and ghofts, I ween;

¢ Rare midnight {creeches, Bos, between you all!
*¢ Why, what’s the name on’t, Bossy ? Diiinal Hall?

* Come, to be ferious—curfe this queer old fpot,
“ And let thy owlifh habitation rot!
¢ Join me, and foon in riot will we revel:
% Y'll teach thee how to curfe, and call folks names,
* And bg expert in treafon, murder, flames,
#¢ And moft divinely play the devil.

¢ Yes,
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#¢ Yes, thou fhalt leave this fpe&red hole,
$¢ And prove thou haft a bit of foul:
# Soon fhalt thou fe old ftupid Lonpow dance;
¢ There will we fhine immortal knaves;
$¢ Not fteal unknown, like cuckoos, to our graves,
¢ But imitate the geniuses of Francz.

¢ Who’d be that monkifh, cloifter'd thing, a mufcle?
¢ Importance only can arife from buftle!

¢ Tornado, thunder, lightning, tumult, ftrife—

¢ ‘Thefe charm, and add a dignity to life.

¢ That thou {houldft choofe this fpot, is monftrous odd ;
¢ Poh, poh! thou canft not like this life, by G--1"

¢ Sir!” like one thunder-ftricken, ftaring wide—
¢« Can you be ferious, Sir?” the Rosiv cry’d.
¢« Serious!” rejoin’d the MacrIE, * aye, my boye—

 So come, let’s play the devil, and enjoy.”

« Flames!” quoth the RoBin—*¢.and in riot revel,
¢« Call names, and curfe, divinely play the devil!

« I cannot, for my life, the fun difcern.”

f¢ No !—blufh then, Bos! and follow me, and learn.”

¢« Excufe
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« Excufe me, Sir,” the modeft HermiT cry’d—

¢ Hell’s not the hobby-horfe I with to ride.”

¢ Hell!” laugh’d the Macpie—¢hell nolonger dread;
¢ Why, Bos, in FrRance the Devil's lately dead :

¢ Damnation vulgar to a Frenchman’s hearing—
¢ The world is only kept alive for fwearing.

¢ Againft futurity they all proteft;

« And God and Heav'n are grown a ftanding jeft.

¢ Brimftone and fin are downright out of fafhion;
« France is quite alter'd—now a tbinking nation:
¢ No more of penitential tears and groans!

¢ PuiLosopHy has crack’d ReL1cion’s bones.

‘¢ As for your Saviour of a wicked world,

¢ Long from his confequence has be been hurl'd :

¢ They do acknowledge fuch a man, d’ye fee;

* But then they call him fimple Monsizur CHRIST,
« Bos, for thy ignorance, pray blufh for fhame—

¢ Behold, 7by DocTor PRIESTLEY Jays the fame.

“ Well! now thou fully art convine’d—let's go.”
* What curfed dotrine !” quoth the Rosin, ¢ No—
* T won't
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¢ I won’t go—no! thy fpeeches make me fhudder.”
« Poor RosIN 1" quoth the Macrig, “what a pudder!
¢ Be damn’d, then, Bossy”—flying off, he rav'd—
¢ And, (quoth the Rosin) Sir, may yox be fav'd!”
This faid, the tuneful Spr1TE renew’d his lay;

A fweet and farewell hymn to parting Dav.

In Tromas Paine the Maceir doth appear:
That I'm Poor Rosin, is not guite fo clear.

POSTSCRIPT.



POSTSCRIPT.

TO THE CANDID READER.

I REALLY think that this Tale of the Macrrz
and RoBIN ought immediately to have followed the
RemonsTRANCE: but as djforder, inftead of ¢rder,
is the leading feature of my fublime Lyr1c BRETHREN
of old, I fhall take the liberty of fheltering myfelf
under the wing of their ja:r;d names. The fable
was written in confequence of a ftrenuous application
of a red-hot REvoLuTioNn:sT to a2 PoeT in the coun-
try, preffing him to become a Member of the OrDER
of Conrusion,
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AN

APOLOGY FOR KINGS.

AS want of candour really is not right,

I own my Satire too inclin'd to éte:

On Kincs behold it breakfaft, dine, and fup :
Now fhall the praife, and try to make it up,

Why will the fimple world expeét wife things
From lofty folk, particularly Kings?

Look on their poverty of education!
Ador’d and flatter’d, taught that they are Gops;
And by their awful frowns and nods,

Jove-LikE, to fhake the pillars of creation!

They fcorn that little ufeful Imp call’'d Minp,

Who fits them for the circle of Mankind !

Pripe their companion, and the WorLp their hate;
Immur'd, they doze in ignorance and ftate.

Sometimes, indeed, GreaT KiNcs will condefeend
A lictle wich their fubjelfs vo unbend!
5 An



110 AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS.

An inftance take— A King of this great land,
In days of yore, we underfand,
Did vifit Sar’ssurv’s old church fo fair:
An Eart of PEMBROKE was the MoNarcH’s guide
Incog. they travell’d, fhuffling fide by fide;
And into the Cathedral ftole the Parr.

The VercER met them in his blue filk gown,
And humbly bow’d his neck with rev’rence down,
" Low as an afs to lick a lock of hay:
Looking the fi'ightcn'd VErGeR through and through,
All with his eye-glafs—¢ Well, Sir, who are you ?
¢ What, what, Sir 2—hey, Sir?”” deign’d the King
to fay.

¢ I am the VERGER here, moft mighty * Kinc:
¢ In this Cathedral I do ev’ry thing;

¢ Sweep it, an’t pleafe ye, Sir, and keep it clean.”
¢ Hey? Verger! Verger! you the Verger ’—hey 2"
¢ Yes, pleafe your glorious Majesty, I e,”

The VErRGER anfwer'd, with the mildeft mien.

Then

® The Reader will be pleafed to obferve, that the Verarr,
of all the fons of the Church, was the on)y ong entrufied with
Mlic ROYAL INTENTION.
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Then turn'd the Kixc about towards the Pger,

And wink’d, and laugh’d; then whifper’d in his ear,

¢ Hey, hey—what, what—fine fellow, "pon my word :

« T'll knight him, knight him, knight him—hey, my
Lord?”

Then with his glafs, as hard as eye could ftrain,

He kenn'd the trembling VERGER oO’er again.

¢ He’s a poor Verger, Sirg,” his Lordfhip cry’d:
¢ Sixpence would bandfomely requite him.”
¢« Poor Verger, Verger, hey?” the King rcply’dﬁ:
¢ No, no, then, we won’t kright him—no, won't
knight him.”

Now to the lofty roof the King did raife

His glafs, and fkipp'd it o’er with founds of praife;
For thus his marv’ling Majesty did fpeak :

¢ Fine roof this, Mafter Verger, quite complete;

¢ High—high and lofty too, and clean and neat:
“ What, Verger, what? map, mop it once 2 week ?**

“ An’t pleafe your MajesTy,” with marv’ling chops,
The VErGER anfwer'd, © we have got no mops
“ In Sal'fb’ry that will reach fo high.”

« Not
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< Not map, no, no, not mep it,” quoth the King; ‘
¢« No, Sir, our Sal’ft’ry mops do no fuch thing;
“ They might as well pretend to fcrub the /&y

M OR A L
“This little anecdote doth plainly fhow
That IoNoraNncE, a King too often lurches;
For, hid from ArT, Lord! how Zould MonarcHS
know
“Ehe nat’ral hiftory of mops and churches?

STORY THE SECOND,

FROM Sal'{b’ry Chureh to Wilton Houfe fo grand,
Return’d the mighty RuLzer of the Land—
“ My Lord, you've got fine ftatues,” faid the King,
«“ A few! beneath your royal notice, Sir,”
Reply'd Lord PmBROKE—* Stir, my Lord, ftir, ftir;
 Lat’s fee them all, all, all, all, ev'ry thing,

¢ Who's
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“ Who's this ? who’s this ? who’s this fine fellow here:?”
‘¢ SesosTris,” bowing low, reply’d the Peer. ,
 SIR SosTRis, hey? Sir SosTRis? ’pon my word !
“ KNIGHT or a BaRoNET, my Lord?

¢ One of my making ? what, my Lord, my making 2’

This, with a vengeance, was miftaking !

‘ Se-sosTRis, SIRE,” /o foft, the Peer reply'd;
¢« A famous Kinc of EcyrTt, Sir, of old.”

« Poh, poh!” th’infirutied Mox arcH fnappith cry’d,
“ I need not tbhat—I need not that be told.”

 Pray, pray, my Lord, who’s that big fellow there ?”

* *Tis HErcuLEs,” replies the (hrinking PeEr.

‘ Strong fellow, hey, my Lord? ftrong fellow, hey?

¢ Clean’d ftables! crack’d a lion like a flea;

“ Kill'd fnakes, great fnakes, that in a cradle found
him—

“ The Queen, QUEEN’s coming! wrap an apron
round him.”

Vou. I1I. I OUR
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OUR Moral is not merely water-gruel ;
It fhows that curiofity’s a jewel !
It fhows with Kings that IcNorANCE may dwell §
It thows that fubjects muft not give opinions
To PeopLE reigning over wide dominions,
As information to great Folk, is hell:

It fhows that DrcENcY may live with Kings,
On whom the bold Virti-men turn their backs;

And fhows (for num’rous are the naked things)
That faucy Statues thould be lodg’d in facks.

ADDRESS
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AN ELEGY.

CHILD of my love, go forth, and try thy fate:
Few are thy frien:ls, and manifold thy foes!

‘Whether or long or fhort will be thy date,
FuturrTy’s dark volume only knows,

Much criticifm, alas! will be thy lot!
Severe thine ordeal, I am fore afraid !

Some judges will condemn, and others not
Some call thy form jubftantial—others, fbadé;

Yes, Cuirp, by multitudes wilt thou be tried !
Wife men, and fools, thy merits will examine 3
Thofe through much prudence, may thy virtues bide ; ~
Thefe, through vile rancour, or the dread of famine.

Prov’d will it be indeed (to make thee thrink)
‘What metal Nature in thy mafs did knead :

A * melting procefs will be us’d, I think;
That is to fay, large quantities of Jad.

12 By

¢ QCalled Eliguation,
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By fome indeed will N1TRE’s fuming {pirit
Be o’er thy form fo fweet, fo tender, thrown;
Perchance a Maffer hand may try thy merit;
Perchance an Imp by FoLLy only known,

Now, now I fancy thee a timid hare,

Started for beagles, hounds, and curs, to chace!
A mongrel dog may fnap thee up unfair;

For Seite and HuNGER boaft but little grace.

Long are thy legs (I know), and ftout for running;
And many a trick haft thou within thy brain;
But gups and greyhounds are too much for cunning,

Joir'd to the rav’nous pack of THomas PAINE!

And now a Lams !—What devils now-a-days
The butch'ring Snop of CriTicism employs!
Each beardlefs villain now cuts up, and flays;

A gang of wanton, brutal, ’prentice boys!

Ahme! how hard to reach the dome of Famz !
Knock’d down before fhe gets half way, poor Mufe !
Yor many a LovuT that cannot gain a name,
(Rebus and riddle maker) now reviews !

-

4 . Poor
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Poor jealous Eunuchs in the land of Tasre,
Too weak to reap a harveft of fair praife;
Malicious, lo, they lay the region wafte,
Fire all they can, and triumph at the blaze!

Too oft, with talents bleft, the cruel Fzw
Fix on poor MeRr1T’s throat, to ftop her breath:
How like the beauteous * FruiT, that turns of Dew
The life ambrofial, into drops of Death!

$weet Base, to WevmouTH fhouldft thou find thy way !
The King, with curiofity fo wild,
May on a fudden fend for thee, and fay,
¢« See, CuaRLY, PrTER’s child—fine child, fine
child :

¢« Ring, ring for SCHWELLENBERG ; ring, Charly,
ring ;
« Show it to ScHWELLENBERG ; fhow, fhow it,
fhow it:
« She’ll fay, Got dem de faucy floopid ting,
« I bate more worfe as bell what come from Poet.”

I3 Yet

" The mortifying powers of dew or rain falling from the
Manchineel tree, are univerfally known.
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Yet will fome Courtiers all at once be glad !
Leeps, Hawkse’RY, SAL’sB’RY, BRuUDENELL, will
rejoice ;
Forget how oft thy Brothers made them mad,
And echo through the realm the royal voice.

And then for Mk his MajesTY may fend;
(Making fome people grumble in their gizzards)
‘With Drake’s new place, perchance, thy S1x e befriend !

First Frv-catchHir to good QueeN CHAR-
LoTTE’s * Lizards!

® The ftory of the Lizarps is as follows :~——At 2 Boarp or
Green CrortH lately, which affembled, as ufual, with due
decorum, to deliberate on the jpec:es of fiod proper to be given
to the Lions of Buckincuim-House, the folemnity of the
meeting was interrupted by the fudden Gothic irruption, and
felf-introdution, of a fervant of Sir Francis DrakE, onc of
the Honourable Boarp ;3 which fervant, a tiue DEvonsHiIRE
Dumrrix, opening an ell-wide pair of jaws, exclaimed thus:
¢ Zur Vraxcis, I’'m a zent to ax if yow’ve a cortt enny ]
¢ more Vlces §—Have ye cort enny, Zur Vraxcis{” The
Baronet hemmed, winked, nodded, knitted his biows, ftared,
fhrugged up his fhoulders, blew his nofe, bit his lips at poor
Nuwmps: but all the face-making hints were thrown away.
“ Why, Zur Vrancis, I zay, (continued Numps) Mabpam
“ ZweLLinceurc wanth to know if yow’ve a nabb’d enny
¢ more Plees?’’ The Boarp floodamazed!—S1r Frarcis blufhed
for the firf time. At length, revovering from his confufion,
and,

4 For caugh:, § Any. § Flies,
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. and bidding the fellow, in an angry tone, go about his bufinefs,
he very candidly informed the Boarp, that Her Majesty
had lately received a prefent of Lizards; that fhe had ordered
MisTrESS SCHWELLENBERG to catch ffies for them 5 but that,
to oblige Mi1sTrEss ScHwELLENBERG, who Kindly invited
him to dine with her three or four times a week, he promifed to
aflit herin her FLy-HuNT; in fhort, to be her Depury FLy-
€ATCHER, and not Fig# Fry-cartcHer, as the ErLEgy
grroneoufly proclaimeth.
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e Quid non mortalia peftore copis,
Huri facra fames? Vizere.
O Gold ! thou precious fafcinating evil,
Say, with what foul thou haft not play'd the devil ?

Fleftere fi nequeo Superos, Acherontamovebo.  Vircir.

Go to the Houfe—beg, threaten, nay, compe! for’c:
We muft have Money, though we fhake all Hell for’t.






READER,

A HE rumour of an intended and fpeedy application to

parliament for more Moncy for the King, gave birth to
e following Odes. Though by no means an advocate
or Mr. PaINE’s violent fyftem of Revolution, I am too
uch the PoeT oF THE PEOPLE, not to fing for a Reforma-
jm. Tothe OpEs is fubjoined a fort of make-weight
octry. As the Fieces are alluded to in the Obpks, [
cemed it not amifs to publith them—To be fure, they
dd to the price as well as the bu/k of the Pamphlit; but,
s 1 ftill profefs myfclf frec from political corruption,
otwithftanding a wicked report to the contrary, (for
REAT PorTs as well as cGREAT KinGs may be traduced)
flatter myf{clf that thou wilt be proud of the opportus
ity of paying a fmall tribute to Pusric VIRTUE,

Pl l"






TO

MISTER PITT, &c

ODE 1

MORE Money wanted !—"tis a brazen lic;
*Tis OpposiTioN’s difappointed cry ;
A poifon’d fhaft to wound the beft of Kings.
More Money !—'tis a poor invented ftory,
To cloud with dire difgrace the King of Glory;
Damn’d fheers to clip his FaME’s exalted wings.

More Money !—'tis a little dirty tale,

To fink of popularity the gale

That wafts the name of GEORGE to utmoft earth;
A fnake that fhould be ftrangled in its birth,

More Money !—"Tis a party-trick fo gean,
To make us fick of our geed King and Queen!

We
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We have no more to give—a truce to grants,
That make the State a field devour’d by * wants3
The ruft that eats the cannon—the rank weed
That dares the veffel’s courfe fublime impede ;
‘The worm that gnaws its native keel, th’ ingrate;
And opes the world of waters for its fate;

A fpreading cancer that demands the knife;
That, wolf-like, preys vpon the Nation’s life.

More Money '—what a found! the folemn belb
That tolls the Conftitucion’s knell.

Clap a hot iron on the patriot tongues,

For loading fpotlefs Majefty with wrongs :

Nay, tear thofe tongues, th’ offenders, from their holes;
Foul pumps, that pour the froth from poifon’d fouls.
"The Monarch fcerns to afk a penny more ;

Tax'd to the eyes, his groans the State deplore :
Away, then, DEFAMaTION’s baleful breath,

‘That blows on VirTue’s bud, the blight of death.

Yet fbould it happen that the Beft cf Kings
Should whifpes to his Minifter frauge things,
And

4 Another word for a mole,
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- And bid thee Money afk, the tempting curfe;
Then firmly THou, the Nation’s fteward, fay
{With rev’rence due to Royalty, I pray),

¢« Dread Sir, have mercy on your People’s purfes

“ O King, your calculations have mifled ye:
¢ Millions on millions you have had already.
¢« Oh! let *DiscreTION from the Virtue band
« Be call’d to Court, to take you by the hand.

‘¢ You really do not know how rich you are:

¢ Your wealth fo wond’rous makes your fubje@s ftare,
« Squeez’d from great cities, towns, and hovels

¢ Hawxkse’ry and CouTTs can thow fuch heaps of

treafure,

¢ Such loads of guineas fot the royal pleafure,
¢« Heav'd into iron chefts with fhovels;

« Then how can Majefty be poor?

¢ Your coffers, Sir, are running o’er;

¢ Thanks to Economy, of golden views,

¢ Who mends old breeches, and twice foles old thoes [**

ODSE

* This is fruitlefs advice, I fear—The PasstonNs are too
powerful for the gentle VirTuEs. See my beautiful Addrefs te
thofe Lapigs in this Work.

5
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ODE IL

SAY to the King (but with profound refped,
For who would manners unto Kings neglect ?)
¢¢ Dread Sir, to Hofpitals you little grant,
¢ Your magic Name fupplying every want:
« And then your mutton, veal, and beef, you kill,
« The ftomachs of your favour’d Few to fill:

¢ And lo, you kill your own delightful lambs;

¢ And beat old BAkEwELL * in the breed of rams ;
 And never with to keep a thing for finery :

¢¢ Thus are parterres of Richmond and of Kew

“ Dug up for bull and cow, and ram and ewe,
« And Windfor Park, fo glorious, made a {winery.

¢ And lo, your Dairy thriving, let me fay,

¢ As not one drop of milk is-giv’n away;

« So fays your little dairy-maid fo {fweet,

¢ Whofe beauties many a fmile fo gracious meet ;

[{1 Aﬂd

* We have more reverence than to fay, a Brother Grazier of
m Noﬂh. .
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«¢ Knd finiling like the blooming May; .
“ Who fhows the milk-fcore ev’ry day.

« How then can Majefty be poor?

« Your chefts, Sir, muft be running o’ef:

« Your Oratorios, that expences breci,
* And Duke of CumsrLANDY, fo dear, are dead,
« That gave ('tis faid) your Majefty much pain ;
& The Nation kindly paid your Do&tors bills,
¢ I mean the WiLLises, for toil and pills,
¢¢ That brought you to your wifdom, Sire, again';
¢ Then how can Majefty be poor?
¢ Your coffers muft be running o'er.

¢« Cabbage and carfot without end,

¢« The Windfor Gard’ners 1 daily fend ;

¢« Proud that rheir vegetables load the board
¢ Of Britain’s High and Mighty Lorp !

¢« Of this, their glad pofterity fhall boaft;
¢ For fuch an honour never fthould be loft:
Vou. IIL. K ¢¢ Thus

* By the death of the Duke, a large annual income reverted
to his Majefty.

t Not now.—See the Progrefs of AbmiraTION.
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«¢, Thus fhall they cry in triumph to their neighbours,.
¢ Crown'd were our great great great forefathers

labours ;
* Whofe praife through FAME’s long trumpet ever
« For giving cabbages to Kings! [rings,

t Prefents of ev’ry fort of thing are made,
«« Without the flighteft danger of offending,
¢ Either from gentlemen, or men in trade;
 Your Majefties are both fo condefcending:
¢« Folks for acceptance never beg and pray;
¢ For prefents never yet were turn’d away,

“ People meet much encouragement indeed,
¢« For fending rarities and pretty things:
¢ Although fuch rarities ye do not need—
‘¢ Such is the fweet humility of Kings!
¢ Then how can Majefty be poor?

« Your coffers muft be running o’er.

¢« Card-entertainment 'tis ye chiefly give,
« By which the Chandlers fcarce can live:
¢« For foon as €’er ye leave the little rout,
¢ The candles are immediately blown out!
5 @ So
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 So quickly feiz’d on by fome candle-fhark, .
£¢ Lapies and Gentlemen are in the dark ;*

¢ Where what has happen’d, heav’n alone can tell,
* As DARKNESS oft turns pimp t’ undo 2 BerLe.”

O.D E IIL

SAY to thy King (but, as I've faid before,
With due refpe&t), «by G—, you can’t be poor.
¢ Sometimes 2 little Concert is made up,
“ ‘Where nought is giv'n to eat or fup—

¢ 'Where Music makes an economic pother;
¢ Where, with a folitary tweedle tweedle,
« A pretty melancholy fiddle

«¢ Squeaks at the abfence of his little brother, .
« Whofe prefence would be much enjoy’d,
¢ But cofts too much to be employ’d!
«« Where FiscHeR’s inftrument (a frugal choice)
¢« Serves both for hautboys and for voice—

K2 As

« At the breaking-up of 2 Royal Card-party, this is con-
ftantly done :—the poor Maids of Honour, and the Gentlemen,
may grope their way how they can,
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¢« As BiLLiNcTON and MaRA, to the Kirg,
¢ And that perverfe Storace, will not fing,*

« Lo! by fome Woman’s order (fic upon her!)
¢ The pretty, harmlefs, modeft Maids of Honour
<« Are forc’d to furnith for their beds, the fheet;
¢« The pillow-cafes too, fays Fame,
¢ By order of fome high-commanding Dame,
«« To whofe {weet foul ecoriomy is {weet.

¢« Dear Maids of Honoeur! what a fin of fins,
¢¢ That Britain can’t accommeodate your fkins'}

¢« Poor GenerosiTy is fadly lam'd;
 « And yet the noble beaft was ne’er rode hard—
« Pale, cold Economy feems quite atham’d,
*“ Who never plays an idle card:
« Nay,

* When Monficur Nicorar, his Majesty’s firff favourite,
Jfirjt fiddle, and fir#f news-monger, went with his MajssTY’s
commands to Madam St=##*%*  to affift at a fors of a concert at
Buckingham- houfe, the Songfrefs, fmiling on him with the moft
ineffable contempt, afked him, < What, N1céra1, I am to fing
at the o/d price, I {uppofe ?*” meaning nothing—*¢ My compli-
ments to ycur Mafter 2nd Miftrefs, and tell them I am better
engaged.”” In fhort, the infolence of fingers and performers is
intolerable. In other countries, the dare bonour of finging and
playing to MajesTy is thought ample recompence ; but now, in-
deed, the Mercenaries expe® money remuneration ! ! £
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- ¢ Nay, Avarice, her mother, with furprife
¢ Turns up the whites, fo fad, of both her eyes.

* To Wit, ye nothing give—to Learning nought :
“ Lo, in his garret, MaTHEMATICS pines,

¢ Where, hungry after bread and cheefe and thought,
¢« He forms with brother fpiders ufelefs lines,

“ T’ expence of * New-Year’s Ode is felt no more!
¢ Thus is that needlefs, tunelefs hubbub o’er:
¢ All praife muft centre in the Birth-day Song:
« The Virtues muft be lump’d together—yes!
And then (if fubjets may prefume to guefs)
¢ The Lavreat need not make it very long.

"~
~

¢ A load of praile is naufeous ftuff—

¢ Sirg, don’t you think, at times, one line enough?
¢« What’s chriften’d Merit, often wants a crutch;

¢ Thus then a fingle line may be too much,

K 3 “In

* This Court Farce, in confequence of a feantinefs of public
wirtue, and a univerfal ridicule, was, for a feafon or two,
difmifficd.  Great events, however, unexpeftedly happening,
the Lyric aarwhoop has been called in again to found their

praifz:.



134 MORE MONEY.

€<

({3

€<

€

€«

[14

[4

~

(14

€<

(3

[14

(19

«

(11

In vain the Firlt of Poets tunes his pipe;

His whiftle ne’er fqueez'd fixpence from your gripe—
“ Vain all Epiftles, vain his hcav’'nly Odes:

No, no! poor PeTER may his ftrain prolong ;
The dev’l a farthing will reward bis fong,

« The fong that fhould have ceiebrated Gods!

In vain for Royal patronage he figh’d:

In vuin (fome fay) the modeit Bard apply’d

¢ To gain his book your patronifing name.
And if this Bard, whom all the NiNe infpire,
Inftead of generous oil to feed his fire,

¢ binds cold cold water flung upon his flame:
If he, ah! vainly fighs for dedication,

Woe to the witlings of the Nation!

What though uncouth his fhape, and dark his face;;
¢« Whofc breeding Mother might for charcoal long;
Still may the Lazp abound in verfe and grace,

¢ And love for Majefty, divinely firong.

Then heed not, SirE, a clumiy form fo fat,
¢ And fombre phiz, Dame N aTurEe’s work, unkind 7
Great moufing qualities, with many a cat,
« Of per’ed ugiines, a lodging find.
¢« Oblerve
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. % Obferve a fat, black, greafy lump of coal;
“ Lo, to that moft ungraceful piece of earth,
¢ A warm and lively luftre owes its birth;

“ A fame in tbis world, pleafant to the foul,

““ To fhapelefs clouds, that, waggon-like, along

« Move cumb’rous, {cowling on the twilight heav’n,

¢ At times, behold, the pureft fnows belong!
¢ To fuch, of rain the lucid drops are giv'n:

¢« Nay, 'mid the mafs fo murky and forlorn,

¢ Behold the lightning’s vivid beam is born!”

Say—¢¢ Mighty Monarch, modeft MERIT pines,
¢ Hid like the ufele(s gem amid the mines.
« Your gracious fmile, which all the world reveres,
¢« Your wealth had open’d her pale clofing eye,
¢« Which Hoee once brighten’d with a fpark of joy,
““ And cruel DisappoinTMENT quench’d with tears,”

K 4 ODE
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O0DE IV

TH EN unto Majefty fhalt thou repeat

The lines that are to Majefty a tyeat,

Proverbs that economic fouls revere;

To wit—* A pin a day’s a groat a year"—

« A little faving is no fin"—

¢ Near is my fhirt, but nearer is my fkin""=—

¢ A penny fav’d, a penny got”—

¢« *Tis money makes the old mare trot”—

Then fay, * With fuch wife counfellors, I'm fure
¢« No Monarch gver can be poor.”

Say too, ¢ Great Sir, your Queen is very rich;
« Witnefs the di’'monds lodg’d in ev’ry ftitch
¢« Of Madam’s petticoat,* of broad effulgence;
¢« Where flame fuch jewels on its ample field,
¢ As only to her charms and virtues yield,
« So very npble, God’s and Man’s indulgence!

Now

* This famous petticoat affordeth a pleafant hiftory—one part
of which is, that it was watched all night by a certain Great
Man, on a particular occafion, to prevent its being ftolen,
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. Wow mayft thou raife thy tone a little higher—
¢ Not ’Squire, for that’s impertinent, but * Sire,”
Firm fhalt thou fay, « The Realm is not a wizard,
% Quick, with a word, to make the guineas ftart,
#¢ To pleafe a Monarch’s gold-admiring heart—
“¢ In fhort, BriTaNNIA grumbles in her gizzard.,

« Sire, let me fay, the Realm will finell a rat,

“ And cry, ¢Oh! oh! I know what ye are at—
¢ Is this your cunning, Mafter BiLLy Prrr?

¢ What, Mafter BiLLy ! try to fouch his Grace?

¢ To keep your moft, moft honourable place?

¢ Is this your flaming patriotic fit ?

¢ Thick as may be the kead of poor John Bull,
¢ The beaft hath got _fome brains within his fkull;
¢ A pair of dangerous borns, too, let me add;

¢ Dare but to make the generous creature mad.”

Thus mayft thou decently thy voice exalt—

And add, ¢ Soft fires, O Monarch, make fweet malt;
« The kiln, much forc’d, may blaze about our ears,
¢ And then may FaTe be bufy with his theers—

¢ For then, with all his fame, your daring *SquIrE
« May, rat-like, fqueak unpitied in the fire.”

Proclaim
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Proclaim that Reputation is a jewel,

And life, without it, merely water-gruel;
Say, that a King who feeks a deathlefs name,
Turns not to #ews-papers to find a fame;
Where paragraphs (a Minifterial job)
Report the haif-crown howlings of a Mob.

Inform the Monarch, when he goes to heav’n,
Verle to his parting fpirit may be giv'n;

Ev'n PeTer’s verfe, for which a thoufand figh-
Verie which the PoET ev'n to Brutes* can give,
To bid their lucky names immortal live,

Yert to a King the facred gitt deny !

Say, © Sire, we've cri pied the poor people’s backs;
« Poor jaded, worn-out, miferable hacks;
“ How ’tis they bear it all, is my furprife!
« I cannot catch another tax indeed,
« With all your fox-hounds’ nofes, and my fpeed,

“ Your humble greyhound, thoughall teethand eyes.
« The

* This is literally true. I, the Lyric PeTer, affers, that
I have writtcn a moft beautiful Elegy toan old Friend, a Dying

Afs, with more feeling than I could compliment the deaths of
half the Kings in Chriftendom.
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¢ The State, Sir, you will candidly allow,

¢ Has been t'ye a moft excellent milch cow ;

“ For you, too, many a bucket has been fill'd—
¢ But truft me, Sir, the cow muft not be ki//’d.

¢ So numerous are i'our wants, and zbey {o keen,
¢ That verily a hundred thoufund pounds
¢ Seem juft as in a bullock’s mouth a bean!
“ A pound of butter ‘midft a pack of hounds!
¢ Have mercy on us, Sir—you can’t be poor—
* Your coffers really muft be running o’er.”

Say, ¢ Sire, your wifdom is prodigious great!
¢¢ Then do not put your fervant in a fweat—

¢« He hates fnapdragon—"tis a game of danger—
« The found, more money, the whole realm appalls;
¢ Srill, ftill it vibrates on SAINT STEPHEN's walls;

“ Qur beaft, the Purric, foon muft gnaw the
manger.’

Say, ¢ Good my Liege, indeed there’s no more hay ;
¢¢ Kind-hearted King, indeed there’s no more corn;
« Qur hack, O.p EncLaND, fadly falls away;

«¢ Lean as lean RosiNaNTE, and forlorn.”

Say,
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Say, ¢ Sire, your Parliament T dare not meet;
s¢ For verily I've fome remains of grace:
¢ If forc’d with money-meflages to greet,

« Your Majefty muft lend me H RY’s face,

« [ know

* The cry of * Morc Money, more Money,” brings to recol-
lelion a little dialogue, amongft the many, that happened be-
tween the Kine of the Mosquitors and myfelf, in the
Government-houfe at }amaica, during the adminiftration of
the late Sir WiLLiam TreLawny.~—~His MajesTY was a very
itout black man, exceedingly ignorant, neverthelefs pofleffed of
the fublimeft ideas of Royally; very riotous, and grievoufly
inclined to get drunk. e came to me one day, with a voice
more like that of a bullock than a king, roaring, ¢ Mo drink
for King, mo drink for King !**

P. P.

Ling, you are drunk already.

Kixa.

No! no! King no drunk—Kirg no drunk—Mo drink for
Kirg—Broder George love drink (meaning the King of
England).

P. P.
Bioder George docs not love drink : he is a fober man,

Kixe.
Bnt King of Mofquito love drink—me will have sme drink—
me luve drink like devil—me diink whole ocean.



MORE: MONEY, 14t

.1 know what Parliament will fay, fo miad— .
. © More money, Mastzer BrLry.! very fine!
¢ The impudence of highwaymen, my lad,
¢ By G— is perfeif modefty to thine.
¢ Sire, Sire, the moment that I mention Money,
“ I’m fure the anfwer will be < Ninny Nonny.”

ODE VI

NO W, Prrt, put forth a fmall prophetic found ;

Say, “ Kincs fhould keep their ftate, but net be
rich”—

Yes, fay, ¢ they never fhould with wealth abound,
¢ As money might the royal mind bewitch.”

Say, *¢ Gambling Monarchs pofibly may [pring,

¢ And Stocks be at the mercy of a King—

« And if for Boroughs figh their great alfellions,

“ Rare bufinefs for the DeviL at eleftions;

« A Monarch offering his own heads and notes!

* A King and Cobbler quarrelling for votes!”

« Then
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Then lift thine head, and alfo lift thine eyes,
And drawing of thy mouth the corners down,
Exclaim (as ftricken with a deep furprife),
¢ Not that I think a man who wears a crown
¢« Would a¢t fo meanly, Sir, or ever did—
¢ No! God forbid, dread Sovereign—God forbid {**

Such are my counfels, PitT.—Thy King, petchance,
May, fmiling, hear thee oracles advance;

And pitying thee for hinting reformation

To fuch a King of fuch a Nation,

May ftun thee with two proverbs all fo pat— |

¢ What, what, Pirt—*¢ Play a jig to an old Cat?*
¢ ‘What, preach—what, preach to me on Meney-wit !
¢ *Old Foxes want no tutors,” BiLLy Pirr.”

The

* Reformation is a moft difficult and dangerous fubje&t.—
Hazarding a critigue on the work of a very eminent Artift, fome
years ago, what was the confequence ?—Sece the Ode.
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The Sfollowing Elegy was written on the Royal Scheme
of fattening Cattle folely on Horfe-chefuuts, which
(bad it fucceeded) muff bave been attended with
prodigious favings. The Bullocks tried wbat they
could do, but were forced to give up the point, and
nearly the ghoft !

THE ROYAL BULLOCKS.

A CONSOLATORY AND PASTORAL ELEGY.

\

YE horn’d inhabitants of Windfor Park,
Where reign’d fweet HospiTaLiTy of yore,
Why are ye not as merry as the lark ?
Why is it that fo difinally ye roar?

Ah me! T guefs the caufe !—our glorious King
Would fatten cattle in the cheapeft way—

It is, 1t is, horfe-chefnuts !—that’s the thing
Which gives each face the cloud of dire difmay.

Say,
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+Say, do the prickles ftab each gentle beard ?
Ye with t'oblige the King; but ah! with pain
Ye turn thém round and round, to bite afeard,
And, faintly mumbling, drop them out again.

Fain would I comfort you with better meat—
God knows I pity every plaintive tone—

Gladly your gums with furnips would I greet,
And give the fragrant bay to foothe each groan.

Say, are the nuts too folid to be chew’d ?—
Of want of nut-crackers do ye éomplain?
Ye make up awkward mouths upon your food ;
But plaint of ev’ry fort is pour'd in vain.

Condemn’d on fuch hard fare to fup and dine,
And often by its ftubborn nature foil’'d,
Perhaps ye with it roafted, gentle Kine,
Or probably ye wifh it ftew’d or boil’d.

But coals coft money—labour muft be fav’d—

Now, this would prove a great expence indeed:
Ah! Kine, by fuch economy clofe-thav’d,

Your bellies grumble, and your mouths muft bleed.

.

Your
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Your leannefs mortifies the King of Nations:

" Difpleas’d, he wonders that ye won’t grow fats

Your high back-bones employ his fpeculations,
Much your lank bellies exercife his chat.

The Man whofe lofty head adorns a crown,
That ftoutly ftudies bullocks, pigs, and books,
Wants much to fee you knock’d by butchers down;
And hung in fair array upon their hooks.

Yet, murm’ring creatures, life is vaftly fweet—
For life; were I a bullock, I fhould figh:
Much rather make a facrifice to meat;
Live on horfe-che/nuts, than on zurnips dies

A MORAL REFLECTION

ON THE PRECEDING ELEGY.

-

HOW can the ey¢, in NaTure’s foftnefs dreft,

So harden’d, fee the diffrent tribes around ;
Behold the grazing cattle 21l fo bleft,

And lambkins mingling fport, with {weeteft found 5
Vor. 1I1. L Then
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Then glitt’ning, in & ftrain of triumph cry,
«¢ Your throats, young gentlefolks, will foon be cut—
« You, fweet Mifs Lamb, moft fpeedily fhall die—
* Soon on the fpit, you, Mafter Calf, be put?”

How can the tongue, amid the mingled noife
Of goofe, duck, turkey, pigeon, cock and hen,
Exclaim, * Aye, aye, good fowls, your cackling joys
¢ Soon ceafe, to fill with mirth the mouths of men ”

I cannot meet the lambkin’s afking eye,

Pat her foft neck, and fill her mouth with food,
Then fay, « Ere evening cometh, ‘thou fhalt die,

« Anddrench the knives of butchers with thy blood.””

¥ cannot fling with lib’ral hand the grain,
And tell the feather’d race fo bleft around,

* For me, ere night, ye feel of death the pain;
* With broken necks ye flutter on the ground.

