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THe

CANTO THE FIFTH.

NOW with the fiveeteft lips that love infpire,

The Princrss Royav thus addrefs’d her Sire

“ O Sir, for once attend a daughter’s pray’r-—

¢ Reftrain your fury from your people’ hair :

¢ A thoufand bleffings will their mouths beftow,

“ And cv'ry heart with gratitude o’erflow :

* For fuck a vi&t'ry, whowould give a fig?

“ Pray, Sir, don’t make them weara nafly wig.

Such founds, fo fwect, that moft divinely broke,

As might have mollified the fturdy oak,

Woere fruitlefs doom’d on royal ears to fall !

Yet Alufic drove the Devil out of Saul!

To urr the Kixe, withmoft aftonifh’d eyes,

And futly wrinkled brows fo ftern, replies:
Vor. IV. B ¢ What

”»
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% What, what ? not /have “em, jbave ‘cm, now they'te
‘ caught ? -
««*¥hat ! have this pretty hubbub all for noughs 2

“ No, tlo, gil; no, girl; no, girl; no, girl---no---
¢ Beg on till doomfday, girl---it than't be fo.

¢ Ilow, how, pray, would it look, how, how, pray,

¢ look ?

¢ People would fivear 1 could not thave a Cook.

¢ Zox call wig-nifly, Mifs ? Fine fpeech, indeed !
* Don’t, don’t you fee I've one upon my head ?

“ Go back, go back, Miss PerT,” he bluntly cricd ;
Then with his elbow pufh’d the nymplt afide :
Although the Monarch did not box her cars,

He drown’d the radiance of her eye with tears.

Iar from the wrathful King the Marp withdrew,
An1 veil'd her modefi beauties from his view.
Thus when the virgin Morw her blathes {preads,
And paiuts with purefi ray the mountain heads ;
Behold, thofe blufthes fo divine to throud,

The furly Borcas gathers ev'ry dloud ;

Bids the huge phalanx feek the finiling Eaf,
And blot the lufire of her crimfon vefi :

Fram pole to pole extends the black'ning band ;

Cloud prefling clound, obcys his rude command :
In
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In tears the moves away, the heav'nly Maip,
And leaves him Monarch of the mighty fhade.

Now o’er the Sov’reign’s thoulder, with a figh,
The fair Avcusta cafl a pitying eye ;
And whifper’d to Her Sirc a tender pray'r,
To fave from razor-rage the heads of hair;
When lo, the King!
¢ What, yox too, Mifs, petition for each knave ?
** You, you, too, Mifs, anenemy to fhave #*

Mute was the Maid; when foft from King and
Cooks,

Concern’d, fhe thrunk away, with fweetcft looks:
Thus, o’cer a murky cloud the Moon fo bright,
Oft’ gives a peep of momentary light ;
Much as to fay, ““Iwifh my finiles to grant,
* To cheer you darkling mortals, but 1 can’t.”
Sing, heav’nly Gopprss, how the Cooks behav'd,
Who fwore they’d all be d—n’d ere they'd be fhav’d s
Who penn’d to Majrsty the bold petition,
And daring fum’d with rebel oppoStion !

Cow'd, cow’d, alas ! the Lords of fauccpans fecl—

Each heart fo val'rous funk into the hecl :
B 2 And
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*And lo, each threat'ning Amazonian Dame,

Her fpirit drooping, and extiné her flame~—«

Forlo, of Majefty the pow’rtul blaze,

His coat’s bright geld, and eyeball’s rolling gaze,
Juft like the light that cover'd fad Saixt Pavi,
Flafli’d on tleir vifages, and fmote them all !

Who could have thought that things would thus bave

ended ?

Fare feemingly a dreadful crafh intended !

Such fiudcly redolution in the Cooks,

Such ficrce demeanour in thdir fpoufes Jooks !

But thus in Weflern Indu Tove ordains

At times an afi evtwod of hineacanes

Dark rmrowsthe Yy, withk Ll uns of threat’ning red
All natire Jurr by the 4 e zephy s dead—

Bird, teatt, a dmatal, v ling, paufing, full,
Yixpodtant of the tanpe o' morlty wall,

Tremendoas paule ! whea Jo, b, inddl dogrees,
Light mclts th math 5 v ith Bl retirns the brecze
And Daxeir, on bisdloud, who ftowl’d difinay,
Movestaticn w'th s congregated glooms away.
tHow frangre that kings, with borrow’d plnes whe
{oar,
Snonld make the very winr-smakers adore !
Strange
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Strange that the rcalm, by which a Monarch lives,
Should tremble at the Majefty it gives !
Stringe that an Einpire fo much reafon wants,
When bounteous Majicfty a penfion grents,
As nnt to underftand, the fiupid flone,
I1e granteth not a fixpence of A owen !
What's firanger full, indeed, to people’s eyes,
That Monarchs and their wives thould feem fo terfe !
But fo 1t 15 indeed '—and yet I hear
That Majefly is falling from its fphere ;
W ar's mighty £ rare dwindling to a jRiff; -
The hnees of Avorarrov waxing fiiff,
That hent fo phantly to folk of State—
Cock-turkey Granpiv» veirging 1o his fate.
But Timk difcovers truth—in {olly far,
Folb decem’d a beamn fiom bogs a falling ftai,
And fancied thundcr, all {o dread, ador’d,
Tle voice tremendoun of an ancer’d Lord
The lightning his fwift vengeance—never dreaming
That mortals, ever poring, ever fcheming,
Hhould find that in a phial they fhould lock it,
And bear heav’n’s vengeance in hair breeches pocket,
In France, lo! Homace much hasloft her awe,
And blufbes now to kifs the Lion’s paw :
B3 Nay.
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Nay, dares to fancy (an old rebel jade),

Kings and their thrones of like materials made ;
Nay, fancy too (on bold rebethion’s brink,)
That {ubje(ls have a right to _fpeak and think ;
Revileth Kings, for praife and wonder born,
Calleth crowns fool caps, that their headsadorn ;
And 1acred feeptres, which we bere adore,

Moean picklocks for the houfes of the Poor.—
Thus CuriosiTY no longer fprings,

Aund wide-mouth’d WoxpER gapes no more at Kings.
Heavens! if Equarrry all ranks confounds,
No more fhall we be whiftled to like hounds ;
Frrepow will talk to Kingsin dauntlefs tone,
And female MajesTY be juft plain Joan!

Now taking courage to his honeft breaft,
His hand thec Major energetic prefs'd ;
Cloth'd with humility’s mild beam his cye,
He thus addrefs’d the Sovereien with a figh :—
¢ O King, you've call’d me an old fool to whine ;
« Bat I'm not oldi—fiill many a year is mine;
¢ Tho' white, as tho’ from Time, my temples grow,
¢ Inawrarrrvoe’s cold hand hath form’d their fnow—
¢ Grief dims thefe eyes, and whitens every hair ;
% And, lo, my wrinkles are the tracks of care !