« How vile t—Go, creatures of th’ Almighty’s hand ;
¢« Enjoy the fruits that bounteous NaTURE yields;
¢ Graze at your eafe along the funny land ;
« Skim the free air, and fearch the fruitful fields:

Go,
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#¢ Go, and be happy in your mutual loves;

¢¢ No violence fhall fhake your fhelter’d home;
¢ *Tis life and liberty fhall glzd my groves;

¢ The cry of murder fhall not damn my dome:”

Tbus thould 1 fay, were mine a houfe and land—
And Jo, to me a parent fhould ye fly,

And run, and lick, and peck with love my hand,
And crowd around me with a fearlefs eye.

And you, O wild inhabitants of air,
To blefs, and to be bleft, at PeTEr’s call,
Invited by his kindnefs, fhould repair;
Chirp on his roof, and hop amidft his hall.

No fchoolboy’s hand fhould dare your nefts invade,
And bear to clofe captivity your young:

Pleas’d would I fee them flutter from the fhade,
And to my window call the fons of fong.

And You, O natives of the flood, fhould 'play
Unhurt amid your cryftal realms, and fleep:
No hook fhould tear you from your loves away;

No net furrounding form its fatal fweep.

L 2 Pleas’d



148 A MORAL REFLECTION.

Pleas'd fhould I gaze upon your gliding throng,
To fport invited by the fummer beam;

Now moving in moft folemn march along,
Now darting, leaping from the dimpled ftream.

How far more grateful to the foul the joy,
Thus daily, like a fet of friends, to treat ye,
Than, like the bloated epicure, to cry,
¢ Zounds! what rare dinners !=—God ! how I could
eat ye!”

ELEGY
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ELEGY
ON

MY DYING ASS, PETER.

FRIEND of my youthful days, for ever paft,
When whim and harmlefs folly rul’d the hour;

Ah! art thou ftretch’d amid the ftraw at laft |—
Thefe eyes with tears thy dying looks devour.

Bleft, would I foften thy hard bed of death,
And with new floods the fount of life fupply:
Yes, PeTER, bleft would I prolong thy breath,
Renew each nerve, and cheer thy beamlefs eye.

But wherefore wifh ? Thy lot is that of all:
Thy friend who mourns, muft yield to NaTure’s
law—
Like thee muft fink, and, o’er edch dark’ning ball,

Will Deata’s cold hand th’ eternal curtain draw.

Piteous thou lifteft up thy feeble head,
And mark’ft me dimly, with a Juinb adieu;;
And thus amid thy hopelefs looks : -ead,
¢ Faint is thy fervant, and his moments few.
L3 « With
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% With thee no more the hills and vales I tread !
« Thofe tim’es, fo happy, are for ever o’er!
¢ Ah! why fhould FaTe fo cruel cut our thread,
¢ And part a friendfhip that muft meet no more?

¢ 0O, when thefe languid lids are fhut by FaTE;
“ O, let in peace thefe aged limbs be laid

¢ *Mid that lov'd field which faw us oft of late,
¢ Beneath our fav’rite willow’s ample fhade !

¢ And if my Mafter chance to wander nigh,
¢ Befide the {fpot where PETER’s bones repofe ;
¢« Let your poor fervant claim one little figh ;
¢« Grant this—and, bleft, thefe eyes for ever clofe.”

Yes, thou poor SeiriT, yes—2hy with is mine~—
Yes, be thy grave beneath the willow's gloom—
There fhall the fod, the greeneft fod, be thine;
And there the brighteft flow’r of Spring fhall bloom.

Oft to the field as HearTn my footftep draws,
Thy turf fhall furcly catch thy Mafler’s eye;
There on thy fleep of death fhall Frienpsuip paufe,
Dwell on paft days, and leave thee with a figh.

Sweet
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. Sweet is remembrance of our youthful hours, .
When Innocence upon our actions finil’'d !
What though AmaiTion fcorn’d our humble bow’rs,
Thou a wild cub, and I a cub as wild?

"Pleas’d will T tell how oft we us’d to roam;
How oft we wander’d at the peep of morn;
Till N1ouT had wrapp’d the world in {pectred gloom,
And SiLence liflen’d to the beetle’s horn,

Thy *victories will I recount with joy;
The various trophies by thy fleetnefs won;
And boaft that I, thy playfellow, a boy,
Beheld the feats by namefake PETER done.

Yes, yes, (for grief muft yield at times to glee)
Amidft my friends I oft will give our tale;
When lo, thofe friends will ruth thy fod to fee,

And call thy peaceful region PETER’s VaALE.
L 4 AN

* PeTER’s racing powers were truly éreat ; and for fize and
frength he might juflly have been called the Hercules of Jack-affes.
It would probably be too ludicrous Aers to affirm, that for'a
Jifienuto he might, with equal juftice, have been ftyled not only
the Marchefi, but the dpollo,
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AN ACADEMIC ODE,

This Ode was writen fome years fince, and was miflaid; but is

fortunately recovired. it himeih at the univerful rage for
Reputation, and attacketh Painters avbs pitifully awince at 198
gemtly-reforming touch of Critici/m.]

.1.AS! who has not fondnefs for a name?
Lo, N.rure wove it in our infant frame !
Trom ear-delighters,. down to ear-confounders,
Each vuinly fancies he poffeffes killing tones;
Ev’n from the Maras and the BirLingTons,
Down to the wide-mouth rafcals crying Sounders
Nay, watchmen deem their merits no ways fmall,
Proud of a loud, ciear, melancholy bawl;
Nay, proud too of that inftrument the rattle,
That draws the hobbling brotherhood to battle.

Yes, yes! much vanity’s in human nature—
Like mad duvgs, that ablior the water,

The Painters hate to hear their faults difplay’d ;
And though I fing them in the {weeteft rhymes,
Such are the reformation-curfing times, '

The foolith fellows wifh the Poet dead!

Naw
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Now this is huge depravity, I fear; .
‘My Tale, too, proveth it, as noon-day clear.

THE TALE OF VAN TRUMP.

MynHEER VAN TRuMP, Who painteth very well,
Flam’d at my gentle criticifms, like hell—

¢ Poor vretch (cry’d Trump), I'm much dat

rogue’s fuperiors—

¢ Ven he, poor loufy dog, be ded an rot,
“ Van Trump by pepels vill not be forgot,

« But lif in all de mouths of my pofferiors”—
Meaning, indeed, by this feverity,
His name would live to all pofferity.

Upon a day, fome goodly folks and fine
Arriv'd, to barter praife for beef and wine;
Acapcmicians were the wights, I trow,
The very men to dine with Van and Vrow.

To Madam Trump did fall the carving work;

So ficking in a fowl’s foft breaft her fork—
« I with
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¢ I wifh this fork” (quoth angry Madam Trump,
Wnoglmg from fide to fide her angry rump)
¢ Were now as deep in PETER PINDAR’s heart.”—
¢ Vell zed—dat’s clever—Jantelmans, dat’s vit,”
Quoth Van—< fpake it vonce more, my dear, a bit—
¢ Now don’t you tink, Sirs, dat my Vrow’s dam
fmart ?

¢ Now, Jantelmans, I ax you if you pleafe,”
Roar’d Vaw, upftarting—catching fire like tinder—

¢ To drenk von dam goot bumper pon our knees—
«¢ Come, Sirs, * Damnation to dat PETER PiNDAR.”

Plumb down the great Academicians fell,

And hearty drank th’ immertal Bard to hell !

Such is, I blufh to fay, the dev'lith mind
Too oft contaminating poor Mankind !

Here too a little Moral may be feén :
Reforisers are good folks the million bate ;
And who, if hang'd, or fhot, or burnt, I wcen,
Repentant, find their folly out, Zo0 late.

THE
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“THE PROGRESS OF ADMIRATION.
OR,

THE WINDSOR GARDENERS.

firft their MajEesTIes to Windfor went,
Lo, almoft ev’ry curious mouth was rent— )
With what ?—with gaping on the RovaL Parr:
Indeed from Eaft and Weft and North and South,
Arriv'd large cargoes both of eye and mouth,

To feaft on MajesTy their gape and ftare.

Not Puncir, the mighty PuncH, the prince of joke,
E’er brought together fuch a herd of folk,

Amongft the thoufands full of admiration,
Appear’'d fair Windfor’s GarpenNince NarTion,

lazing with Loyalty's bright torches:
They humbly came their MajEsTIES to greet,
Begging their MajesTIES to come and treat,

On ev'ry fort of fruit, their grand Allforches.

The CovpLe finil’d affent, and afk’d grand queftions,
Refolv’d to gratify their grand digeftions.

3 Ferth
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'Forth went hijs MAJB.s'n', fo condefcending—
Forth went qur gracious QUEEN, the fruits commend-
" Munching away at a majeftic rate: [ing—
The Gardeners faw themfelves befpread with glory ;
‘Told ynto all the ale-houfes the ftory;
‘Which houfes did again the tale relate.
Yes, they were 2ll fo pleas’d that their poor things
Should find fuch favour in the mouths of Kings—
So happy at the fudden turn of fate,
As though they all had found a fine eftate.

With awe deep ftricken were the Gardeners mute—

So fharp they ey’d them as they ate their fruit—
Marv’ling to find that {fuch as wear a crown

Had aftions very much like #beirs in eating ;

And that they mov’d, when pines and nect’rines greeting,
Their jaws like other people, #p and down ;

And-that, like many folks, they ate a deal—

Making (that is to fay) a ploughman’s meal.

And now the GARDENERS, all fo glorious, wanted
‘To fend to MajEsTY rare things—'twas granted.
Both horfe and foot fo labour’d to embark it!
So much indeed unto their GRACEs came,
In confequence of this mioft loyal flame,
The palace look’d like Covent-Garden Market.
And
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And lo, their MajEesTies went forth each day, -
Their compliments to dainty fruits to pay:

The Gardeners met them with beft looks and bows ;
And then the royal reputation rais’d— - ?
The vegetable wifdom highly prais’d

Of Georae the glorious, and his glorious Spouss.

They told of Windfor town the gaping throng,
What #2ffe did unto Majefty belong ;

As how they pick’d the def—ftrange to relate too, -
As how their eyes were of fuch lofty ftature;
Fill'd with fo much fublimity their nature,

They look’d not on an onion or potatoe—
Which fhow’d a noble patronifing fpirit,
And prov'd that ev’n in frust they favour'd merit.

Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with wonder !
Prepare thee now to hear a found like thunder!
The Gardeners, lo, with Majefty grew rir’d!
No more their gracious vifitors defir'd!
In thort, when Monarcas did themfelves difplay,
The Gardeners, bond fide, ran away;
Finding a fort of wacuum 'mongft their fruit,
That did not much their feheme of thrivizg fuit.
For
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For MajzsTy gives nought to fubjets, mind-e
Hoenour and meney would be much too kind:
‘The royal fmile, and guinea’s glorious rays,
Like SemeLe,* would kill them with the blaze,

They now began exalted birth to fmoke,

And fancy MoNarcHs much like common folk :
Therefore no more, when MajesTiES were coming,
Whiftling and laughing, fmiling, finging, humming,
They gap’d, and, blefling their too happy eyes,
Leap’d at their prefence, juit like fith at flies.

Thus did thofe fellows run from QuEeN and King 3
Which thows the ¢bangeful folly of mankind—
By growirig tir'd and fick of a good thing,
To actual happinefs, alas! ftone-blind !

For what in this our earthly warid can fpring,
That’s equal to 2 wile and glorious King ?
What in this world ef wonders can be feen,
That’s equal to a fweet and genercus QUEEN ?
IR To

* The flory of SEMELE,s not being known to every one, is
this: The young lady, ambitious of enjoying Jupiter in all his
glory, perithed amidf the fublime effulgence of the God.
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To fancy otherwife, alas! what fin it is!
From fuch profane opinion how I fhrink !—
There muft be fomething great, for they too think
Themfelves grear Gods, or coufins of Divinities !

No more thofe dngs the Gard’iers ponder’d how
To fay fine words, and make a loyal bow :

No more they felt a choaking in the throat:
No more look’d up and down, and wink’d éﬂccw;'
Poor fouls! and, filly, wift not what to do,

When with vaft awe the RovaL visacE fmote,

1

No, no! the fcene was moft completely alter’d—
No longer like fome ftupid jack-afs halter'd
Befide a miller’s door, or gate, or poft,

In deep and filent meditation loft,

To Majefty were drawn their heads fo thicke—
No—they were off—all admiration-fick ;

The {miles of Majesty deem’d farce—all bumr.

The converfation!—Lord ! not worth a plum!

Such is fad repetition, O ye Gods!
And this may really happen to my Odes!

Men
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‘Men of huge titles and exalted places
Should at a diftance commonly be feen—
Eyes thould not be familiar with their faces;
Then WoNDER goes 2 courting to each mien.

Lo, NoveLTy’s a barber’s ftrap or hone,
That keennes to the razor-paffions gives:

Usk weareth out this barber’s ftrap or ftone;
Thus ’tis by NoveLTy, ENJoyMENT lives.

In Love, a fweet example let us feek
I have it—CyNTHIA's foft luxuriant neck—

Fix’d on the charm, how pleas’d the eye can dwell!
How fighs the hand within the gauze to creep,
Moufe-like, and on the fnowy hills to fleep,

Rais’d by the moft delicious, gentle fwell;

Like gulls, thofe birds that rife, and now fubfide,
Bleft on the bofom of the wavy tide.

But let the breaft be common—all’s indone ;
Withes, and fighs, and longings, all are gone !
Away the hurrying palpitations {ly!
Desire lies cezd upon the gazelefs eye!
Sunk into infipidity is rapture!
Thus finifheth of Love the fimple chapter!
This
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*I'his is a pretty leffon, though not new; ,
-A leffon fit for Gentile or for Jew:

For Lovs, the cooing, fveet, perfuafive pigeon,
Gains all the globe indeed to his religion:
Throughout the world his humble vot’ries pray;
And worfhip him exaétly the fame way,

Other religions kill—are torn by ftrife ;

Lovs kiffes, and, what’s fweeter flill, gives lifed

ADDRESS TO THE VIRTUES.

AN ODE.

AH, VIRTUES, ye are ptetty-looking creatures;
But then fo meek and feeble in your natures !—
Thou charming CHASTITY now, par exemple,
Who gard’ft the lufcious lip, and fnowy breatt,
And all that maketh wifhing fhepherds bleft,
Forbidding thieves on facred gi-ound to trample.

You, IIl. M Appear



162 . ADDRESS TO THE VIRTUERS. -

Appear but Love,. the favage, allis loft;

Faint, trembling, blufhing, thou giv'ft up the ghoft:
Lo, there’s an end of all thy mincing carel

The field fo.guarded, in the TYRANT's pow'r;

Fach fence torn down, defpoil’d each moffy bow'r,
All, all is rudely plunder’d, and laid bare.

VirTUEs ! ye dlunder'd on our world, Ifear—
Defign’d, I ween, for fome more gentle {phere ;
Where the wild Passions ftorm ye not, nor teaze ye;
Where ev'ry animal’s a mild MaRcHEsI.

1 know your parentage and education—
Born in the fkies—a lofty habitation;

But for a perfes? fyftem were intended,
Where people never needed to be mended.

How could ye think the Passions to withftand,
Thofe roaring BLabzs, fo out of ail command,
Whofe flighteft ox¢h would pull you all to pieces?
They are GoLrans—you but fittle Missgs !

Then pray go home again, each pretty Dear—
Ye but difgrace yourfelves by coming bere.

THE
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Micury PoTENTATE, of fome difcerning,
Inquifitive indeed ! and fond of learning,
From Windfor oft danc’d down to Eton College,
To make himfelf a pincufhion of knowledge;
That is, by gleaning pretty little {craps
Of Casar, ALexaNDERr, and fuch chaps.

There fagely would he oft harangue the MasTer,
On Homer, VirGiL, PiNDaR, my relation,
Faft as a jack-fly, very often fafter— ¢
Now jack-flies have a fweet acceleration.
Oft afk’d he queftions about ancient Kings—
Nat’ral! becaufe fo like himfelf—Great things!

He afk’d if Casar ever did infift,
That if his Minifter would keep his place,
That Minifter fhould always have the grace
To mind deficiencies of CiviL List;

Whether great C£sar ever fent his fons,
To ftudy all the Claffics and great guns,
And bring of art and fcience home a ftore,
To Gorrincen (his money wifely hoarding),
As GoTTINGEN is vaftly cheap for boarding
Young gentlemen whofe parents are but poor.
M2 He
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He afk’d if C&sar’s foul was fond of knowing

What al the neighbourhood was daily deing s
‘What went into the pot; or on the fpit—

How much in houfe-keeping they yearly fpenity

And if, like honeft folks, they paid théir rent,
Or gave of victuals to the poor, a bit.

If Cxzsar ever to a Brewhoufe went,
‘With Lords and Ladies of his Court fo gfand,
And hours on hops and hoops and hogtheads fpent,
So wife, Wjth fome great Wiirsreas of the land 5
And tarried till he did the Brewer tire,
And made the Brewer’s horfe and dog admire ;
And curious draymen into hogfheads creeping,
Sly rogues, and through the bungholes peeping.

Whether great Csar was fo fly an elf,
As from the very fervants to inquire,

And know much better than the *SquirE bim/elfy
The bufinefs of each neighb’ring *Squire:

As why the coachman Jenv went away ;

Which of the drivers, Joan the cook defil'd;
Which of the footmen with Susanwa lay,

And got the charming chamber-maid with child.

4 He
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.He alk’d if Czsan’s fervants all
Were, cat-ljke, all good moufers, earn’d their wages;
Sought news from ftreet and tavern, bulk and ftall,
Like NicoLai, the Prince of Pages;
And whether C&£sar, with ferocious looks,
Found a poor trav’ling Lqusk, and fhav’d his Caoks.

If CEsar’s Miniftey gave half-a-crown
To thoe-blacks, and the fweepers of the town,
To howl, and fiwear, and clap him at the Play;
And, when unto the Senate-houfe he rode,
To fpread their ell-wide lantern jaws abraad,
And roar moft hull-like when he came away.

He afk'd if mighty Cmsar’s wife

Had ever Maids of Flonour in her life,
Like any modern economic Queen ;

And if, of fweet and faving wifdom full,

v

The faving Emprefs ever made a rule,
So keen, indeed fo very, very keen,

That all the herd of honourable maids,
Who wifh’d to fleep in comfortable beds,
Shonld purchafe their own fheets and pillow-cafes,
To treat their gentle backs, and blooming faces.
| M 3 Whether
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‘Whether great C£sar, fond of heaping riches,
‘Wore thoes with holes, and pieces to his breeches;
If Czsar gave his fervants handfome wages,
Convers'd with hobby-grooms, and jok’d with pages.

If Czzsar and his Emprefs us'd to pop

Their heads, fo grand, ‘irito a tradefinan’s fhop,
And haggle for a pennyworth of tape;

And cke for flannel, inkle, thread, or check,

Or yard of red cloth for the Emp’ror’s neck—
That is to fay, to make his coat a cape.

If Cxzsar recommended Juns to Lords,
Such as the CasTLE-TAVERN, for beft cheer;
In ftrong, indeed, and moft perfuafive words,

Praiﬁn% the landlord’s wine, and bread, and beer,

Alfo the landlord’s ftables and foft beds,

To lodge their own and horfes gentle heads ;
Ord'ring Lords there, with all their ca/b to part—
But never, never go to the WHiTE HaRrr,

He afk’d if mighty Czsar lov'd humility,
That is, in _fubjefis only, viz. Nobility;
4 And
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And eke the Commons, deem’d a vulgar mafs,
Form'd by the wifdom of Almighty God,
Te carry on their backs a heav’nly load,

Juft like a camel, elephant, or afs.

If Casar cut up palaces for pens,
And unto butch’ring ftroggly did incline;
Sold geefe and turkeys, dd¥s, and cocks, and hens,
And fatten’d cows, and calves, and fheep, and fwine;
In rams furpafs’d him (of ram-glory full),
Or, glorious, ever beat him in a bull.

He afk’d if C#sar did not find

Some cunning fellow for a hind,

Prepar’d with ffrange accounts to meet him, ’
And in his pigs and fheep and bullocks cheat him;
And whether C£sar did not flily watch him;
And what were C£sAR’s traps to catch him.

If, like Peg Nicnovrson, on mifchief bufy,
A Mantua-maker drew a rufty knife,

To cleave the Emperor in twain, the huffey,
¥right'ning the Emperar out of his life,

M4 He
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He afk’d if Italy was half fo bleft

As England, in that Prince of Painters, WesT;
And if there ever liv’d in Rome’s great town

A man who fole, like REyNOLDS, a renown;
A man, indeed, whofe vilely-daubing bruth
Puts PaINTING, the fweet damfel, to the blufhs
Then afk’d if C&sar had the heart

To give a fhilling to dninting Art,

He afk’d if C£sar, 'midft his dread campaigns,
Felt bold, whene’er well dous’d by rufhing rains;
Boldly not caring ev’n a fingle fig, ‘
Although they fpoil'd a bran-new Tyburn-wig;
When ’midft the doughty regiments of death,
On fome wild Wimbledon, or huge Blackheath.

He afk’d if Casar ever ftar’d zbroad,
(Inftead of ftaring, as he ought, at bome)

For Architefts with trath the land to load,
And raife of gaudy gingerbread a Domz*:

Such as is rais’d by that rare Swede S1r WiLL,
The grinning mouth of RipicuLe to fill.
Whether

® The Royal Academy.
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Whether the curious C£saRr fent to Greece,

For ftatues cofting heav’n knows what a-piece;

Then putting under ground a world’s rare boaft*,
To entertain a toad or ghoft.

Such were the queftions, with a thoufand more,
He afk’d, to fwell of knowledges the ftore;

That fell like ftarlings on the ear, in flocks—
Sure keys for opening MoTHER Wispom's lockss

Rare keys that ope the twilight vaults of TiME;
A thief who, with a facrilegious pride,
Delighteth fomething ev’ry day to hide,
Sacks full of profe and fweetly-founding rhyme.
Such

* A caft, and the only one, of that famous Farnese Her-
cuLes, having been procured at a confiderable expence, as
well as trouble, for the benefit of the StTupeEnTs of the Rovatr
Acapemy, and the admiration of the world in general, is now
thruft away into a dark hole ; the building being rather calculated
for the fupport of butterflies, than beavy antiques. The follow-
ing fhort dialogue was written on the occafion :—

A DiaLoGue between Two STATUES, in an upper Room of the
RovaL Acapemy.

Furft Statuc.

¢« What keeps old Hercules 2elozw,

* <« A fellow of fuch rare renown?

Second Statue.

¢ Plague take thec! hold thy tongue—for know,

¢ Should 4 come «p, ae all go down.”’
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Such queftions, with a manner quite unigue,
The monkey boys to mimic foon began;
And lo, of mimicry the faucy trick, .
Like wildfire through the College ran.
Lord! hinder them !—there could be no fuch thing—
Thus ev’ry little rafcal was a King !

‘This, Fame, who feldom leffens founds, did bear,
With all its horrors, to the Royal ear:

The confequence, the ScrooL had caufe to rue—
To fchools, the Monarch bade a long adieu;

Of Eton journeys gave th’ idea o’er,

And, angry, never mention’d C£sarR more!



O D E S
OF

IMPORTANCE, &

TO THE SHOEMAKERS. TO THE KING.

TO MR. BURKE, TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR.
TO IRONY, TO A MARGATE HOY.

TO LORD LONSDALE. ! OLD SIMON, A TALK.

THE JUDGES;

oR
THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, AND INFERIOR BEASTS.

A FABLE.

Sic pofitiy fuaves mufietis aderes,

Sweet-briar, hawthors, lilies, nettles, 1ofes;
What a nice bouguet for all forts of nofes!

Ludimus innocuis werbis, nec ledere quer guam

Mens noflr mmmeeeme MaRrTIiAL,
My VERSE's fawectnefs, mldnefs, none deny :
Lord! playful PxTER would not wound a fly.
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L.E'SIGNATION;

#N ODL 1o The JOURNEYMEN SHOEMAKERS,

Who Jately refufed 1o work, except their Wages were raifed.

SONS of Saint Crispin, ’tis in vain!
Indecd ’tis fruitlefs to complain:

1 know ye with good beef or veal to carvet
But firft the hungry GReaT muft all be fed;
Mean tim\, ye all muft chew havd, mufty bread,

Or, what is commonly unpleafant, ftarve,

Your Mafters, like yourfelves, oppteffion feci—
It is not ¢bey, would wifh to ftint your meal:

Then fuck your paws like bears, and be refign'd ¢
Perh.ps your fins are many; and if fo,
Heav’n gives us very frequently, we know,

The Grear as {courges for mankind.
Your M-fers foon may foliow you, fo lank—
Undone by fimple confidence in Rankq

The
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The royal RicHMoND builds his ftate on coals;
Sav’sp’r¥, and HaAWKsB'RY, lofty fouls,

With their fair Damzs muft have the ball and rout;
Kings muft our millions have, to make a glare;
‘Whofe fycophants muft alfo have a fhare;

But pout not—"tis a libel, Sirs, to pout—

Clos’d be your mouths, or dread the jail or thong:
Ye mutft not for your money have a fong.
Ceafe, ceafe your riots, pray, my friends:
It anfwereth (believe me) no good ends—

And yet the time will come, I hope to God,
When black-fac’d, damn’d OpPRESSION, to his den
Shall howling fly before the curfe of MeN,

And feel of anger’d Justics the fharp rod.

Go home, I beg of ye, my friends, and eat
Your four, your mouldy bread, and offal meat;
sl Freepom comes—TI fee her on her way—
Then fhall a fimile break forth upon each mien,
The front of banifh’d HappIness be feen,
And, fons of CrispIN, ye once more be gay.

Now go, and learn fubmiffion from your Bible:
Complaint is now-a-day a flagrant libel.
Yes,
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Yes, go and try to chew your mouldy bread— -
JusTice is fick, 1 own, but is not dead.
Let GrRanDzuR roll her chariot on our necks,
Submiffion, fweet humility'bc{'peaks:

Let GRANDEUR’s plumes be lifted by our fighs—
Let dice, and chariots, and the ftately thrones,
Be form’d of poor men’s hard-work’d bones—

We muft contribute; or, lo, GrRanpeUR dies.
We are the Parith that fupports her thow ; .
A truth that GRaNDEUR wifhes not to know.

Full many a time relu&antly, I own,
I view our mighty RuLers with a groan,
Who eat the labours of us vulgar Crew;
Bafk on our fhou!ders in their lazy ftate;
And if we dare losk up for-eafe, th’ ingrate
Look down, and afk us, “D-m’me, who are you?”

Now fuch forgetfulnefs is moft unpleafant !

The man who doth receive a hare or pheafant,
Might fomewbat, certainly, from manners fpare,
And fay, I thank ye for the bird or hare.”

But then I’'m told agen, that GRANDEUR’s fore

At owning obligations to the Poor—
Such
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*  Such favours cut no figure in difcourf¢'s
She thinks fhe might as well thank dogs and cats
For finding partridges, and catching rats;
And fay, * I'm much oblig'd t'ye,” to 4 horfe.

Lo, to the GReAT we breathe the figh in vain;
A zephyr murm’ring through the hollow walls a

Our tear, that tries to melt their fouls, the rain
That printlefs on the rock of ages falls!

‘The lofty GREaT muft have the fofteft bed
Tollay the /s/¢ luxurious head ;

And from our bofoms we poor Geefe, {o tamey
Muft pluck fubmiffively the tender feather;
Ourfelves expos’d to NaTure’s rudeft weather,

Deny’d the liberty to cry out, ¢ Shameé!”
‘Thus, while tbei# heads the pillow’s down imprint,
Ours mult be only bolfter’d by 2 flint.

Ye muft not heed your children’s hunger’d cry,

Nor once upon their little forrows figh—

In tears their blubber'd faces let thein fteep,

And howl their hunger and their grief to fleep.

*Tis impudence in babes to cry for bread—

Lo, GrRaNDEVR’s fav'iite dogs muft firft be fed '~
: Sea
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‘See yon proud Duchefs—yet of late fo poer,
With not above ten thoufand pounds a year:
Behold, a hundred coaches at her door,
Where Praro triumphs in his mad career. '
We mutt fupport her, or by hook or crook—
For, lo, her hufband was—a RovaL Duke.

‘We muft fupport too her fine gold-lac’d crew,
Behind her gilt coach, dancing Molly fellows,
With canes and ruffles goodly to the view,
And (fuiting their complexions) pink umbrellas.
It muft be fo; for Lordly GRANDEUR rules—
Lo! QuaLrTy are Gops, and Mog are mules.

I know ye wifh to fee on gold, fo good,
King Georce’s head, that many a want fupplies;
So very pleéafant to his PropLE’s eyes,

As pleafant as the head of fleth and blood.
Moxzy’s a rauling finner, to be fure:
Like the fweet Cyprian girl (we wo’'n’t fay wb—¢)
Is happy to be frequently employ’d,
And not content by one to be enjoy’d;
Yet, like the GrEaT-oNEs, with fattidious eye
Seems of inferior mortals rather thy.

Vou. III. N Then
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Then go, my friends, and chew your mouldy bread 4
*Tis on our fthoulders Courts mutt lift the head.
Remember, we are only Oxen yet—

Therefore, beneath the yoke, condemn'd to fweat:
But gradually we all fhall change to Men;

And then!!! what then ?—Ye heav'ns! why then
The lawlefs fway of TYRANNY is 0’er—

Pripz falls, and BR17AIN’s fons are beafts no more!

ODE TO BURKE.

AH, Burke! full forry is the Mufe indeed
‘That thou art from the Patriot Phalanx fled !
For what? To crouch, and flatter Queens and Kings?
Meanly to mingle with a Courtier gang,
That INramy herfelf would fcorn to-hang—
Such a poor fqualid hoft of creeping things !

Has Madnefs fir'd thy brain? Alas! return:
Thy fault in fackcloth and in athes mourn:

‘Join
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Join not a Court, and FrReepom’s fouleft foes—-
RepeNTANCE, lo, fhall try to wath thee white:
Then howl not, EbMunD, *mid the Imps of Night;

Swell not the number of a flock of crows.

What murky cloud, the vapour black of Courts,

(For many a cloud, the breath of Kings fupports)
Attempts thy Reputation’s fpreading beam?

What bat-like DEmMon, with the damned’ft fpite,

Springs on thy fame, on GLory’s facred height,
To foufe it in DisGracE’s dirty ftream ?—

Alas! if Majesty did gricious fay;

¢ BurkE, BurkE, I'm glad, I'm glad you ran away ;
« I'm glad you left your party—very glad—

¢ They wifh’d to treat me like a boy at fchool ;

“¢ Rope rope me like a horfe, an afs, a mule—
‘. That’s very bad, you know, that’s very bad.

« T hate the PORTLAND Junto—hate it, BURKE—
«¢ Poor rogues, poor rogues, that canngt draw a cork—
¢« Nothing but empty difhes, empty difhes—

« Je've got the loaves and filhes, loaves and fithes.”

N a2 i Ifay,
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I fay, if thus a mighty Monarch fpoke
As ufual—not by way of joke;
Did not the fpeech fo with’ring make thee fhrink ?
Didft thou not inward fay, * I've damn’d myfelf—
¢ Why, what a miferable elf!”
And then upon each old acquaintance think ;
And with a figh recall thofe attic days,
When Wit and Wispom pour’d the mingled blaze?

Buxks, Burke, mott eafily do I difcover

Thou loatheft the weak fmile that won thee over—
From TrR——rY borrow’d, ne’er to be return’d!

E’en now thou art not happy at thy heart—

It fighs for Wispom’s voice, and pants to part
From fellows by the honeft VirTues fpurn’d.

‘Thy tongue has promis’d friendfhip with a figh—
For, lo, th’ interpreter of thoughts, thine eye
Hangs heavy, beamlefs on tke motley band,

To whom thou ftretcheft forth thy leaden hand !
Yes, flowly does that hand of friend/bip move:
The ftartled Courtiers feel no grafp of love:

A cold and palfied fhake of gratulation,

As though it trembled at contamination !

4 O Burksz!
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O Burke! behold fair LiserTy advancing—
Trurn, WiT, and HumouRr, fporting in her train:
Behold them happy, finging, laughing, dancing,

Proud of a Golden Age again !
When all thy friends (thy friends of late, I mean)
Shall, flufh’d with co;xqueﬁ, meet their idol Queen,
The Goddefs at whofe fhrine a world fhould &nee/;
When #bey with fongs of triumph hail the DAME,
Will not thy cheek be dafh’d with deepeft thame,
And Conscience fomewhat ftartled feel ?

Ah! will thine eye a gladfome beam difplay ¢
Borrow from fmoath Hypocrisy's a ray,
To hail the long-defir'd return?
Speak, wilt thou fcrew into a finile thy mouth,
And welcome LiserTy, with Wit and TrRuTH
And for a moment leave thy gang, to mourn?
Yes, thou wilt greet her with a half-forc’d fmile,
Quitting thy virtuous Company, a while,
To fay, ¢ Dear Madam, welcome—how dy’e do 2"
And then the Dame will anfwer with a dip,
Scorn in her eye, contempt upon her lip,
¢ Not much the better, Mifter Burks, for you.”
Poor Burke, I read thy foul, and feel thy pain—
Go, join the fycophants that I difdain.

N3 oDE
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ODE TO IRONY.

0 THOU, with mouth demure and folemn eye,
‘Who laugheft not, thou Quaker-looking wight,
But makeft others roaring laugh outright,

Thus chafing widow Sorrow, and her figh—

O Thou who formeft pills to purge the fpleen,
No more in Britain muft thou dare be feen ?

There was a time, but not like ours fo nice,

‘When thou couldft banith FoLLy, nay, and Vice—
Leagu’d with thy daughter Humour, damfel quaint,
And WiT, that could have tickled €’en a Saint.

But times are alter’d! Certain Greybeards fay,

“ Ye vuabonds, you've had indeed your day;

¢t But never dare to fhow your face agen,

¢ To tzke vile liberties with lofty men.

¢« Grin, if you pleafe—with joke the world regale—
¢ Yet mind, a Critic hears you, call’d a Jail.”

But, lo! fair LiserTy divinely ftrong!
A patriot Pbalanx leads the Dame along.
5 Thou,
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Trov, Wi, and HumouRr, fhall adorn her train-:-
And let me proudly join the noble Few;
Whilft, to the caufe of Glory true,

The Musk fhall fhout her boldeft ftrain.

*

E’en I, *midft fuch a patriot band,
Will gain importance through the land;

Rife, form a poor Extinguither, a Steeple—
And, O AmsiTroN, hear thy fuppliant’s pray’r,
A fprig of thy unfading laurel fpare,

And crown me, crown me PoEeT of the ProrLE.

ODE TO LORD LONSDALE.

FI E, fie, my Lord! attack a faint-like PozT !
O, let not AskaLon, nor let GaTx know it!
What! by law-bulldogs bid the lambkin groan!
O LonspaLE! genuine Poetry is rare,
Half of our verfe, adulterated ware;
I fpeak of others verfes, not my own.

N 4 Ahl



184 ODES OF IMPORTANCE.

A'h! ftop not, ftop not Perzr’s tuncful throat!
Hereafter; he may warble in thy praife,
Who fo furpaffeth thoufands in his note,
A Philomel amidft a flock of Jays.
- N
The banithment of Ovip into Thrace
Did Casar’s glory grievoufly difgrace ;
Dropp’d on his coat of arms a ftain of ink,
And made the honeft pen of Hist’ry fhrink.

Thou who fhott’ft SEr jeanT BoLTon through the foot,
At leaft didft make the Serjeant fhoot himfelf:

O think how thou mayft fuffer in repute,
By falling on a harmlefs rhyming elf!

REvVENGE herfelf would blufh at fuch a deed;

For Poets always were a dove-like breed.

Fire at a great Law SerjeanT—then let fly,
Bounce, on a fimple Rhymer fuch as I,
Great condefcenfion verily requires:
‘What {portfman at the pheafant aims, and then
Hunts in his humble bufh the twitt’ring wren?
On groufe and grafshoppers what mortal fires ?

At
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At London frequently we meet
A lofty CaMEL in the ftreet,
Moving with ftate-unwicldinefs along ;
We alfo fee 2 Monkey on his hump,
Now, with an arch grimace, from head to rump
Skipping, and drawing wonder from the throng—
Againt Lord Chefterfield’s grave maxim finning,
The merry grig, that is to fay, by grinning.

Now this fame CaMEeL, a well-judging beaft,

Feels not of goading ridicule the leaft;
Calmly the ruminating creature goes,

Poking his head, and fhaking it in guife,

Mouch like great DocTor JounsoN, call'd the wife
For pulling ev’ry Scotchman by the nofe,

When pond’rous moving through the Northern track,

With dapper Jemmy BosweLL on his back.

Now would not ev’ry mortal {mile,
To fee this Camel all fo full of bile
Bouncing unhappily about,
Dancing, and ftaring, grunting, kicking, moaning,
And like a creature in the cholic groaning,
Making for playful Jacko all this rout?

When
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When Hawxkss’ry, SaLiss’Ry, LEeps, and more
befide, _ '
Fearing the tinfel on the back of PRrIDE
Might tarnifth by an acid drop of rhyme,
And confequently lofe the magic rays
Thay call forth AbmiraTION’s gape and gaze,
And make her think the views the zrue SUBLIME—

I fay, to MajesTy when thofe great Lorps
Pour'd forth a foaming torrent of hard words ;
As, ¢ Iang that PETER PINDAR, if you pleafe;
<« Sire, make the gracclefs varlet underftand
« VWhat ’tis to fmile at Kulers of the land—
¢ A beggar that ditgraces his own fleas.

¢« Sirg, SIRE, th’ ATTORNEY-GENERAL'S tiger gripe
¢ Wouid quickly ftop the Raggamuffin’s pipe;
« Then for his laugh at GRaNDEUK let him fwing.”

¢« No,” quoth the KiNng—

« If Pm not hurt, my Lords, yo# may be quiet:

« *Tis for yourfelves, yourfelves, you with the riot—
“ Yes, yes, you fear, you fear, that PeTer’s Mufe
«« Wil haag your Grandeurs in her noofe.

« No,



ODES OF IMPORTANCR, SN

¢« No, no, my Lords, * M*DonaLp muft not fqueeze '
. him:

“ You fee I give up New-year Odes, to pleafe him;

“ And faith, between me and the poft and you,

« I fear the knave will get the Birtb-day toa.

« No, no—let PeTeR fing, and laugh, and lives

¢ I like to read his works—Kings are fair game:

What though he bites—’tis glorious to forgive.

¢ Go, go, my Lords, go, go, and do the fame.
%

&

({3

Should PeTER’s verfe be in the right,

« Qur conduct muft be in the wrong:
Poor, poor’s the triumph of a little fpite—
¢« We muft not hang a fubjeét for a fong.

(13

¢ My Lords, my Lords, a whifper I defire:
¢ Dame LiBerTy grows ftronger—fome feet higher ;
¢ She will not be bamboozled, as of late:

« Ariffocrate & la lanterne

« Are very often cheek by jowl, we learn,

« Within a certain neighb’ring buftling State:

I think your Lordfhips and your Graces

Would not much like to dangle with wry faces.

¢« But

~
-~

¢ The Attorney-General.
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« But mum, my Lords—mum, mum, my Lords—
mum, mum:
% You muft be cautious for the time to come:
¢ The People’s brains are lofing their old fogs;
¢ Juries before the Judges won’t look flink ;
¢« No, no—they fancy they’ve a right to think :
¢ They fay, indeed they won't be driven like hogs.

« No S‘Frchambcrs, no Starchambers for them—

¢ SLAVERY’s the dev’], and LiBERTY 2 gem.

¢ You fee, my Lords, their heads are not fo thick:
<« Take care, or foon you’ll have a bone to pick ;

¢ And p’rhaps you would not like this fame hard bone :
« So let the laughing, rhyming rogue alone.”

Sweet Rosin of the Mufe’s facred grove,
Whofe foul is butter-milk, and fong is love;

So bleft when Beauty forms the finiling theme ;
Who wouldft not Heav’n accept, (the fex fo dear)

Had charming WomaN no apartments there,
Thy morning vifion, and thy nightly dream—

Mild MiInsTREL, c;)uld their Lordfhips call thee rogue,

Varlet, and knave, and vagabond, and dog?
What!
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\What! try to bring thee, for thy harmlefs wit,
‘Where GReyBeARDS in their robes terrific fic,
With fanctified long fortune-telling faces,
Whillt Ersking, eldeft-born of RiprcuLe,
From folemn Ironv’s bewitching fchool,
T'ears to un-Judgelike grins, the hanging Graces!

Meek PogT, who, no proftitute for price,

Wilt never fanion fools, nor varnith Vice;
Nor rob the Muse’s altar of its flame,

To brighten with immortal beams a King

(If Freepom finds no fhelter from his wing,)
And meanly fing 2 Tyrant into fame!

Thus, Lonspate, thou behold’ft a fair example
Of greatnefs in a King—a noble fample!
Thou cry’tt, “ Whatmuft Ido? on tbee I call.”—
Catch up your pen, my Lord, at once, and fay,
¢ Dear PETER, all my rage is blown away;
“ So, come and eat thy beef at Lowruzr-Hazr.”

ODE
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ODE TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR,

ON THR

ELECTION or Mr. WEST ro Tue PRESIDENCY.

.OW art thou fallen, thou omce high-honour’d
CHair!
Moft hedgehog-like, thou briftleft up my hair.
But poffibly I'm only in a dream:
If fo, immediately O let me wake;
Good MorpsEus, drag me from this fad miftake s
Open my eyes, or lo, I fhall blafpheme.
By heav’ns! it is no vifion—'tis 700 plain
That thou, poor imp, art fated to fuftain
Of BenjaMmiN th’ abominable b-m.
What! after RevnoLps, to take up with West !
Th’ antipodes thou feekeft, 1 proteit,
JFrom Jove's grand thunder, to an infant’s drum;
The lightning courfer, to the creeping mole;
The world’s wide orbit, to a {pider’s hole;
From fome fair column, or Corinthian dome,

Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb}

And
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And yet, on recollection, that old throre,
ﬁn Weftminfter’s fair Choir for two-pence fhown,
Which bore the Ebwarps, Harrvs of our Ifle,
Has been oblig'd (2 truth moft melancholly /)
To fhrink beneath a leaden load of folly,

And every meannefs that can man defile.

Thy virtue is gone out of thee, I ween!

Thy brother Chairs of late with humbled mieny

That jealous envy’d thee thy tow’ring fame,
All with one voice exclaim,

And all the poignant pow’r of ridicule,

¢« He is not equal to an old joint ftools

¢« e who of late fo lofty held his creft,

« Array’d fo gorgeous in a crimfon veft,

¢ He now is worfe than us poor humble hacks,
« With not a fingle rag about our backs.

¢ Get thyfelf burnt, thou fad degraded creature;
“ Go, boil fome poor old walherwoman’s water ;
 Or get thyfelf to fkewers and crockfticks turn’d ;
« To fome dead beggar’s coffin give each nail,
¢ And yield thy velvet to fome ftrumpet’s tail ;
* For, know, thou fhouldft no lenger be adorn’d.”

Thas



192 ODfS OF IMPORTANCE.

Tbus {peak thy brother Chairs! And yet "tis cruel,

As thou wouldft rather be cut up for fuel, '
Or reft the backs of'beggars in the ftreet:

But lo, Wesr fills thee, by his King’s commands;

Lov’d by his fubjects—fzar’d by foreign lands—
And full of wifdom as an egg of meat!

¢ 1 like WesT’s works—he beats the Raruaes fchool :
¢¢ 1 never lik’d that RevNoLDs—’twas a fool—

¢« Painted toothick—a dauber—"twon’t, "twon’t pafs—
¢« West, WesT, WEsT’s pictures are asfmooth as glafs:
¢¢ Befides, I hated Rev~oLps, from my heart:

<« He thought that 1 knew nought about the art.

¢« WgsT tells me that my tafte is very pure—
¢« That I’'m a connoiffeur, a connoiffeur:
¢ T like, I like, I like the works of WesTt,”=—
Thus doth our Kinc, in founds fo gracious cry:
‘Which proves that Kings with Ziztle can be bleft,
And give the wings of cagles to a fly!

OoLD
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OLD SIMON.

A T ALE

FOLKS cannot be for éver fniv’ling—no!
With fountain nofes that for ever flow— ,
The world would quickly be undone;
Widows, and lovelorn gitls, poor fouls, would die;
And for his rich old father, fob and figh,
And hang himfelf, perchaunce, a bopeful fon ;

And, fot their cats that happ’d to flip their breath,
Old maids, fo fweet, might mourn themfclves to death :
Sorrow may therefore have her decent day,

And fmiling PLEASURE come again in play.

No! folks can’t brood for ever upon GrIgr:
PLeasure muft fteal into her place at laft;
Thus then the heart from horror finds relief,
Snatch’d from the cloud by which it is o’ercaft.

Thus was an anger’d Lord my conftant themé,
My conftant thought by day, my conftant dream:
You. HIs o Tears
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“T'ears at his image oft burft out, with fighss
At length Crarpes Fox* appear’d — behold the
change !
No longer after Sorrow did I range,
But on the finile of PLeasurE caft mine eyes.
PLEASURE’s a lafs that will at length prevail :
Witnefs the little pleafant following tale.

Narcissa, full of grace, and youth, and charms,

Had flept fome years in good Old Simon’s arms;;
Her kind and lawful fpoufe, that is to fay,

Who, following of numbers the example,

Withing of fweet young flefh to have a fample,
Married this charming girl upon a day.

For from grey-headed men, and thin, and old,
Young fleth is finely form’d to keep the cold.
Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read,

Who warm’d the good King Davip and his bed,

Brought

* With the LisrL-Birr; on which the Lord Chancellor
withed to confult the Judges. Few are the men candid enough
to part wolumarily with power, however tyrannical—it muft be
torn from them, The Judges have heen rendered independent

of the Crown, by the PzorLe: now let them fhow their
gratitude.
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Brought back his flagging fpirits all fo cool,
And kept the King of Ifrael warm as wool—
Indeed fhe warmer could the Monarch keep,
Than any thing belonging to a fheep.

Moft virtuous was Narcissa! lo,
All purity from top to toe;
As Heze fweet, and as Diana chafte,
None but old SimoNn was allow’d a kifs,
Though hungry as a hound to fnap the blifs;
Nor fqueeze her hand, nor take her round the waift:
Had any dar’d to give her a green gown,
The Fair had petrified him with a frown;
For Cuastity, Lord blefs us! is fo nice—
Pure as the fnow, and colder than the ice.

Thus then, as I have faid before,
Sweetly fhe flept, and probably might fnore,
In good old Stmon’s unmolefting arms:
Some years, with this Antigue of Chriftian clay,
Did pafs in this fame taftelefs, tranquil way—
Ah, Gods! how lucky for fuch tender charms!

02 Yes,
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Yes, very fortunate it feem’d to be;

For, had Narcissa wedded fome young chaps,
Their impudences, all forfooth fo free,

Had robb’d her eyes by night of half their naps.

And yet, on fecond thoughts (fometimes the beft),
Ladies might choofe to lofe a litde reft;

Keep their eyes open for a Lover's fake;

And thus a facrifice to Curip make.

It pleas’d at length the Lord who dwells on high,:
To bid the good old fimple Simon die;

Sleep with his fathers, as the Scripture has it:
Narcissa wept, that they were doom’d to part,
Blubber’d, and almoft broke her little heart——

So great her grief that nothing could furpafs it:
Not N1orse mourn’d more for fourteen brats;

Nor Miftrefs TorTs,* to leave her twenty cats..

Not to Lis grave was poor old SimoN burried;
No! ’twas a fortnight full, ere he was buried.

*Tis

* The famous finger. She died a few years fince at Venice,-
and left to every cat a legacy,
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*Tis faid old Stmon verily did ftink

A pretty Sermon on th’ occafion giv'n

Prov’d his good works, and that he was in heav'n?
Scraps too of Latin did the Parfon link

Unto the funeral fermon, all fo fweet,

The congregation and the dead to greet:
For every Wife that is genteclly bred,
Orders a fprig of Latin for the dead.

And of a fprig of Latin what’s the coft 2=
A poor half-guinea at the moft.

Latin founds well—it is a kind of balm,
That honoureth a corpfe juft like a pfalm;
And ’tis believ’d by folks of pious qualm,
Heav’'n wo'n’t receive a foul without a pfalm.

But now for poor Narcrssa, wailing dove!
Nothing—no, nothing equall’d her dear love:
Such tears and groans burft forth, from eyes and mouth ;
Where'er the went, fhe was fo full of woes,
Juft like a difinal day that rains and blows
From every quarter—eaft, weft, north, and fouth;
And like fome fountains were her radiant eves,
Lifting a conftant water to the fkies.
O3 Refolv'd
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Refolv'd to keep his image near her breaft,

She got him beautifully carv’d in wood ;
Made it her bed-fellow, to foothe her reft,

And thought him much like him of fleth and blood,
Becaufe it lay {fo wonderfully quiet,
And like old SiMoN never bred a riot.
*Twas for fome weeks, fweet foul, her pious plan
Nightly to bug her dear old wooden man:

Yet, verily, it doth my fancy ftrike,

That buxom widows, full of rich defires,

Full of fine prancing blood, and Love’s bright fires,
Might fuch a wooden fupplement diflike :

But who can anfwer for the {ex, indeed? -

Of things moft wonderful we fometimes read !

It came to pafs, a Youth admir’d the Dame—
Burning to fatis{y a lawlefs flame

With much more pafiion fill'd, the rogue, than grace,
What did he? Brib’d, one night, Narcissa’s maid,
And got his limbs, fo dev’lith faucy, laid,

Th’ impoflors, in poor wooden SimoN’s place:
Susan, though born amongft a vulgar tribe,

Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe.

The
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The Dame came up, delicious, and undreft,
When Susan’s candle fuddenly went out—
Misfortunes fometimes will attend the beft—
No matter—Sweet Narcissa made no rout.
She could not mifs the way, although ’twas dark,
Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark.

In flipp'd the Farr, fo frefh, beneath the theets,
Thinking to hug her dear old ocaken Love—
But lo, her Bep-reLLow with kiffes greets!
She trembles, like an afpen, pretty dove :

In fhort, her terror kept her fo much under,

She could not get away—and where’s the wonder ?
Since ’tis an old and philofophic notion,

That terror robbeth all the limbs of motion,

The upfhot of the matter foon was this—
Her horrors funk, and died, at ev’ry kifs;
And, ’ftead of withing for the man of wood,
She feem’d to relith that of fleth and blood.

Next day, but not indeed extremely foon—
Some. five or fix o’clock—the afternoan,
04 Susan
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SusaN ¢ame tapping at the chamber-door :
(Now this was very prudent, to be fure;
It had been foolifh to have tapp'd till then)
¢« Well, Madam, what d’ye choofe for dinner, pray 2*
« Fifh, fleth, and fow],” the Lady quick did fay—
<« The beft of ev'ry thing——i don’t care when.”

« But Madam, I want wood to make a fire—

«¢ *Tis rather late—our hands we have no time on,”
« Oh,” cried Narcissa, full of her new 'SquIrg,
¢ Then, SusaN, you may go and burn old Simon.”

ODE TO THE KING.

WRITTEN SOME TIME 5INCE.

AN’T pleafe your MajesTy, *twas rumour’d lately
That you had got it in your head fo ftately,

That we muft have a law-fuit~—God forbid it}
Whether *tis Hawxksa’ry, or his Grace of Lzeps,
Jpvented fuch intended hoftile deeds,

Or whether the more lofty Sav’ss’ry did it,

I far
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I fay not—but great Lords are giv’n to chatter ;
So, Sir, 1 deem it all a lying matter.

There’s my Lorp BLurr too—Carprcan the Great,
‘Whofe face DaMe NATURE never meant thould cheat;
Who, if aught hurts the King, doth fhrink and wince,
As faithful to his Sov'reign as his Prince !

Brimfull of loyalty his noble breaft;

Large and fermenting like a tub of yeaft!

Glad at the aloes thrown into my cup,

He fays too that you mean to eat me up.

That heartily they wifh it, I don’t doubt—

Moft loyal feem they in your caufe, and ftout!
You can't think how they feem to take your part;
And at the Poet, as the Deyil, ftart—

I fay the Devil, Sir, becaufe fome PzErs
Are with the Devil oft in large arrears:
They open’d an account, Sir, long ago—

And SaTan’s a great creditor, I kpow.

Yes, buge’y do they feem to take your part,
And at the PoeT, as a Demon, ftart;
Jutt'like a horfe or afs at fome wild beaft

Prepar'd to jump upon their backs, and fail.
' This
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“This LovaLTy's a bird of paffage, Sire;

Likes the fun’s eye—a comfortable fire!

‘Warm’d by this fire, fo cheerful doth fhe fing

The hack’d old ballad, call’d * God fave the King."
But be in trouble, Sir, foon, very {foon

The Jape will drop the good old tune.

Yes—much your Lords are like the birds of May,
Crying, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, fo gay:
But if a gloomy month appear, fo rough,
And froft, and fnow, and ftorms lay wafte the land,
‘Where are the pretty birds with note fo bland ?
Off!

Spit on the Courtiers, when with praife they greet:
What from their mouth’s unhallow’d cenfer flows?
Inftead of Fame’s perfume, fo paffing fweet,
Lo, putrid dunghills fmoke beneath thy nofe!

Good God! that man fhould fo far lofe his nature,
To beg Hypocrisy to mould each feature—

Crawl like the meaneft reptile of the plain;

Kick’d, cur-lik¢ whipp’d, and whiftled back again!

You
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You tell me that fuch reptiles you abhor, )
And that you never fee my fancy'd Cur.

Indeed, Sir!!! then I ftrongly do furmife

On levee-days you always fbut your eyes.

ODE TO A MARGATE HOY.

HEN Vircit thipp’d himfelf for Greece ;
Whether to ’fcape the Bailiffs, I can’t tell—
Or libels wrote, got drunk, and broke the peace;

But Hor ace wrote an Ode, to with him well.

Whether, like Margate Hoys, the fhip was cramm’d
With Roman Quality, no hift’ries know it;

But Horack fwore fhe might as well be damn’d,
As fhow her nofe again without the Poet:

In the fame verfe he breath’d a pious with

To bluft'ring BorEas, and the * King of Fifh.

Now

® Neptune.
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*Nov if a Bard, and that a Heathen too,
Could offer verfe to make old Ocean quiet,
Inft-uct the great King NepruNe who was who,
And bid the God of Mackrel breed no riot;

A Chriftian Bard may give a Hoy an Ode,

So oft with valuable people ftow'd,

That, thick as rats or maggots, from Wool Quay
Criwl down the ladder to their wat'ry way !

Ge, beauteous Hoy, in fafety ev’ry inch!
That ftorms fhould wreck thee, gracious Heav'n
forbid! )
Waether commanded by bragve Caprain Finch,
Or equally tremendous Cartain Krpp,
Gg, with thy cargo—Margate-town amufe;

Ard God preferve thy Chriftians and thy Jews!

Soon as thou. gest'ft within the Pier,
All Margate wiii be our, I trow,
And people rufh {rom far and near,
As if thou hadft wild beafts to fhow,

O Vexvus, Queen of ev'ry kifling joy,
Beneath thy foft protettion tzke the Hoy ;
Protect
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Protet each Damfel from the dangerous brine;
For many a Nymph it holds, thou calleft zbine.

Alas! the little Loves, and blooming Graces,
Would all put on moft melancholy faces,
Should Ocean, hottile to the foft DesIrEs,

O’erwhelming, quench for aye their am’rous fires.

My good friend Jounson—MEespames WINDsOR;y
Who for the Public, let me tell ye, [KeLLY,
And through St. James's ftreet, the Park, Pall-Mall,

Oft lead their lovely giggling Tits along,
A pretty pleafing fafcinating throng—

Much would they grieve to find the voyage fail ¢

Like three ftout men of war for fafety made,

From port to port, who convoy the fzir trade;

Or three proteéting Ducks, that guard their brood,
And lead their cackling young to pick up food.

Yet not alone would #bgfe be taken napping—
Great were the lofs of Gentlefolks from Warring,
Who, fond of travel, unto MARGATE roam,
To gain that confequence they want at home,



206 ODES OF IMPORTANCE.

@

At MarcaTe how like Quality they ferut!
Nothing is good enough to greet their jaws;

Yet, when at home, are often forc’d, God wot,
To fuck like bears a dinner from their paws—=

Forc’d on an old joint-ftool their tea to take,
With treacle ftead of fugar for their gums;
Butt'ring their hungry loaf, or oaten cake,
Like mighty CHarRLEs of SweDeN, with their
thumbs.

But Hov, inform me—who is sHE on board,

That feems the Lady of a firft-rate Lord,

With ftomach high pufh’d forth as if in fcorn,

Like craws of ducks and geefe o’ercharg’d with corn;

Drefs’d in a glaring, gorgeous damaftk gown,
Which, rofes, like the ieaves of cabbage, crown;
With alfo a bright petticoat of pink,

To make the eye from fuch a luftre thrink ?

Yes, who is the the Patagonian dame,
As bulky as of Heidelberg the tun;
Her face, as if by brandy taught to flame,

In blaze fuperior to the noonday fun—
With
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With fingers juft like faufages, fat things;

And loaded, much like curtain-rods, with rings?
Yes, who is sHE that with a fquinting eye
Surveys poor paffengers who fick’ning figh;

Sad, pale-nos’d, gaping, puling, mournful faces,
Deferted by the blooming, fmiling GRACEs;
That, reaching o’er thy fide, fo doleful throw
The ftomach’s treafure to the fith below ?

'Tis Mapam Bacow, proud of worldly goods,
Whofe firlt fpoufe fhav’d and bled—drew teeth,
made wigs ;
Who having by her tongue deftroy"d poor Subs,
Married a wight that educared pigs!

But hark ! fhe fpeaks ! extremecly like a man!
Raifing a furious tempeft with her fan—

* Why, Captain, what a beaftly fhip! gcod God!
“ \Why, Captain, this indeed is very odd !

“ Why, what a grunting dirty pack of doings!

“ For heav'n’s fake, Captain, ftop the creatures’
fp-w-gs.”

Now hark! the Captain an{fwers— Miftrefs Bacon,
“ I own I can’t be with fuch matzers taken;

s ] likes
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«¢ 1 likes not vomitings no more than yox';
¢ But if fo be that gentlefolks be fick,
¢ A woman hath the bowels of O/d Nick,
« Poor fouls, to bung their mouths=—'twere like #
Jew.”

Majeftic Miftrefs Bacow fpeaks agén 1=~
¢< Folks have no bus’nefs to make others fick :
¢ T don’t know, Mifter Captain, what you mean
« About your Jews, and bowels of Old Nicks
¢ If all your cattle will fuch hubbub keep,
¢ ] know that I fhall leave your ftinking thip.

¢ Some folks have dev’lifh dainty guts, good Lord ¥
¢ What bus’nefs have fuch cattle here aboard ?

¢ Such gang indeed to foreign places roam !

¢« *Tis more becoming them to fp-w at home.”

But hark! the Captain properly rcplies—

¢ Why, what a breeze is here, G-d d-mn my éyes!
¢ God blefs us, Miitrefs Bacon! who are you?

% Zounds, Ma'am, 1 fuy, my paflengers fball fp-w.”
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THE WOLF AND THE LION.
A TALE

DepicaTep To Lorp HawkEsBURY.

INGS ‘really are in general not o bad; ;
And therefore I muft take their part;

But ’tis their fervants that are drunk or mad,
With ev’ry demon trick and little art.

Champions for Mafter’s fame, they fire away;
And, ’midft the buftle of the idle fray,

Like lubbers, knock him on the head;

Then, ftaring, wonder how he fthould be dead!
Sometimes a King difcovers he has eyes—
‘Then for himfelf he fees—now, that is wife.

Once on a time a L1ow, not a fool,

Though in the under-clafs of Wispom’s fchool,
Amidtt his fubjeéts had a Monkey got,

‘Who, rather impudent enough,

Would take his Sov’reign’s foibles off,
Tell ftories of him—mimic him—what not?

Vot. IIL P This
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. This for the fcheming WoLr was quite a feaft,
Who told the Monarch of the Monkey's finningy

* Relating all his mimicry and grinning,

Ttying to irritate the noble beatt,

€ What, what, what doth he fay ?” the Lion cry’d.~
¢ Dread Sir, you are moft wickedly belied,”
Rejoin’d the WoLr with brazen face—
« He fays that you to Merit are no friend,
<« And only to a Patronage pretend ;
« And flight th’ dnferiors of the Brutal Race.

¢« He fwears you don’t encourage ufeful beafts;

¢ That for yourfelf alone ycu’re making feafts;

¢« And that it is beyond a queftion,

¢ No beaft has fuch a wonderful digeftion;

« That, all fo faving, you would fkin a ftone,

¢ And only think of number ore;

¢ And that it is a fin indeed and fhame

« My Lapy Lioness fhould do the fame;

¢« That fycophants, who flatter, fawn, and creepy
¢ Are really all the company you keep;

¢« That beafts of talents, whom you fheuld fupport,
¢« Are all forbid to fhow their nofe at Court.

5 . « What
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& What ?” quoth the MonArRCH—¢ what, what?
doth he {o?”’—
< Yes, SIRE, now hang him, and the rogue requite.”
¢ WoLr,” quoth the Liow, * no, no, no, no, no—
¢ [ fear; I fear, the rogue is in the right.”

Now this was noble—like a King, in _footh—
‘Who fcorn’d to choak a fubject for the truth.

THE WOLVES, THE BEAR,

AND

OTHER BEASTS.

A -FABLE,

ALL Jupces fhould be mild and juft:
This is the cafe with Englifb ones, 1 truft:
Such K***, B***, fhine—thofe rare law-fages:
Neither of #b¢fe a rath or hot-brain’d fool—
Moft charming dove-like Imps of Mekcy’s {chool,
Whofe names thall live to diftant ages—
All meeknefs, fweetnefs, tender nature—
And all their virtues of a giant ftature!
P2 What
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What h;pp'mefs it needs muft yield a land,
To fee fuch goodly men upon the Bench,
Whom none can with a fingle murder brand ;
‘Whofe hearts, fo pure, did ne’er emit a ftench
Like carrion, {o offenfive to our nofes,
But fcents of lilies, violets, and rofes!!!

They never, with the faces of the Furies,

Dar'd dictate, brow-beat, and controul the Juries;
Nor wilful mifinterpreted the Law:

Full well they know that Juries are above 'em !

And tis aftonithing how much they Jove "em !
When Fudge and Fury thus together draw

With fo much pleafure, like a pair of nags,

Behold! no tongue opprobrious wags!

No tongue cries, ¢ Jerrries, bioody Jerrriss,
Scrocs!

“ Hang, hang thofe traitors, like a brace of dogs!

¢ Not in their beds be they allow’d to die—
« Nor let their putrid carcafes have graves:
¢ Slap Pity’s face, if e’er the bids her eye
¢ Hold but a drop for fuch a pair of knaves,”

Full
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Full of rich chara&er fhall fuch defcend, e
And honour'd with their high-fam’d fathers fleep: -
Fair Justrce fhall with fighs their herfe attend,
And Prry’s fong of melancholy weep.

Like leaves, whilit ozbers fall unmoura’d away,
And load of DeaTH the folitary glooms,

Lo! Grory from her fun fhall pluck a ray,
And bid it fpread eternal round their tombs,

“Yet Nations have been curs’d with wicked Judges,
Who, fond of pow’r, poffefs hard jury-grudges;
Who calmly fent poor culprits to their graves,
Jufl as an Eaftern Defpot fends his flaves,

For fuch 1 pen a neat Zfopian tale;

Hoping the pretty moral will prevail.

TN inferior Beafts moft bitterly complain’d,
(And who will not complain, whofe cheek is fmitten ?)
That from the Wolves much hardthip they fuftain’d,
And often moft inhumanly were bitten. '
This wantonnefs Damx Justice did cry, “ fie” on—
And mention'd it, but vaiuly, to the Liow.
P 3 ¢« Thole
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¢ Thofe damn’d furr'd rafcals!” grow!l'd the angry
Beafts,
« Each Wolf upon our meat continual feafts ;
¢ Yet Snap’s the word, and quick off goes a head
« We mufl take out their teeth—it can’t be borne—
¢ Yes, from their jaws their grinders muft be tern—
¢ Behold, the very fields with blood are red.”

But firlt the Bear mnuft be confulted.—Bruix,
Who did not much approve jaw-ruin,

With his black hide, to all the beafts appear’d,
And with much gravity their flory heard.

« Sirs,” (quoth the Bear) you talk of taking tecth
With fuch an eafy and familiar breath,
As though it might be pleafant to their jaws;
But I muft atk the Wolves if they’ll confent
That from their mouths their grinders fhall be rent;
For this 1s neceflary, Sirs, becaule
The Wolves are owners of the teeth, and therefore,
Before *Ruspiny’s call’d, will alk a wherefore.

Bruiw, in confequence, the Wolves addreft :
¢ Lorp WoLvEs, it is the wifh of many a beaft,
’ « That
) * 'The Chevalier, a famous dentift,
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#¢ That you confent your teeth may all be pull’d; *
¢ D-m me if I would lofe my fnags, my Lords;

¢ I'd tell the knaves fo, in fo many words—

# God d-mn me, of one’s grinders to be curr’p !”

¢ What! lofe our teeth?” exelaim’d the Wolves—
¢ no, no—
¢« We'll keep them, if it only be for fhow.
¢ Say, my Lorp Bruiw, that, and let them chew it :
¢ Nay, tell the fools, we wifh them fomewhat longer,
¢ Sharper, and more of them, and ftronger;
“ And, if we lofe them, force fhall only do it.”

This anfwer of the WoLves, Lorp Brar reported:
Which anfwer did not pleafe the Beafts at all;
Who flighted, now no longer pray'd and courted,
But on the villains faft began to fall,
Choak’d two or three prime Rogues, and, on condition,
Receiv’d from all th’ affrinhied reft, fubmiffion.
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TO THE READER.

THE frcquent complaints of ignorance, partiality,
profufion, &c. exhibited againft the MosT NosrLe Musi-
cAL DIRECTORs, together with their quarrels with the
principal SINGERs and PERForMERs, having brought
them into unpopularity ; and what feemed wortft of all,
the Most NoaLE DirrcTors having imprudently made
a public dcclaration, without his MaJEsTY’s confent,
that there was an end of ABsry CoMMEMORATION, {uch
a favourite hobby-horfe of MAJEsTY ; the King rcfolved
on thewr difiniffion from all and every interference at the
Ora ror1oto be performed at ST. MARGARET’s CHURCH.
The immediate confequence cf the Royal annunciation
was the difpleafure of the DirkcTors, and was alfo, of
confequence, the dijpleajure of the Lyric Barp, who
fighc.! on the mouraful occalion, and took up the cudgels
in their defence. Great has been the ery againft them,
that they feaed at the Saint Alhan’s Tavern, atthe expence
of the Musicar Frxp.,  Although I do not credit fuch
rumour, I have tahen the fu&t for granted, that (like
their DEvuTits, who atually did feaft at different nines
at the St wibers’s Tavern, at the expence of the Fuxp)
the Nosrr IirEcTorRs i/ condefcendingly fhew the
example; and I have hinted that thoic Most NoELk
Dirrerors had as fair a right to be rewarded with
dinners as Parifh Officers and their friends, who fo fre=-

quently have a jovial mecting, to et and tipple elemsfinary
on the Lirth of a BasTARD,






PROLOGUE TO THE ODES;
oR,

THE TEARS OF ST. MARGARET.

NO W NiguT, the hegro; reign’d—¢ Paft one
o’clock,”

The drowfy watchman bawl’d—{rom murky vaults,
The dough-fac’d fpectres crowded forth—the eye,
The funk, the wearied eye of ToiL, was clos'd:
Mute, NaTure's bufied voice, her brawl and hum;
While Horror, creeping on the world of gloom,
Breath’d her dark fpirit through the death-like hour—
Now from her filver-fringed eaft the Moon
Peep’d on the VasT of fhade—up-mounting flow,
In folemn ftillnefs, till her lab’ring orb,
Freed from the caves of DARKNEss, gain’d its {phere,
And mov’d in fplendid folitude along.
At this blank hour of awe, amid her fane,
That caught a partial radiance on its walls,
A radiance ftealing on the fhadowy tombs,
Illuminating death,—the pious Maip,

‘ Whofe
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Whofe fleth did wonders in its days of bloom,

And bones work’d marvels when the fmil’d no more—é
The penfive MarcareTTa ftalk’d, and paus’d,

And paus’d and ftalk’d, and ftalk’d and paus’d agen;
Now nailing to the twilight floor her eye;

Now gazing on the holy windows dim;

Now motionlefs, and now with hurrying ftep

Along the hollow-founding aifle the pafs'd ;

And leaning lorn at murder’d RaLeiGH’s tomby

Of SiLence wak’d the pale and facred fleep,

With plaintive aceent, thus )

MARGARET’S LAMENTATION.

WHY fhould yon old Abbey, fhould’ring
My poor Fane with Gothic pride,
Cracking, finking, falling, mould’ring,

On the back of Marg'ret ride ?

What is that huge Ruin’s merit?
Only fit for houting rats,

Be her guefts, with all my fpiri,
Hooting owls, and horrid bats!

Why
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Why am 7 to be defpis’d,
Why am 7 to be kept under;

I who once by Kings was priz'd ?
What's the meaning on’t, I wonder?

I whofe pow’r could agues charmy
Fits and tooth-achs, cramps and evils 5
Satan’s wicked felf difarm;

Him, the great proud Prince of Devils:

Lo, that Abbey for paft years,
At each grand Commemoration,
For DirecTors boafted Peers—
Peers the glory of the Nation!

‘Who were my Direttors ? Lo,

DocTor Parsons, Justice CoLLic;
ArnoLp and Dupuis and Co.

What a very pretty frolic!

But ’tis faid the KING commanded,

And the Grand DirecToRs fell
By the KING were they difbanded 2
- FaMme will bluth the tale to tell.

g229

Soon
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Soon I'll go (for what fhould hinder ?)
To the firft of rhyming men,

To that Giant Perer PinpaR :
He fhall hear—and then, and then!!

PeTER in his wrath fhall rife,

And the {cythe of verfe prepare;
Lo, I fee his lightning eyes!

Lo, his arm of vengeance bare!

Backs of Monarchs fhall he flice,
As he feorns them fo fincerely—

‘Woman need not afk him twice;
PeTER loves the ladies dearly.

Thus fpoke the Saint!—When Morn her bluthes

fpread,
To Covent-Garden’s fquare the wing'd her flight,

And drew the curtains of the Poet’s bed,

‘Who fortunately flept a/one that night.

To
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To bim fhe told her ftory o’er and o’er: .
When PeTiR, rous’d by MarG’RET’s fad narration,
Pull’d off his night-cap, and devoutly fwore
He'd roaft a certain RuLer of a nation.

SAINT Marc'ReT thank’d the Bard with fweeteft

fmiles,
And Pxrir thunder'd on the Kine or Isiis.

Vou. IIL Q ODES
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ODE I

The Peet breaketh mournfully out on the fall of the Norrz
Direcrors—Threateneth to expoftulate with the Kinc—
Lamenteth the lofs of Dire&ion-importance, boxes,” white
wands, and dinners at the Saint Alban’s Tavern, &ec. &c¢.

OOR Lekeps! poor Uxeripce! and poor Joau
BaTEs! :
And all ye other poor ones, of hard fates!
>Tis a ftrange man this King of ours indeed—
There’s reafon, to be fure, in roafting eggs !
‘What! raife an Oratorio at SaINT PEc’s,
And fet a thing on foo# without a bead!

What! could the King have mufic in a church,
And leave the great DirEcTORS in the lurch?
Ev’n fo!—but lo, I'll parley with the King,
And fuch a peal into his ears I'll ring!

Thus
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Thus will I fay, howe’er it may difguft—

¢ An’t pleafe your Majefty, you are unjuft.”
““ How, how ?”” the King will cry, with wild rapidity—

¢ Yes, Sirg, the grand Diretors take'it ill;

¢ Deeming themfelves all men of tuneful {kill,
 And having all, for crotchets, hawk-avidity;

¢¢ That they fhould lofe the lead in this affair,
¢« Which really makes them marvel, and fo ftare,
¢¢ Not knowing what offence they have committed ;
« Being a fet of very clever men,
& So ftuff’d with crotchet-knowledges, and then
« For Oratorios fo nicely fitted !

¢ Behold ! no boxes for DirecToRs! no!
¢¢ Who at the AeBey form’d a raree-fhow,
¢« With nice kid gloves, medallions, wands fo white !
¢ Tagrag and bobtail now condemn’d to join;
¢ What’s ten times worfe, condemn’d to pul/ out coin ;
¢ Men fo unus’d to pay a fingle doit!

« When proud to view of Royalty the rays,
¢« Your SuBJECTS had their beliies full of gaze,
* Amid the ABBEY’s glory for paft years;
' Q.2 « Then
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« Then would they ponder on the white-ftick row,
¢« Of Uxsripge, Grey bk WiLTon, LEebs,
and Co.
“ And, mext to Majesry, admire the PeErs.

¢ Who's that {lim, whey-fac’d gentleman, and thin,
¢ With fome old gentlewoman’s nofe and chin?
< And be fo furly, with a fable face?’
“ Would gaping ftrangers all fo curious cry ;
« When, all fo folemn, I have made reply,
¢ That Lord is LEesDs's very noble Grace,

¢ With lath-like form, whey-face, and cheeks fo thin,
"¢ And good old gentlewoman’s nofe and chin—

¢ And he who lours as though he meant to bite,

¢ Is Eart or UxsriDGE, with his face of night.’

¢ And then I’ve told the names of all the reft;

‘¢ At which the ftrangers have been all fo 2/¢f,

« Bow'd, curtfy’d low, fo grateful—I don’t doubt i,

¢ They told their dear relations al/ about it !