“« To
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¢ To tread Lare’s wild, unwounded by a thorn,
“ Was ne'er the lucky lot of woman-born.

¢ Man fhould be kind to man, O beft of Kings,
% And try to blunt the ills that Nazare brings ;
 Not bid the cup of bitternefs o’erflow,

¢ And to her thoufands ada anorher woe,—

« Ah! if a trifle can a finile employ,

¢ How cruel, Sir, to i/l the infant joy !

¢ How faint of Happincfs the fcatter'd ray,

¢ That cheers of life, alas ! the little day ;

¢ While Care and Sorrow’s imp-like hofi invade,
¢ And fill a fighing univerfc with thade !

¢ Then bid your royalindignation ceafe,

¢« And fuffer our poor locks to refi in peace.”—
He ended.—Now with fcorn fo keen infpir'd,

And anger, uninvited, undefir'd,

Did Mapam ScHwELLENBERG, devoid of grace,
O’cx the Queen’s fhoulder poke her cat-like face ;s
And thus—¢ Mine Gote den—vat a faucy vretch !
¢ How cleberly dis poor old fella preach !

¢ Bring him de polepit—dat hc fal be pote in—

« Jan beat de Mettodifles all as rotin.”—

Now fpoke the Sroust of our moft glorious King,
Who deem’da loufe a very nafty thing;

B4 Foy'
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¥or folk of Strelitz are {o neat and clean,

"They think on vermin with abhorrent mien !—

For cleanlinefs o much in Strelitz thrives,

Folks never faw a loufe in all their lives.

“ Mine Gote ! 'mong men an women, an de boys,

¢ Iis fthave indeed make very pretty noife!

¢ Goote Gote! make rout about a lectel hair !

“ Wig be de fathion—Dixon, take de fhair—

¢ Sheet down, and don’t make hubbub fhuft hke pig :

¥ Dere’s noting terrible ahout a wig.

“ Mine Gote! dc tremblin fellow feem afred,

“ Asif we putatiger ‘pon lus head—

¢ De Ladics now wear wig upon der crown ;

¢ So fheet you down, Jax Dixox, fheet you down.—

« Cook tell his Kang and Queen he von't be fhave!

« Egote! d¢ Englis don’t know how bLehave '—

¢ Let Cook fay fo in Strelitz, ah' mine Gote !

¢ Derc would be foldicrs dat would cut der troat.

* You know dat King an Queen, you rcbel, Jax,

¢ Can cut your head off in a moment, man—

“ Lord! den, you may be tankfull dat we jpare,

¢ An only-cut off gaod-for-notin hair.

“ You know dat in our hiftory you read,

* How King of Englond cut off fubjcts hcad !—
“ Yes,
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* Yes, pleafc your Majefly,” the Cook reply’d,

<« And fomething, if I don’t miftake, defide---

¢ How fubjefts alfo cut off heads of Kings !

¢ But thefe undoubtedly are horrid things-—

¢ Wide from the truth then does the proverb wander,

¢ Sauce for the goofe, is fauce too for the gander.”

At this dire irony, with fable look,

The anger’d Queen of England finote the Cook.

Thus can the fwceteft difpofitions feel,

And, when excited, ring a glorious peal.

Whene'er it happens, (but it happens rare)

Look fharp, my Maiters---let the world beware.

Thus water, all fo fimple, cool, and mild,

So foft, it would not injure €’en a child,

Yet, goaded by the fire, how warm it grows,

Difplaying fymptoms of difturb'd repofe !

Suddenit fwells, and, o'er the cauldron’s fide,

Foams the fierce catarat’s tumultuous tide ;

And, in a twinkling, feethe foolifh fire,

Whelm'd by the water, with a whiz expire.

Now filence broke the King---¢ Sit down, fit down!

¢ Come, come, lct cvery barber take his crown;

¢ I'll fhow fome mercy, t'ye, ye nalty pigs;

* For mind, mind, mind, I'll pay for all the wigs !”
At



‘10 THE LOUSIAD.  CAXTO V.’

At thefe 1aft words, forth crawl'd an anciexy Daue,
Sharp-nos'd, half ftarv'd, and AvartcE her name;
With wrinkl'd neck, and Parchmcnt-elike to view,
That ¢'en the coarfeft kerchief feldom knew ;
With hawk-like cyes that glifien’d o'er her gald,
And, raptur'd, ev'ry hour her treafure told
Whb of her fingers form'd a comb fo fair,
And with a garter filletted her hair;
"r‘V ho ﬁcrcply fnatch’d, with wild devouring eyes,
An atom of brown fugar from the flies ;
Made a fad candle from a dab of fat,
And fiole a ftinking fifh-head from a cat;
Sav'd of the mufiieft bread the crumbs, and fees
A dinuer in the firapings of a cheefe:
| “’hii‘ﬁng a ftump of pipe, a frequent treat,
That gives the ﬁomacﬁ fimoke, poor thing! for meat :—
Forth hobbled this old Pame, with thaking head,
Like, in her crooked form, the letter 2ed—
" The Palace-watch, and guardian moft fevere
Of drops of dying and of dead fmall beer: .
A Dame who hated idle dogs and cats,
4 And trq:mblcd ata rbﬁ’ipus of the rats
' Ngyﬁdﬁen’d, jealous {cratching of a moufe,
- Afraid the imp might fwallow the whole houfe :
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The careful provinee hers, to fell old fhoes,

Old hats, old coats, and breeches, to the Jews ;

And drive, with dog-like fury, from the door,

The plaintive murmurs of the famith’d Poor :—

The Dame who bade the great Sir Fraxcis {11

The facred Pulpit, and the good old Bell ! ¥

Forth hobbl’d SaE, and, in a quick fhrill tone,

Thus to the King of Nations fpoke the Crone :—

¢ God blefs us, Sir, why give me leave to fay,

¢ Your Majefty is throwing things away |

<« What! give the fellows wigs for every head !

¢ A piece of rare extravagance indced !

<¢ Let them buy wigs themfelves, a dirty crew !

¢ An’t pleafe your Majefty, what’s that to you?

¢ 2ou buy the rafcals wigs, indeed, fo nicel

¢ It only gives encouragement to lice.

¢ Marry come up, indecd, I fay—new wigs !

¢ No-—let them fuffer for't, the nafty pigs!-

¢ Lord! they can well afford it—35ir, their hair,

¢ Cofts (Heav'n proteét us !) what would make you
¢ flarc,

* Sir Franels Draxe. Verily thisis a fact. The Baronet
Jately difpofed of the Pulpit and Bell of the old Chapel at Nutwell, in
Devonthire, built by his immortal anceftor. The annual iutereft of
four fhillings was too fafcinating to be withftood.

£ Hours
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« Hours in the barher's hands, forfooth, they fit,

« Reading the new(papers, and books of wit !

¢ Juft like our,men of quality, forfooth,

¢ Each full-ag'd gentleman, and dapper youth !