* No more DirecTors challenge admiration !
¢ No more the tuneful rulers of a nation !
¢ Unknown, in valgar feats they bite their thumbs ;
“ Now
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¢« Now half awake they nod, and now they fleep,
¢ And now 'they figh, and now in dreams they weep,
¢« And mumble much difpleafure 'midft their gums,

« Heav'ns! with what huge delight their eyes would
. ¢ hail

¢ The * breeches blazing at SAINT MARG’RET’s tail,

¢ Inftead of STEPHEN, who, to all belief,

¢ Poor fellow, muft have travell’d with a brief!t

‘¢ But, Sir, this is not all—for, in your ear,
¢« Something more horrible brings up the rear!
¢ No longer on the rweedle-dum account,
‘ At yon fair tavern in SAINT ALBAN’s Street,
« Thofe men of tafte and mufic joyful greet,
« And load their ftomachs to a large amount;

« All for the good of the poor Funp, fo kind!
¢« Now this is dreadful to my fimple mind;

Q3 “ Ta

¢ Poor SaINT STEPHEN had a very warm pair of breeches
clapped to his .... lately ; but the Saint luckily thook them
off. Without a metaphor, the Houfe of Commons was nearly
fet on fire by fome patriotic Incendiaries.

t+ To folicit charity, like many others who fuffer by fires



228 ODES OF CONDOLENCE.

¢ To think thofe T1TLED MEN, whofe valiant jaws,
« And ftomachs all fo keen, and deep as facks,
¢ And teeth fo valorous in feaft attacks,
"¢ So bravely battled in the tuneful caufe,
« Should, by the royal word fo hard commanded,
« Difgracefully be turn’d adrift—difbanded !

<< I hear, I hear the angry Lords exclaim,

¢ Thus to be all difcarded! ’tis a thame—

¢ The royal mandate will be crzel ftyl'd—
Behold CHurcHWARDENs, OVERSEERS fo fleek !

L)

-~

Read their card-invitations ev’ry week—
y

¢ Sir, you're defir'd to come and eat a child.’

One child a week they conftantly devour;

LY

Sometimes they eat two children—f{ometimes four.

¢ If thus thofe fellows live, the lazy drones,
¢ Lorbs, of a charity may pick the bones;
¢ Yes, as provifions are {o very dear,

« Eat a few jfiddlers once or twice a year.

“ Such is the language Lords employ, O King,
<« Enough the hearts of favages to wring,
¢ Ard make, I hope, your royal confcience ache:
5 ' “ Such
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#¢ Such reas’nings are indeed extremely deep !
¢ Why fhould of Lords the teeth 2nd ftomachs fleep,
¢« 'Whilft thofe of keen Chyrchwardens are awake ?**

Thus to the King of Nations will I cry—

But what will be his MajesTy’s reply ?—

¢ Thank, thank ye, PeTER, for fupporting ftraws—
¢ (Good advocate—good, good, in a bad caufe:

¢ I’ll have no more fuch doings, let me tell ye——

¢ No, no, no eating calves in the cow’s belly.”

Q4 ODE
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ODE TO SAINT CECILIA.

The Poxt very loyally calleth upon St. Czcivis, the great
Patronefs of Mufic, by way of JusTice or Prack, Con-
sTABLE, and ComrorTER, to come down from Heaven to
the Noste Direcrors, iffue a ProcLamaTiON for dif-
folving Societies of Mufical Infiruments; taking them up,
and knocking them to pieces, as alfo the heads of the Mu-
ficians againft each other.—The Poet concludeth with a
prophecy of returning. power to the DirecTors.

DIVINE CeciL1a, pray, from Heav’n ftep down;
Moft wond’rous are the doings in this town!

Behold, behold a tuneful revolution !

DirecTors banifh’d, but no execution!

Thank God, no grinning heads of Lords, poor fouls,
Amid the mob, furvey the ftreets on poles.

The fiddles fcreech with rapture one and all;
The flutes and hautboys whiftle at the fall :
The pompous organ, fer rebellion ripe!
Glad of the long-with’d overthrow, he opes,
To fhew the world his pleafure, all his ftops,
~ And pours his thunders through each giant pipe;;

4 Whilit



ODES OF CONDOLENCE. 23t

Whilft all his pigmies, trilling, fqueaking, fqualling,
Like mad things, every one his tune, are bawling:
The hoarfe bafloons their nafal twang employ—

And hog-like bafes grunt the fong of joy.

Wild fcreams the trumpet’s brazen note fo clear;
And on th’ occafion, fcorning to be mum,
Like cannon foundeth on the loaded ear,
At folemn intervals, the double drum.

The various inftruments of wind and ftring,

Thus to the world in faucy triumph fing—

¢ What are thofe Lord-Direftors >—arrant fools,

« Mean mongrels—never bred in Music’s {chools—
¢« With juft as much of fcience as a pig;

¢ Who fcarcely know a pfalm-tune from a jig,

¢« Are thefe the men to lead us?~—Music {wears,

« And to the pill'ry recommends their ears.”

And lo, of Mufic the choice bands,
Delighted, clap their madding hands;
And, raifing to the ftars their eyes devout,
¢ Thank heav’n,” they roar, * thofe fellows are
turn’d out,
[ NO
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« No longer fhall their tyranny impofe,
 And lead the King of. Nations by the nofe.”

Then, {weet Ceciria, leave thy lofty ftation;
O hafte and iffue out thy Proclamation—
Of wond’rous danger lert it talk aloud—
Root up focieties of flutes, baffoons ;
Kneck down the organ, for his rebel tunes,
The brazen trumpet brezk, and crack the crowd,

Lay on the necks of the rebellious Banp

Thy powerful and chaftifing hand—

And for their impudent and fenfelefs pother,
Swees GoppEss, knock one head againft another.

O hafte and keep the mournful Lords in heart,
As {carce a fingle mortal takes their part.
Except the lofty family of Pripe,

Few are the comforters they boaft befide—

Thefe are their conftant friends indeed, and ftout;
Friends that few Nobles ever are withont

Hereditary friends of ancient date,

Accompanying great title and eftate,

TSR And
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And yet ’tis faid no virtues can refide

Where dwells that lofty fcowling SpiriT, PriDz;
That Aconite, the noifome weed of gloom,

That near it fuffers not a flow’r to bloom.

Joy to my foul! of Leeps his glorious Grace
Puts forth a fimpering fweet prophetic face,
Amid this rough mifchance, that feems to fay,
¢ Though difappointment mocks the prefent hour,
¢ Next ycar fhall mark the triumph of my pow’r,
¢ When Facrion’s fcowling fiends fhall fhun the
day.”

Thus when the Mo~arcH of the winds, in fpite,
Rolls a dark phalanx on the golden light,

And blots the beauteous Orr the world adorning,
SoL lifts the fable mantle of a cloud,
And, peeping underneath the envious fhroud,

Smiles hope, and fays, ¢ I'll fhine to-morrow

morning.’

ODE
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O D E.

The Barp advifeth the DrizrEcTors to fubmit to their degraded
fituation ; and by way of confolation, informeth them of the
fallen flate of the Poets—and, moreover, comforteth the
Dirrcrors with the changes that take place amongft crowned
as well as un-crowned heads.

YET not alone are you by Kings defpis’d;
Lo, lofty poets are no longer priz'd,
That to an eagle turn’d a popinjay ;
That fcorn’d of Time the ever-dreaded wars,
Turn'd winking ruth-lights into blazing ftars,
And ftole from frail mortality, decay!

PoxTs, with that rare inftrument call’d RuvME,
Drew with the greateft eafe the teeth of Timz;
Snapp'd his broad fcythe fo keen, and broke his glafs ;
Clipp'd his two wings, and fix’d him on an afs:

Such was the envy’d pow’r of ancient Barbps,

When King’s vouchfaf'd to crown them with rewards.

In days of old, the Barps were facred creatures,

Deem’d fo exalted in their natures!
By
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By numbers thought fit company for Gods?
Lo, at the feafts of Kings the MINSTRELS fat;
Eat, fung, and mingled in the royal chat;

And fcarcely did there feem a grain of odds.

Thus cry’d thofe Kings of old, (delightful praife!)
¢ Touch not the men of other days;

.¢¢ Hurt not a hair of thofe fweet fons of fong,
¢ Whofe voices fhall be heard amidft our halls,
‘¢ When we, amidft of peath the narrow walls,

¢ In gloomy filence fhall be ftretch’d along.”

Scot-free the Poets drank and ate;
They paid no taxes to the State!
Now comes a Butcher, roaring ¢ Pay your bill;”
Now the blue-apron’d wight of beer,
And man of bread, approach and cry,  Look here;
¢ Not one more morfel, not a fingle gill,
¢ Shall, Mafter Poet, pafs your piping throat,
 Until you quickly pay up ev'ry groat.”
Unnatural! alas, what Gothic founds!
Thus 'tis the rude Prorane a Poet wounds!

At Windfor, when the Monarch has been by,
How have ] languith’d on the royal ftye,
Where
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4

Where wanton’d fifty little grunting grigs!

But never had the King the grace to fay,

« You're hungry, hungry, PETER—take away,
« Take, take a couple of the prettieft pigs.”

Oft of his geefe too haVe I heard the notes,

And, hungry, wifh’d to ftop their gobbling throats ;
But vainly did mine eyes around them wander.

How eafily the Monarch might have faid,

¢« You don’t eat roaft meat often, I'm afraid;

¢ Take, take away the fatteft goofe or gander.’

Kings care not if we neither drink nor carve—
This is their fpeech in fecret, ¢ Sing and ftarve.”
And yet our Monarch has a world of books,
And daily on their backs fo gorgeous looks ;

So neatly bound, fo richly gilt, fo fine,

He fears to open them to read a line!

Since of our dooks a King can highly deem,
The Authors furely might cominand efteem ¢
But here’s the dev’i—1I fear too many know it—

Some Kings prefer the Binder to the Poet.

Yet
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Yet, though it never was poor PETER’s fate
To get a fixpence from the MaN oF STaTE,
‘Who rather tries to keep the Poets under—
Oft have 1 dipp’d in golden praife the pen,
Writing fuch bandfome things about great men,
That CanDouR’s eye-balls have been feen to wonder,

Yet bad it bappen’d that the Barp

Had borne on high-bred folk « little bard,
Good for an evil mortals fhould return—
*Tis very wicked with revenge to burn.
The fun’s a bright example, let me fay—
Obliges the black clouds that veil his ray;
Oft makes them decens figures to behold,
And covers all their dirty rags with gold.

But let us not an idle pother keep,
And, afs-like, at a revolution bray ;
Lo, Kings themfelves, like cabbages, grow cheap:
Thus ev’ry dog at laft will have his day—
He who this morning /mil’d, at night may forrow;
The grub to day’s a butterfly to-morsow.

ODE
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O D E.

The Porr adminiftereth comfort to the difgraced DirzcTons.

OOR Imps! we all are born, to heave the groan !
MisrorTUNE can't let HappinEss alone;
Sharp as a cat, for ever pleas'd to watch her,
And trying with a thoufand traps to catch her,

Submiffion is our lot—it is our fate
To drop the tear, amid this mortal ftate !
Yet by our folly often worfe we make it.—
At difappointment frequent have [ figh'd:
¢ P-x take the world ! indignant I have cry’d—
« Life is not worth the terms on which we take it:"

Then on the lot of mortals giv’n a fcowl;
And angry thus, one night, addrefs’d an OwL.

ADDRESS TO AN OWL.

s THOU “folemn Birp on yonder ivy'd tow’r,
« Wilt thou exchange thy nature, Owt, with me? -
¢ Happy to take poffeflion of thy bow'r, ‘
« I here proteft 1 would exchange with zbee.
“ When
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é When to his weftern bed the Sun retires, *
“ Obeys the curfew, and puts out his fires;
“ And Evening, blufhful harbinger of Nicur,
“ Gems with the dews of health the drooping flow’r;
“ With cooling zephyr fans the fober hotrr,
« And wakes the * fongftrefs to the fading light;

 Forth, ’mid the deep’ning gloom I pafs
¢ And tread the moift reviving grafs,

¢ To meet the tribes by NATURE made
¢ To crawl and wing the world of fhade!

« Daughtérs and fons of Night that creep the ground,
¢ Bleft muft ye live, with fuch a calm around,
¢ So unmolefted, to enjoy your loves!
« And lighter PropLE, ye who wave the wing,
« Now ’mid the moon’s pale luftre fport and fing,
« Now playful pierce the thadows of the groves:

‘¢ Ye harmlefs nations, with averted eyes,

¢ The fons of men your filent world defpife,
« Becaufe their eyes no punch-houfes behold ;
Vou. IIL R ¢ Becaufe

¢ The nightingale.
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« Becaufe no mobs, nor fires, nor thieves appeat;
¢¢ Becaufe no riots with their yells they hear;
« No brothels, fcenes of fallow fate unfold.

* Sweet Owl, this fhort apoftrophé excufe s
¢ And willing now to #bee returns the Muse.

¢ Grave Bird of Wifdom, ’mid the twilight fcene
¢ Dimly I mark thy philofophic mien—
¢« And now I fee expand thy fnowy wings:
¢« To yonder elm, O happy happy fowl,
¢ Thou rufheft forth to call upon Miss Oww,
¢ Lxpectant of her Beav, who darkling fings.

« Together now ye fail the dufky vale,
¢« Now dart on .prcy, now mount agen the gale;
¢« Now on the moon-clad barn or filent grove,
* Your four-feet fill'd with various game, ye go
¢ (For hunger muft be fatisfied, T trow);
¢ And, after feafting, kifs and fing of love.

¢ To-morrow fullen muft I move to town,
¢ Shook in a wooden engine up and down,
¢ For want, O Owl, of thy foft gliding wing—
5  Stow’d
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¢ Stow'd with a gang of thieves perchance, and trulls ;
“ Too noify for the thickeft human fkulls—

£C
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“ Who fmoak, and laugh, and roar, and fwill,

and fing.

Jaded at length I quit my wooden hive;
Unhing'd, at bufy London I arrive,

< Parent of fin, and naftinefs, and noife:

By coach and cart, and wheelbarrow and dray,
Through motley mob I force my fighing way ;

¢ Pimps, porters, chairmen, chimney-fweepers boys:

Saluted, as I pafs along,

By all the various imps of fong,

Ore crying rabbits rabbits, wild fowl that,
Another mackrel, falmon, oyfter, fprat!

With fuch a howling ear-diftracting note,

« And mouth extended as a barn-door wide,

« That fifh and fleth forfooth may be we/l cry’d,
A man might leap into each cavern throat.

In Covent-Garden, at the Hummums, now
I fit, but after many a curfe and vow

¢ Never to fee the madding city more;
R 2 ¢« Where
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« Where barrows truckling o’er the pavemert roll,
¢« And, what is horror to a tuneful foul,
¢¢ Where affes, deep in love, to affes roar;

“ Which affes, that the Garden’s fquare adorn,
¢ Mutft lark-like be the heralds of my morn.

¢« Let others talk with wild affright

¢« Of fpe&res and the fhades of night;

¢ Ye want not Sov’s refulgent painful ray ;

¢« Night to your eyes is but a milder day.

¢ et others mock your airs that fimply flow—
¢ Teeho teewhit, teewbhit toeho—
¢« But then, dear OwL, ’tis /weetly fimple, mind:
¢« Avaunt the feientific {quall—
¢ I hate it~—aazure hates it all—
¢ Butlo! ’ts fcience and the tom, I find.

¢« The ear with bar/b chromatics muft be teas’d,
¢ Grown rivuch too fafbionable to be pleas'd,

¢ Here could I wander ’mid the dewy glade,
¢ On facred filence feaft, and fhade:
¢ But ah! farewell—SLEep calls me—'"tis night’s
noon ;

< on
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¢ On wings of freedom as thou fweep’ft the tky,
¢ Sweet child of fhadows, o’er my hamlet fly,
#¢ And kindly foothe my flumber with a tune.”

Thus out of humour I addrefs’d the bird,
Wifhing to change conditions with the fowl ;
But at the cheerful morn, upon my word,
I lik’d the man-ftate better than the owl.

Thus anger’d at the wayward tricks of Fare,
Pettith, ye with your grandeur at the devil;

Yet, after curfing bigh and mighty ftate,

Ye wifely deem it not fo buge an evil:

Contented to be men of worfbip ftill,

Pleas’d with the gifts that Kings, not Heav’n, beftow ;
Proud, from the height of T1TLE’s ftar-clad hill,

To mock us poor unbonour'd grubs below,

R3 ODE
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O D E.

The PosT comforteth again and again and again the Noble
DirecTors with moral refle&tions, &c.

JVI‘IS giv'n as gofpel both in profe and rhymes,
That people thould not be for ever bilef ;
Misfortune therefore muft be good at times,
A falutary, though fatiric gueft ;

That goads to virtuous works the rump of SroTH;
Like gout, that bites us into health fo fair;
'Or like the needle, while it wounds the cloth,
It puts the rag into repair.

Sigh now no more, nor let thofe funs, your eyes,
Be dimlv gleaming through perpetual fhow’rs—

Let PrLeasurE bring the beam of fummer fkies,
And gild the pinions of your fable hours.

Let not Grrer’s furge along your bofom roll,
Nor Fancy gather forrows for the foul.

Ah?!
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Ah! figh no more, fweet Lords, pra; figh no mort; !
Not all, not all your confequence is dead;
In Tot’nam-ftreet ye ftill preferve a pow'r,
And proudly bear an elevated head ;
Where, all obedience, and with one accord,
Muficians learn to tremble at the * Lord.

O D E.

The Viciflitudes of Life! wonderful!

LIF E changes—now ’tis calm—now hurricane~
Up, down; down, up—a very windmill’s vane

Is man, poor fellow—much too like a ball;
"Tis high, ’tis low—"tis this way now, now that,
Jutt as its wooden mafter wills, the bat:

Thus MajesTy can bid us rife or fall.

The Monarch may repent him of the deed—

His heart, fo foft, at your difmiffion bleed.
R 4 The

* Of the Night, who fele&s the mufic, and fometimes gives
a foprano fong to a bafi woice, and who once ordered, in the
Subilate, th: trumpet part to be executed by the German flute.
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To Houfe of Buckingbam you may be call’d,
And at the Queen’s fiveet little concerts fing;

Then how the tribe of NosLEs will be gall'd!
This will be foaring on the eagle’s wing,

Thus to the world then be it underftood,

What feems misfortune, happens for our good:
This from my rhyming ftore-houfe, or my fable,
May be elucidated by a Fable.

MRS. ROBINSON’S HANDKERCHIEF,
AND

JUDGE BULLER’S WIG.

A FABLE.

A HANDKERCHIEF, that long had prefs'd
The fnows of LAuRA’s fwelling breaft,
O’er which fair fcene full many a longing lover,
With panting heart, and frequent fighs,
And presty modeft leering eyes,
Had very often been obferv’d to hover—

This Handkerchief, to Kitty giv'n,
Was forc'd at length to leave its heav'n,
For
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For a Jew clothes-man’s moft unchriftian bag:
O what a fad reverfe, poor foul !
To fweat in fuch a horrid hole,

Cramm’d in with ev’ry fort of dirty rag!

 Pray, who are you ?” the plaintive "Kerchief cry’d,
Perceiving a rough neighbour at her fide:
« You fmell as though your mafter was a pig—
¢ What are ye? tell me, ftinking creature.” —
¢« Ma’am,”
‘The hairy neighbour grave reply’d, “ I am
« That worthy man’s, the mild Judge BuLLERr’s
Wig.”
So _fweetly tender ! that, whene’er he dies,
MEercy will weep to blindnefs both her eyes,

¢ Indeed, Sir!” quoth the 'Kerchief—¢ ftrange our
fate!
¢« Alas! how diff’rent were we both of late!
¢ Now ftufPd in this abominable place!
¢ What will become of us at laft? O dear!
f¢ Something more terrible than this, I fear;
¢¢ Something that carries horrible difgrace.”

§€ Madam. ”
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« Madam,” rejoin’d the Wig, ¢ don’t cry;
% No caufe have you indeed to figh;
¢ So truft for once a Wig’s prophetic words—
¢ My fate is to be juft the fame, I find;
#¢ Still for a Scarecrow’s head defign’d,
¢ To frighten thieves—I mean the birds.

¢ But, luckier, you fo chang'd will rife,
« A fav’rite of ten thoufand eyes;
¢« Not burnt (as you fuppos’d perhaps) to tinder;
« Chang’d to the whiteft paper—happy leaves,
s For bim, the Barp who like 2 God conceives,

« The great, th' immortal PETer Pinpar.”

« La, Sir, then what a piece of news!
« God blefs, I fay, God blefs the Jews—
¢« | with my dear dear Miftrefs did but know it:
¢ Fler hards then I fhall.happy touch again;
¢ For Mapawm always did maintain
¢ That MisTer PinDaR was a charming Poet.”

ODE
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O D E.

Still more Comfort for DirecTORS !

ONCE ‘more 1 pray you, be not fad;
Remember what the Proverh doth declare:
*Tis better riding on a pad,
Than on a horfe’s back that's bare.
At Tot’nam’s concert, to delight ye,
Behold, my Lords, you ftill are mighty.

Think of your titles too—the name of Lord,
W hat merit it proclaims of head and heart!
It is a tradefman’s hand{ome board,
In letters fair of gold that doth impart
To people who their mouths of wonder ope,
What goodly articles are in the fhop.

Yes, as of yore, the pompous name of Lord
Doth ftill our awe-clad admiration rule—
And comfort to the hungry doth afford—
As nods of Loros are dinners for a fool.

¢ ] thank
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¢ I thank my God, I am not like thofe fellows,”
Cry’d the proud PHARIsEE, the bellows
Or trumpet of his reputation, blowings:
And you in triumph alfo may exclaim,
Proud of a Peer’s exalted name,
With pride of title and fair birth o’erflowing,

¢ I thank my ftars, I am not like the mob,
# Whom NaTuRE fabricated by the jos.”

Ye fhall, ye thall return to pow’r,

And o’er the grumbling million tow’r;
Your facred laws fhall be obey’d—

Muficians to allegiance muf# return—

In fackcloth and in afhes mourn;
Submitting, if ye will it, to be flead.

Their eyes fo fierce, that flafh’d like tin reflettors,
As though they meant to roaft the Grand Direttors,
Shall from their meteor fury fade away— ‘
Becoming mild and placid as the light
Shed by the Worm, the lamp of dewy night,
Or Luxya’s modeft melancholy ray.

Yes!
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™
Yes! to your noble hearts delight,

With waving wands and gloves fo white,
And gilt medallions bleft, fhall ye appear;
Smile at us Mo, the many-headed beaft ;
And, as ye feem to like a gratis-feaft,
Eat a few fiddlers ev’ry year.

THE CHURCHWARDEN
OR,

THE FEAST ON A CHILD.

A TALE

The following flory, founded on a fal? that bappencd fome years
Jfince, at the SwAN at Knightsbridge, is introduced to illufirate
the meaning of eating a child, mentioned in the firff Ode.

AT KNIGHTSBRIDGE, at a tavern call'd the Swaf,
Churchwardens, Overfeers, a jolly clan,

Order’d a dinner, for themfelves and friends—
A very handfome dinner, of the beft:

Lol to a turn, the diff'rent joints were dreft—
Their lips, wild licking, ev’ry man commends,
Loud
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Loud was the clang of plates, and knives, and forks ;
Delightful was the found of claret corks,

That ftopp’d fo clofe and lovingly the bottles -
Thou Saveir-vivre Club, and e #’ fais quoi,
Full well the voice of honeft corks ye know,

Deep and deep-bluthing from the generous pottle.

All ear, all eye, to liften and to fee,
The Landlord was as bufy as a bee—

Yes, Larper fkipp'd like harlequin fo light;
In bread, beer, wine, removal fwift of difhes,
Nimbly anticipating all their wifhes:

Now this, to man voracious as a kite,

Is pleafant—as the TRENcHER-HEROES hate
All obftacles that keep them from the plate,
As much as jockies on a running horfe

Curfe cows or jack-affes that crofs the courfe.

N"ay, here’s a folid reafon too; for mind,
Bawling for things, demandeth mouth and wind :
Hhatever, therefore, weakeneth wind and jaws,
Is hoftile to the gormandizing caufe.

Having
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"Having well cramm’d, and fwill'd, and laugh’d, -and *
fung, '

And toafted girls, and clapp’d, end roar’d, and rung;

And broken bones of tables, chairs, and glafies,

Like happy bears, in honour of their laffes,

Not wives I—not one was toafted all the time—

Thus were they decent—it had been a crime,

As wives are delicate and facred names,

Not to be mix’d indeed with wh—s and flames ¢

I fay, when all were cramm’d unto the chin,
And ev’ry one with wine had {well'd his fkin,
In came the Landlord witl a cherub fmile:
Around to ev'ry one he lowly bow'd,
. 'Was vattly bappy—borour'd—valtly proud—
And then he bow’d again in fuch a ftyle!

¢ Hop’d Gemmen 1ik’d the dinner and the wine:”
To whom the Gemmen anfwer'd, ¢ Very fine!
A glorious dinner, LARDER, to be fure.”~—
To which the Landlord, laden deep with blifs,
Did with his bows fo humble almoft kifs
The floor,

Now
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Now in an #lter'd tone—a tone of gravity,
Unto the Landlord full of fmiles of fuavity,
Did Mirster GurrLe the Churchwarden call—-
¢ Come hither, LarpER,” faid foft MisTER GUTTLES
With folemn voice and fox-like face fo fubtle—
« LARDER, a little word or two, that’s all.”

Forth ran the bowirg Landlord with good willy -
Thinking moft nat'rally upon the bill,

¢ Landlord,” (quoth GuTTLE, in a fmall {ly found;
Not to be heard by any in the room,

Yet which, like claps of thunder, did confound)
¢« Do you know any thing of BeTTy Broom ?

¢ Sir 2" anfwer'd LaRDER, ftamm’ring— Sir? what
Sir?
« Yes, Sir, yes——yesefhe liv’d with MisTRESS
LARDER;
¢ But may I never move, nor never ftir,
« If but for impudence we did difcard her!
« No, Miffer GuTTLE—BETTY Was too braffy—
¢ We never keep a fervant that is faucy.”

* But
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¢ But; Landlord—BerTyY fays fhe is with child.”."
“ What's that to me ?’ quoth LARDER, ftaring wild—
« I never kifs’d the huffey in my life,
¢ Nor hugg'd her round the waift, nor pinch’d her
cheek ;
¢ Never once put my hand upon her neck—
¢« Lord, Sir, you know that I have got a wife.

“ Lord! nothing comely to the girl belongs—
¢ I would not touch her with a pair of tongs:
A little puling chit, as white as pafte;

¢ Befides! fhe never fuited with my tafte.

¢ But then, fuppofe—I only fay, fuppofe
¢ 1 bad been wicked with the girl—alack,
¢« My wife hath got the curfed’ft keeneft nofe,
¢ Why, zounds, fthe would have catch’d me in
a crack;

s Then quickly in the fire had been the fat—
* Curfe her! fhe always watch’d me like a cat,

« Then, as I fay BeT did not hit my #affe,
« It was impoffible to be unchafte :—
« Therefore it never can be true, you fee—
¢« And Miftrefs L.ARDERs full enough for me.
You. III. S - « I'kifs
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¢ I'kifs the maid! why, Lord! the thing I fcorn
% Sir, I’'m as innocent’s the child unborn,”

« Well,” anfwer’d GyTTLE, © Man, Ill tell ye what ;
¢ Your wind and eloquence you now are wafting :
¢ Whether Mifs BETTy hit your faff¢ or not,
¢« There’s good round proof enough that you've
been tafting.

« And, LaArDER, you've a wife, ’tis very true,
¢ Perhaps a little fomewhat of a fhrew;
¢ But BeTTyY was not a bad piece of ftuff.”-—
« Well, MisTer GuTTLE, may I drop down dead,
« If ever ance I crept to BETTY’s bed!
‘ And that, I'm fure, is fwearing ftrong enough.”

‘ But, LarDER, all your fwearing will not do,

« 1f BETTY fwears fhe is with child by you:

"« Now BETTY came and faid fhe'd fwear at once—

« But yox know beft—yet mind, if BerTy ’ll fwesr,

* And then again! fhould MisTrEss LLARDER bear,
¢ The Lord have mercy, LarDER, on thy {conce !

« Why, man, were this affair of Brrry told hery
e I really think, not Aell itfelf could held her.
' « Then
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« Then for your modeft ftiff-rump’d neighbours all—
¢ There’d be a pretty kick-up—what a fquall}

“ Thou couldft not put thy nofe into a fbop.
¢ There’s greafy Miftrefs Wick, the chandler’s wife,
¢ And Miftrefs Burt, the butcher’s imp of ftrife,

“ With Miftrefs Bossin, SaLmon, Murr, and
¢ With fifty others of fuch old compeers—  [Svrop,
¢ Zounds, what a hornet’s neft about thy ears!”

From cheerful fmiles, and looks, like Sov fo bright,
Poor LiarpER fell to fcowls as black as night;
And now his head he fcratch’d, importing guilt—
For people who are innocent indeed,
Never look down, fo black, and fcratch the head;
But tipp’d with confidence; their nofes tilt,
Replying with an unembarrafs’d front;
Bold to the charge, and fix'd to ftand the brunt.

TruTn is a tow’ring Dame—divine her air;

In native bloom fhe walks the world with fare:
But FaLsenoop is a meretricious Fair,

Painted and mean, and fhuflling in her gait;

Dares not look up with ResoLuTion’s mien,
But fneaking hides, and hopes not to be feen;
S2 For
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For ever haunted by the Ghoft of DousT ! '
Trembling for fear the world will find her out.

Again—there’s horiefty in eyes,

‘That fhrinking thew when tongues tell lies:
‘With LaRDER this was verily the cafe ;
Informers were the eyes of LLARDER’s face.

¢ Well, Sir,” faid L.ArRDER, whifp’ring, hemming,
ha-ing,
Each word fo heavy, likea cart-horfe drawing——
¢ This is a d-mn’d affair, I can’t but fay—
¢ Sir, pleafe ’accept a note of twenty pound ;
¢ Contrive anotber father may be found ;
¢ And, Sir, here’s not a halfpenny to pay.”

Thus ended the affair, by prudent treaty :
Peace, ev'ry man defires—than war, much rather :
GuTTLE next morning went and talk’d to Berry,
When Berty quickly found another father!*

* By this ingenious mode of Parith Cookery, the fame ¢hild
may be devoured a dozen times over.
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PAIR OF LYRIC EPISTLES
. TOo,
LORD MACARINEY

AND

HIS SHIP.
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Yes, of our Bagthot wonders tell Kien Long !
Delicious fubjeéts for an Epic Song !
ErisTrLE To Lorp MACARTNEY,

O, if fuccefsful, thou wilt be ador’d !
Wide as aCnesnire CaT our Court will grin,
‘To find as many Pearls and Gems on b.ird
As will not leave thze room to flick a pin.
EPISTLE TO THE Sure,






TO THE READER.

IT has been my wifh, that the following pair of Lyric
Epiftles might be prefented, with my Odes, to the
Emperor Kien Long, on account of the quantity of
original merit—but, to ufe a fublime praife, as it would
be ¢¢ letting the cat out of the bag,” 1 have forborne.

The buftle and prowefs of the invincible DukEe on Bag-
fhot Heath—the Heath on fire—the Royal vifit—the
Man of Straw blown from the Mine—the explofion of
the Powder-mills at Hounflow—the attention of Gobs, as
well as of the Crows, to the Camp—the humility of the
Bagfhot buthes, &c. are circumftances which, however
they may be difdained by the faftidious pcn of HisTory,
ought to be rccorded. Indced, I from my foul believe,
that our Hifforians, as they are called, are too conceitedly
lofty to think of fullying a page with an account of the
Camp-tranfation ; but Poets were the only hiftorians of
ancient times, which I am ready to prove by a profufion
of learned quotation; and confequently your dull unin-
fpired profe men are invaders. For my part, I am refolved
to fupport the poetical charter 3 and coniequently, as often
as the DukE, and the KinG and the QuEEN, and Mapam
ScHWELLENBERG, and LoRD CARDIGAN,and old N1coLag
the fiddler, and Sir Francis DrRakE, and the Pages,
the Cooks, and the Stable-boys, &c. &c. fhall utter good
things, achieve great a&tions, and bc feen in clofe and
important converfation together, fuch evemts fhall be
honoured with niches in my Lyric TeEmpPLE of IMMOR-
TALITY,

5S4 ‘The
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The Epiftle to the Suip feems to be full of poetry and
good withes ; but the horrid picture of the future dif-
appointment of our Ambaffador and his Swite at Pekin,
with the difgracefully attendant circumftances, we hope
to be merely a playful fketch of fancy of the Mufe, and

- that fhe has really been vifited by no fuch flogging illu-
minations.



A

LYRIC EPISTLE

TO

LORD MACARTNEY,

AMBASSADOR TO THE COURT OF CHINA.
' .

Crown’p with glory by out glorious King,
Deck’d in his liv’ry too, a glorious thing,
Amid the wonders at SaINT James’sdone;
At Houfe of BuckincHaM, in RicHMoND bow’rs,
At Kew, and laftly Winpsor’s lofty tow’rs,
Rich fcenes at once of Majefty and Fun!

Forget not thou the Camp on Bassuor Hearn,
Where met the grimly regiments of death;

Where not the Dev’w their rage fublime could damp;
Though Heav’n, as if it meant to mock the matter,
Pour’d on their powder’d heads huge tubs of water,

And made the mighty heath a dirty fwamp.

Yes,
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Yes, of our Bagfhot wonders tell Kren Lone—
Delicious fubjets for the Epic fong.

“Talk of the valiant troops, all heav’n-defcended,
On which the Kings of Britain oft depended,
'When bold ReseLLION through the nation ran,
Her venom fpread, and told a vulgar hoft,
‘To humble, {weet Subordination loft,
That, lo! the mighticf Monarth was but Man)

Such foldiers! fuch rare gen’rals! no poltroons,
Swell’d by the gas of courage to balloons;

Where, though thofe men like bacon all were fioak’d,
Not ore, by Gobp’s good providence, was choak’d.

Of RicuMonD’s mighty chieftain, RicuMonD fpeak—
¢ Now wet, a riding difhclout,” fhalt thou fay—
« Now broiling, whizzing, dropping like a fteak,

¢ So val'rous, 'mid the fup’s meridian ray !”

Talk to Kien Lonc about his Grace’s fou!/;
What wifdom, fweetnefs, love, pervades the whole!

But fouls in common are a dreary wafte,
By brambles, thiftles, barb’rous docks difgrac’d ;
5 That
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That need the ploughfhare, harrow, and the fireem"
Bome Joyls are cayes of filth and fpeétred gloom,
‘That want a window and a broom,

To yield them light, and clear the mire,

When honours lift th’ unworthy fool on high,

On ForTune how with fierce contempt I fcowl!;
She hangs a dirty cloud upen the fky,

And with an eagle’s pinion imps an owl,

Yet knaves and fools enjoy their Jucky bours,

And ribbons, ’ftead of ropes, their backs adorn—
Thus crawls the Toap amid the faireft flow’rs,

And with the Livy drinks the dews of morn.

But royal RicamonD honours exaltation——
The pole-ftar of our military nation.

How pleafant then to fee a RicaMonD rife!
Friend of a King, and fav'rite of the Skies!

CuarLEes,* to fupport a baftard and 2 wh—,
Impos’d a tax on coals, that ftarv’d the poor:

Thofe

* King of England, whofe Miftrefs was a French woman,
the great, great, and illuftrious Anceftor of his prefent Grace.
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Thofe fans-culottes-men made the faddeft din !
But mark, how often good proceeds from evil!
This deed of CHARLES is now a white-wafb’d Devil—
Lo, RicamonD cafts a luftre round the fin!

By means of this once fhameful tax on coal,
He fniggles modeff MEeRrtT from her hole!

Where is the Soldier that is not his friend ?
See ADMIRATION to his virtues bend ;

And lo, the fcar-clad VETERAN adores!
‘While GLory humbly kneeling to the fkies,
With fupplicating hands and fervent eyes,

A length of days upon his head implores.

Say, that his Graee, ambitious of a name,

Is ever angling to catch martial fame:

And fay too, how moft fortunate the Duke,
‘What noble fithes hang upon his hook ;

Whilft bumbler mortals, lab’ring day and night,
Poor patient creatures, feldom feel a Jite.

Pow’r in the hands of VirTuk is heav’n’s a:ew,

That foft’ring feeds the flow’r of happieft hue:
In



LYR1E RPISTLESS . 26w

In Vice’s grafp, it withers, wounds, and kills;
*Tis then the fang fo fatal, form’d to make
A paffage for the venom of the /fiake,

That NaTUuRE’s /ife with diffolution fills.

Bow down, ye armies, then, and thank your Gob,
That Ricumonp holds the military rod :

No Fanus be, with felfifb views to fob,

And touch the Nation’s pocket with a job.*

Yes, let the Emp’ror all about him hear,

Talk of the bold tranfactions of the Peer;
And fay, what probably he can’t believe,

That lo, the dauntlefs body of His Grace,

In duels bor’d, has fcarcely one found place—

A honeycomb, a cullender, a fievel

Say bow that nothing could his courage check;
Proud of his poft, and fearlefs of his neck,
Though only ore upon his fhoulders dear—
Thus VavLour fmiles at danger, death, and pain,
And feels an eighteen-pounder through his brain,
Coolly as _fome a pat upon the ear! '
- - Say,
* Witnefs the convenient houfe and gardens near Plymouth

Dock, fo ecomomically built with the Public Money. The annals
of henour furnith us not with a fublimer inflance of flf-d.unial,
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Say, how he gallop’d wild; up hill, down dalés
Frighten’d each village, turn’d each hovel pale;
Struck all the birds with terror, fave the crowé,
Who, fpying fuch commotion in the land,
Concluded fome grear matter was in hand,
Much blood and carnage *midft contending foes.