« Newmai ket now, and now the Nator ftudying,

¢ In clouds of flour fufficient for a pudding.

¢ Lord! what extravagance I fee and hear !

¢ Unlike your DMajefty and Madam there,

¢ Our Grear confume and fquander, fling away—

¢ *Tis rout and hubbub~f{pcnd, fpend, night and
“ day !

¢ Such racketting that people’s peace defiroys,

¢ As if the world was only made for noife.~

¢ Would ev'ry Ducheis copy our good Queen,

¢ More moncy in their purfes would be feen ;

¢ Her Majefly to things can condefeend,

¢« Which our fine quality, with nofe an end,

¢ Behold with fuch contemipt, and fuch a grin,

¢« As though a little faving was a fin!

¢ Her Majefty, God blefs her ! does not {¢orn

¢ To fee a ftocking and a fhoe well worn ;

¢ To mend, or darn, or clean a luteftring gown,

¢ $6 mock'd, indeed, by all the Great in town.

“« Her
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* Her Majefiy at Frogmore,* day and night,

<< Can to their labour keep her pupils tight ;

¢ See that to Milliners no trifle goes, »

¢ That may be done beneath her own great nofe,

¢« Iler Majefty can buy a hat, or cloak,

¢ In thops, indeed, as cheap as common folk ¢

¢« She will not be impos'd upon, the fays—

¢ O what a good example for oxr days!

“ When Prupevce didtates, lo, no pride fheé feels

¢ Could order thoes to come with copper hecls.

““ Yes, Majefty could nobly pride renounce,

¢ And make a handfome jacier of a _flounce ;

¢ *Stcad of Juon gauze, defrend, Great Queen! to
€ crape,

“ And, 'ftead of ribbon, draw a gown with zape ;

“ Turn hats 1o bonnets, by her prudence led,

¢« And clean a tarnifh’d fpangl’d fhoc with bread ;

« A gown’s worn flceve from long to fhert devote,

¢ And into pockets cut an upper coat ;

¢ Cut fhifts to night-caps, fatin cloaks to muffs,

‘“ And calmly frill groat ribbons into ruffs:

* A Farm near Windfor, where a parcel of young women, the
Protéydes of Maj:fty, are conftantly employed in working Beds, and
very well know the meaning of the phrafe—‘ Working one’s fingers
“ to the ftumps.”

¢« Rlefl
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% Bleft with the rareft economic wits,

¢ Transform an old filk ftocking into Mits

¢¢ Transform too (fo convertible arc things!)

% E’en flannel petticoats to caps for Kings.—

¢« And then your Majefly, whom God long keep ¢
% How fond, indecd, of every thing that's cheap !
¢ < Befl is beft cheap’—you very witely cry 5

¢ And fo, an’t pleafe your Majefty, fay I.

¢ Lord blefs us ! why fhould people fpend and riot ?
¢ When people can fo fave by living quiet ?

¢ Give to the Poor, forfooth! a rare exploit !

¢ Catch what you can, and never give a doit.

¢ To Saving, cvery one thould go to fchool—

“ To my mind, GeNEROsITY'S 2 fool.—

¢ Look at the Prince of Wales now, Sir, your fon—
¢ Poor youth! by Generofity undonce—

«« When was he ever known difirels to fcout,

% And to a one-legg'd beggar fay—*‘ Gcet out |”

¢« Inftead of proper words, as,  Varlet! Slave !
¢ Go to your parith, to your workhoufe, knave }”
“ In goes his hand, and out his purfe be draws,

« Relieves the rogue, and violates the laws :

« With puling Pity’s tears, his eyes o’erflow—

s Plaguc on his lips that never can {ay-—~* No.”
“ e
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** He values moncy juft as fo much dirt ;
¢ And to a beggar’s pray’r would give his fhirt:
¢ His open heart was made for ruip—ot it!
*¢ I wonder where the dev’l it was be got it.—
¢ A pretty difpofition his, in troth:
“ People thould cut their garments to the clothl
¢ Befides, Sir, there’s another ugly thing,
¢ He is not proud exough to be a king :
*¢ No diftant carriage his, no lofty mind,
¢ Baut all civility to all mankind:
¢ All fpeak their thoughts—his friends don’t mattet's
“ mince,
“ For nobody is frightes’d at the PrincE :
«¢ He bids them all fpeat oxr, without controul,
“ And fcorns the fycophant who hides his foul.
“ What fort of king he’ll make, I cannot tell,
¢ With fuch a heart—and yet I wifh him well.
« But kings thould be clofe-fifted, proud, highflyers ;
*¢ Nay Authors fay, too, Hypocrites and Liars.
¢ But, Sir, I beg your pardon-—to return
¢ To thofe fame dirty Cooks that you thould fpurn—
¢¢ Give them no wigs, the Beafis ] for, as I fay,
¢¢ *Tis kindnefs and good money flung away.”
Thus ended Avarice, at laft, her fpeech,
With praife of King and Qucen, and faving, rich.
" Such
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Buch words, detiver'd with a folemn air,

Made the great Ruler of three kingdoms ftare.
 Right, right, ‘tis very right,” the Monarch cries,
And on his millions rolls his mental eyes—

¢ Right, MisTrrés Avarice, right, right, indced
« I won't buy wigs for every nafly head ;

# No, no, they’ll fave it, fave it, as you {ay—

« I won't, I won't, I won't, fling pence away !”

Herc lct us paufe again, and think how hard,

That good intentions thould be quickly marr'd !

Ah! Goyrrosizy’s a tender plant,

Its root {o weakly, and its bearings feant ! !

SeLr-Lovi, too near it, robs it of each ray,

And thirfty, fucks the 1ills of life away.

Vile weed ! (k2 dochs in court i foil which fiaity

That thriveth in the cold and flintv hrat —

® Come, come, fit down,” the Monarch deign'd to
rave ;

% Cooks, cooks, fit down—Come, Barbers, fhave,
* thave, thave.

¢ Yes, yes, I thuk “tis right, “tis right and jufi—

¢¢ Indecd you muft be thav’d—you mufl, you muft.