Say, how the world his deeds with wonder faw;
Say, that the Bagfhot-bufhes bow’d with awe;
And fay, his phiz fuch valour did infpire,

That lo, the very ground he trod, caught fire.*

Say; how went forth to fee him, half the nation,
Their mouths well cramm’d with duft and admiration 3
So ardent ev’ry eye’s devouring look,

To feize the galloping, the flying Duke.

Such eating and fuch guzzling ev’ry day!
Nothing to pay!
All the Duke’s friends, great quality and fmall,
Our great King Georce, and Jovely Queen,
‘Were entertain’d {cot-free, I ween—
A generous nation doom’d to pay it all.
And

¢ This is a literal fadt.
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And yet when Parr1amExT beholds the bill,
I think that Parliament, with much il will,
May growl, and fwear it was an idle thing,
This game of foldiers, fuch a cbildifb play:
But let me anfwer PaArRLiaMENT, and fay,
It was not ebildifb, For 1T PLEAS'D THE KIiNg,

Tt made Tom Paing, the bull-dog, hold his tongue;
Arm’d with fuch lion-paws, and teeth fo long!

Say, that the fun-like Duke fhone forth fo bright,
That Puncu ne’er triumph’d in a fiercer fight.
Say, how he fir'd the Hounflow mills of powder;
Say, how the fympathifing grain, with found,
Frighten'd the tiles from all the roofs around,
Defying the 46/d THUNDER to roar louder!

Say, that immortal C&sar® trod the place
Now fiercely gallop’d over by His Grack.

Say, that the Gops beheld him from on high ;
That, to the Lord of battles,t with a figh,
Thus fpoke the MonarcH of the clouds— Son
Mars,
« Had

* Jurivs Ca&sar was moft certainly at Bacsnor,
1+ Magrse
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¢« Had Trov poffefs’d 4 hero like the Duke;
¢ With fuch a foul, and fuch a fighting look,
¢ Qur City had been fafe amidft her wars.

¢« Go quickly, pull thy hat off to the DuxE,
¢« And beg a leflon from the Hero’s book.”
Lord! as the Duke, where powder only flam’d,
Was fo infpir'd, fo val’rous, and fo hot;
How had this Duke the fons of battle fham’d,
*Mid fcenes of thunder, where they charg’d with fboz !

Say too (and verily it was no joke)

Although fo lofty on their cloud-capp’d tow'rs,
Such were the volumes of afcending fmoke,

Smutty as black{miths look’d the heav’nly Pow’rs;
And that the Man of fraw* (a thought how bright!)
Flew up, and put their Gonsuips in a fright!

Tell him, which probably may caufe a fmile,
That, at the diftance of a mile,
His

# It is rcported, that a coloffal figure, fluffed with firaw, was
blown out of the hill, to give :beir Majeffies an adequate idea
of the afcent of ten thoufand iaen or fo, a frequent event at
grand fieges. It is moreover reported, that this ftuffed figure
obtaincd & large portion of royal approbation. Indeed Iam
firongly inclined to believe the ftory.—It was quite a new idea.
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His Grace, a fkull that powder wants, can note
(Which, when it happens, ‘let that fkull beware)
See too a club with oné diforder’d hair,

And matk one fpot of greafe upbn a coaf.

Thu; war was Gothic, flovenly unchaite,
Till Ricamon ufher’d in the morr of tafte}

Say too, that, for the honour of the nation,

We hope to fee a book on reputation,

Proving that public vice thould bring no fhame ;*®
That private only damns a noble name.

Thus the poor Nywmrs, too eafy to contend;
Who bluthing fins in fecret with a friend,
Shall be a viler huffey than the woman
Who hangs her lips like cherries out for fale,
And thews her bofom’s lilies, to regale
Each grazing beaft that offers—quite a Common,

¢ Why fhould I fay all this unto the King?”
Thou cryeft, O MacarTNey—Good may fpring:
Vou. I1L T Is

® The Readeris defired to afk Lord LAuvpERDALE concerns
ing this matter.
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Tt may unto thine embafly give weight,
By putting great Kizn Lono into a fright.

“ Whoknows,” Kizn Lonc maywinewith rueful facdj
¢ But all the rank and file are like His Gracz—

¢¢ Then fhall I fhake upon my fapphire throne?
« For troops like Ricumonp, that on valour feaft,
é¢ May, like wild meteors, pour into mine Eaft,

¢« And leave my palace neither ftick nor ftone;

¢ Like roaring lions rufh to eat me up—
¢ In Britain breakfaft, and in China fup.’”

TO THE SHIP.

O THOU, fo nicely painted, and fo trim,
Succefs attend our Court’s delightful whim;
And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board ;
With coaches juft like gingerbread, fo fine,

Amid the Afiatic world to fhine, ‘
And greet of Crina the Imperial Lord.

Methinks
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Methinks I view thee tow’ring at CanToOR :
I hear each wide-mouth’d falutation-gun;
I fee thy ftreamers wanton in the gale;
1 fee the fallow natives crowd the fhore,
I fee them tremble at thy royal roar;
I fee the very MaNDaRrINES turn pale.

Pagodas of Nang-yang, and Chou-chin-chou,
So lofty, to our trav’hno Britons bow ;
Bow, mountains iky-enwrapp‘d of Chin-chung-
chan; ,
Floods of Ming-ho, your thund’ring voices raife ;
Cuckoos of Ming-fou-you, exalt their praife,
With geefe of Sou-chen-che, and Tang-ting-tan.

O monkeys of Tou-fou, pray line the road,
Hang by your tails, and all the branches load;
Then grin applaufe upon the gaudy throng,
And drop them honours as they pafs along.

Frogs of Fou-fi, O croak from pools 6f greén;
Winnow, ye butterfiies, around the feene;
Sing O be joyful, ev’:y village pig;
Goats, fheep, and oxen, through your paftures prance;
Ye buffaloes and dromedaries, dance;
And elephants, pray join th’ unwieldy jig.
+  Ta 1 mark
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I mark, I mark, along the dufty road, .
The glitt’ring coaches with their happy load,
All proudly rolling to Pe-x1n’s fair town;
And lo, arriv'd, I fee the Emp’ror ftare,
Deep marv'ling at a fight fo very rare;
And now, ye Gods! I fee the Emp’ror frown.

And now T hear the lofty Emp'ror fay,
“ Good folks, what is it that ye want, I pray?”
And now I hear aloud MacarTney cry,
« Emp'roRr, my Courr, inform’d that you were richy
¢ Sublimely feeling a ftrong money-itch,
¢ Acrofs the eaftern ocean bade me fly;

« With tin, and blankets, O great King, to barter,
¢ And gimcracks rare for China-man and Tartar,
¢ But prefents, prefents are the things we mean:

¢ Some pretty diamonds to exr gracious QUEEN,

“ Big as one’s fift or fo, or fomewhat bigger,

* Would cut upon her petticoat a figure—

A petticoat of whom each poet fings,

% That beams on birth-days for the Beft of ngs

« Yes, prefents are the things we clneﬂy with—
« Thefe give not half the toil we fiad in trade.”—
On which th’ aftonith’d Emp’ror cries, ¢ Odsfith!
« Prefents !—prefent the rogues the baftinade.”
o - ' Stern
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" Stern RESOLUTION’s eye, that flath’d with fate,
At danger cow’ring, wears a wither’d look ;
Palfy’d his finewy arm, where vengeance fate,
Whofe grafp the rugged oak of ages fHook—
His blood, fo hot, grown fuddenly fo chill ;
Sunk from a torrent to the creeping rill.

In fhort, behold with dread MacarTNEY ftare;
Behold him feiz’d, his feat of honour bare;
The bamboo founds—alas! no voice of Famz:
Stripp’d, {choolboy-like, and now I fee his Train,
I fee their lily bottoms writhe with pain,
And, like his Lorpsuip’s, bluth with blood and
fhame.

Ah! what avails the coat of fcarlet dye,

And collar blue, around their pretty necks?
Ah! what the epaulettes, that roaft the eye,

And loyal buttons blazing with George Rex?
Heav’ns! if Kien Long refolves upon their ftripping,
Thefe are no talifmans to ward a whipping.

Now with a mock folemnity of face,
I fee the mighty Emp’roR gravely place
Fools-caps on all the poor degraded men—
T 3 And
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" And now 1 hear the folernn EmMp"ROR fay,
«g"Tis thus we Kings of China folly pay;
< Now, children, ye may all go home agen.”

O beauteous veflel, fhould this prove the cafe,
How in old England wilt thou fhow thy face?
1 fear thy vifage will be wond’rous long.
Know, it may happen—Minifters and Kings,
Like common folk, are fallible—poor things!
Too often fanguinc, and as often wrang.

Yet, if fuccefsful, thou wilt be ador’d—

Lo, like a Chethire cat our CourT will grin!
How glad to find as many gems on board,

As will not leave thee room to ftick a pin!



ODES TO KIEN LONG,
THE PRESENT EMPEROR OF CHINA.
WITH R
THE QUAKERS,
A T A L E
TO A FLY,
DROWNED IN A BOWL OF PUNCH.

ODE TO MACMANUS, TOWNSEND, AND JEALOUS,
THE THIEF-TAKERS.

TO CZELIA.~TO A PRETTY MILLINER.
TO THE FLEAS OF TENERIFFE.
TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON.—TO MY CANDLE,
&c. Ce. o,

Ava Ba;Ciroy Fovnow, &co ANacrEON,
¢ Yes, let us ftrike the lyye, and fing and rhyms ;
¢¢ By far the wifeft way of fpending time.™
So fuys ANAcrxoN, my dear KixN Lovg;
Let BryTain then, and Cnixa, hear onr Song.

T4






TO THE 2

EMPEROR OF CHINA.

DEAR KIEN LONG,

AT, length an opportunity prefents itfelf for con-
verfing’ with the fecond PoTENTATE upon earth,
Georor THE THIRD being moft undoubtedly the
Jirf?, although he never made verfes. Thy praifes of
Moukoven, thy beautiful little Ode to Tea, &c.
have afforded me infinite delight; and to gain my
plaudit, who am rather difficult to pleafe, will, I
affure thee, be a feather in thy imperial cap.

Principibus placuiffé viris, non ultima laus ¢ff.

Praife from a Barp of my poetic fpirit,

Proclaims indeed no fmall degree of merit.
*

Excufe this piece of egotifm—it is natural, and juf-
tified by the fublimeft authorities, = What fays
VircIL?

§¢ Tentanda wia eft qud me quoque poffim
¢ Tollere bumo, wiltorque virim wolitare per ora.”

What, likewife, LucreTius?

¢ Infignemque meo capiti petere inde coromam
¢ Unde prius nulli weldrunt tempora Mufe

5 . What,
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' What, alfo, Ovip?
L J'ngu spus sxepiy”® &c. .
What, moreover, Horace?
¢ Exegi mopumentum «re perennins,” &¢,

‘What, Ennivug?
* Nemo me lacrumeis decaret mec funera fletu,” &e,

'Wh,at, again, the great Father of Poetry, Homen,
in his delightful Hymn, that fome impydent Scholiafts
declare he never wrote ?

~c——is SVppv dmp 705G ACIAQN

"Exddde mukiitas; xai téw riprecls mirise s

TuPAcs alvig* Gixsi' de Xiw bi waswaroison®

T3 wacas peromode dpisevdaw *Aadal,
which, with a few preceding lines omitted in the
quotation, I thus a little paraphraftically and beauti-
fully tranflate ;

Should CuripsiTY at times enquire

Who ftrikes with fweeteft art the Muse’s lyre;
"This be thine anfwer—‘ A poor man, flark blind ;

An aged minftrel that at Cuios dwells,

Who fells and fings his works, and fings and fells,
And leaves all other poets far behind.**

So much for my profound lgarn‘mg in defence of
egotifim; for where is the man that does not rank

himfelf amongft his own admirers 2
‘ Now
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Now to the point.—As Lorp MacarTNey, with
his moft fplendid retinue, is .about to open a trade
with thee, in the various articles of tin, blankets,
woollen in general, &c. &c. in favour of the two
Kingdoms; why might not a literary commerce take
place between the GreaT Kien Long, and the no
lefs celebrated PerEr Prypar ? Thou art a man of
rhymes—and fo am I. Thou art a genius of uncom-
mon verfatility—fo am I. Thou art an enthufiaft
to the Mufes—fo am I. Thou art a lover of novelty—
fo am I. Thou art an idolater of Royalty—fo am I.
With fuch a congeniality of mind, in my God’sname
and #bine, let us furprife the world with an interchange
of our lucubrations, both for its improvement and
delight. And to fhew thee that Iam not a literary
fwindler, unable to repay thee for goods I may receive
from thy Imperial Majefty, I now tranfmit {pecimens
of my talents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and
Epigram,

I am, dear Kien Long,

Thy humble Servant and brother Poet,

P, PINDAR.
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O D E L

Perer complimenteth Kien Lonc on his poetical talent, and
condemneth the want of tafte in Weftern Kings.

Emp’RrOR, PrincE oF PoETs, noble Barp,
Thy brother PeTER fendeth thee a card,
To fay thou art an honour to the times—
Yes, PeTkER telleth thee, that for a King,
Indeed a moft extraordinary thing,
Thou really makeft very chatming rhymes.

Witnefs thy Moukpen,* which we all admire;
Witnefs thy pretty little Ode to Tka,

Compos’d when fipping by thy Tartar fire;
Witnefs thy many a madrigal and glee.

Believe me, venérable, good Kien Love,

Vaft is my pleafure that the Mufe’s fong
. Divinely

e A favourite Qity of the Emperor.
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Divinely foundeth through thy Farter groves s
Still greater, that the fir# of Eaftern Kings
Should praife in rhyme the Tartar vales and fprings;
And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves.

Yet how it hurts my claffic foul, to find

Some Weftern Kings to poetry unkind !
What though they want the fkill to make 2 riddle,

Charade, or rebus, or conundrum; ftill
‘ThofeKings might fhew towards them fome good will,

And nobly parronife Apollo’s fiddle.

But no—the note is, « How go theep a fcore ?
¢ What, what's the price of bullock ? how fells lamb ?
I want a boar, a boar, I want a boar;
¢ I want a bull, a bull, I want a ram.”
Whereas it fhould be this—¢ I want a Barp,
* To cover him with honour and reward.”

Kings deem, ah me! a grunting herd of fwine
Companions fweeter than the tuneful Nnz;
Preferring to Fame’s dome, 2 hog-ftye's mire;
The roar of oxen to Apollo’s lyre.

« Lord}!
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« Lord! is it poflible?” I hear thee groan—
Kien Lowo, ’tis true as thou art on thy throne s
For fouls like thine, ‘tis natural to doubt it—
MacarTNEY can inform thee all about it

ODE IL

More Compliments to the Emperor— A Differtation oa
Turongs, and Kings and Queens—A very proper attack
on the French Revolutionifts—The fate of poor Rasrcion,
prophefied—Alfo, of his Holinefs the Porz—More Lamenta~
tions on degraded Roy aLTY.

TH OU art a fecond Atlas, great Kien Long;
Supporting half th’ unwieldy globe, fo ftrong;
But, Lord! what pigmy fouls to empire rife;
Unconfcious of its glorious frame, they fleep—
Now juft like mice from pyramids that peep,
Thinking a hole’s a hole, where'er it lies.

ForTuNE has too much pow'r in this fame world—
Things are too often topfy-turvy hurl’d !
A bug condemn’d to fly that {carce can craw/;
‘ A maggos
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A maggot taken from his little nut,
(There by the great ALL-wisE moft wifely put)
To grovel midft the grandeur of St. Pavr!

Unluckily moft thrones are plac’d fo high,
That Kings can fcarce their loving fubjets fpy,
Hopping beneath them, like fo many crows;
Which fubjects have in France been taking
Great liberties in ladder-making,
To get up nearer to the royal nofe.

Thus wrens ere long their pigmy pow’rs will try ;
And, tufn'mg to the clouds their little eye,

Aim to arreft, by frequent daring flights,

Their elder brothers of the fkies, the Kires!

And yet I hate a FooL upon a throne—
We have been happy hitherto, thank God;
How boys would burft with laughter, ev'ry oney
Were monkey-fchoolmafters to hold the rod!

Yet much more mifchief follows royal fools;
As realms are on a larger fcale than fchools.—
Th’ AMEr1cANs provide againtt all this:

Which eerzain Gentlefolk take much amifs!
’ And
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And then aghifi, the wives of glorious Kings,
In generofity, and fuch-like things,
And temper mild, who well themfelves demean,
Are for the fubjest a rare happy matter ;
And let me fay indeed, who fcorm to flatter,
We Brirons are moft lucky in a'Queen.

Of humbling their fuperiors, folks feem fond,
And treating Monarchs as fo many logs;
Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, °
Some fith, fome frogs.

‘Thus do the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry,
Rending with vile difloyalty the fky:

¢« When will the lucky day be born that brings
¢ A bridle for the infolence of Kings?
¢ Too flowly moves, alas! the loitering hour!
¢« When will thofe TyRaNTS ceafe to fancy Man
¢ A fawning dog in Providence’s plan,
« Ordain’d to lick the blood-ftain’d rod of Pow’s 2*

Kings have their faults undoubtedly, and many—

The man who contradiéts me, is a zany.

Somie rob, fome kill, fome cheat, fome cringeand beg;

Curft with an av’rice, fome would fhave an egg.
Vor. III, U And
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'And yet; With 4ll their fins, I drop a tear
On what I'm diily forc’d to fee and hear,

Great is the change of late! fuch horrid fcenes,

Such little rev’rence both for Kings and Queens!
Thus ery the Frenchmen, feldom over-nice—

¢¢ We want no sCEPTER'D PLUNDERERS of States;

¢« Qut with them—folly to maintzin more cats

¢« Than capable of catching mice,

*¢ Death to their parafites—we'll have no more

¢ Leeches that fuck the heart’s blood of the poor.

« Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thofe Pagan
Tolfess

& Falfe gods!—away with ftars, and ftrings, and
crofies !”*

The French ate very wicked, I declare;

‘They raife upon one’s head, one’s very hair;
So much thofe fellows Majefty abufe—

Of Royalty the purple robe fo grand,

Which feizes the deep rev’rence of a land,
They to a malkin turn; to wipe their thoes.

¢ Out with State-pickpockets!” they ety aloud s
¢ Death to the rav’nous eagles,” cries the crowd,
‘ ¢« That
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¢¢ That happy hover o’er a ProrLe’s groari;

¢ Thieves, in the plunder of an entpire dreft;

¢ FLATT'RY’s vile carrion flies, oni Kings that feaft;
* Rank bugs that fhelter in the wood of thrones!

¢ The Dust™a in his cart that hourly flaves,
¢ Drawn by an afs, the partner of his toils,
¢¢ How far fuperior to thofé¢ titled knaves,
¢ In coaches glitt’ring with a kingdom’s fpoils!”

The old fic wolo, that, with thund’ring found,
Rous’d all the Provinces of France around,
(And if great things we may compare to fmall,
Jutt like the boatfwain’s whiftle, that makes fkip
The jovial fellows of a fhip)
This great sic voLo is not heard at allea

To bumbler plirafes chang’d by fome degrees;
« With your good leave, Meflieurs’—¢ Sirs, if you
pleafe.”

Yes, favage are the Frenen to Kings and Quality;

Void of good manners, common hofpitality—
Barb’rous, they dog-like with to pick their bones;
Us Make



884 ODES TO K1EN LONG,

Make juift as much of Dukes as of a duck,
(Nobility has therefore fhocking luck)

And dafh an infant Prince again the ftones.
Thus butchers calmly ftick a fucking pig,
And o’er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig.

ReLIcION too is in a deep decline;
Her vot'ries treated like a herd of fwine;
Rich relicks look’d upon as rotten lumber!
Who will be canoniz’d for fright’ning devils,
For bringing back loft limbs, and curing evils,
Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets beyord number,

Without a draught, a bolus, or a pill,
That of redoubted Doctors foil the fkill ?

RELicron, who in France, fome years ago,
Made in rich filks fo wonderful a thow,

So us’d with all the pride of curls to charm,
Is now, poor foul, oblig'd to beg her bread,
With fcarce a cap or ribbon to her head,

Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm,

Yes, poor dear maid, I fear fhe’ll foon expire;;
Her whips demolith’d, and extint her fire,

[ . .
Her
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Her pincers broken—fnapp’d in twain her cleaver,
That flogg’d, that burnt a finner to falvation,
Roafting away the foul’s adulteration,

And chopp’d and pinch’d him to a true Believer,

No longer are her priefts to be maintain’d—
Thus is that horrid beaft the Dev’l unchain’d,
That roaring Bull at once his triumph fhows :
For, if not paid, what priefts can prove their might,
Fight the good fight,
And, like ftaunch bull-dogs, nail him by the nofe?

Deatn and the Dev’L, the finutty rogue, and Six,
A pretty junto, are upon the grin;

Hoping to fi/l the dark infernal hole,

If all the priefts refufc to help a foul:

That moft important conteft then is o’er;

Pull Dey’n, pull Parsan, will be feen no more.

Yes, at her wounded pow’r ReLiGIoN faints;
Alas! no more o/d bones fhall make new Saints ;
No more fhall LEnT, lean lady, cry her filh;
No more fhall flices of the crofs be courted ;
Defpis’d the manger that our Lord fupported,
His facred pap-fpoon, and the Virgin’s dith,
U 3 No
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No abfolutions, like potatoes, fold;

No purgatory-fouls redeem’d by gold :

No more in cloth of gold, and red-heel'd thoes,
Bag-wig and fword, a mob the Saviour * views-w
Sold no certificates + of good behayiour,

To fhow the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour.

No more fhall Mir acLEs obtain applaufe,

Laugh at old T1mg, and break Dame NaTURE’s laws ;
No more dead herrings, fill'd with life and mation,
Leap from the frying-pan, and fwim the ocean,

Soon may this wicked Spirit fteal to Rome,
And poifon ev’ry facred dome;
Relicks be kick’d and mock’d by many a giberr—e
The Pontiff to the very workboufe brought,
Or, what could never have been thought,
Plump’d with his triple crown into the Tyber:
There

® Once a year this fize mummery is exhibited in France, and
in other Romifth countries.

+ In fome part of Ruffia, narrow flips of paper, in form of
a ribbon, confecrated by the Bifhop, are fold for about three-
pence a piece, and bound about the heads of dying people,
They are certificates of their good behaviour, The infcription
on each is as follows:—* To old Gad Almighty, to young God
o Almighty, and young God Almighty’s Mamma—this is te
« certify that the bearer hereof died a good Chriftian.”
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There may we view him found’ring wild about,
With not 2 Sarur he dubb’d to pull him out:

‘The fair chafte quills, from angel wings procur’d,
Be turn'd to ufes not to be endur’d ;

To villain pens, inftead of crow-quills cut,

To draw lewd figures, and deliver fiuz:

Melted the Church’s facred plate to mugs,
To candlefticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs;
To porringers the pipes® of facred tuncs,"
And filver Chrifts to canifters and fpoons.

-

Phials that held of faints the fuffering fighs,
Seen by the dimmeft of believing eyes,

Lo, to the meaneft offices thall fink—
Hold aquafortis, or reviling ink !

The ViraIn’s gowns and garters, ftockings, fhoes,
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews—
Her paint, curls, caps, haap, gauzes, muflin, lace,
Sold to trick harlots for a rogue’s embrace !

U4 Now

® Of the organs,
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Now todifloyal mongrels we return,
That batk at Kings, and for confufion burn,

How have our mighty Monarchs been brought down !
Trod in the duft, like fome old wig, the Crown!
The Wearers—fome confin’d in jails fo dread ;
Some fliot—fome poifon’d with as much fang-froid,
As though the Mos had merely been employ’d
To knock a thieving polecat on the head.

In dirth the PusLic fees no kind of merit !
Think of the prefent cqualizing {pirit !

Amidft the populace how rank it fprings!
Nay, from the palaces the VirTuEs fly,
While, boldly entering from their beaftly ftye,
" The vulgar Passions rufh to pig with Kings!

ODE
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O D E I

The Poer fweetly reproveth the Emperor for negleiting to
turn a penny in an honeft way, and demonftrateth the incon-
veniency of Generofity —proving that a mind on a 4road
fcale may be produétive of NARROW circumflances.

GREAT KING, thou never educateft fwine,
Nor takeft goflins under thy tuition ;

Nor boardeft by the week thy neighbour’s kine,
Like Puar AoH’s—that is, in a lean condition.

Nor doft thou cut down palaces to pens,
Nor fendeft unto market cucks and hens;
Nor to a butcher felieft pork and, beef:
Nor wool nor ¢gg merchant, O King, art thou;
Nor doft thou watch the girl who milks the cow,
For fear the girl might fip, and prove a thief;
Nor fetteft traps to fave thy fowls and eggs,
And catchr thy loyal fubjects by the legs.—

Nor doft thou go a fbopping, mighty King;
1 know that thou de/pj/eft fuch a thing;
Yes,
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Yes, to expofe fuch meannefs thou art loathy
‘Thou fcorn’ft to pride thyfelf on Zwying cheap, -
And for fome trifie 2 huge potlier keep,

~ An ounce of dlackguard,* or a yard of cloth.

Nor doit thou (which feme people may deem ftrange)
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change;

Nor doft thou (which would be a crying fin)

Cheat of his dues the Parfon of Pz-x1v,

Thy mind was form’d upon an ampler fcales
Each thought 1s generofity—a whale:

Not a poor fprat to dunghills to be hurl’d—=
Thy foul 2 dome illum’d by GRANDRUR’S rays,
That o’er thy mighty empire cafts a blaze;

A beacon to inform a world.

But, 2h! Kien Longc, thou never wilt be rich,
If generofity thy heart bewitch.
What fays Economy ? ¢ Let, fubje&ts groan—
¢ I et Miszry’s howl be mulfic ta thine ear—
® Yes, let the widow’s and the orphan’s tear
* Fall printlefs on thy heart as on a ftone.”
The

® A coarfe fuuff, emphatically fo called
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*T'he fouls of many Kings are vulgar entries, |
With not a rufhlight *midft the difmal winding;
A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paft findingew
Hyrocrisy and MeanyEess the two fentries,

AmBrTION, that on riches cafts its eyes,
Mounts on the tempeft of a PeopLE’s fighs !

O Emp’ror, GENEROSITY's 2 fool—

She wants advice from /faving Wispom’s fchool,

Look at a fmiling field of grafs:

Nothing can eat it out, nor horfe nor afs,
Provided that you put, to fpare the feaft,

A padlock on the mouth of ev’ry beaft.
Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and then,
Thou wilt be wealthy among fcepter’d men.

Invite not a whole MiLL1ON* to thine hunt:
Thy purfe with fuch a heavy weight would grunt.
In England, when a King a deer unharbours,
The fport a half a dozen butchers fhare;
Of fmutty chimney-fweeps perchaunce a pair;
With probably 2 brace or two of barbers.
What

® This is the number of the Emperor’s attendants, in general,
at a hunt,
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"What though ’tis not guite royal—till we boaft
Of gaining glofious fun with little coft.

The pocket is a very ferious matter :

Small beer allayeth thirft—nay, fimple water.

The fplendor of a chace, or feaft, or ball,
Though ftrong, are paffing, momentary rays-
The luftre of a little hour—that’s all ;
While guineas with eternal {plendor blaze,

O D E 1V.

Peter breaketh out into a fframge rhapfody, fo unlike Perer,
who chriftereth himfelf the Poer of the ProrLe—He
advifeth the EmMrrror to altions never praitifed by Kings!—
Isit, or is it ne, one continued vein of happy irony ?

G’IVE nothing from thy privy purfe away,
I fay—

Nay, fhould thy coffers and thy bags run o'er,

Neglet or penfion MERIT on the Poor,

Give
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Give not to Hofpitals—thy' Name's enoughs
To death-face Faming, not a pinch of fhuff:
On WeaLTs thy quarry, keep a falcon-view,
And from thy wvery children fteal their due.

Shouldft thou, in hunts, be tumbled from thy horfe,
Unlucky, ’midft fome river’s rapid courfe;

Though tharp between ¢byfelf and Deatb the ftrife,
Give not the Page a _fous that faves thy life.

Should Love allure thee to fome Fair-oNE’s arms,
‘Who yields thee all the luxury of charms,

And deluges thy panting heart with bliffes;
Take not a fixpence from thy groaning cheft,
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breaft

That fwell’d with all its ardour to thy kiffes,

Buy not a garland for her flowing hair;
Buy not of mittens, or of gloves, a pair,

To fhield her hands from froft, or SUMMER’s ray ;
But not a bonnet to defend her face,
Nor ’kerchief to prote¢t each fnowy grace,

And deck her on fome rural holiday :
But fuffer her in homcly geer to pine,
In ﬁ}nplc elegance where others fbine,

Thou
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" Thou probably mayft anfwer; with a groan;
“ What! give a vile contagiofi to thé throne !
¢ Perdition catch the wealth,. in heaps that lLies;
¢ Whilft trodden Mes1r lifts her afking eyes. !

«. That calf, fhall gatith OsTENTATION grin,
« Deck'd by the fweat of La#our’s fun-burnt fkin,
¢¢ Poor cart-horfe, envy’d €’en his very oats ?
« Heav'ns! fhall this Mummer OsTeNTATION cry,
¢ Roaft in the {fun, thou Mos, in athes lie;
« Mine be the guineas, Suave, and thine the groats,

¢« Mine be the luxury of wine and oil;

* Thine, 'that I condefcend to drink thy toil.”

Ah! fay'tt thou thus ?>—dares honour this high pitch #
Then, noble EMP’'RoR, thou wilt ne’er be rich,

Gold fhould not gather in a fibjefF’s cheft—
The crew grows mutinous—it cannot reft;
It walketh of equality, indeed!
No, let the Monarch’s bags and coffers hold
‘The flatt’ring, mighty, nay, a/l-mighty gold;
©On this fhall brawny Pow’r his finews feed ;

Jove's
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Jove’s eagle near the throne, with eye of fire,
The vengeance-beater of the royal ire!
Enrich the realm, SuBorRDINATION dies—
Wealth gives & wing that dafbes at the fFies,

Blufh not, though tip to neck, to nofe, in goid,
To let thy fav’rite Mandarine be told,
¢ The Emp’ror pants for money—hunt about :”
And fhould thy Minifter, with impious breath,
Say, ¢ Sire, we’ve fqueez’d the people nigh ta
death”’~
Off with the villain’s head, or kick him out.

*Tis pleafant to look down upon the bovel,
And count the royal treafure with a fbovel !
Pleafant to mark the whites of withing eyes,
And hear of PoverTy the fruitlefs fighs !
Grand, on their knees to fee the million cow’r!
Pale, ftarv’d fubmiffion is the feaff of Pow'r.

Pr'ythee, to Europe come, Kisxy Lona, with fpeeds
We'll give thee much inftruction on this head ;

Nay, fome examples alfo fhall be brought,

Which beats a ¢old dry precept all to nought.

s PrecerT'Ss
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Precert’s a pigmy, hedtick, weak, and flight;
EXAMPLE is 2 giant in his might.

Then, prythee, to our Europk hafte to ftare;
Lo, Eurork fhall produce thee fuch a Pair!
A Parr! to whom lean Av’rick is a {ool,

And means to take a leflon from zheir fchool.

ODE V.

Perer givethan accountof the expedition of LordMacar ey,
and, contrary to the tenor of the preceding Ode, abfolutely
recommendeth GENEROSITY to the EMPEROR.

KIEN LLONG, our GrREAT GREAT ProrLE, and
SQuIrE Pri,
Fam’d through the univerfe for faving wit,
Have heard uncommon tales about thy wealth ;
And now a veflel have they fitted out,
Making for good Kien Lo~ a monftrous rout,
To trade, and beg, and afk about his health,

This, to my fimple and unconnying mind,
Seems economical, and very kind!
And
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And now, great Emperor of China, fay,
What handfome things haft thou to give away ?

.Accept a proverb out of Wispom’s fchools—
¢ Barbers firft learn to fhave, by fhaving fools.’
PitT fhav'd our faces firft, and made us grin—
Next the poor Frencb—and now the hopeful Lap,
Ambitious of the honour, feemeth mad
To try this razor’s edge upon #hy chin,

‘THEE as a generous Prince we all regard ;
For ev'ry prefent, lo, returning double :

*Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward
The fbip and Lorp MacarTNzy for their trouble.

And now to Georce and CHARLOTTE what the pre<
fents?

No humming-birds, we beg—no owls, no pheafants;

Such gifts will put the palace in a fweat—

For God’s fake fend us nothing that can ea.

¢ What gifts, I wonder, will thy Kinc and Queex
“ Send to Kien Lone? thou cry'ft.—Not much,
I ween;
Vou, 111, X They
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" They can’t afford it; they are very poor-~
And though they fhine in fo fublime a ftation,
‘They are the pooreff people in the nation,

So wide of Charity their neat *trap-door!! !

Our King may fend a dozen cocks and hens;
Perhaps a pig or two, of his own breeding ;

Perhaps a pair of turkeys from his pens;
Perhaps a duck, of his own feeding—

Or poffitly a half a dozen geefe,
Worth probably a half a crown a-piece ;
And that he probably may deem enough.—e
Her gracious MajesTy man condefcend
Her precious compliments to fend,
Tack’d to 2 pound or two of fnuff:

‘The hiftory of Strelitz too, perhaps;
A place that cuts a figure in the maps.

Moft mighty Emr’RroR, be not thou afraid
That we fhall generofity upbraid :
Send

# Reader, this expreflion is uncommonly beautiful. The mof#
Jeeret charities are generally the largeft, and molt acceptable to
GOD.'
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Send heaps of things=~poh! never heed the mea-
If Palaces won’t hold the precious things,  [fure—
Behold, the beft of Queens and eke of Kings

Will build them batns to hold the treafure.

1 know thy delicacy’s fuch,

Thou fancyeft thou canft fend 200 much?

But as I know the Great-ones of our ifle,

The very thought indeed would make them fmile.

Lord! couldft thou fend the Chinefe Empire o’er,
So hungry, we thould gape for more:

Yes, couldft thou pack the Chinefe Empire up,

We’d make no more on’t than 2 China cup;

Ev’n then My Lapy ScHweLLENBERG would bawl,

t« Gote dem de fbabby fella—wvat, dis all 2"

Whales very rarely make a hearty meal—

Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel;

Moreover, fond of good things gratis;

‘Whofe ftomach’s motto fhould be, nunquam fatss.

Then load away with rarities the thip,

And let us cry, ¢ She mude a bandfome trip”—=s

But mind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, mackaws ;
The dev’] take prefents that can wag their jaws.

. Xa-- GDR
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O D E.

SIMPLICITY, I dote upon thy tongue;
And #bee, O white-rob’d TruTH, I've rev’renc’d long ;
I'm fond too of that flathy varlet Wi,
Who fkims earth, fea, heav’n, hell, exiftence o’er,
To put the merry table in a roar,
And fhake the fides with laugh-convulfing fit.

O yes! in fweet SimpLICITY I glory—
To ber we owe a charming little ftory,

WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN,
AND

THE BAILIFE

A TALE,
AS well as 1 can recolleé,
It is a ftory of fam’d WiLL1aM PENN,

By bailiffs oft befet, without effect,
Like numbers of our Lords and Gentlemen—

WitLian
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WiLLiam had got a private hole to {py .
The folks who came with writs, or ¢ How d’yedo "
Poflefling, too, a penetrating eye,
Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew.

A bailiff in difguife one day,
Though not difguis’d to our friend WiLz,
Came, to WiLL's fhoulder compliments to pay,
Conceal'd, the catchpole thought, with wond’rous
fkill.

Boldly he knock’d at WiLL1am’s door,
Dreft like a gentleman from top to toe,

Expe&ting quick admittance, to be fure—
But no!

WiLL’s fervant NaTHAN, with a ftrait-hair’d head,
Unto the window gravely ftalk’d, not raz—

¢ Mafter at home?” the Bailiff fweetly faid—
¢ Thou canft not fpeak to him,” reply’d the Man.

¢ What,” quoth the Bailiff, ¢ won't he fee me then?”
« Nay, fnuffled NaTnAN, “letit not thus ftrike thee;
« Know, verily, that WirLiam Penn
“ Hath feen thee, but he doth not /ike thee.”
X3 TO
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TO A FLY,
TAKEN QUT OF A BOWL OF PUNCH;

' .AH! poor intoxicated little knave,
Now fenfelefs, floating on the fragrant wave;
Why not content the cakes alone to munch?
Dearly thou pay'ft for buzzing round the howl;
Loft to the worid, thou bufy fweet-lipp’d foul—
Thus Death, as well as Pleafure, dwells with Punch,

Now let me take thee out, and moralife.—
Thus ’tis with mortals, as it is with flies,

For ever hanl.ering after PLEASuRE’s cup:
Though Fate wich all his legions, be at hand,
The beafts, the draught of Circe can’t withftand,

But in goes every nofe—they muff, will fup.

Mad are the Passions, as a colt untam’d!
When Prupence mounts their backs, to ride them
mild,
They fling, they fnort, they foam, they rife inflam’d,
Infifting on their own fole will fo wild.