¢« Cooks mufl not over Kuigs and Piiaces tow'r—

¢ Muft thow the world that we have got fome pow;r.”
Thus
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Thus, by Ambition fir'd, the Monarch ended
A fp;:c'ch to be tranfcended, but not mendcd.
What diff'rent roads to Fame, Amzerrion takes!
What hubbub in this under-world fhe makes !
Amsirion, the Queen-paffion of the foul—
Ev'n Lovr, {weet Love, indced, has lefs controul.
AneiTion makes the wife a fool at Court ;
Anzirion drowns an Alderman in port ¢
Amziiion fpurs our GREA1 in plays to {pout—
Spurr’d Sir Joun Dick to gain a ftar by Croute ;
Bade Lapy Mary for a eunuch figh,
And Ricayoxnp unto battles turn his eye,
To beam the cynofure of Bagfhot wars,
And give PosTerITY a Britith Mars.
AwmgitioN bade four Jounson lick the throne,
And blink at ev’'ry merit but his own;
BosweLL with praife a Hottentot befmear,
And give his country up to lead a Bear.
AwnsgirioNn bade Stk WiLL make new, old jugs,
And bake his immortality in mugs
Bade round the world the fam'd Sir Josern float,
To Lifs Querny OBEREA in the boat ;
And fpurs him now his blood’s laft drop to fthed,
In quefi of butterflies without a head,

Vor.1V. C AwMsrTioN
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AwmsiTioN nobly {purr'd the King of MeN
To walk through ITerscueLy’s tube and back agen ;
A decd whote lufire, Exvy muft allow,
Dcep plann’d at Windfor, and perform’d at Slough !*
Amertion fpurr'd the Man of royal birth,
To humble Mapam ScuwELLENBERG to carth;
Thus to the gardens of Imperial Kew,
When Mapam ScuwrLLeENBERG, for health, with-
drew,
And round the alleys of that famn'd abode,
Sublimcly ambling, on a Jack-afs rode;
Lo, Majyesty fo {ly, with flick and pin,
Drove the fharp mifchief through Jack’s frighten’d
fkin !
When, lo, the beaft, with fudden fiart and bound,
Wild plunging, huarl’d the Lapy to the ground;
Where, lo, fuch things appcar’d (her legs I mean)
As never ought by mortals to be feen;
Legs that ne'er faw, ye Gods! the fun before !
" Such legs ! as fet Great Cefar in a roar.
AmerTion bids the man of ropes, or figs,
Or fith, or brafs, or foolfcap, peas, or pigs,
Sigh for the golden chain, and coach fo fair;
In fhort, to thine the City’s fun—Lorn Maxy'n !

% A village ncar Windfor, the yefidence of Dr. Her{chell,
1 Bleft

‘
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Bleft man! in pomp to vifit at St. James,
And pour his gilded barges on the Thames ;
Devour with Nobles, in th’ Egyptian hall,
And trip it with a Duchefs at the ball !
Rich honours! but what pity my Lorp May’r
Should lofe, at length, his chain and coach fo fair,
And gorgeous gown, and wig, and biight attire,
And converfe fweet of Lord, and Knight, and *Squire ;
Sheriffs, and Councilmen, and Common Hunt,
To fwcat with candles, or with hogs to grunt;
Bid wax, for greafy mutton-lights, adieu ;
Drop wigs for night-caps, robes for apron bluc;
And quit of Justice the celeftial {cales,
To weigh cheefe, fugar, tallow, or hobnails!
Inftead of quefiions from the befi of Kings,
On /olid matters, confequential things,
To hcar a raggamuffin in his thop— '
¢ Soap, Mafier Guttle, quick, a pound of foap
With fuch a carelefs, broad, irrev’rent ftare,
As though the Chandler nc’er had been Lord May'r !~
But fo it is—poor MERIT oft complains !
Bleft is the mortal born with Gooft’s brains !
What fignifics the wifdom of the fchools,
If ForTu~E only will make love to Fools #—

Ca Now

*”
!
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Now to the Cooks, O wand'’ring Mufe, return;
For, lo, our readers with impatience burn !
Aw’'d by the voice of King, and Queen, and Page,
And Mapam ScnwELLENBERG'S relentlefs rage ;
Dowu fat the Cooks, amid a wond'ring hoft ;
The Barbers labour’d and the locks were loft !
Thus when Burcoyxe, oppofing all the fatcs,
Defied, at Saratoga, GeNeRAL GATEs;
Sudden the Hero dropp'd his threat'ning fift,
And wifely deem’d it folly to refift;
Dropp’d in the Vicror’s arms (unlucky lot!)
And faw his legions fink without a thot —
Speak, heav'nly Goddefs! was there then no fray,
No drops of blood cffus’d to mark the day ?
No fifty-cuffs, no eyes as black as night,
No cat-like feratches, no revengeful bite 2
Nor fifty-cuffs, nor eyes as black as night,
Nor cat-like feratches, nor revengeful bite,
The I'alace witnefs’d.—Thus the Mufe divine
Mufi clofe, without one drop of bload, the line;
And readers, baulk’d of deeds of high rcnown,
Perhaps fhall, grumbling for their money, frown.
'What can we do, if Fa1g produc’d #o fray ?
The Poet dares not make a murd’rous day—

4 Should
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Should Farsenoon’s tale the Epic Bard defile,
Which damnetﬁ half th" hiftorians of otur Ifle;
How could he hold aloft his tuneful head,
Or proudly hope at Doomfday to be read ;.
The glowing with of every Son of Rhime,
- To fink into Eternity with Time ?
Yet nought were eaficr than to form a fray,
And bring a dozen Gods to aid the day—
Yet nought were eaficr than to raife a battle—
Make iron head-piece againft head-piece rattle ;
Nails nails oppofe, and grinders grinders greet,
Nofe poke at nofe, and ftomachs ftomachs meet ;
Wild-rolling eye-balls againft eye-balls glare,
The dufty floor be firew’d with teeth and hair;
Caps, petticoats, and kerchiefs load the ground,
The trembling roofs with mingled cries refound ;
Legs of joint-ftools, and chairs, their vengeance pour ;
And blocks, and mopfticks fly, a wooden thow’r;
Raife clamours equal to an Indian yell,
Tranfcended only by the houfe of hell;
Nay, bid old Eresus, in fulpﬁur firong,
Difplay his flaming cauldron in our fong.
Proud of the Shave, the King of Nations fmil'd ;
Nay, laugh'd tsiumphant, with his glory wild:
C3 But
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But fiill, to fhew his juflice, thus he faid—

¢ Mind, mind me, Gentry with the thaven head i
¢« Know, know thc Loufe belongs to fome of you—
“ It is a Loufe—it is—"tis very true :

¢ Yes, yes, belongs to fome one of your houfe—
¢ I've read Bouffon—yes, yes, I know a Loufc.”
A pill-bLox then he ope’d, with eager look,

And fhew’d the Crawler, to convince each Cook.
The long-car’d beaft of BALaam, lo, we find,
Sharp to the beaft that rodc him, fpok€ his mind s
The mournful Xanthus* {fays the Bard of old)
Of PrrLeus’ warlike fon the foftunc told :—

Thus to the captive Loufc was language giv'n,
Which proves what int’refi Justice holds in heav'u.
The Vermin, rifing on his little rump,

Like Ladics’ lap-dogs, that for muffin mump,
Thus, folemn as our Bithops, when they preach,
Made, to the beft of Kings, his maiden {peech :—
¢ Know, mighty Monarch, I was born and bred,
¢ Deep in the burroughs of a Page’s head ;

¢ There took I fweet LousiLLa unto wife,

¢ My foul's delight—the comfort of my life ¢

¢ But, ona day, your Page, Sir, dar'd invade

¢ Cowsrir’s fweet lips, youf faithful dairy-maid;

% The horfe of Achilles.
¢¢ Great
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« Great was the firuggle for the fhort-liv'd blifs;

« At length he won the long-contefted kifs !—

“ Lo! mid the firuggle, thus it came to pafs ;

« Down dropp’d my wife and I upon the laf-;

“ From whence we crawl’d (and who's without am-
¢ bition ?

¢ Who does not with to better his condition ?)

« To %ou, dread Sir, where lo, we lov'd and ted ;

¢ Charm’d with the fortunc of a royal head ;

¢¢ Where, fafe from nail and comb, and bluft'ring
“ wind,

< We nefiled in your little lock behind ;

¢ Whete many a beautcous bahy plainly proves,
¢ Heav'n, hke a King's, can blefs a Loufe’s loves 3

¢ Where many a time, at court, I've jor’d your
¢¢ Grace,
¢ And with you gallop’d in the glorious chace ;
¢ Lousitra, too, my children, and my nits,
¢ Jufl frighten’d, fometimes, out of all their wits.
¢ It happen'd, Sir, ah! lucklefs, lucklefs day!
¢ I foolith took it in my head to firay—
¢ How many a father, mother, d;aughter, fon,
‘¢ Are oft by curiofity undone !
¢¢ Dire with! for 'midft my travels, urg'd by Fare,
 From you, O King, I fell upon your plate !
C 3 ¢ Sad
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¢ Sad was the precipice !—and now I'm here,

‘¢ Far from LousiLra, and my children dear !

¢ Who now, poor fouls! in deepefi mourning
all,

¢ Groan for my prefcnce, and lament my fall,

¢ NirriLLa now, my cldeft girl, with fighs

¢ Bewails her father loft, with fireaming eyes:

¢ And GrussBINETTA, with the loveliefi mien,

¢ In flate, in temper, and in form a queen;

¢ And fturdy Sxar, my fon, a child of grace,

¢¢ His father's image both in form and facc;

¢ And Drecory, poor lad, and hopeful Serarc,

¢ Boys that LousirLa’s foul was proud to hatch;

¢ And little N1eLE, too, my youngefi fon,

« Will afk his mother where his father’s gone ;

¢¢ Who (poor LousiLrLa !) only will reply,

¢ With turtle moan, and tcars in cither eye.—

¢ Thus, Sir, are you miftaken all this while,

¢ And Queen and Pages, that our race revile,

¢ As though our fpecics could not life adorn,

¢ And that th’ Armieury made a Loufe in fora.

¢ Yet if to Genealogy we go,

 The Lousk is of the elder boufe, 1 trow.

¢ Eler
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“« E’cl: God (fo Mofes fays) did man create,

“ Lo, our firft parents walk'd the world in ftate.

¢ Such is the hift'ry of your loyal Louss,

“ Whofe prefence breeds fuch tumult in the houfe;

« Thus, Sir, you fee no blame to Cooks belong ;

‘¢ Thus Majefly, for once, is in the wrong1”

Thus, in the manly tones of Fox and PirT,

To Grogrer, intrepid, fpoke the Sox or Nit:

Firm in his language to the King of Wrath,

As little Davip to the Max & GatH ;

Ordain’d, in oratory, to furpafs

The fpcech — th’ immortal fpocch of Bavraam’s
afs.

“ Lies! Ties! lies! lies! reply’d the furious King,

“¢ "Ts no fuch thing! no, ne, ’tis no fuch thing!”

Then quick he aim'd, of red-hot anger full,

His nails of vengcance at the Louse’s feull ;

But Zersyr, anxious for his life, drew near,

And fudden bore him to a difiant {phere ;

In triumph rais'd the animal on high,

Where Berexice's locks adorn the tky ;

But now he wifh'd him nobler famé to fhare,

And crawl for ever on BeLinpa's hair.
Yet
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Yet to the Loufe was greater glory giv'n ;
To roll a planet on the fplendid heav'n,

And draw of deep afironomers the ken ;
The Georcium Sipus of the fons of men ! 1!

END Qff CANTO V.

A PLAIN.
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Yet if refolv’d to worry Wigs and Hair,

And, Herod-like, not lirtle Children (pare ;

Say, (for methinks the Land has much to dread)
How long in fafety may we wear the Head?






" THE ARGUMENT.

A fublime exordium, containing a great Compliment to Mr. Pitt—
The Porr fagely advifeth the MinisTEr——Obfervethto him the
effeét of Time on the Heads of Beaux and Old Maids——The hard
fate of poor carroty-polled Prrrris—Lusin’s and Hover’s dif-
appointment, by means of this crue] Tax—A great and economical
Juper’s mortification ; and exultation of his fur-clad BroTaee
at the tax on hair-powder—A melancholy picture of the Harz-
pressers and BARBERs—The PoeT’s eye (as Shake{peare fayeth)
“ina fine frenzy rolling,” beholdeth the chafe of a powdered
Poll; the capture; the redemption; and punifhment of the In-
rForMERS in LonpoN~—Alfo Poll-chafes in the country, illuftrated
by an apt fimile—PETER exclaimeth at the Min1sTER, and com-
pareth him to a hard-hearted Fellow that lived upon executions—
PetEr praifeth Mr. PiT1’s powers of oratory—He attacketh the
pride of the MinisTER ; withing him to take a little retrofpeét of
humble days—A Kite and beautitul Bat-comparifon—Another
charming comparifon of the Boy and his TRuNk—~—FPEeTER telleth
firange and wnbelievadle things, and giveth two moft gracious
fpeeches—PETER praifeth the two fpeeches, and giveth alarming
advice—He exhibiteth a part of his political creed—PETER fheweth
his profound knowledge of EmrEroRs and KiNes and QUEENs,
&c. and maketh threwd obfervations thereon ; concluding with a
compliment to Mr. Fox—PETER prayeth fervently for the Royal
Family—The PoeT fulpeéteth the effe@ of the MiNisTER’s €lo-
quence—PeTER prayeth to Mr. Prrr—England wittily and
properly chriftened an old Cow; alfo America—The Poer
atketh a pertinent queftion relative to royal exemption from the
tax, and adminiftereth laudable counfel—PeTER gravely -and ine
genioufly pointeth outa tax on CHrIsTIAN SkiNs; alfo fome (not
all indeed) of the great advantages of human hides in the way of
trade—T he convertible ufe of Mr. Justice BurLLzr’s tender hide;
of the Duke of GLoucEsTRR’s; of the Duchess of CumBER.
1aND’s; of Lorp BrupenerL’s (the Lord help him!); of the
Duxz of Ricumonn’s, &c. &c.e=The PorT afketh where the

PowDER«
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Powper-TAx was born, and, like a certain GrEar Maw,

anfwereth the queftion bimfelf—The PorT telleth the MinisTER

a forrowful tale—A ftinking, yet beautiful fmile—Pe1er prophe-
‘fieth—Serious and good advice to Mr. Prrr—Political and deep

refleCtions—PEeTER fecth a vifion full of horror—He affefteth a

JSmile, but it feemeth to be rather the rifus furdonicus—PeTER

counfelleth (but, he thinketh, iz wain) the MiN1sTeR and his

Correacue Harry Duxnpas to run the gantlet—The cou-

‘clufion.