Gadfbud
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Gadfbud! my buzzing ftiend, thou art not dead;
The Fates, fo kind, have not yet fnipp’d thy thread ;
By heav'ns, thou mov'ft a leg, and now its byother,
And kicking, lo, again thou mov’ft another !

And now thy little drunken eyes unclofe ;
And now thou feeleft for thy little nofe,

And, finding it, thou rubbeft thy two hands;
Much as to fay, “ I'm glad I'm here again.”
And well mayft thou rejoice—"tis very plain,

That near wert thou to DeaTs’s unfocial lands,

And now thou rolleft on thy back about,
Happy to find thyfelf alive, no deubt—
Now turneft—on the table making rings;
Now crawling, forming a wet track,
Now fhaking the rich liquor from thy back,
Now flutt’ring nectar from thy filken wings;

Now ftanding on thy head, thy ftrength to find,
And poking out thy fiall, long legs behind ;
And now thy pinions doft thou brikly ply ;
]?rcp,aring now to leave me—farewell, Fly!

X3 Go
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'Go, Join thy brothers on yon funny board,

And rapture to thy family afford—
‘There wilt thou meet a miftrefs, or a wife,

That faw thee, drunk, drop fenfelefs in the ftream;

Who gave, perhaps, the wide-refounding fcream,
And now fits groaning for thy precious life.

Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends,

And wifely tell them thy imprudence ends,

Let buns and fugar for the future charm;

Thefe will delight, and feed, and work no harm=—=
Whilft Punch, the grinning merry imp of fin,

Invites th’ unwary wand’rer to a kifs,

Smiles in his face, as though he meant him blifs,
Then, like an alligator, drags him in.

ELEGY
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E L E G Y
TO THE

FLEAS OF TENERIFFE.

Written in the Year 1768, at Santa Cruz, in company with
a Son of the late AbmiraL Boscawen, at the Houfe of
Mr. MackerrICK, 2 Merchant of that place.,

YE hopping natives of a hard, hard bed,

‘Whofe bones, percbaunce, may ache as well as ours,
O let us reft in peace the weary head,

This night—the firft we ventur’d to your bow’rs.

Thick as a flock of ftarlings on our {kins,
Ye turn at once to brown, the lily’s white;
Ye ftab us alfo, like fo many pins—
SLEEP {wears he can’t come near us whilft ye bite.

In vain we preach—in vain the candle’s ray
Broad flathes on the imps, for blood that itch—
In vain we brufh the bufy hofts away ;
Fearlefs, on other parts their thoufands pitch.
And
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And now I hear a hungry varlet cry,

« Eat hcarfy, fleas—they’re fome outlandifh men—
¢ Fat ftuff—no Spaniards, all {0 lean and dry—

#¢ Such charming ven’fon ne'er may come agen.”

How fhall we mect the morn? With fhameful eyes! ’
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces,
Juft like two turkey-eggs, we fpeckled rife,
Scorn’d by the LovEs, and mock’d byall the Graczs.

What will the ftately Nymph, Joanwa,* fay?
How will the beauteous CATHERINA® ftare!
¢« Away, ye nafty Britons—foh! away,”
In founds of horror will exclaim the Fair.

What though we tell them "twas MackBrRICK st bed ?
What though we fwear "twere all MACKERRICK’S

Difgufted will the Virgins turn the head ; (feas?
No more we kifs their fingers on our knees.

No more our groaning verfes greet their hand ;
No more they liften to our panting profe;
No more beneath their window fhall we ftand,
And ferenade their beauties to repofe.
. The
# Young Spanifh Ladies of the firft fathion,
¥ He is a principal man in the ifand, and much rcfpe&ed
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The Converfationi* meet their end; -
The love-infpir'd Fandangp warms no more;
The laugh, the nod, the whifper, will offend ;
The leer, the fquint, the fqueezes, all be o’er,

But, O ye ruthlefs hofts, an Arab train,
Ye daring light-troops of that roving race,
Know ye the ftrangers whom with blood ye ftain?
Know ye the voyagers ye thus difgrace ?

One is 2 DocTor, of redoubted fkill,
A Briton born, that dauntlefs deals in death;
Who to the Weftern Inp proceeds to kill,
And, probably, of thoufands ftop the breath:

A Barp, whofe wing of thought, and verfe of fire,
Shall bid with wonder all Parnassus ftart;

A Barp, whofe converfe MonarcHs fhall admire,
And, happy, learn his lofty Odes by heart.}

The other, lo, a Pupil rare of Mags,
A youth who kindles with a FaATaER’s flame;
Boscawen call’d, who fought a kingdom's wars,
And gave to Ir;m_:artality a name.

Lo,

* At his Exce]lcncyis the Governor.

t Part of this prophecy has been amply verified.
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Lo, fuch are we, freebooters, whom ye bite!
Such is our Britith Quality, O Fleas ==

‘Then fpare our tender fkins this one, one mght-—
To-morrow eat MACKERRICK, if ye pleafe.

T e prefent umnatural and futal enmity towards thofe beft creatures in
the world, Kincs and QUEENS, patting oyr moff avcusT
CovrLE more on their guard againft evil machinations, by fileSing
My. Townsesp, Mr. MacManvus, avd Mr. JEaLous, the
moff accomplifbed Thief-1akers upon earth, to watch over them as a
Garde de corps ;5 fuch an important circumflance, fo illuminative of
the biftorical page, could not cfcape the eagle eye of the Ly r1ic Barn,
awbo, in confequence, has addreffed an Ode of pra; ,/E and admonition
20 the three aforefuid Gentlemen,

O D E

TO
MESSRS. TOWNSEND, MACMANUS, AND JEALOUS,

THE THIEF-TAKLRS, AND ATTENDANTS ON MAJESTY.

YE friends to Justice GieeeT, JusTice JaiL,
And Justice CarT’s flow-moving tail,
Accept the Barp’s fincere congratulation—
Ye glorious imps, of thief-fuppreffing {pirit,
" Ele&ed, for your moft heroic merit,

The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation.
When
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When BLoob, that enterprifing chap,
Attempted only on the ¢crown a rape,

Pale Horror rais’d her hands, and roll’d her eyest
But thould fome kzave, with fingers moft unclean,
Attempt to fteal away our Kinc and Quesn,

How would the Empire in diforder rife!

Juft like the nations of the honey’d hive,
Who, if they lofe their Sov’REIGN, never tbrive,

At midnight, lo, fome knave might fteal fo fly,
In filence, on the royal fleepy eye,
And, giving to his facrilege a loofe,
Bear off' the mighty Monarch on his back,
Jutt as fly Reynard, in his night attack,
Bears from the farmer’s yard a gentle goofe.

Ye glorious thief-takers, O watch the Pair;
We cannot fuch a precious couple fpare~ .
O, cat-like, guard the door againft Tom PaINe:
Tom Paine’s an artful and rebellious dog,
Swears that a facred throne is but a log,
And MonarcHs too expenfive to maintain,

I know
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1 know their Majeftics are in a fright;
I know they very badly fleep at night:

ToMm Paine’s indeed a moft terrific word §
A name of fear, that founds in ev’ry wind;
A goblin damn’d, that haunts the royal mind;

Of Damoctzs, the hair-fufpended fword.

Why fhould our glorious Sov'reigns be unbleft ?
Why by a paltry fubject be diftreft ?
Is there no poifon for Tom Paing?—alas!
Is there no halter for this knave of knaves ?
Audacious fellow ! lo, the Crown he braves,
And calls the Kingdom a poor burden’d 4fs,

For this poor burden’d /s, he fwears he feels,
And bids him lift, 2 regicide, his heels.

‘What a bright thought in Georce and CHARLOTTE,
Who, to efcape each wicked varlet,

And difappoint Tom Paine’s difloyal crew,
Fix'd on thebrave Macmanus, TowNsexD, JeaLous,
Delightfa} company, delicious fellows,

To point out, ev'ry minute, wbo is whe!

To
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"I'o huftle from before their noble Graces,
Rafcals with ill-looking defigning faces,

Where treafon, murder, and fedition, dwell;
To give the life of ev’ry Newgate wretch; -
To fay who next the fatal cord fhall ftretch—

The fweet hiftorians of the penfive cell.

O with what joy felonious afts ye view!

How pleas’d, a thief or highwayman to hunt!
Bleft as CornwaLLis, T1rproo to purfue;

Bleft as old Purs’ram Brow, and Hurry Punt!

How itch your fingers to entrap a thief?!
How nimbly you purfue him !—with what foul
Track him from haunt to haunt, to mercy deaf,
And drag at laft the felon from his hole!

Thus when a2 CHAMBERMAID a FLEA efpies,

How beats her heart! what lightnings fill her eyes!
To feize him, lo, her twinkling fingers fpread,
And ftop his travels through the realm of bed.

He hops—the eager damfel marks the jump;
Now fudden falls in thunder on his rump—=

5 She
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She miffes—off hops BLoopsuckER agains

The nymph with wild alacrity purfues;

Now lofes fight of him, and now gets views,
Whilft all her trembling nerves with ardour ftrain.

Now fairly tir’d, with melancholy face,

Poor fighing Susan quits th’ important chace tem
Once more refolv’d, fhe brightens up her wits,
And, furious, to her lovely fingers {pits—
Thrice happy thought! yet, not to fatter,

*Tis not the cleanlieft trick in nature,

Now in the blanket deep fhe fees him hide,
Who, winking, fancieth Susan cannot fee;
Now Susan drags him forth, with victor pride,

The culprit crutheth; and thus falls the FLea!

What pity ’tis for this important nation,
The Princes all have had their education!

What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away !
How had he moralis’d their youngling hearts,
How had ye giv’n an infight of the Arts,

So neceffary, Sirs, for fov’reign fway!

4 CunNInG’s
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CunniNG’s a pretty monitor for Kings;
She teacheth moft extraordinary things;

She keepeth fubjets in their proper fphere;
She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand,
To dance, to kneel, to proftrate at command—

A Kingdom is a Monarch’s dancing bear.

By means of this fame humble capering beaft,
What royal fhowmen fill their fobs, and feaft!

O tell the world’s great Mafters, not to fpare—s
A fubje’s murmur is beneath their care:
When well accuftom’d to the bufy thong,
Flogging’s a matter of mere fport—a fong.

All know the tale of BerTy and the Eel—
+ ¢ You cruel b—h (a man was heard to fay)
¢« To ferve poor creatures in tht horrid way !”
« Lord, Sir!” quoth BETTY, turning on her heel,
¢¢ The eels are #s’d to it!”—fo faying,
And humming ¢z ira, continued flaying.

O how I envy you each happy name!
Time fhall not eat the mountain of your fame ;
For thus myfelf your Epitaph fhall write,
And dare the vile old ftone-eater to bite.
Vou.Ills Y THR
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THE EPITAPH.

¢ Here lie three crimps of death, knock’d down by
FaTE; ’
«Of JusTICE the ftaunch blood-hounds too, fo keen;

# Who choak’d the little plund’sers of the State,
« And, glorious, fav’d 2 mighty King and Queen.”

Behold, the Guards, fo difappointed, mourn!
‘With jealoufy their glorious bofoms burn,

To find by yo#, dread Sirs, ufurp’d their places:
¢« What! not the regiments of Death be trufted!
«¢ By Thief-takers, O Jefu! to be oufted!

« Thief-catchers Gardes de corps unto their Graces!”
Thus, thus exclaim the angry men in red,
‘Who, with their fwords and guns, may go to bed.

Gods! hovs I envy our great folk their joys!

Your tales of houfe-breakers, thofe nightly curfes;
©Of heroes of the heath, St. Giles’s boys ;

Hift’ries of pocket-handkerchiefs and purfes;

Oh, for minds-royal, what delightful food !
$tories furpafling thofe of Roein Hoop.
g Sweet
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Sweet are of flight-hand BARRINGTON the tales;
Of changeful Major SEmpLE, charming too!

Delicious ftory through each Hurk prevails,
Full of inftrution, pleafant, fage, and new.

Hence the pure ftreams of thieving fcience flow,
Which through your mouths te gaping Monarchs go;
And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet

With curious inftruments, for robbing mete.

Wbo would not with to fee the gliding crook,
With whom the purfes oft in filence feray ?
*Who would not on the tools with rapture look,
That from poft-chaifes fnap the trunks away ?
R
#ho would not ope falfa dice, ingenious bones?
A curious fpeculation, worthy thrones.

Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again;
The GreaT of Winpsor fhall fuch mirth difdain.
In days of yore, dull days, infipid things, ‘
Kings trufted only to a PropLE’s Jove;
But modern times in politics improve,
And Bow-fireet Runners are the fhiclds of Kings.

Y2 ODE
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ODE TO CALTIA.

ENVY muft own that thou art paffing fair;

Love in thy fmiles, and Juno in thy air :
Yet, CxL1a, if with Gods I may be free,

I think that Jove commits a fort of fin,

By ftripping all the Graces to the fkin,
Merely to make a nonpareille of thee.

CzL1a, thou knoweft too that thou art pleafing ;
Moft fpider-like, the hearts of mortals feizing ;
And what too maketh me confounded four,
Thou knoweft what I with to hide,
Which rather morsiﬁes my pride,
That I'm 2 fimple fly, and in thy pow’r.

When NaTurs fent thee blooming from above,

She meant thee to fupport the caufe of Love—
To keep alive a beautiful creation:

Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muft be told,

Are really like the fordid Miszr’s gold,
Worthlefs, for want of circulation.

Behold !
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Behold! a guinea, by a proper ufe,
Another pretty guinea will produce;

And thus, O peerlefs girl, thy beauty
May bring thee cent. per cent, within the year;
That is, another beauty may appear,

If properly it minds its duty.

Of wonder, lo, thou putteft on the ftare—
It feems a dark and intricate affair;

Thou wanteft a good, able, found advifer:
Well, then, my dear, at once agree,
As chamber-counfel to take me;

I know none better qualified, nor wifer,

Y3 . AN
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AN ODE

TO
A PRETTY MILLINER.

O NYMPH, with bandbox tripping on fo fweet,

For Love’s fake, ftay thofe pretty tripping feet,
Join'd to an ancle, form’d all hearts to fteal—

That ancle to the neateft leg united,

Perbaps—with which I thould be much delighted,
For men by /ittle matters guefs a deal.

Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom divine—

But, deareft Damfel, what can make them mine?
Heav’n refts upon thofe heaving hills of fnow;

The fafcinating dimple in thy chin;

In fhort, thy charms withcut, and charms within,
Speak, are they purchafabie? aye, or no?

Thou feeft my foul wild ftaring from my eyes;
Let me not burft in ignorance, fair Maid—
Why fheweft thou, O peerlefs Nymph, furprife?

1 am no wolf to eat thee—why. afraid ?

O could
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O could I gain by gold thofe heav’nly charms !
Could gold once give thee to my eager arms,
Lo, into guineas would I coin my heart;
Thofe would I pour pell-mell into thy lap,
With thee to wake to love, and then to nap,
Then wake again—again to fleep depart,

All happy circled in thy arms of blifs;

To fnatch, with riot wild, #by burning kifs;
A kifs!—a thoufand kiffes let me add—

Ten thoufand from thy unexhaufted mint,

And then ten thoufand of my owr imprint—

Speak, tempting Syren, to a {wain ftark mad.

319

Heav'ns! o’er thy cheek how deep the crimfon glows,

And fpreads upon thy breaft of pureft fnows !
Why mute, my Angel? thou difdain’ft reply!
*Sdeath! what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I !

O Nymph, fo fweet, forgive my wild defires ;

That knave, thy bandbox, wak’d my lawlefs fires,

Bade me fufpe¢t what CHAsTITY reveres :—

What will wipe out th’ affront, O Virgin, fpeak,

That fluth’d the rofe of virtue on thy cheek,

Chill’'d thy young heart, and dafh’d thine eye with

tears ¢
Y 4

Go,
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.Go, guard that honour which I deem’d dephrted-—
O yield thy beauties to fome fwain kind-hearted,
‘Whofe foul congenial fhall with thine unite,

And Love allow no refpite from delight.

A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT

ON THE ABOVE.

DEAR Innocence, wherc’er thou deign’ft to dwell,
The Preasures fport around thy fimple cell;

The fong of NaTure melts from,grove to grove ;
Perpetual funthine fits upon thy vale ;
ConTeNT and ruddy HearTs thy hamlet hail,

And Ecro waits upon the voice of Lovk.

But where—but where is fcowling GuiLt’s ahode ?
The fpeftred heath, and DaNGER’s cavern’d road ;
The fhuffling monfter treads with panting breath—
The cloud-wrapp’d ftorm infulting roars around, -
Fear pales him at the thunder’s awful found,
He ftares with horror on the flath of death.
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'He calls on Darkn~ess with affright,
And bids her pour her deepeft night;
Her clouds impenetrable bring,

And hide him with her raven wing!

Are thefe the pictures? Then I need not mufe,
Nor gape, nor ponder which to choofe:

O INNOCENCE, this inftant I'm thy flave—
‘What but the greateft foo/ would be a knave 2

S
A
L YRIC EPISTTULE
TO

SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON.

SIR WILLIAM! what, a new eftate!

1 give thee joy of * GaBIA’s fate—

More broken pans, more gods, more mugs;

More fnivel bottles, jordans, and old jugs;

More faucepans, lamps, and candlefticks, and kettles ;

In fhort, all forts of culinary metals!
Leave

* A newly-difcovered town, fifter in misfortune to Hercula-
neum, Pompeia, and Pxftum.
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Leave not a duﬁ-l;olc unexplor'd ;
Something fhall rife to be ador'd :

Search the old bedfteads and the rugs;
Such things are facred—if, by chance,
Amidft the wood, thine eye, fhould glance

On a nice pair of antique bugs;

Oh, in fome box the curious vermin place,
And let us Britons breed the Roman race!

OlId nails, old knockers, and old fhoes,

‘Would much Daines BARRINGTON amufe;

Old mats, old dith-clouts, dripping-pans, and {pits,
‘Would prove delectable to other wits;

Gods legs, and legs of old joint ftools,

‘Would ravith all our antiquarian fchools.

Some rev’rend moth, with ne’er a wing,
Would charm the * Knight of Soho-Square:
A headlefs flea would be a pretty thing,
To make the Knight of Wonders ftare.

A curl

® Sir Jofeph Banks.
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"A curl of fome old Emp’ror’s wfg,

Or Nero’s fiddle, ’mid the flames of Rome,
That gave fo exquifite a jig,

Believe me, would be well worth fending home.

Oh, if fome lumping rarity of gold,
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance bekold,

Sent it to our good K*** and gracious Q****:
No matter what th’ infcription—if there’s none,

*T'is all one!

Plgin gold will pleafe, as well as work’d, 1 ween—
Much will the prefent their great eyes regale,
Let it but cut a figure in the feale.

Oh! could an earthquake fhake down WarrIxng,
And catch th’ inhabitants 2nd goods all napping,
And then a thoufand years the ruin fhade,

What fortunes would be quickly made!
What rare Mufzums from the rubbifh rife,
Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes!

How portraitsof Mort FLanpers, HANNAH SNELL,
And Mifs D’Eon, thofe heroines, would fell !

Cannixc and Squires!
ITow
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How would the dileltanti of the nation
Devour the priats with eyes of admiration!
And to their merits, Poets ftrike their lyres!

Sign-pofts, with Old Blue Boars, and Heads of Nags,
Would from the proud poffeffor draw fuch brags!
Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third—
The Cat and Gridiron, our moft gracious Queen,
Witi: rapt’rous adoration would be fven ;

They would, upon my word.
Such would tranfport the people of hereafter,
Though {ubjeds now of merriment and laughter.

POSTSCRIPT (JfubRofi)

HIST !—what fre’h ovens of Etrurian ware;
What pretty jordans has ray friend to fpare !
What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight?
What Britons, knowing in the Firti trade,
Soon as a grand difcov’ry fhall be made,
Are near thee, gudgeon-like, prepar’d to bite?

What
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‘What brazen god, baptis’d with chamber lye,*
For which the future connoiffeurs may figh,
Is going into ground, with front fublime?

Hereafter to be worfhipp’d foon as feen;
A refurreftion rare, array’d in green,

A downright fatire upon TimE;
Who feems, a poor old fumbling fool, to dote;
Taking two thoufand years to make a coat.

A whifper—lock’d is the Mufzeum door,t
From whence antiques were wont to firay ;

Whofe parents ne'er fat eyes upon them more,
So much the little creatures loft their way ?

Pity thou couldft not news of them obtain,

And fend the gods and godlings back again!

Sir WiLr1am, what's become of that fame Monk,§{
From whole o!d corner-cupboard, or old trunk,
Thine

* Sir Wiriiam keeps an old antiquarian to hunt for him,
who, when he flumbles on a tolerable ftatue, bathes him in
urine, buries him, and, when ripe for digging up, they proclaim
a great difcovery to be made, and out comes an antigue for
univerfal admiration.

+ Some valuable axtigucs, not long fince, made their efcape from
the Royal Mufeum, and travelled the Lord dnowws avlkere.

t Helived in the neighbourhood of Vefuvius, and furnithed
the Knight with all his volcanic obfervations, which pafs on the
world as bi; oxvn—Nawm quod emis, paffis dicere jure tuwm.



326 LYRIC XPISTLE.

Thine hift'ry iffued about burning mountains ?
For who would toil, and fweat, and hoe the hill, -
To find, perhaps, "of knowledge a poor riil,

‘Who eafily can buy the fountains?

O Knight of Naples, is it come to pafs,

That thou haft left the gods of ftore and brafs,
To wed a deity of flefb and dlood 7%

O lock the temple with thy ftrongeft key,

For fear thy deity, a comely She,*
Should one day ramble, in a frolic mood.

For fince the idols of a youthful King,

So very volatile indeed, take wing;

If bis, to wicked wand’rings can incline,

Lord! who would anfwer, poor old Knight, for zbine ?
Yet fbould thy Grecian Goddefs fly the fane,

I think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane. ¢

* It is really true—the Knight /s marricd to a beautiful wirgin,
whom he ftyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the moft defirable
models for young artifts.

+ The refort of the Cyprian corps, an avenue that opens inte
Cockfpur-ftreet.

EPIGRAM
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EPIGRAM

ON A STONE THROWN AT A V'ERT GREAT MAN,

SUT WHICH MISSED HIM.

TALK no more of the lucky efcape of the bead,
From a flint fo unluckily thrown— .

I think very diff’rent, with thoufands indeed,
*Twas a lucky efcape for the Stone,

TO CHLOE.

DEAR Cuiog, well I know the fwain,

‘Who gladly would embrace thy chain;
And who, alas! can blame him?

Affet not, CHLOE, a furprife;

Look but a moment on #befe eyes,
Thov’lt afk me not, to #ame him,

ON
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ON A NEW-MADE LORD.

THE carpenters of ancient Greece,
Although they bought of wood a ftubborn piece,
Not fit to make a block—yet, very odd!
No lofers were the men of chipping trade,
Becaufe of this fame ftubborn ftuff they made
A damn’d good God!

Thus, of the Lower Houfe, a ftupid wretch,
Whofe mind to A, B, C, can fcarcely ftretch,
Shall, by a Monarcd’s all-creative word,
Become a very decent Lord.

TO MY CANDLE.

TH O U lone companion of the fpeétred night,
I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light,

To fteal a precious hour from lifelefs fleep—
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds! and hark,
HewLvr’s genius roams the regions of the dark,

And fwells the thund’ring horrors of the Deep.

From
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Frem cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies;  »
Ncw blacken’d, and now flathing through her fkies.

But all is filence here—beneath thy beam,
I own.1labour for the voice of praife—

For who would fink in dull OBLivioN's ftream ?
Who would not live in fongs of diftant days?

Thus while [ wond’ring paufe o’er SHAKSPEARR’s page,
I mark, in vifions of delight, the Sace,

High o’er the wrecks of man, who ftands fublime ;
A CoLumnN in the melancholy Watte,
(Tts cities humbled, and its glories paft)

Majeftic, ’mid the folitude of Timz.
Yet now to fadnefs let me yield the hour—
Yes, let the tears of pureft friendfhip thow'r,

I view, alas! what ne'er fhould die,
A form, that wakes my deepeft figh;
A form, that feels of Death the leaden fleecp—
Defcending to the realms of fhade,
I view a pale-ey’d panting Maid ;
1 fee the VirTURS Q'ex;.th.eir fav’rite weep.

Vou. III. YA Ah!
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Ah! could the Muse's fimple pray’r
-Command the envied trumip of Fame, -
OsLiviown fhould Evriza fpare:
A world fhould echo with her name.

Art thou departing too, my trembling friend 2
Ah! draws thy little luftre to its end ?
Yes, on thy frame, FaTE too fhall fix her feal—
Q. let me,. penfive, watch thy pale decay ;
- How faft that fame, {o tender, wears away!
;- How faft thy life the reftlefs minutes fteal !

How {lender gow, alas! thy thread of fire!
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire!
In vain thy ftruggles—all will foon be o’er—
At life thou fnatcheft with an eager leap:
Now round I fee thy flame fo feeble creep,
Faint, lefs’ning, quiv'ring, glimm’ring— now no
more !

Thu.:fi;all the funs of Science fink away,
And thus of Beauty fade the faireft flow’r—
For where’s the GianT Who to Tiue fhall fay,
« Deﬁru@tiyc tyi‘ant, I arreft iﬁy pow’r?”
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A PAIR oF ODES To HIS HOLINESS,
ON HIS KEEPING A DISORDERLY HOUSE ;

WITH

A PRETTY LITTLE ODE TO INNOCENCE.

-Paulo majora canamus. VirgG.

To Kings and Courtiers we have chirrup’d longe=
Mufe, give we now his Horinzss a Song.






PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE.

“ A CAT may look upon a King;"”
So fays the preverb! and the proverb’s right;
For Monarch now is prov’d a buman thing,
Although it lifts its nofe to fuch a height.
The Lord’s anointed is an antique phrafe,
“Left out by Dictionaries of our days.
King-making unto man is juftly giv'n—
Once the great perquifite indeed of Heav'n.
1fay, a Cat may look upor 2 King—
But foreign Poteritates fay, < No fuch thing.”
Srciuia’s King, replete with right divine,
* Thinks he may hunt his fubjects like his fwine;
Afid other Continéntal Kings, befide,
For glory and blood-foyal all agog,
Think they may hunt a fubjet like a hog:
This mortifies of us _fwall rogues the pride.
‘What hurts me more, and both my eyes expands,
And lifts with horror from my héad, my wig,
Z3 Thofe
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Thofe birth-puff’d Kings of foreign lands,
To common Chriftians, have preferr’d the Pig

A dead pig, to be fure, is better cating

Than a dead chriftian—handfomer for treating :
But both alive—how diff’rent in their nature !
Man furely is the much fublimer creature.

Since Cats may look upon 2 King, I hope,
A Bard may write a letter to 2 Pope,
Though hand and glove with Heav'n—a grca"
connexion ! '
‘Who deals for fouls, falvations from his wallet,
As from their fhops, grcén—groccrs, for the palate,
Deal garden-ftuff of all complexion
And fells a good foug feat amidft the fkies,
To any wickzd Gentlemnan that dies ;
As unto John, Sir Will, my Lord, hic Grace,
Great Madam SCWHELLENBERG EN gives a place;
A cook-like Dame, who underftands Pplace-carvingy
And faves fuch worthy families from ftarving.

So much for Proloéue to my Porr’s Epittle;
To which his Holinefs may cry, ¢« Go—whiftle.”
‘ Perchance
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Perchance his Holinefs may alfo add,
¢ P.x take me, PeTER, if you ar’n’t too bad:
¢¢ Dare fix thine impious foot on my dominions,
¢ I'll pay thee for epiftles and opinions.”
‘Well then, fince things are bond fide fo,
And Danger with his poniard lurks at Rome,
I'll not fet off to kifs your Worthip’s toe;
But wave the glory, and remain at home.

Z 4 A SERIOUS
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AND POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT,

EPISTLE TO THE POPE.

WHILE Frawxce, for freedom mad, invades thy
rights,
And pours her millions o’er the world, like mites;
Knocks the poor growling German o’er the fnout,
And threatens hard the man of cheefe and grout;
Gives poor SarDINIA’s MoNaRcH a black eye,
And makes the Nimrod Kinc of NarLzs cry;
What's worfe too, threatens poor LoreTT0’s fhrine,
Where the good Virgin goes each day fo * fine,
Threatens to tgar the muflin from her head,
And put the cap of flannel in its ftead ;
Where is th’ Almighty’s Man, the Church’s hope,
Prince of falvation, Peter’s heir, the Pope ?
Z 4 O thou,
® She has a drefs for every day in the year.
4 The cap of Liberty.
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O thou, the true defcendant of Saint Peter,
In very anger, lo, I pen this metre !

* There was a time when Popes behav’d with {pirit—
But nought, fave indolence, doft thoa inherit.
Go, ope thy churches, convents, all thy chapels,
Since Atheifin with the true Religion grapples;
Think of thy Anceftors fo great of yore,

And bid thy noble Bull as ufual roar;

"They whofe ftern looks could rhake an Emp’ror cow’r,
And Kings like fchoolboys fhudder at their pow’r,
Moft dangerous zre the times—I {cotn to flatter—
Then ope thy cataraéts of holy water ;
Gather thy crucifixes, wood, brafs, ftones;
Bid the dark catacombs difgorge their bones;
Create new regiments of Saints for fight;
And chace the gathering gloom of Pagan night.
See * France againft her RicuTruL LoRrb rebel!
And fee! her Sataw bzniih’d from his hell!
Blind wretch! now juitly fufPring for her evil |
Fcr what are States, without a Kinc and DeviL ?
A pair
¢ The Author does not mean to treat with unfeeling ridicule

the fate of the unfortunate Lovis, but merely to notice the
extin&tion of Monarchy and Religion in France.
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A pair fo fweetly fuited to controul !

Th’ infurgent body, one; and oné, the foul.
Fo thee (thy flaves) the Miracles belong

As Mulfic walts on Lapy Mary’s tongue,
Jumility on K——, void of art; [+

’s heart, <+ /

\s melting mercy bangs on B
f maJrvels by thine anceftors were done,

WVhy not perform’d, in God’s name, by the fon?

As BeckeT, that good Saint, fublimely rode,
l'houghtlefs of infult, through the town of STroDE,
WVhat did the Mob ?—Attack’d his horfe’s rump,

And cut the tail fo flowing, to the ftump:

Nhat does the Saint 2—Quoth he, * For thisvile trick,
¢ The town of Stropk fhall heartily be fick.”

ind lo, by pow’r divine a curfe prevails!

The babes of STroDE are born with horfes tails !

Lodg’d in the talons of a famifh’d kite,
And juft about to bid the world good night,
\ gentle Goflin on SaiNT THoMas call'd!
it once the feather'd Fyrant look’d appall'd;
Sudden his iron claw grew nervelefs, loofe,
\nd dropp’d the fweet believing Babe of Goofe.
Such was the pow’r -of Saints, though dead and rotten,
3y thee (one verily would think) forgotten =
Then

\
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Then, prithee, do at ance thy belt endeavour,

As all the Saints are wonderful as ever.

Samnt Dunstan can’d the Deviy, the ftory goes,
And pinch’d with red-hot tongs the Iue's black fiofes
In vain he fwore; and roar'd, and dané*d about=
Sore was his back; and roafted was his fnout.

“The pow'r he boatted, to his bones are giv'n:

Such is the gift of SaiNTs; when lodg’d in Heav'n.

\

Hear with what blafphemy this France behaves !
* Rowme, 1 defpife thee: all thy Popes are knaves;
¢ Thy Cardinals and Priefts the earth encumber—~
* Avaunt the Saints, and all fich holy lumber!
« Chop off their heads; away the iegs and toes:
% Away the wonder-working tooth and nofe :
« Away the wonder-working eyes and tears,
& The vile impofture of a thoufand years!
¢ Calves heads, pigs pettitoes, perform as well,
“ Raife from the dead, and plagues and devils expel.
& Saint GENEVIEVE nio longer is’ divine—
¢ The wife Parifians mock her worm-gnaw'd fhrine;
* Whofe coffin planks that could fuch awe infpire, .
¢ May go to light the kitchen-wench’s fire.
“ Saint Jail, Saint Whip, Saint Guillotine, Saint Rope,
“ Poffefs (we think) more virtue than the'Pore.

« My
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¢ My woolcomber, my fadler, and my hatrer,
* No more Saint Blaize, Saint James, Saint Saviour
flatter:

“ My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier,

¢ My fithmonger, my butcher, baker, currier,

¥ And eke a hundred trades befides, no more

¢ Bow to thofe marvel-mongers, and adore.*

¢ Hang me,” the Barber cries, ¢ if I'm the fool

* To trim for nought the Virgin Mary’s poll 1

< Burn me,” cries Crifpin, *if I don’t refufe

“ To find the gentlewoman in her fhoes 1"
‘« Curfe me,” the Mercer cries, « If 7 give gowns,
« To be the laughing-ftock of all our towns!” '

“ Damn me,” the Hofier roars, < if *tis not thocking,
“ That1 ﬂ{oqld give the woman’s legs a ftocking 1
« And why,” the linen fnan exclaims, “a pox,

« Should 1, forfooth, be forc'd to find her finocks ?*
« No more fhall bumpkins near the altar place

* Fair veal and mutton, for the Almighty’s grace;

« Grace to tncreale the loves of bulls and rams,

« And make more families of calves and lambs ;

¢« No more fhall énpons top for grace be fwapp'd,

“ By pnc(’cs ador'd, and in a twinkling fnapp’d,

. €< My
® Every trade has its Saintr.
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* My bumpkins, once fuch fools, think wifer now,
« That God without tbeir aid can blefs the cow, '

§ With due fertility the poultry keep,

¢ And kindle love {ufficient for the fheep.

¢ On their paft folly with amazé they ftare,

« And mock the folemn mummery of pray'r.

« No more on ANTHONY's once hallow’d feaft

¢ The horfe and afs fhall travel, to be bleft;

¢ No more fhall HopcEt's prong and fhovel ftart,

«« Boot, faddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and cart ;

¢ No more in Lent fhall wifer Frenchmen ftarve,

«« While God affords them a good fowl to carve.
« Away with fafts—a foo/ could only hatch ’em—

« Krenchmen, eat fowls, wherever you can catch ’em,
« Let not the fear of hell your jaws controul—

¢ A capon (truft me) never damn’d a foul. ‘

¢« Heav'n kindly fends to man the things man choofes ;
“ And he’s an impious blockhead who refufes.

¢ Melt all the bells to cannon with their grace;

« And, "ftead of Demons, let them Auftrians chace.
¢« Away with relicks, holy water, oils,

¢« At which CRepuLITY herfelf recoils !

“« I.;o, KeiLLErMAN’s and CusTINE’s gun-clad pow’r

# Will do more wonders with their iron fhow’r,
5 ¢ Than
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¢ Than all the Saints and croffes of -the nation,

# Since Saints and croffes grew a foolith fathion, /
s¢ Lt crucibles and crucifixes join, ;
< And filver Saints perform their féats in coir;

© Make a good rubber of the Virgin’s wig—

¢« Out with her ear-rings, and the Dame unrig;

« Sell off her gowns and petticoats of gold!

¢ A piece of timber need not fear the cold.

¢« Qut with the Priefts, to luft’s wild frenzy fed,

¢« Who put the bridegroom and the bride to bed;
¢ One eye to Heav’n with fanétity apply’d,

¢ The other lecring on the blufhful Bride;

¢ Who loads her in hot fancy with careffes,

¢« And cuckolds the poor bridegroom as he bleffes!
<« Perifh the mafles for a burning foul,

¢ That never yet extinguifh’d half a coal!

¢ No more for fins let pilgrims vifit Rome—

« Th’ Almighty can forgive a rogue at home,

¢¢ Strike me that purgatory from our creed—

¢ Heav’n wants not fire to clarify the dead,

¢ Break mé old Januvar1us’s bottle;

« And let Contempt the old impoftor throttle!

“ A truce to pray’rs for Sain)s in Heav’n to hear—
¢ *Tis idle—{ince not one of them is there.

<« AW&Y
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' w¢ Away with benedictions—canting matter!

A horfepond is as good as holy water,
* Unveil the Nuns, and #/¢fi/ make their charms;
¢ And let their prifon be a Lover’s arms.

s¢ ] fcout your Porter PETER and his keys,

¢« That ope to ev’ry rogue a Pore fhall pleafe.

¢ Avaunt the inftitutions that enflave !

« The man who thought of marriage was a knave;
¢ Rais’d 2 huge cannon againft human blifs,

* And fpoil'd that firft of joys, the rapt’rous kifs;
¢ Delicious noyelty from BeauvTy drove,

¢« And made the gloamy ftate the tomb of LovE;
¢ To difcord turning what had cbarm’d the ear:

« Converting Burgundy, to four fmall-beer.

¢¢ Thus from his bright domain a Svw~ is hurl'd,

¢ To gild a pin-hoie, that fhould lighfa world.

« Exulting Reason fram her bondage fprings,

¢ Claims Heav’n's wide range, and fpreads her eagle

wings;
« While SurersTiTION, lodg’d with bats and owls,
¢« With HorRroR, and the hopelefs maniac, howls.”
Thus crieth France!