A PLAIN-
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PLAINTIVE EPISTLE, &c.

O Micrry Mafier of the ways and means

To flake the golden thirft of Kings and Queens;
To gorge the cavern of each greedy cheft .
With all the wonders of the bleeding Eaft

To lull with opiate draughts a Kingdom’s groans,
Patch ragged crowns, and cobble crazy throncs;
The modeft Barp, for five thort minutes, bear;
Nor may the Muske’s wifdom wound thine ear.

Sick'of thy taxes, while the wearied nation
Drags her laft penny forth, and fears farvation ;
Whofe voice is loud, and daily waxing louder;
Lift to the ferious found, and damn the Powder.
To thee, refponfible for every blunder,

Her mildeft murmurs thould be claps of thunder.

Pleas’d
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Pleas’d with thy fav’ritc folly, mark old TJMB,
Wide-grinning at the Beau: beyond his pmn’e: ;
And many a Maid beyond life’s blooming day,
Whofe curls his wonted malice turn’d to gray !

Lo, the poor Girl, whom carrot-colour thocks,
Pines pennylefs, and bluthes for her locks !
Refus’d to fly to Powpzr’s friendly aid,

She bids them feek in caps the fecret thade ;

No ringlets now around her neck to vlvave,

Prrrvis muft hide the redd’ning thame, or fhave!

At thee the flings her cur(Ls, Pirr, and cries—

At thee the darts the lightnings of her eyes;

xAnd thinks that Love ne'er warm'd Him who' could
vex,

With wanton ftrokes of cruelty, the Sex.

On Sundays trim, to give his head an air,
Poor Lusix fhook the dredge-box o'er his hair ;
HobcE dipp'd his caxon 'mid the fack of flour:
But now ‘tbey exccrate the arm of pow'r;
Lum m&nger dgu-es the dredgc—bax thake,
Neﬁﬁbmn to dip-his caxon in the fack.

;ct
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Yet fee a nobler MourNER | Keeeeo) 10!
"The 1aving Jupce has felt a franning blow :
His hawk-economy won't thank thee for't,
Which ftops his pretty nipperkin of Port.*
Not fo Jupee Broop, who glories in deceit ;
His life one murder, and his foul a cheat—
He loves a law, and hugs the man who made it,
To hang a culprit, and himfelf evade it.

See groups of Harr-pressers all idle ftand,
A melancholy, mute, and mournful band;
And Bareers eke, who lift the crape-clad Pole,
And round and round their eyes of horror roll ;
Defponding, pale, like Hosier's ghofts fo white,
Who told their forrows 'mid the moony light.
But fee ! each hopelefs wight with fury foams ;
His curling-iron breaks, and fnaps his combs ;

' * Such s the laudable moderation of this fecond Sir John Cutler,
or Mr.‘ Elwes, that he allows himfelf and Lady ar-and efier dinner
no more than this little meafure of wine! A fine example for the
fons of diffipation! It has been fuppofed that the economical Judge
has furpaffed the famous miracle of the loaves and fithed, by making
one bottle of wine ferve for deuble the number of fouls, or rather
dodies, that have come with operi mouths to Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields.
¥ do not think they have gone away /o awell fatisficd.

+ Vor. IV. D Ah!
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Ah ! doom’d to fhut their mouths as well as thops;
For dead is cufiom, ‘mid the world of Crors.*

In fancy now. I mark tlic frequent race 3
1 fee th’ Invormxr polls of powder chafe !
On this, on that, a Footman, Maid of Mop,
Ficrce as the tiger from his ambufh, pop;
Now in his cruel clutches, fharp and firong,
"To Bow-fircet drag his powder'd prey along ¢
And now | fee the Moa, in Mercy’s caufe,
Redcem the vi@tim from his favage paws;
And now the tyrant to a horfe-pond draw,
To quench the red-hot thunderbolt of law.
Amidft our villages, in Fancy’s eye,
1 fee Informers chafe, and culprits fly—
Rude Pikes o hungry putting to the rout,
Voracious darting, a poor hoft of Trout.

Who would not hide the temple’s white and gray ?
« Your moncy, Sirs——remove the mafk, or pay,”
Is now thy lapguageto a groaning nation !
Px'rw,?sgﬂ!",“lhou haft go bowels of compafiion.

¥
+ % Such {s the univarfal difgntt at the Powder-tax, that maay
:’f houfands of the male fox have already facrificed their favourite curls,
to difappoint the ra jacity of a MiNisTER.

How
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How mean (for money fuch thy boundlefs rage)
Thus to expofe the cruel pow's of Acr. !

Much lik¢ the Man art thou, and hard as he,

Who let his fcaffold out at Tyburn tree ;

Where, as the great and pious Docror Dopp

Gave by & ropé his finful foul to Gon,

Thus on his boatds aloft, amidft the crowd,

Th’ unfeeling wretch of wretches bawl'd aloud,

(So ankious people’s pockets to Be picking)

¢¢ Up, up—who mounts here 2~s-sll alive, ond kicking.”

I grant thine eloquence’s happy flow ;
But TruTs fhould bear it company, 1 trow=
Hyrocrisy, the knave, to keep his place,
Too often borrows Virtue's honeft face.
I know thy pride vaults high—but what of that ?
The tow'ring column often rais’d a rat.
Though tofs’d aloft by ftone-blind ForTtrxE’s pow'r,
Awake thy mem'ry to thy humbler hour :
Though now a Krre—ah! once a Bat, how fmall !
Flick’ring around for flies in yonder Hall {*
But, drunk with honours, “®No,” thou cryeft, *“ no;
% ] thank thee, but I cannot look fo low.”

* Weftminfter Hall.
Da Thus
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Thus a poor Country Boy to India goes;

A fmall portmanteau all the wealth he knows ;-

Arrives, with awkward legs and armis and mien ¢

But, ere a tweclvementh. pafs, - how chang'd the
fcene ! o .

He mounts his clephant, treats, wh—s, gets drunk,

And, ah! forgets his friend the Ltk Trunk, ‘

Know, man, no more of taxes now we want;
Lo, gencrous M-----y prepar’d to grant.
Hark to a voiec divine !—*¢ Pirr, Pirt, he, Pi17;
¢ No more, no more for taxes whet thy wit;
¢ I'll pay the foldier, and the tar—
« My millions, Pirr, fhall pay the glorious war ;
« I'll give thecp, lamb, ram, turkey, duck, boar,

“ fow,

% Goofe, gofling, cock, hen, heifer, bull, calf,
¢ cow 3

¢« And, Prrr, he, hae? at Smithficld, Pirr, I
(11 ﬁ"”a__.

“ Mine's the beft beef—yes, mine—what, what?
“ yes, minc: ¥
¢ I'll empty ev'ry guinea-cheft, and fack ;
¢ Yos, yes, the people ought to have it back :
€« JM[y

-~
.
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* My money in the ftocks, my wood,* my hay ;

“ Yes, yes, I'll give my all, my all away ;

“ Yes, yes, I know, I know the hounds are howling—

¢ God, Prrr, 1don’t, I don't much like their growl.
“ ing :

“ He, ha, growl, growl—what, what? things
“ don’t go right ; -

“ Why quickly, quickly, Prrr, the dogs may bite—

# Here T muft candidly condemn a part of the People, whofe
caufe, in the affair of Hair-powder, I am fo pathetically pleading.
 Such (fays the Wind{or Chronicle) was the unparalleled effrontery .
of the inhabitants of Brentford, during the late unexampled froft,
when they fhould have thought of nothing but dying, that thofe very
people, not worth a groat, ftarving, fhivering, and in rags, dared to
proceed in a body, amidft the dead filence of the night, with theip
unhallowed feet, into the facred Gardens of Richmond and Kew ;
where they wi.kedly, inhumanly, auu felonioufly, cut down and
maimed a number of trees, many of which they had the impudence
to carry away to their own ferub chimuies, to warm their own vile
bones, becaufe, forfooth, certain GrReAT ProrLE happened fortu-
nately to be in poffeflion of ewormeus guautities of wood, during the
great fcarcity, and chofe not to giwe it away in idle cbarity, nar foll it
at the sben current price, which had every probability of mounting
higher : as though they had not an equal right to txra & penny in an
boneff wway, with any coal./bed man in the village of Brendord. But
behold how they behaved on this infulting, provuking, ftealing, and
trying occafion! Seo for from advertifing handfome rewards for difro~
vering the rogues, and bringing them to juftice ; fuch was their cles
mency, that they ordered the affair to be huthed up, and buried 1n -
perpetual oblivion ! ! !* '

D3 « That
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¢¢ That would bebad, bad, bad,~—a fad mifhap—
“ He, Prrr—hm, ha? Ithould not kike 2 fuap.”

Suchare the founds to ftun thofe ears of thine,
Where truth and fpeed and eoratory thine.

And hark, another voice! and thus it cric#:
¢ I geef my chewells to de peepel’s fighs—
« All tings from MisTress HasTines as I gote;
¢ 1 geef de fine pig di'mond* of Arcore;
« K, dat vich Ruvmsorp geef, I geef again,
¢ Rader dan fee de peepels {ufferpain.
“ De Emr’ror isrefenta, Lord! 1 vil not tufh,
¢ Although dc duty cofs fo very muth.4
« I turn off Mister Wyar,f datl fal ;
« And geef up Froemorz—1Is, T geef up all

% The famous Diamond, {6 18fameyfly obtzined by Mr. R.; con-
fituting a cyrious piece of Afiatic hiftory.

+ Iam really afraid to touch opon this ticklith tepie. The late
proceffion of imperial prefents fromn the India-Houfeto. ..... ...
was attended by a dirty Cuftom-houfe-officer; but for whas reafon,
the L.-- of the T---+ ¢an bef} explsin. It has been rumoured, and
believed, that a fmall order from a cerzain guarter can overpower an
A& of Parliament; which, if true, maketh 2 fecond edition of litrde
David knocking down the great ‘Giant of Gath.

3 The Axchite@.

Geef
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* Geef up mine di'mond flomacher indeed ;

¢ All,.all, muth rader dan dc peepels bleed:

“ Ifs, ifs, I geef up all, fhuft like de K---,

‘¢ For bankrup nation be quite deflith ting.

‘¢ Vat fignific de millions¥ in our purfes,

“ If money do profoke de peepcls curfes ?

“ We won’t haf tumult---no futh ting mufs {pread---
“ Mine Gote ! balf loaf be better dan wo bread.

¢ Pecty to make de Englis pecpels groan ;

* So goote as poote de Prences *pon de tronc ;

¢ Who foon, minc Gote ! may take itin der brain,
« \at dey poote up, dey may puli dowws again.”

What founds of wifdem, PirT, to make thee thrink !
Beware !---thou ftand’ft on Daneex’s giddy brink:

* Notwithftanding her M——-’s immenfe property, in owe thing
and another, The pofleffes the moft economical cirgum{peion: wit-
nefs the following pretty tale. A Mifs J-n-r, of Gloucefterthire,
with her mother, view ing the Palace of St. James's, and enteting her
M——"'s drefling room, where a cufhion /il of pins lay on her toilette,
the young Lady exprefied a firong defire for having one of the Q.-
pins to carry into the country, and was reachingout her hand to take
one; whenthe Attendant, firuck with a fudden horror, caught her
arm, and told her it was impoffible to be granted, a< heyr M——— would
certainly fnd it ous.~--¢ D’ye think I might chenge a pin ?** fighed the
young Lady, with anxiety. % Mify,” replied the Attendant, after
fome confideration, ity probable her M----- may st find thar outy
* but I'l| run the ritk.”

Dg4 Know
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Know, thata fingle grain, or half grain more,

May turn the balance, man, and heave thee o’er:

And fhouldft thou tumble down the rock of Fate,

No feasof tears will wail thy thorten'd date.

Go, copy the goop Parr whom all adore,

Who fpurn the Proup,* and hug the humble Poor.
Though from my foul I hate mad Diffipation,

That beggars and infults a generous Nation ;

Too from my foul the Avarice I hate,

That, thirfly, fqueezes like a fpunge the State :

Withing from trees (‘0 keen the gold it grapples)

To fhake down guineas, juft like pears and apples.

Think not I court 3 Tomurr’s Jawlefs hour,

And wifh a Mob’s wild arm the fword of pow'r:

No ! leta T11vus, let an ALFRED tule;

‘Who fighs not for a King, I deema fool.

Like thofe were Europe’s Monarchs ! in thy ear,

What from a people had fich Forms to fear ?

Safe "mid the ardour of a realm’s embrace !

Kings never fall but by their own difgrace.

I murmuy not at Kings, if good for aught ;

{ ouly quarrel whea they're good for sought.

% Parcere fubjeétis et debellare fuperbos.
"Tis
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*Tis whifper’d that I never reverenc’d Thrones;
Granted---I never worthip flocks nor flones ;
Nor Yook I for wife Emp’rors, nor wife Kings---
"Tis ExpecTATION'S madnefs---Quixole things.
The man to titles and to riches born,
Amid the world of fcience, how forlorn |
To fpeak, to think, unable, mark bis air!
Heav'ns! what an ideot gape, and ideot flare !
Though lord of millions, gilt with titles o’er---
A ftatue ‘'midft a library !---no more!
IIe dcems the butterflics of Yolly, treafure;
And fhuns chafie Wispom, for the firumpet Prra-

SURE.