Thus InripeLITY Walks bold abroad,
And, "ftegd of Fairn, the Cherub, fee a 202d!
Such
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Such is th’ impiety of Francs, alas!
And fhall fuch blafphemy unpunifh’d pafs #
No !—for the honour of ReLIGION, rife;
And flafh convition on their mifcreant eyes.
The French are devils—devils—downright devils;
In heavenly wheat, accurs’d deftructive weevils!
Abominations! atheifts, to 2 man;
Rogues that convert the fineft flour to bian;
In Vicg’s dranken cup for ever guzzling ;
Juft like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuzzling.
I know the rafcals have a fin in petto,
To rob the holy Lady of Loretto;:
Atrack her temple with their guns, fo warrifh,
And thruft the Gentlewoman on the parith—
A Lady all fo graceful; gdy, and rich,
With gems and wonders lodg’d in every ftitch.
Heir of Sarnt PeTER, kindle then thine ire,
And bid France feel thy apoftolic fire;
Think of the quantity of facred wood
Thy treafuries can launch into the flood;
‘What fhips the holy manger can create !
At leaft a dozen of the largeft rate—
And, lo, enough of fweet SainT MarTHA's hair,
To rig this dozen mighty fhips of war.
Vor. 11 Aa Our
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Ou' Saviour’s pap-fpoon, that a world adores,

Wou:d make a hundred thoufand pair of oars.

Gather the ftones that knock’d down poor SamNT
STEPHEN,

And fling at Frenchmen in the name of Heav'n;

Bring forth the thoufands of SaiNT CATHERINE’S nails,

That ev’ry convent, church, and chapel hails—

For ftorms, uncork the bottled fighs of Martyrs,

And blow the rogues to earth’s remoteft quarrers.

Such relicks; of good mother CHurcH the pride,

How would they currycomb a Frenchman’s hide!

Son of the Church, again } fay, arife,

And flafh new marvels in their finner eyes;

With teeth and jawbones on thy holy back,

Thumbs, fingers, knucklebones, to fill a fack;

With joints of rump and loins, and heels and toes,

Begin thy march, and meet thy atheift foes;

Struck with a panic fhall the villains leap,

And fly thy prefence, like a flock of fheep.

Thus fhall the Rebels to REL1GION yiclld,

And thou with holy triumph keep the field.

. . . / .
*Yhus in Jamaica, once upon a tune,
{Ah! well remember'd by the man of rhyme!)
Qusko,
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Quako; high prieft of all the Negro nation,

Aud full of Negro faith in conjuration,

Loaded his jackafs deep with wonder-bags /
Of monkeys teeth, glafs, horfe-hair, and red * rags;
When forth they march’d—a goodly, folemn pace,
To pour deftruttion on the Chriftian race;

To fend the hufbands to th’ infernal fhades,

Hug their dear wives, and ravith the fair maids ;
To bring God Mumeo Jumzo into vogue,

And fan¢tify the names of wh— and rogue!

By ForTuneE’s foot behold the fcheme disjointcd;
And, lo, the BLack ApostLE, difappointed !

But mark ! this diff'rence, to the world’s furprife,
Between your Horiness and Quaxo lies :—

O’er France (no more an unbelieving foe,

Who bought their relicks, and ador’d thy toe)
Divine dominion fhalt thou ftretch, O Pors,
While lucklefs Quako only ftretch’d—a rope.

Where is tl.wc Prieft that cannot curfe a rat,
A weafel, locuft, grafshopper, and gnat ?-—
If journeymen can curfe the reptile clan,

The mafter certainly can curfe a men.

Aaa Father

* Thefe little bags are called by the Negroes, Oéiz, and are
fuppofed tobe poffeflcd of great witchcraft virtues,
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Fatuer of Miracles, then ftir thy frumps,

And break the legs of Siv, that takes fuch jumips;
Falt not upon thy face, and cur-like yelp;

Arnd, panting, panic-ftricken, cry—*God help !”
To thow that pray’r alone will not avail,

The Mufe fhall finith with a well-known tale.

THE WAGGONER AND JUPITER.

A LUCKLESS waggon roll'd into a flough—
Crop fcratch’d his head, and growl’d, and knit his
brow ;
But what avail'd it?—Faft the waggon lay.
Now Crop imagin'd, like an idle lout,
A pray’r or two might help the pris’ner out;
Then unto JuriTER he howl'd away.

«« How now! you lazy lubber!” cry’d the God—
¢¢ Clap to the wheel your fhoulder, Mafter Crop;
“ And (mind me) let yonr horfes be well flogg’d.”
Crop took th’ advice, exerted all his ftrength
“The waggon mov’d, and mov’d; and, lo, at length,
_ Forc’d from the quagmire, on again it jogg'd.
Such
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Such is the fimple tale, O man of God!

Go thou, and imitate the bumpkin Crop.
I do not call your HoLiness a lubber ;

But let me tell thee, in an eafy way,

Contrive with fkill this game of Saints to play ;
Thou’lt beat thy anceftors, and win the rybber,

Aag e ADVER-



[ 350}
S—rr———

ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER.

Jup as I bad finifbed my Epiple, it fruck me that bis Holincfs kept a
bad boufé at Rome—Marwelling Reader, nothing lefs than a large
B-cwdy Houfe, from <which be derives an immenfity of impure
emclyment ; fo that this great Son of the Church, God’s V, icegerent
on earth, taxes fmale Sz, awinks at fornication, and confequently
prometes the caufe of carnality. Thus is a great commandment
broken, and lafeivioufuefs become functioned by the Succeffir of the
Apoftolic PeTER.  From this fad circumfiance probably the Bone,
Wood, and Metal Condultors of Miracle, like the Ele@ric Ma-
chine in foul aveather, aill not anfwer fo wwell ; and confequently
a difappointment may attend the experiments. The Bard, therefore,
avifbing the Moral Hemifphere t0 be as clear as poffible, wery pro-
berly addreffes a pair of reprimanding Odes to bis Holincfs on the
occafion, in fanguine hopes of a reformation.

O D E.
LET me confefs that Beauty is delicious:
To clafp it in our arms, }s nice—but vicious :
That is to fay, unlawful hugs—carefles
Which want thofe bonds which God Almighty bleffes.

Ido
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I do not fay that we thould not embrace:

We may—but then it fhould be done with gract:
The fleth fhould fearce be thought of-—there’s the npdrit:
Sweet are the palpitations of the fpirit!

Pure are indeed the kiffes of th’ upright;
So fimple, meek, and fantified, and flight!
Good men fo foftly prels the virgin lip!
But wicked man! what does he, carnal wretch,
With all his horfe-like paffions on full ftretch ?
The mouth, fweet cup of kiffes, fcorns to fip—

But with the fpicy neftar waxing warm,

The knave gets drunk upon the pouting charm ;
Seizes the damfel round the waift fo handy;
And, as I've faid before, gets drunk, the bealt,

Like aldermen, the guttlers at a feaft:

For ladies’ lips are cherries fteep’d in brandy,

The faxen tinglets, and the fwelling breaft;
The cheek of bloom; the lip, delightful neft
Of balmy kiffes, moift with rich defires;
The burning blufhes, an the panting heart;
The yielding wifhes that the eyes impart,
" Oft in our bofom kindle glafs-houfe fires,

Aa g4 Ch!
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b ! fhun the tempting nets that Satan fpins!
The higheft pleafures are the deepeft fins!
Waman’s a lovely animal, ’tis true—
Too well, indeed, the lawlefs paffions know it
Unbridled rogues, that wild the charm purfue,
And madly with the fcythe of ruin mow it—

Thus giving it of death the wicked wound—
A tender flow’r ftretch’d fweetly on the ground !

¢ Ware lark,” the fportfinan to his pointer crics
Defigning him for partridge—nobfér game,
As the foul’s partridge is the fkies,
« Ware girl,” fhould PieTy exclaim.

Bleft is the fimple man by virtue fway'd,

Who wifhful burns not for the blooming maid
Whofe pulfes calm as fleeping puppies lie;

Who rufheth not to prey upon her chasms,

Full of Love’s mad emotions, mad alarms,
Juft like a famifh’d fpider on a fly,

‘That in the tyrant’s claws sffigns its breath,

Unhappy hvmming till it fleeps in death,

Bleft



©ODES TO THR POPE. 353,

Bleft is thé man who marks the cherry lip,
And figheth not the neétar'd fweets to fip,
Nor prefs the heaving hills of pureft {fnow ;
Who marks the love-alluring waift fo taper,
Without one wifh, or pulfe’s fingle caper,
And to his hurrying paffions cries out, “ No!
« Stop, if you pleafe, young imps, your hot career,
« And fhun the precipice of fate fo near;
¢ Draw in, or, with the horfes of the Sun,
¢ You drive, like Phaéton, to be undone.”

O Pork, I've hca that, when a Friar,
(And FaME, in this, is not a liar)

Thou oft didft fmuggle beauty to thy cell,
And, ’ftead of flogging thy own finful back,
Didft give a fiveet Italian girl the finack—

The fmacks indeed of Love that lead to Hell!

And lo, thou fipner, Porg, inftead
Of counting ev'ry facred bead,
Thou wickedly did{t count the damfel’s charms:_
Inftead of clafping the moﬂt‘holy crofs,
Such was of fandity thy lofs,
Thou fqueezed'ft mortal,limbs amid thy arms:
’ Inflead
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kftead of kiffing the moft facred wood,
» were thy lips defil'd by flefh and blood.

\
3

Inftead of pfalmody, ‘the fkies to greet,

In finful catches didft thou deal, and glee;
And lo, to put the angels in a {weat,

Thou dandled’ft the young harlot on thy knee,
Singing that wanton fong of fhame,
#¢ A lovely lafs to a friar came!”

Inftead of begging gracious Heav'n,
For all thy fins to be forgiv’'n, .
Ready wert thou to manufacture more !
Thy paffions, ev'ry one 2 mutineer,
Juft like a cafk of cyder, ale, or beer,

Fermenting, frothing, frifking, foaming o’er,

The fongs of harlots to thine ear,
So full of witchery, were dear,
And bofom of defire that hook’d thine eye!
Dear as a murder to a certain Jupge,
A well-known wight who feems to grudge
Life and enjoyment to a fly ;

5 " Who,
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"Who, fond of hanging, robs the very cats, /!
And on a gibbet mounts his captive rats
And moles, .
To look like dangling men and maids, poor fouls!

Inftead of loudly crying, ¢ Let us pray,”
Thou, in thy twilight cell fo foug,

Didft to an armfull of rich beauty fay,
In whifper foft, * BETTINA, let us hug.”

Inftead of turning «pwards thy two eyes
Devoutly, for a bleffing from the fkies;

What was thy moft unhallow’d a&tion? Oh!
Viie didft thou caft thofe eyes on #bings below,

ODE
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O DE IL

‘H E world was never wickeder than now—
Wedlock abus’d—her bond pronounc’d a jail;
& wife call’d vilely ©ev’ry bedy’s cow,

¢ A canifter, or bone to a dog’s tail !’
What dare not knaves of this degenerate day,
Of marriage, decent hallow'd marriage, fay?

¢« Wedlock’s a heavy piece of beef, the rump!
¢ Returns to table, hath’'d and ftew’d, and fry'd,
#* And in the ftomach, much to lead ally’d,

“ A hard unpleafant undigefted lump:

** But fornication ev'ry man enjoys—

¢ A fmart anchovy fandwich—that ne’er cloys—
* A bonune bowche men are ready to deveur—

¢ Swallowing a ncat half dozen in an hour.

-
Wedlock,” they cry, ¢ is a hard pinching bont,

v
Al

¢ But fornication is an eafy fhoe—-
« The firft won’t fuit;

« It wo’n’t do.
£
« A girl of pleafure’s a light fowling -piece-—
¢ With this you follow up your gzme with eaie
o« Til;:
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< That heavy lump, a wife, (confound her!)
¢« Makes the bones crack,
¢ And feems, upon the fportfiman’s breaking back,,
« A lumb’ring eighteen-pounder.

¢ One'is 2 fummer-houfe, fo neat and trim,
« To vifit afternoons for PLEASURE's whim ;
¢ So airy, like a butterfly fo light;
« The other, an old caftle with huge walls—
< Where MeLaNcHOLY mopes amid the halls,
*“ Wrapp'd in the doleful dufky veil of Nicur.”

Then, Pore, on fornication turn thy back:
Oh, let it feel the thunder of attack !

Moft dangerous is this habit, Sir, of finning:
HHang all the Bawds; for where’s a greater vice,
Than taking in young creatures, all fo nice?

And yet to them, ’tis merely knitting, {pinniag—

No more!
Although the innocent is made a wh——.

With juft as much fang-freid, as at their fhops
‘The butchers fell rump-fteaks, or mutton-chops,
Or cooks ferve up a fith,/with fkill difplay’d,
. So
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’ ﬁxan old Abbefs, for the rattling rakes,
A tempting dith of human nature makes,

\ And dreffes up 2 lufcious maid

1 rather fhould have faid, indeed, sndrefles,

To pleafe a youth’s unfanétified carefles.

Thus, in the praftices of flethy evil,

They’re off upon a gallop to the devil;

Yetdeem themfelves, poor dupes, cockfure of Heav'n;
As though Salvation could te bawds be giv’n,

To jades encouraging thofe rebel fires,

Pepper'd propenfities, and falt defires;

Curs'd by the Bible, if we truft tran{lators;

Which fayeth, «“ Woe be to all fornicators !”

At Rome, each hour, are horrid actions done !
By thee approv'd, thou dar'ft not, Pork, deny:
Yes, yes, the lawlefs places are well known,
Where youth for venal pleafures madly fly,
Bargain for beauteous charm, and pick, and cull it,
As at a poulterer’s Betty turns a pullet.

I like examples of a widked act—
Take, therefore, Reade}, from the Bard a fact.
- An
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An old Procurefs groaning, fightng, dying,
A rake-hell enters the old Beldame’s room—
* Ha, mother! thinking on the day of doom?
¢ Hz—dam'me, flabb’ring, whining, praving,
crying ?
‘*“ Well, mother! what young filly halt thou got,
“ To give a gentleman a lictle trot ™

g
L

O Captain, pray, your idle nenfenfe ceafe,
And let a poor old foul depart in peace !
What wicked things the dev’l puts in your head®

Where can you hope to go when you are dead ?*

¢« How now, old Beldame !—fhamming I{eav’n with
¢ praying !

¢ Come, coine, to bus’nefs—don’t keep fuch a brayingy

¢« Let’s fee your ftuff—come, Beldame, thow your ware ;

« Some little Phillis, frefh from country air,”

« O Captain, how uspioufly you ptate!
“ Well, well, I fee there’s no refifting fate ;

“ Go, go to the next rogm, and there’s a bed—
‘¢ And fuch a charming cre#ure in't—fuch grace!
« Such fweet fimplicity ! ard JSuch a face | —

‘¢ Captain, you are a devil—ysu are, indeed.

< 1 thank
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'« I thank my ftars that nought my confcience twits;

« Which to my parting foul doth joy afford.
‘¢ O Captain! Captain! what, for nice young Tits,
¢ What will you do, when I am with the Lorp 2"

REFLECTION.

Such was the fact! thus was this Bawd perfuaded,
Heav’n’s mafly door would not be barricaded !
Sure, in her mind, that PETer would unlock it!
Thus had her foul thy paffport in its pocket.
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Though the Author has fo feverely reprimanded His Hovri Nl.l s
Jfor bis incontinency, he, with the utmoff candour, fufpeldcfh his
own frailty.

ODE TO INNOCENCE.

Nympru of meek and blufhful mien,
TLone wand’rer of the rural {cene,
Who loveft not the city’s buftling found,
But in the ftill and fimple vale
Art pleas’d to hear the turtle’s tale,
’Mid the gay minftrelfy that floats around !

Now on the bank, amid the funny beam,
I fee thee mark the natives of the ftream,

That break the dimpling furface with delight;
Now fee thee pitying a poor captive Fly,
Snapp’d from the lov'd cempanions of his joy,
_.4hd, fwallow’d, fink 7neath the gulph of #ight.

Vou. III. Bb ° Now
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*Now fee thee, in the humming golden hour,
Obfervant of the Bee, from flow'r to flow’r,
JThat loads with varied balm his lictle thighs,
To guard againft chill winter’s famifh’d day,
VV;hen rains defcend, and clouds obfcure the ray,
And tempefts pour their thunder through the fkies.

Now fee thee happy, with the fweeteft fmile,
Attentive ftretch’d along the fragrant foil ;
Beholding the fmall myriads of the plain,
The pifmires, fome-upon their funny hills,
Some thirfty wand’ring to the cryftal rills,
Some loaded, bringing back the fnowy grain;

So like the lab’ring fwains, who yet look down
Contemptuous on their toils and tiny town!

Now fee thee playful chafe the child of fpring,
The winnowing Butterfly with painted wing,
That bufy flickers on from bloom to bloom ;
Purfuing wildly now a fav’rite FaIg,
Circling amid the golden gealm of air,
And leaving, all for lofe, the pea’s perfume.

Now
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Now fee thee peeping on the fecret neft,

Where fits the parent WREN in patient reft;
While at her fide her feather'd partner fings;
Chaunts his fhort note, to charm her nurfing day ;

Now for his loves purfues his airy way,
And now with food returns on cheerful wings.

Pleas’d could I fit with thee, O nymph fo {weet,
And hear the happy flocks around thee &leat;

And mark their {kipping fports along the land;
Now hear thee to a fav'rite lambkin fpeak,
Who wanton ftretches forth his woolly neck,

And plucks the fragrant herbage from thy hand,

Thus could I dwell with thee for many an hour:
Yet, thould a rural Venus from her bow’r

Step forth with bofom bare, and beaming eye,
And flaxen locks, luxuriant rofe-clad cheek,
And purple lip, 3nqd dimpled chin fo fleek,

And archly heave the love-feducing figh;

And cry, ¢ Come hither, f:\'ain--bc not afraid;
« Tmbrace the wild, and gzit the fimple maid” —
T wverily believe that I fhould go¢
Bk 2 Yet
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g’ct, parting, fhould I fay to thee, * Farewell—

I cannot help it—WiTcHCRAFT's in her cell—

¢ The Passions like to be where tempefts blow—
« Go, Girl, enjoy thy fith, and flies, and doves;
¢« But fuffer me to wanton with the Loves.”

Thus thould I adt—excufe me, charming Saint:
An imp am I, in VIrTUE’s caufe fo faint;

Like Davip in his youth, a lawlefs fwain !
Preferring (let me own with blufhing face)
The ftorms of Passion to the calms of Gracek:

Onc ounce of pleafure to a pound of pain,



PATHETIGC ODE S

. THE DUKE OF RICHMOND'’S DOG
THUND ER,

AND THE WIDOW’S PIGS:
A T A L E

THE POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT.

ODE TO CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS.
ODE TO EASTERN TYRANTS.

THE FROGS AND JUPITER—A FABLE.
THE DIAMOND PIN AND CANDLE—A FABLE.
THE SUN AND THE PEACOCK—A FABLL.

Far oft the Hero biceds in Brighton Wars,
At Irait his Hotf =*s ribs fo glorious bleed 5
Wheregnchbly daring danger, death, and fears,
He :z?.-‘-}anu rallies on his bounding ftecd!

AJ
Bb 3
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EPISTLE DEDICATORYY

TO
HIS GRACE
. THE DUKE OF RICHMOND.

S 1R,

YOUR Grace’s well-known accomplithments;
your Grace's well-known liberality; your GrAcE’s
well-known love of tham-fights; your Grace’s well-
known rage for Public Liberty; your Grace’s well-
known political economy; your Grace’s weii-known
private economy; and laft, though not leaft, your
Grace’s well-known Chriftian-like benevolence ta
objelts of charity; form fuch a conftellation of
virtues as muft infpire every Author with an ambition
of dedicating his labours to fo fplendid a charalter.
Flies are fond of*the fun.
N
The great difpleafure Igtely given by your Grace
to their High Mightine[fes M-ffieurs PitT and Dunpas,
~ad ome or two more whom we forbear to mention,
has fpurred the Mufe tcz take ,the part of exalted
Bb 4 Merit,
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Rtrerit, defend you with her =gis againft the united

thes of a whole kingdom, and endeavour to reftore
your, GRACE to a firm feat on that high-mettled wa.- -
horfe, OrRDNANCE, upon which your GRacE feems fo |
fit fo dangeroufly loofe.

I am, your Grace’s, &c.

P. PINDAR.



The Poct giveth Puirosoruy’s modeft and fublime picure of
InFiniTY, 2 picture damned by the GreaT Forx of the
prefent diy.—PeTER maketh o meft fagacious difcovery of a
connexion never thought of before, viz. between Forny and
Gravnpevr.—He talleth of wifiom, and abufeth the biind-
nefs of the #ulzar.~1lc talketh of FLaTrery.—He plamply
contradifteth the 2u/par, and advanceth unan{werable rezfons,
—He defcanteth on Minp and Bonv, proving that a horfe-
whip is as neceflary for the one as the other.—The wife and
elegant Specch of the ’Squirk, or Elder Brother.—'F'he Poct
difcovercth Diflance to be the parent of Admiration, and
confuteth the opinion of Mos, by a pantomimical illuitration,
—PEerer attacketh many Crear Mex, moft aptly making
ufe of a wind-mill and a warming-pan.—He feleticth ore
Great and Good Man from the kerd of Jad.

’]I‘I TOUGH. huge to s this flying World appears,
And great the bulils of a thoufand years;
How Jinall to Hiy who form'd the vasT of nature!
Onc trembling drop of amimated water !*

What

# Confult the wonders ’f the mgicrefcope.
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What are we >—Reptiles claiming Prry’s figh,

¢ Though in our own conceits fo fiercely ftout s
¢ Nay, fuch fmall wights in PRovIDENCE's eye,

« As afks O:mnipotence to find us out.” '

rl
’
So fays Puiroscriy.— Fudge, cant, mere words,

« Trafh, noni-n'e, 'mpudence,” cry Kings and Lerds.

Ah, Siis! believe the facred truth I tell—
FoLLy and GrRaNDEUR oft together dweil:
FoLry with TiTLE oft is feen to fkip,

.Stare from his eye, and grin upon Lis hp.

Wifdom defcenceth not from king to king,
Or lord to lord, like an eftate;
The prefent duiy beiieveth no fuch thing—
« - ?
Matters are vaffly chang’d of late.

What fays Exrerience from her {ober fchool ?
¢ NAaTuRE on many a titled {ront }vy'.:c’s Jool.
« But lo, the vulgar worid is b¥nd, ftone blind;
¢ The beaft can fee no writv,g of the kind ;
« Or if it _fees, it cannot read—

« Now this is marvellous indeed.”
Hark
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- Hark to the voice of FLaTT’ry ! thus fhe fings—
¢ Gods of the earth are Emp’rors, Popes, and Kings';’
“}Godlings, our Dukes and Earls, and fuch fine folk.”
And thus the liar FLATT'RY fung of yore;
The fafcinated million cry’d encore,
kFor Wispom was too young to fmell the joke.

Wide was the fphere of IcNoraNCE, alas!
And faint, too faint, of TruUTH’s young fun the ray;
Too feeble through th’ IMmEeNsE of gloom to pafs,
And beaming chafe a world of fog away.

Ye Vurcar cry, ¢ Great MEen are wond’rous
wife”—

‘Whoever told you fo, told arrant lies:

It cannot be.—Not be! why ?—Hear me, pray,

They are fo dev’liih /azy, let me fay.

The Mind wants l\uf’cy flogging, to be great :
To ufe a vulgar ph'lk-"?%‘l‘ The Mind mutt fweaz.”
Now men of worfhip will 7o# fweat the Mind ;

w
Meas, clothes, and pleafure, come without, they find.

What
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“What man will make a drayhorfe of the foul,
To drag from Science’s hard quarry, ftone,
Who really wanteth nothing from the hole—
A~toil which therefore may be let alone ?

Th’ idea feems fo wond’roully uncoutb,
As maketh ev'ry elder brother fart;

Who openeth thus his widely-grinning mouth,
¢« Fine fun indeed for me to drag a cart!

¢ Let younger brothers join it, if they pleafe;
¢ Old Sevare-roes, thank my God, has caught my

fleas,”

Suppofe ye want a fine ftrong fellow ?—{peak,
Where for this fine firong fellow wouid ye feek ?

¢« Seck! feek a drayman,” with one voice ye cry;
¢ A chairman or a ploughman, to be fure;
# Men who a conftancy of toil endure;
¢ Such are the fellows that wc/g{uzht to rry.”
. A
Ths then is granted—well tl:cn, don’t ye find
Some likenefs *twixt the body and the mind ?

Diflance
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Diftance has wonderful effets indeed ;
Buj, Sirs, this is not ev’ry body’s creed :
~Mps is not in the fecret—that’s the cafe;
Mos deemeth great men Gods !—yes, ev’ry where,
Far off, or near.
Now let a fhort remark or two take place.

Firft, T affure you that things are not /o;
By G—d, they are #ot Gods.—I pray ye, go
To pantomimes, where fine cafcades, and fields,

And rocks, a huge delight to WoNDER yields:

Approach them—what d’ye find the frowning rocks?
Lord! what imagination really fhocks!

Black pairs of breeches, fcarcely worth a groat:
‘What are the fields fo flourithing ? green bays,
The obje&s of your moft aftonith’d gaze:

What the cafcade ? a tinfel petticoat,

And tinfel gown upon a windlafs turning,

The fields and ‘\rc';lgs fo nat’rally adorning.

Great men, I've fa:\ih often are great fools,

Great fycophants, great fwindlers, and great knaves ;
Tdo often bred in Tyranwny's dark {chools,

'Happy to fee the under-wogld their flaves.
Great men, at diff 'rent, t'x.mes, are diff 'rent too;
More fo when int’reft/is the game in view

s A wind
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A windmill and a warming-pan, no doubt,
Are moft unlike each other in their nature;

Yet,- truft me, the f'::.g_nc man, iz place and out, . .
Is to the full as op:»poﬁte a creature. .

Yet fome great men are good !—and, by mifchance,
Their eyes on mis’ry will not always glance:
As, for example, Ricumonp’s glorious GRAcE,
A Duke of moft unqueflionable merit,
With MEerc’RY’s cunning, and dread Mars’s fpirit,
‘Who took the ORDNANCE, a tremendous place!

This Duke of THUNDER is for ever Jpying;
To find out objects of theer merit, trying:
How happy too, if objeéts of diftre/s!
Thus is his Grace of Guns ador’d by all;
For this, where’er he rides, both great and fmall,
Him and his horfe, with eyes uplified, blefs.
~
This TureNNE* would be forry,/vcry forry,
Should ore pale form of wint his eye efcape:
¢ No,” cries his Grace, “ Mi1srorTuNE fhall not wo;'.-’ >
¢ Whilft 7 a fixpence for the poor can fcrape.™
oot How

* A French General, of the la¥ century, poflefled of the
fublime® guffiities.
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How much like Majesty in Windfor town,
Hunting for Prtv’s objets up and down!

L

Yet fince diftrefs bas *fcap’d his Grace’s eye,
‘The Mufe o’er T1Le’RY Fort fhall breathe a figh,
Yet ere on TiLe’Ry ForT we drop a tear,
Lo, with a tale we treat the public ear—
Relate a pretty ftory of his Grace:
Much will the tale his Gracg’s foul difplay=—
Happ’ning {’us faid) at Goodwood on a day—
*Twill put a fmile or frown on ev’ry face.

THE
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THE DUKE OF RICHMOND’S DOG
THUNDER,

AND

THE WIDOW’S PIGS.

»

The Widow’s whole fortune lodged in the Sow.—Her joy on
the Sow’s lying-in.—The Dukc’s dog Trunper much like
Courtiers.—THu~pEr killeth the young Pigs, yet furpaffeth
Courtiers in modefty.—The Sow cryeth out—The Widow
joineth the Sow in her exclamations.— The old Steward
cometh forth at the cry of the Sow and Widow, and uttereth
a moft pathetic exclamation.—A fenfible differtation on the
different fpecics of compaficn.—The Widow’s piteons addrefs
to his Gracr.—His Gracr’s humane and generous anfwer to
the Widow. )

A DAME near Goodwood, own’d a Sow, her all,
‘Which nat’rally did into travail fa}},

And brought forth max;nymcly fonand daughter ;
On vhich the Wipow wa(id’roufly wes glad,
Caper'd and fung, as really fthe were mad— ,

But Tears oft hang upon the heels of LAUI,/HTER.

At
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"At Goodwood dwelt the Duke's great dog, calrd”
THUNDER,
A dog, like courtiers, much inclin’d to plunder ;

. Thiz dog, with courtier-jealoufy fo bitter;
Beheld the fweetly-fhuffling {portive litter.

Bounce ! without ¢ by your leave,” or leaft harangue,
Upon this harmlefs litter, THUNDER fprang,

And murder’d brothers, fifters, quick as thought;
Then fneak’d away, his tail between his rear,
Seeming atham’d —unlike great courtiers here,

Who (Fawme reporteth) are atham'd of nought.

The childlefs Sow fet up a fhrick f loud!
All her fweet babies ready for the throud;

Now chas’d the rogue that fuch fad mifchief work’d ¢
Out ran the Damz—join’d MisTrEss Sow’s fhrill éries;
Burft was at once the bag that held her fighs,

And a}l the bottles of her tears uncork’d.

¢ Oh! the Duke’s dog has ruin’d me outright ;
« Oh! he hath muNer’d all my pretty pigs.”
Forth march’d the Steward grey, with lifred fight,
iind lifted hands, good man, and cry’d « Odfnigs !

Vou. III. Cc Word
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Word of furprife ! which, with a plaintive tone,
And rueful countenance, and hollow groan,

Did feem like pity alfo, for her cafe :
Yet what's Odfnigs, or moan, or groan, or fighs,
Unhelp’d, by Famine if the object dies ?

Or what a yard of methodiftic face ?

Compaffions differ very much, we find !
One deals in fighs—now fighs are merely wind :
Another only good advice affords,
Inftead of alms—now this is only words :
~ Another cannot bear to fe the poor
So orders the pale beggar from the door,

Now zhat compaflion is the beft, I think,
(But, ah! the human foul it rarely graces)
Inftead of groans, which giveth meat and drink ;
Offring long purfes too, inftead of faces.

But, Musk, we drop Doc, Duxke, and Sow, and
Dawme,
To follow an old pitiful minark ;
Like wanton fpaniels that defert the game,
To yelp and courle a butterfly or lark.

NO\;
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Now to his Grack the howling Widow goes,
Wiping her eyes fo red, and flowing nofe.

“ Oh! pleafe your Grace, your Grace’s dev’lith dog,
¢ THUNDER's confounded wicked chops
« Have murder’d all my beauteous hopes—

¢ 1 hope your Grace will pay for ev’ry hog.”

What anfwer gave his Grace ?—With placid brow,
« Don’t cry,” quoth he, ¢ and make fo much foul

weather—
« Go home, Damz; and when Thunder eats the fow,
<« I'll pay for all the family together.”

Ce 2 ODE
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o D E

TO

A POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT.

The Poet pronounceth the very great foymefi fubfifting between
MeriT and Money.—MEeRr1T’s connexion with Poverty,
and the confequence.— Attack on ForTunE,—Addrefs to the
‘poor Sorpier.~—He pitieth the poor Soldier’s pitiable fate,
viz. his ragged coat, hungry flomach, and want of fire.—
His comparions on the mud.—PeTer fmileth at the hubbub
made on account of a fhot-hole in the /irrle coat of a grear
PrinNcE, a remnant of glory that may probably add another
ray to the luftre of SarxT PauL’s.—PeTER moft pathetically
enquireth for his Gr acp—proclaimeth him to be at Brighton,
molt heroically engaged.—The different amufements of his
Grace at Brighton, awake and afleep.—Crumbs of confolas
tion to the poor Soldier.

{ERIT and MONEY very feldom meet ;
Form’d for each other, they fhould oftener greet;
Indeed much oftener fhould pe feen together :

But Money, vaftly thy, doth keep aloof;
Thus PoverTy and MeriT beat the hoof,
Expos’d, poor fouls, to every kind of weather,
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Thus as a greyhound is meek MerrT lean,
So flammakin, wntidy, ragged, mean,
Her garments all fo thabby and unpinn’d: .
But look at FoLLv’s fat Dutch lubber CuiLp;
How on the tawdry cub has ForTune /mil’d,
When with contempt the Goppzss fhould have
.grinn’d !

So much for preamble; and now for THee,
Whofe ftate forlorn, his Grace could never fee.

Poor SoLDiER, after many a dire campaign,

Drawn mangled from the gory hills of flain,
Perhaps the foul of Belifarius sbine ;

Why with a tatter’d coat along the fhore,

Where Ocean feems to heave a pitying roar,
Why do I fee thee thus neglected pine?

Poor wretch ! along the fands condemn’d to go,
And join a hungry dog, or famifh’d cat,

A pig, a gull, a cormbrant, a crow,
In queft of crabs, a mulcle, or a fprat!

Cc 3 Now
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Now, at Nicut’s awful, pale, and filent noon,.
Along the beach.I fee thee lonely creep,
Beneath the paffing folitary moon,
A fpeétre ftealing *mid the world of fleep.

Griev'd at thy channell’d cheek, and hoary hair,
And quiv’ring lip, I mark thy famifh’d form,
And hollow jellied orbs that dimly ftare,
Thou piteous penfioner upon the ftorm, .
The Muse’s handkerchief (hall wipe thine eye,
And bring fweet HopE to footh the mournful figh.

Deferted Hero! what! condemn’d to pick,

With wither'd, palfy’d, fhaking, wounded hand,
Of wrecks, alas! the melancholy ftick,

Thrown by the howling tempeft on the ftrand ?

Glean’d with the very hand that grafp’d the fword,
To guard the throne of BritTain’s sacrep Lorp!
While Cowarpice at home, from danger thrinks,
And on an Empire’s vitals cats and drinks.

Heav’ns! let a fpent and rambling fhot
Touch but a Prince’s hat or coat,

Expai‘déd
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Expanded are the hundred mouths of Fame;
¢ Whilft braver thoufands (but untit/ed wretches),

Swept by the fword, fhall drop like paltry vetches,
" Their fate unpitied, and unheard their name!

Poor Soldier! .. that ftick to make a fire,
To-warm thyfelf, and wife, and children dear?
Where is the goodly Duke—of Coals the *SquIrE,
Whofe heart hath melted oft at Mis’ry’s tear?

Sad vet’ran! is that coa? thy ragged AL ?
Sport of the faucy winds and foaking rain!
For this has Cqurace fac’d the flying ball ?
For this has bleeding BRav’ry prefs’d the plain?

Where is the Man who mocks the grin of Death,
Turns Bagfhot pale, and frightens Hounflow Heath ?

Far off, alas! he bleeds in Brighton wars;
At leaft his horfe’s ribs fo glorious &/eed ;
Where, nobly daring Aanger, death, and fcars,
He flies and rallies on his bounding fteed. *

T '.erc too his GRace may wield his happy pen,
T prove that truly great and ‘valiant men,

o CC4. In
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In idle duels never fhould engage,
But nurfe for dread Reviews their godlike rage.

Far off, the Hero, in his tent reclin’d,
Where high and mighty meditations fuit,

On leather, leather, turns his lofty mind,
To make a cannon of an old jack-boot!

Great geniuses, haw loftily they jump!

Lord! what his rapture when he deigns to ride !
"'To feel beneath his GrRace’s gracious rump,

An eighteen-pounder in hi: horfe’s hide!

There too, to Barracks, fir'd in FREECOM’s caufe,
And to Mount Wyfe,* his lyre the IHHERO tunes;
There too the pow’r of doting Faxcy draws
The Royal George to fight by air-balloons.{

This, Fancy’s pow'r moft eafily can dare—
By Faxcy’s pow'r the royal fhip may rife,
Borne by her bladders through the fields of air,

Juft like a twig, by rooks, along the fkies.
TFhere

* A place near Plymouth Dock, on which the national trea-
fure has been fo wifely expended for the innumerable conveniqycies
of his brother Lennox.

+ This was a@ually propofed by his Grace, with ever, an-~
guine idea of fuccefs.
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There too, at midnight drear, the Hero {chemes,
é’Midft hum and fnore of troops, for England’s good 3
xplores machines of death in happy dreams,
For hills of bones, and catara@s of blood,

There, like King Richard, whom the Furies rend,
He buttles in his fleep, and ftarts, and turns;

Now grafps the fword, and now a candle end,
That, blazing like bimfelf, befide him burns.

Thus, 'mid his tent reclin’d, the GopLike Man
Vaft fchemes in flumber fpins for England’s fake;
¢« And lo,” quoth Fame, “his Godlike Grace can plan

« As wifely in his fleep as when awake,”

When, with his hoft, CaLicuLa came over,

No matter where—for rhyme-fake call it Dover—
What were the trophies hence to Rome he bore 2
Of paltry perriwinkles juft a fcore !

But Ricamonp from his Brighton wars fhall bring
Life to the State, and fafety to a King!

Bleft
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Bleft Man! from Brighton field, with laurels crown‘d,A
Hc triumphs up to tova without a wound ;*

From Brighton wars, that witnefs’d not a corfe!
Moft lucky, lofing neither man nor horfe!

Thus then, O SoLDIER, diffance hides his GRACE;
Thus’is the fun, at times, of clouds the fport:
Yet foon the glories of his Lordfhip’s face
Shall, like a comet, blaze o’er TiLs’rY ForT.

There fhall the Muse thy piteous tale unfold,
Gain thee a coat, and coals, to kill the cold ;
Nay, fat fhall fwim upon thy meagre porridge:
The fympathifing Duke her tale will hear,
And drop, at found of coat and coals, a tear—
For RicHMOND’s bounty equals RicHMOND s courage,

® The Poet feems to have forgotten himfelf: his motto talks
a different language : but the guidlibet audendi belongs as much
to P, P. as to every other poet.

AN
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ToO
CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS

N

CERTAIN PAY.

A complimentary addrefs to the Soldiers.~Wholefome advice,—
PeTer draweth a natural and pathetic pi&ure of poor
Lirrie Louis, reported to have been difgracefully put an
apprentice to a Cobbler.—The infolence and cruelty of his
mafter the CorsLrr.—The CoBBLER blafphemoufly abufeth
Tirre.~The little CopsLEr Kinc cryeth.—Senfible re-
flexions on the genius of Kings, with a lick at the French
Convention, and alfo at his own ftupidity.—Perer fappli-
cateth for the little Lovis.—Advifeth the Soldiers to a bold
a&tion.—Enquireth of Seldiers awhb» is to receive their Death-
money.—PETER comforteth, and reconcileth them to Dears,

PeTER blefleth the King and the War, and curfeth Rerorwm, a
word in the mouths of Mr. PiTT and the DukE or Ricn-
MoOND before they got into office.—~PrTER advifeth more taxes,
for a weighty political reafon, widelicer, on account of the
the impudence of a Natiox, which always increafeth in an
infufferable ratio, with riches.

YE Heroes, from your wives and turnips fag,
Who wage fo glorioufly the flying war,

I give you joy of hand and leg endeavour;
And though ye fometimes chance to run away,
The “enerous GENerAL MuRRay’s pleas’d to fay,

‘¢ Tis very great indeed—"tis vaftly clever.”

O cut
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O cut the Frenchmen’s throats, the reftlefs dogs!
O with the tiger’s gripe upon them fpring !

A pack of vile, degrading, horrid hogs;
To make a dirty cobbler of a King!

See fool-propp’d MajEsTy the leather {pread;
Behold its pretty fingers wax the thread,
And now the leather on the lapftone, hole;
Now puts his Majefty the briftle in,
Now wide he throws his arms with milk-white fkin,
And now he fpits and hammers on the fole,

And lo, a rafcal, chriften’d Sans-CurorTe,
Leers on the window of his fhed ; and lo,
He bawls (without of awe a fingle jot)
¢ Come, Mafter King—quick, firrah, mend my

fhoe.”

And 1ee! the fboe the little Monarch takes,
And lo, at ev'ry ftitch with fear he quakes.—
Such is of Liberty the blefled fruit!

The name Licentivufuefs would better fuit.

Behold Saint Crispin’s picture, ftrange to tell,
The low-life cobbler’s tutelary Saint,
Of little Louis deck the dirty cell;

How difPrent from the lofty Louvre’s paint:
See
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eed~his hard Mafler catches up the ftrap,
And lathes the young King’s poor back and fide—
»w! flog his MaJesTy !—for what mishap?
"Ye Gods! becaufe he fpoil'd a bit of hide!  °
Vear, hear the cruel tyrant thus exclaim!
* Sirrah, there’s nothing in a lofty name;
¢ *Tis all mere nonfenfe, found, and ftuff together :
¢ Don’t think, becaufe thy anceﬁ.ors, {o great,
¢ Have to a paring brought a glorious State,
«¢ ] give thee leave to fpoil a piece of leather.”

And now behold thie little tears, like I;cas,
Courfe o’er his tender cheek in filence down

And now, with bitter grief, he feels and fees
The diff'rence "twixt a ftirrup and a crown.

Folly! to make a cobbler of a King!
*Tis fuch a piece of madnefs, to my mind!
What could ConvenTioN hope from fuch a thing?
The race is fit for nothing—of the kind.

Heav'ns! then how dull I am! It was difgrace
FraNce meant to put upon the royal race;
¢ Ay=, and difgrace upon the Cobbler too,”
Moft ‘mpudently roars the M AN OF SHOE.

£ - 5 O from
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O from the lapftone fet the Monarch free!
O fhatch the ftirrup from his royal knee;
Pull the hand-leather off; and feize the awl!
Seize too the hammer that his fingers gall!

Soldiers! to Paris rufh—ftrike ROBERSPIERRE,
Knock DanTon down, and crucify BARRERE;
Crufh the vile egg from which the Serpent {prings,
To dart th’ envenom’d fang at facred Kinas.

O foldiers, whofe your {kin-money, I pray?

At thirty guineas cach—how dear your hides!
Much fhould I like the contra®, let me fay:

Thrice lucky RoGuk, that o’er your lives prefides!

Then pray don’t grumble, Sirs, fhould ye be fbot;
That is to fay, if ve defire to 2brive;

For know, if death thould prove your lucky lot,
You're worth a vaft dea/ more than when alive.

POSTSCRIPT |
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POSTSCRTIPT

fT'OW God blefs our good King, and this good war,
And d-mn that wicked word we call RErorm ;
Breeding in Britain fo much horrid jar,

So witch-like, conj’ring up a dangerous ftorm!

Yet in the mouths of Pm-:r and Ricamonp’s Lorp,
Once what a fweet and inoffenfive word !

Thus proving the delightful proverb true,

“ What’s meart to me, may poifon be to yoz.”

And now God blefs once more good Mifter PirT,
Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty ;
And may this Gentleman’s moft ready wit
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty;
And as the kingdom has unclench'd its fift,
Pick out a few odd pence for Civil Lift.

We are too rich—Dame ForTUNE grows too faucy;
Wealth is inclin’d to be confounded éraffy.
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War is a2 wholefome blifter for the back;
Draining away the humours all o grofs;

Elfe would the Empire be of guts a fack—
A Falftaff~~woolfack—an unwieldy Joss.

War yieldeth fuch rare fpirits to a nation !
Giving the blood fo brifk a circulation]
A kingdom, and a poet, and a cat,
Should never, never, never be tes fat.
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O D E
Cats and PriNcEs very much alike.

« A CAT who from 2 window peepeth out,
¢ Is very like a CaT who peepeth in”—

Thus is it faid—and he who is no lout,
Knoweth that Cats are unto Men akin,

For Princss looking #p towards a throne,

Are very much like PrincEs looking down ;

Thatis, love pow'r, love wealth, have great propenfities,
Sublimely dealing ever in immenfities.

Princes have c/awing paflions too, I ween—
Yes, many a foreign King and foreign Queen;
‘With ftomachs wide toe as a whale’s, or wider:
The fubjeét and a king, in foreign land,
I often have been giv’n to underftand,
Are a poor Jack-ass and his Riper.

Vour. III. Da ODE
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ODE TO TYRANTS.

Perer, with his poetical broomftick, belaboureth foreign
Tyrants—Taketh the part of the opprefied Poor-—Afketh
Tyrants knotty and puzzling queftionsi—Giveth a fpeech of
Cato.—Peter ferioully informeth them that they are not
like the Lorp.—PgrEer taketh a furvey of the furniture of
their heads.—PeTER folemnly declareth that the Mirziox
doth not like to be ridden—Giveth an infolent fpeech of
T'yrants, and calleth them Highwaymen.—The TavLror and
the Satin Brecches.— The Swormaker and the Shoes.=
PeTEeR lamenteth that there fhould be fome who think it a fi
to refiff Tyrants.—Advifeth them to read ZEsor’s fables.

I%{ O, and what are ye, {ceptred bullies 2—fpeak,
That millions to your will muft bow the neck,

And, ox-like, meanly take the galling yoke ?
Philofophers your ignorance defpife;
E’en FoLLy, laughing, lifts her maudlin eyes,
And freely on your wifdems cracks her joke.

How dare ye on the men of labour tread,
Whofe honeft toils fupply your mouths with bread ;
Who, groaning, fweating, like fo many hacks,
Work you the very clothes upon your backs ?
Clothes of calamity, 1 fear,
That hold in ev’ry ftitch a tear,
4 . Who
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Wino fent you 2—Not the Lord who rules on high,
Sent you to Man on purpefe from the fky,
) Becaufe of wifdom it is not a proof
Show your credentials, Sirs :—if ye refufe,
Terrific Gentlemen, our fmiles excufe,
BeLigr moft certainly will keep aloof.

Old virtuous rugged CaTo, on a day,
Thus to the SoorHsavERs was heard to fay,
«“ Avcurs! by all the Gods it is a fhame
« To gull the mole-ey’d million at this rate;
¢« Making of gaping blockheads fuch a game,
« Pretending to be hand and glove with Fars!

* On guts and garbage when ye meet,

“ To carry on the holy cheat,

* How is it ye preferve that folemn grace,

¢ Nor burft with laughter in each other’s face i

Ibus to your courtiers, Sirs, might I exclaim—
<« In wonder’s riame,
How can ye meanly grov’ling bow the head
¢ To pieces of gilt gingerbread ?
Fetch, carry, fawn, kneel, flatter, crawl, tell lics,
To pleafe the creature that ye fhould defpife 77
Dd 2 ¢ Tyrants,
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Tyrants, with all your wonderful dominion,
Ye ar'n’t 2 whit like God, in my opinion
Though you think otherwife, I do prefume:
Hot to the marrow with the raling luft,
Fancying your crouching fubjeéts fo muft duf,
Your lofty felves the mighty fweeping broom.

Open the warehoufes of all your brains;
Come, Sirs, turn out—let’s fee what each contains:
Heav'ns, how ridiculous! what motley ftuff!
Shut, quickly fhut again the brazen doors;
Too much of balderdafh the eye explores;
Yes, fhut them, fhut them, we have feen enough.

Are thefe the Beings to beftride a world ?
To juch fad beafts, has God his creatures hurl’'d ?

Men want not Tyrants—overbearing knaves;
Defpots that rule a realm of flaves;
Proud to be gaz’d at by a reptile race:
Charm’d with the mufic of their clanking chains,
Pleas’d with the fog of StaTE that clouds their brains,
Who cry, with all the impudence of face,

5 « Behold
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¢ Behold your Gops !—down, rafcals, on your knees ;

« Your money, mifcreants—quick, no words, no
ftrife;; ‘ .

¢ Your lands too, fcoundrels, vermin, lice, bugs, fleas;
~¢ And thank our mercy that allows you Jife!”

Thus {peak the HicHwAyMEN in purple pride,
On Slavery’s poor gall’d back fo wont to ride.

‘Who would not laugh to fee a TayLoR bow
Submiffive to a pair of fatin breeches?

Saying, ¢ O Breeches, all men muft allow
« There’s fomething in your afpect that bewitches !

¢« Let me admire you, Breeches, crown’d with glory;
¢ And though I made you, let me fiill adore ye:
¢ Though a Rump’s humble fervant, form'd for need,
« To keep it warm, yet, Lord! you are fo fine,
¢« T cannot think you are my work indeed—
¢ Though merely mortal, lo, ye feem divine!””
Who would not quick exclaim, ¢ The TavLor’s
Ye Tyrant-adoration is as bad. [mad!”

See! Crispin makes a pair of handfome fhoes,
Silk and befpangled, fuch as ladies ufe—
Dd 3 Suppofe
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"Suppofe the thoes fo proud, upon each heel,
Perk it in Crispin’s face, with faucy pride,
And all the meannefs of his trade deride,

And ail the Rate of felf-importance feel ;

Tell him the diftance between tbem and bim,
CrispiN would quickly cry, ¢ A pretty whim!
. ¢ Confound your little bodies, though fo fine,
¢ Is not the filk and fpangles that ye boaft,
« Put on you at my proper coft ?

<« Whatever’s on ye, is it not all mine 2
¢ Did not I put you #bus together, pray?”
What could the fimple fhoes in anfwer fay 2

There too are fome (thank Heav’n they do not fwarm)
Who deem it foul to ftay a TYRANT’s arm,

That falls with fate upon their humble fkulls:
Some for a DespoT’s rod have heav’d the figh !—
Let fuch on wifer /Esop caft an eye,

And read the fable of the Frogs, the fools.

THE
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THE FROGS AND JUPITER,

THE Frocs, fo happy ‘midft their peaceful “pond,

Of Emp’rors grew at once extremely fond ;

' Yes, yes, an Emp’ror was a glorious tbing;

Each really took it in his addle pate,

T would be fo charming to exchange their ftate!
An Emp’ror would Jfuch heaps of bliffes bring!

Sudden cut hopp’d the NaTION on the grafs,
Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth and lals,

A numerous tribe, to knuckle down to Jovs,
And pray the Gods to fend an Emp’ror down,
>Twas fuch a pretty thing, th’ IMperiaL Crown!

So form’d their pleafures, honours, to improve.

Forth from his old blue weather-box, the Skres,
Jove brifkly ftepp’d, with two wide-wond’ring eyes :
¢ My~HEERS,” quoth Jove, *if ye are wife, be quiet;;
¢ Know when you’re happy”’—but he preach’d in
They made the moft abominable riot; (vain ;
« An Emp’ror, Emp’ror, yes, we muf# obtain.”

¢ Well, zakeone,” cry’d the God, and down he fwopp’d
A monttrous piece of wood, from whence he chopp’d
Dd 4 Kings.
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Kings for the gentlefolk of ancient days:
Stunn’d at the found, the frogs all fhook with dread ;
Like dubchicks, under water pufh’d each head,
Afraid a fingle nofe fo pale to raife.

At length one ftole a peep, and then a fecond,

Who, flily winking to a third frog, beckon’d;
And fo on, till they all obtain’d a peep;

Now nearer, nearer edging on they drew,

And finding nothing terrible, nor new,

" Bold on his Majesty began to leap s

Such hopping this way, that way, off and on!
Such croaking, laughing, ridiculing fun!

In fhort, fo very fhamelefs were they grown;

So much of grace and manners did they lack,
One little villain faucily fquar down,

And, with a grin, defil'd the RovaL Back.

Now unto Jove they, kneeling, pray’d again,'
¢ O JupITER, this is fo fad a beaft,

¢ So dull a Monarch—fo devoid of brain!
“ Give us a king of fpirit, Jove, at leaf.”

The
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The God comply’d, and fent them Emp’ror Stozk,
Who with his loving fubjeéts went to work ;

Chas’d the poor fprawling imps from pool to pool,
Refolv’d to get a handfome belly full.

Now gafping, wedg’d within his iron beak,

Did wriggling fcores moft lamentably fqueak ¢
Bold pufh’d the Emp'roR on, with ftride /o noble,
Bolting * his fubjets with majeftic gobble.

Again the croaking Tribe began to pray,
*Midft hoppings, fcramblings, murder, and difmay:

¢« O fave us, Jovg, from this inhuman Turxk!
“ O fave us from this Imp of Hell!
¢ MvNHEERS,” quoth Jove, * pray keep your Em-
2'ror STORK—
¢« Fools never know when they are well.”

* A term to be found in the HampsHire DicTioNary,
implying a rapid deglutition of bacon, without the fiber ceremony
of maftication. It is, moreover, to be obferved, that Hampthire
fervants, who are bacon-bu/ters, have always lefs wages than
bacon- chevers,

ODE
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0' D Eo

Perer giveth a gewle trimming to the jackets of foreign
PorentaTes; and a pair of pretty Fables, by way of
looking-glaffes, for their MosT Hi¢n Haventinesses.

EMP’RORS, and Pores, and N aBoss, mighty things,
I think, too, we may take in foreign Kings,

Too often deem their HumMBLE MAKERS, S/aves;
Now fuch high Folk are either fools or knaves,

Or &oth together probably—a cafe

That héppens frequently amongft the Race.
Methinks now, this is fcandalous—tis hateful—
Wicked, and, what is full as bad, ungrateful.

The GreaT of many a Continent and Ifle,
Enough to make the foureft Cynic fmile,
Or, as the proverb fays, “ make a dog laugh,”
Think honours from them/felves arife alone;
Thus are their Makers at a diffance thrown,
Confider’d as mere mob, mere dirt, mere chaff,

The following Fables then will let them know
‘What to #s riffraff of the world they owe.

THE
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THE

DIAMOND PIN

AND THE .
FARTHING TANDLE,
A FABLE.
|
UPON a Lady’s toilet, full of luftre,
A Di’'mond Pin one night began to blufter:
Full of conceit, like fome young flirting gitl,
Her fenfes loft in VaniTy’s wild whirl :

Highly difgufted at a Farthing Candle,

Left by the Lapy of the broom,

Nam’d Susan, flipp’d into another room,
Sometbing of confequence to handle—

¢ You nafty tallow thing,” exclaim’d Miss Pin,
o * Pray keep your diftance—don’t ftay here,and wink;
¢ T loath ye—you and all your greafy kin—

“ Good heav’ns ! how horribly you look and ftink !’

« Good Lord! Miss Pin,” Miss CANDLE quick re-

“ Soften a little that ungrateful pride: (ply’d,
« You
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« You jbine indeed—to this I muft agree:
“ Yes, Mifs, you make a very pretty blaze;
¢ But let me tell ye, that your wond’rous rays
¢« Owe all their boafted brilliancy to me."”

« How! Madam IMpuDENCE!” rejoin’d Miss Piw,
Firft with a frown, and then a fcornful grin;
¢ | fhould not fure have dreamt of zbat,

‘ ¢ Miss Fat!”

- % Susan,” Mifs CANDLE bawl’d, ““Susan, come here;
¢ Such faucy language I’ll no longer bear:
* Susan, come, fatisfy the Lady’s doubt—
¢ Take me away, I fay, or blow me out.”

Svsan, who, lift’ning, heard the great difpute,
By no means could refufe Mifs CANDLEs fuit;
So into darknefs Susan blew her beam:
« Now,” with a fharp farcaftic fneer,
« Now,” quoth Mifs CANDLE, * #ow, my dear,
¢ Where is of radiance now your boafted ftream?

, “ Where are your keen and fafcinating rays,

¢ Ten thoufand of them—fuch a mighty blaze:”
Mifs
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Mifg Dll';lth';D ftar’d, and ftar’d, and ftar'd again,
To find departed radiance, but in vgin.

Quite vanith’d! not asfingle ray difplay’d !
Each fparkle fwallow’d in the depth df fhade!
Alter’d, quite alter’d, fadly difappointed,
The bones of her high pride disjointed,

¢ Ifear,” quoth P1n, ¢ I much miftake my nature,”
~ ¢ True,”anfwer’d CANDLE, “true, my dear Mifs Pin;
¢ Lift not, in future, quite fo bigh, your chin,

¢« But fhow fome rev’rence for your BLAZE-CRE-
ATOR.”

THE.
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T HE S UN

AND »

THE PEACOCK
A FABLE.

A PEACOCK, mounted on a barn one day,
Bleft with a guantum fufficit of pride,

All confequence amid the folar ray,

. Spread with a ftrut his circling plumage wide.

¢ Good morrow, (quoth the Coxcomb) MASTER Sun;
¢« Your brafly face has greatly been admir’d—
¢ Now pray, SoL, anfwer me—I’m not in fun—
¢ What is there in it to be fo defir'd ?
« If I have any eyes to fee,
¢« And, that I have, is clear to me,
¢« My #4il pofiefles far more fplendid grace,
¢ By far more beauty than your WorsHip’s face.’”

The Sun look’d down with fimiles upon the fowl,
Suppofing it at firft an owl;
And thus with gravity reply’d, ¢ Sir, know
¢ That
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¢ Tlat though unluckily my Worfbip’s face
© Seems far beneath your #4il in fplendid grace,
¢ Still to my face that glitt'’ring fail you owe.”

 Poh! (quoth the Péacock ) Mafter Sun,
“ Your Highne/s loves a bit of fun.”
“ I beg your pardon,” anfwer’d Sot. again—
¢« And, if you pleafe, Ill condefcend to thow
¢ How much to me, you ev’ry moment owe
 The boafted beauties of your waving train,”’

¢« Agreed, with all my foul,” the Bird reply’d,
In all the full-blown infolence of pride;
« To credit fuch a tale I'm not the noddy:
¢« Prove that the glorious plumage I difplay
¢ Owes all its happy colours to thy ray,
¢ D-m’me I'll tear my feathers from my body.”

The challeng’d Sun in clouds withdrew
His flaming beams from ev’ry view ;
And o’er the world a depth of darknefs fpread: -
The bats their churches left, to wing the air;
'The cocks and hens and cows began to ftare,
And fulky went all fupperlefs to bed ;

For
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For not an Almanack had op’d its lips
About fo very wond’rous an eclipfe.

/

The Peacock too, amongit the reft

Of marv'ling fowl and ftaring beaft,
‘Turn’d to his feathers with fome doubt,
Amaz'd to find his hundred eyes put out;
Indeed all nature now appear’d as black
As if old Sow had popp’d into a fack.

Pleas’d with his triumph, from a cloud,
The Sun, ftill hiding, call’d aloud,
¢« Well! can ye merit to my face allow ?
¢ What’s now your colour ? where your hundred eyes ?
¢« The mingled radiance of a thoufand dies?
« Speak, Mafter Pracock, what’s your colour
now 2"

« What colour!” quoth the Bird, as much atham’d
As courtiers high, by lofs of office tam’d—

* To own the truth, much-injur'd Pucsus, know,
¢ I'm not one atom better than a ¢crow.

« I fee
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¢ I fee my folly—pity my poor train;
f¢ And let thy goodnefs bid it fhine again.”

TyRrANTS of eaftern realms, whofe fubjelts’ nofes,
Like a fiith’s vice, your iron pow’r inclofes ;
Who treat your people juft like dags or fwine ;
The meaning of my tale, can ye divine ?

If not, go try to find it, 1 befeech ye,

And do not let your angry SusjEcTs feach ye.

Vou. III, Ee






CELEBRATION;
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AN ODE.

Rare Band ! whom wide-mouth’d Mor with thouts fhall haily
WesT at the bead, and WirTox at the ta/ !
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ADYVERTISEMENT

TO

THE READER

MARVELLING READER,

SOON after the death of Dr. Jounsown, a fub-
fcription for a2 Monument to the memory of that
celebrated Mor AL1ST being in circulation among(t the
Jfirft people of the kingdom, the RovaL Acapemy
generoufly and unanimoufly voted One Hundred
Pounds towards the expences, as a tribute of regard
for fo extraordinary a Man, and one of their own
Members ; Dr. Jounson holding the place of Pro-
FEssOR OF MoDERN LiTeraTure. This refolution
being prefented to the King, his Majesty, in con-
fideration of the extreme poverty of the RovaL Aca-
DEMY, inftead of giving the RovaL AssEnT, impofed
the RovaL Vero.—~So much for Dr. Jornsox,

Ee 3 In



414 " ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER.

In confequence of the exalted idea entertained by
the MemsERrs of the Royal Academy of the lat¢
PresiDENT’s (SIR Josuvua Revnorbps) difcourdes,
they refolved in council that an ELEGANT EDITION
fhould be printed at the expence of the Academy ;
one copy to be prefented to each of the Members;
the remainder of the copies to be depofited in the
Library of the Academy; and a copy to be given
occafionally to the moft fuccefsful Student, and to
the newly-eletted _Acadclﬁicians. This refolution was
alfo offered to the King, who, on account of the
Srill-reigning poverty of the Academy, put a period to
the proceeding, by 2 RoyaL Vero!

Mister WEesT, the prefent extraordinary Presi-
peNT of the Royal Academy, unterrified by RovaLr
VEeTos, with and 4y the advice of his Councit,
magnanimoufly produced another ftring of refolu-
tions :—viz. to beg to be permitted to eat and drink,
totis viribus, in {pite of the Academy’s poverty, the
Acapemy’s and his MajesTY’s good health, amidft
mountains of meat, and oceans of drink; to prefent
an addrefs of bumble thanks to his Majesty for his
unexampled Munificence to his own Academy; and to
be ind;\:lged with the honour of prefenting a andfome

MEepaL
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MeEepat of GoLp to bis MaJesTY, to ber MajesTy,
to the Prince oF WaLes, and to the Princess
Rovat. Thefe refolutions were fortunately raceived
by Majesty with the moft fattering cordiality; and
this day, all thefe things (God willing) are to be per-
Jormed and executed, together with the moft auguft

and fublime ceremony of MisTir BENjamMIN WesT’s
Knightbood. *

Redeunt Saturnia Regna!

# Since the firff edition, the PoeT (as hath been fimetimes the
cafe with the moft infpired chara&ers) finds himfelf miftaken ;
the ceremony did o take place: had this ze plus ultra of
laughable and degraded Knighthood happened, the Knights of
Pec Nicuorson would have beld up their beads.

Ee4 CONJENTS






CONTENT S

PeTER, after the manner of Parfons, prayeth for good weather.
—He beggeth Mor~inG to fmile on the meat and drink,
and the cavalcading Members of the RovaL Acapemy.—
PeTER upbraideth Mifter WiLTon for guzzling porter with
bow People feloww, when he fhould be above amongft the
Antiques. — The Cavarcape defcribed. — It arriveth at
Saint James’s.—The MeumBers tremble.—They appear
before their SoverErcn.—They fall on their faces.—They
get up again.—~The PRESIDENT receives the honour of
Knighthood. — He feeleth himfelf metamorphofed into a
fublimer creatute.—A moft original, beautiful, and ftriking
comparifon between Mifter West’s new ftate, and that of a
Butterdy.—PeTER wondereth at the great power of a Sworp,
and a word, and witheth they could improve the literary
abilities of Mifter WesT.—The MEeMBERS £ff bands ; who,
Perer thinketh, would gladly kifs any other pare, than no part
of Majesty.






THE

ACADEMIC PROCESSION
TO

SAINT Y¥AMES’S.

SOL, put thee on thy beft gold wig to-day:
Let rude DecemsEr be the gentle May ;
Chain’d be the tempefts, and well bung’d the rain;
Nor let a fog his fullen twilight {pread,
As lately dark’ning bade us think the head
Of fome Hicu-T1TLED MaN was cleft in twain.

Yes, yes, let Morn look down with fmiling pride,
And fmilé on roaft, and boil’d, and bak’d, and fry’d,
And grill'd, and devill’d, gums of GENn1us greeting ;
Smile too upon the Academic Men,
Refpectables indeed! who, nine in ten,
Well as of painting, know the art of eating.

Smile too on the Proceflion—grateful Throng,
That glorious through the Strand fhall move along,
5 And
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And at Saint James’s give th’ addrefs of honey;
Full of rich loyalty and candied praife,
For royal favours that a world amaze ! -
Viz. pittures, ftatues, drawings, books, and money.

Rare Band! whom wide-mouth’d Mol with fhouts
thall hail ;

WesT at the head, and WiLTon at the tail.

Yet let not WiLTon join the glorious rear;

No, let not WirLTon in the band appear ;

WiLToN, who, lazy beer-admiring Matter,

For Whitbread, quits his pupils and their plafter ;

Deferts, for common ferving-men, the room,

And bobs or nobs with Lap1es of the Broom:

Preferring thus black Charles’s # Zthiop face
To BeLvipere AroLLo’s head and grace;
O fie! ’midft vulgar porter-pots regaling ;
‘Who leav'ft great HercuLEs for poor grey Joun ¢,
And, what muft thock the fi:elings of a ftone,
The youthful Venus for old Morugr MaLinci.
See!

* A Servant of the R. Academy.
4 An old Servant al/o of the R, Academy.
tA ser(fm ikesuife of the R. Academy.



© TO SAINT JAMIS's, 4121

See! from yon Dome, amid th’ expeftant throng,
Slow moves the tribe of Benjamin along,

While Fame before them with her trumpet flies -
‘Whilft on their heads, from bulks and chimney-to _,
As thick as herrings, or as thick 2s hops,

Wild AomiraTIoN cafts her countlefs eyes.

And now they reach the GATE of AporaTIiON!
And now a very fudden palpitation

Amid the fibres of their hearts they feel!
And now of RovaLTy th’ eletric thock,
Juft as a man upon the black-brow’d rock

Has oft experienc’d from the numbing EeL !*

And now they panting mount SAINT JaMEs’s flairs,
In goodly order and in goodly pairs;

Now at the HaLL oF Aupience they arrive ;
Now 'midft the blaze of MajesTy they fall
Prore on their faces, like affrighted Pavi,

Half dead, alas! poor Saint! and half alive.

See tkem, like nine-pins tumbled on the plain!
And now they get upon their ends again !—

¢ The Torpedo
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Behold grave Benjamin th’ Addrefs prefent!
Now on his knees (his foul’s firft with!) delighted,
Behold omce-Quaker-Benyamin be-knighted,

Amidft a moon-ey’d hoft of wonderment!

Now on his fhoulder drops the magic fword :

¢« Arife Sir BEnjamiN!” the SovErREIGN fays—
| Happy, the Kn1cuT arifeth at the word,
And feels himfclf o’erwhelm'd with GLorY’s rays.

In bolder ftreams his blood begin.;s to flow;
His heart fublime, a richer torrent pours;
He looks contemptuous on the mob below,
And, fwelling, now a pyramid he tow’rs.
With Lords behold him talk—with Ladies chat
Of fceptres, fnuff, rebeilions, and a// that.

Thus from his humble fhop the filken WormM
That crawl’d at firft the earth, to man’s furprife,
Burfts forth with fplendour—what an angel form !
And mounts on glittering wings of gold the fkies;
Talks to 2bis mezly Lorp, and now that Fair,
So happy mingling with the Tribes of Airl

Ah!
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Ah! dwelleth fuch rare virtue in a fword ?

Ah! lodgeth fuch huge magic in a word 2

Good heav’ns! what pity for th’ unletter'd Knigur,
They cannot teach to /peak and read and write !

And now they humbly all kifs hands fo fweet ;
How bleft the hand of MajesTY to greet !
For which, miles high would thoufands gladly jump:
And would but facred MajesTY permit,
Such really is AMBITION’s raging fit,
(Unlike RaBeLais the rogue*) they’d kifs the rump!

Now cloth’d with honour, fee the troop retreat !
Now Majesty's good health they drink and eat!
Now, maudlin, Majesty’s good health difgorge!
Now on poor kinglefs FrRaNCE they run their rigs !
Now mad for Majesty they burn their wigs!
Now, loyal, fry their watches  for Kinc GEorGE!

® The ftory of Rabelais running from the Pope’s prefence is
too well known to be repeated.

+ This farce was a&ually performed during the late reign,
in the full form of loyalty, by the Mavor and ArpermEw of
a certain Corporation in a weftern county.

THE JND.






+

I N D E X

i

TO. THE

THIRD VOLUME.

W

A. :

Page
ACADEMICOde - - - - = = = = = = - - 152
— Chair, Odeto - + - = = = = - 192
Proceflion to Saint James’s - - - = =~ 419
Academicians, Odeto - - - - = - = = - - = 11
Addrefstomy Book - » -7~ - - B e 11
e —— the Virtues T (1
Admiration, Progrefs of e e = e = = s e = 15§
Apology for Kings - - - = « = - - = - ° - 109
Als, Peter’s, Odeto = - = = = =~ = = T " = 86

nemar—

$

B.

[ ]
1
a
)
L}
1]
L]
1 ]
1]
]

Book, Addrefsto -~
Bullocks, the Royal
Burkg, Odeto "= = = - = = = = ° - - - =178

LI

C.

Calia, Odeto - = = = = = = = = = =~ < 3;’6
Candle, tomy = =-'= = = = = = = = =~ - 328
Lty and Princes very much alike - - - - 393

Vo, IlL _ Ff . Celebra-

| ]
L}
1]
13
L

*

- 15



I NDEX ‘

- Page
Celebration, or Proceffion to St. James’s - - - - = 411
China, Emperorof, to - = - - - -« - - - - 27}
Churchwardens, 4 Tale - - - - - . - - - - 244
Chloe, B - - - « » = = r = = = = = = 327

Coﬂdolme,bdeﬂf ® = o o ® v e a = = = 224

*.D.

Diamond Pin and Farthing Candle . . =

[
L1
L]

Y

403
E.

w————my Dying Afs - - - ¢ « 4 & - - 14
e the Fleas of Tenerifc - - - - - - - 308
Epigram - - - - < - - - - - - - - - 325
EpiletothePope - - - - « = = = = - - - 43
Epifiles to Lord Macartney and his Ship ~ - - - - 25:

Elegy tothe Royal Ballocks = = - 2 - Z 3 3 5 141

Epiuph - @ e e W e e wm e & B e - = - 3[ 4
F.

M Farthing Candle and Diamond Pin, a Fable -~ - 3 - 4o:
I"ly, 08 « ¢ « =« @ @ = @ @ = ® = = = = 30:
Frogl and jupiter [ - 396

H. )
[
',Hamiﬂon, Sir William, Epileto - - - - - - - 321
Hm ode 10 « v * @ & & o - - - e w . 4,:

5 Irony



Irony, Odeto 3 % = = = = = = = <

King’ Ode to the - - - - - - - - -
Kings, Apology for - = = = = = = ©
Knowledge Progrefs of - £ SR
»
L.

Lonfdale, Lord, Odeto - - - = = = <
Lord, on a new-madeone - - = = = = <
Lysic Epiftle to Sir Walliam Hamlton

1
13

M.

Macartney, Lord, and his Ship, Epifile to -
Magpie and Robin Red-breaft, a Tale - - -
Margatc Hoy, Odeto - - = = = 7 - -
Margaret’s Lamentation - = = = = = ©
Moral After-Thought - - - = = =~

More Moncy =« -+ S L s
0.
- L
Ode to \calemidiams =« = - = = 7 - -
e— Hymen - - = = = ~ - . = =

— Pt - - -
———— Paine- = = = = = =" ° =7
——-—myAi’s,l’eter PP A
———— Refignation, or Joarne)men Shoemakers

——-—Bh\‘ke - m e =

Ffs .

A "

1 8

e

Page
» 182

- 109

- 338
- 321

- 2352
- 102
- 203
- 222
- 320

1—-53

65, 07
- 86
- ]71
« 17k

Odi



I NDE X

: Page
Ode to Il‘Ol!y > 4 = o = = w ®» & = = =« - 182
toapi Liord Lonfdale » % e = e w e = = = ]83
s the Academic Chair « - - - - - - - + 1go
wnopne thilliing - ¢ - - - - < - - - - - 200
sy~ Margate Hoy - 203

P—— St.Cecilia = ¢ =« « o o =« o « - - = 230
e Bymplicity - - - =~ < 4 « « « - - 300
e Meflrs. Townfend, Mﬂnmus, ard Jealous - - 308
———Crlit - - - - e e - - - e . . 216
e 2 Pretty Milliner - -"i - = = - - « 318
w— fpnocence - - - - - - - . - - - . 361
w—— a poor Soldier of Tilbury Fort -« - « « - - 380
e Certain Foreign Soldiets - - - - - - - 387
e Tyrnnts - = = s = = . e = e a - - 304
o—— Foreign Potgntates - 402
Odes of Infiru@ion to Mr. Pitt - - - - - - 21, 131

]
’
1 4
)
1
]
[
(3
1]
[}

gewperm Importance « - - - - - - - - - - . 171
pp_— andnlem:e - s s = = e e = = 224, 243
Odesto Eien Lung = - =~ s - = « - -'a 271, 296
o the Pgpe - . - - . - = - 230, 256

Qdes, Pathetic, to the Duke of Rnchmond, &e. - - 363
“Oldaunon,aTale e T

4

P.

Pathetle Odes to the Duke of Richmond - - - . - 365
Peacock and the Sun, a Fable - g - - - - - - 45
Penn, William, Nathan, and the Bailiff, a Tale - - - goo
polg, Bpifleto - o -+ = =~ - = - 2 - - - 3p1
T ooy Milliner, Opo - - L 318
i‘mmi mm *he Ragr . «f Kangs - . e e - o= 5

.h.-.-.-m }‘.ﬁzq;; w Redh eaft o e o - . g8

e to b’ e e ) Viud 18t A - - - - - 221

Refledion,



I NDEZX

‘R.
Page
Refleftion, a Moralone « - - = ¢ o o o« & & 145
Remonfirance - - - - = - = & - - o Mo oy
Richmond, Duke of - - - - - - - . - . . 248

his Dog and Widow’s Pigs - - - 376
Pathetic Odesto « - - - - - 3465
Rights of Kings - - - - - <« - . - <« o« . g
Refignation, Ode to - - - - - - - -« - . .« 173

Robinfop’s, Mrs. Handkerchi#f and Judge Buller’s Wig,

aTale - - - -« - - - - - - - - .d 2o
s'

8aint Cecilia, Odeto - - - - - - - - . - . 23
~—— Margaret, Tearsof - - - - - - - - - . 21y
Ship, tothe - - - -« - - - < - - . . . . 266
Shoemakers, Journcymen, Odeto - - - - . - < 173
Simplicity, Odeto - - - - - - - - - - . . 300
Song, by Mr. Paine -~ - - « - - . - . . 89

Sun and Peacock, a Fable

%

V.
Van Trump, Taleof -~ ~ - = « - - - - « = 'I53
w.
Waggoner and Jupiter =~ - = =~ - - - « - - 348
Widow’s Pigs « ® ® m e 4 @ @@ & . . e - 376
Windfor Gardeners = = - « = = = - = « < I5§
Wolf and Lyon, aTale - - - - = = » - - =~ 209

Wolves. Bear. and other Beafts 218

1]
]
]
[}
]
1
’
]