*Tis true, gay PLEASURE courts us to the joy,
While Wispom to her fwains is always coy.
The brain muft laboyr, or it proves the {pori
Of Wispowm's circle, though it charm a Courr.
Seck we corporeal firength ? the mine, the plough,
Of firong examples, furnith us ecnow.
Search we the fpot which mental power contains ?
Go where man gets his living by his brains ;
Had Cuarres* fir? popp’d into the world, I ween,
That world a very diff"rent Charles had feen.

¢« What
* Mr. Fox.
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# \What had Cuuarypes been ™ 1s atked with wonder—
Even
That good, fat, honeft, flcepy fellow—Stephen.¥

O may of PrincEs along race fucceed !
Such Doves, fuch barmlefs Doves as now we feed ,
Not Eagles, fcreaming with infatiate maw,
Wild in our hearts to plunge the beak and claw !
And yct too oft, to damn the coward age,
Our Ifle hag trembled at a TyranT’s rage.
Thus 'mid the fmiles of NATURE'S fair domain,
Where blooming Ileartn and Prrd¥ry lead then

train ;

‘Where, rob'd with verdure, wind the rills along,
And cv'ry vale refounds with cheerful fong ;
Sec o'er th’ Elyfian fcene, with lofty head,
The blood-ftain'd gibbet- dath the foul with dread §

T own thy eloquence’s fiream, but know,
Too oft for Lngland’s welfare periods flow :

* The late Lord Hollaud, eldei brother of Mr.Fox.

t In fﬂhce, Switzerland, &c. arc many of thefe pret moru-
wcats of Pride.

A truwe



A PLAINTIVE EPISTLE. 43

A truce to all fu¢h metaphoric breath :

So foit, they drop into our ears with death,
How like the fnows, wide-ermining the air,
So gently finking, kiffing, all fo fair;
Tralling on fimple theep, and foon, alas!
O’erwhelming, killing, with the courteous mafs.

Mercy to Exeranp yicld, the poor lean Cow?
Thy bufy fingers have forc’d milk enow :
Though frequent ruthing the lank teats to gﬁaze,
How patiently the beaft has borne thy fqueeze !
Juft thak’d hertead, and wincing whifk’d her tail,
When oft’ thou fill'dft a puncheon for a pail :
But now fhe buthing roars, and makes a pudder,
Afraid thy harden’d hands may fteal her xdder.
Think on AMERICA, our cow of yore,
Which oft the hapd with Job-like patience bore ;
Who, pinch’'d, and yet denied a lock of hay,
Kick’d the hard MiLkmax off, and march’d away.
In vain he try’d by ev’ry art to catch her ;
To wound, tobamfiring, nay, knock down, difpatch
her; ‘
Far off' the kept, where Love, where FrEEDOM
Tules; \
Mocking the fruitlefs rage of rogues and fools.
Speak,
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Speak, Pirr, (for know at times I'm rather dull)
Why from thy tax exempt a royal fkul} ?
Why free each creeping thing about a Court ?
The grambling nation will not thank thee for’t.
Let Hawkse'ry frown, and bull-face BRupeNELZ

roar ;

“They well may clul,, to eafe the Nation’s fcore :
Their purfe-firings, nay, lct all thy colleaguces draw,
Difgorging a poor guinca from each maw.
Let Queeyss’ry nobly pinch his Cyprian finnings,
And ftately CumrerLAND® her Faro winnings;
Let MADAM S---—--G4 make up wry faces,
Something {hould come in troth from fales of places.
Say, what the tax thy brain will next provide ?
Alas! why not attack the Human Hide ?
Lord, Lord ! how much it muft the Nation aid !
Folks may be fcalp’d with fafety---why not flay'd 2

* As one of the great Supporters of Morality, for fuch every
Mufe fhould be, I have feveral times had # in contemplation to give
this Dame a public rap on the knuckles for certain parfimony to fome
of the poor difbanded and faithful fervants of herhoufehold, after the
death of her fimple Duke. The tale however is too full of matter
for a folitary Note, and may, fome time ar other, give importance to
an Ooe.

+ This great Lady kept one of the firft Sale-fhops in England.
"Ti~
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"Tis verily a thame---a crying fin,

The world fhould bear ahout a ufclefs fkin ;

What's worfe, that fkins fhould in the grave be laid,

So beautiful an article of trade.

Think of the fpatterdathes, boots and thocs ;

And think thou of the millions people ufe :

8uch, form’d from human hides, would brave the
weather,

And fave fuch quantitics of foreign leather,

Thus would our Britary annual thoufands gain,

And rival all the cows and calves of Spain.

Afl’tt thou what orker ufe our hides could boafi ?

Books may be bound, my Friend---the letter'd hoft :

Cafes of confeience, BurLrLer’s fkin thould bind ;

Good folios upon mercy to mankind :

GLosTER’s, a book on wedlock’s fzvect tranguillity ;

His fifter CuMBERLAND'S, upon bumility :

BruprnELL’S, on beauty, witty converfation,

On manners, mufic, ratiocination :

{1awkse’RY, on fair, difintereficd deeds:

Efiays on manlinefs, the fkin of Leeps :

Ricumonp’s, on courage; modefly, Duapas’s;

State-fycophants, a volume upon Asses:

The ’s, on elocution, hay and hogs,
Corn, politics, tithes, civil-lift, and logs:
2 The
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The
Old gowns, old petticoats, old hofe, old fthoes;
Good nature, ftatc-extravagancy-lopping,

Pins, mantua-makers, milliners, and thopping :
To clofe th' illufirious lift, and founding linc,
Ondelegates, reform, and powder, thine.

"s, ondi'mouds, pearls, and cuftom-dues,

O fay, where firft was plann'd thy Powder fcheme ?
At Winmbledon arofc the golden dream ;
Where thou, and honeft Rumsorp-hunting ITarry,
Project, and re-project, and oft mifcarry'?
Two Graziers, cheap’ning hogs to fill your ftyes :
Two Spiders, weaving lines for fimple flies.
Rich fpot ! whence Millions take their eafy wing,
To bribe an Emp’ror, and refre/ly a King,*
Where, blefi, ye bumper it in England’s caufe,
Beleh Orrostrion's fall, and hictup laws;
With equal fpirit, whete each work fucceeds,

A Borrie now, and now a Nargon bleeds.

Al, PiTr! of late thy counfels draw difgrace -

The fpring-tide of thy fortune cbbs apace.
%
* His moff benourable Majefty, our late good and firm Ally, the
King of Prufha, like the Gentlemen of the Bar, requires very oftea

a refrefher before his Cannon can plead.
‘When
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When reputation fickens, toil is vain—

No noftrum gives the bloom of health again!

No more (fo grateful to the fenfe) a rof,*

It drops, a putrid carcafe, to the crows.

I mark the pompous column of thy fame,

Faft érumbling to the duft from whence it came
And fee thy thund'ring day in filence clofe,
While WispoMm triumphs o’er the pale repofe.
‘Too much thou courteft Danger's dizzy heighit 3
The treach’rous fands may fink beneath thy feetw
Thy kite, that reeling, fhifting, mounts the ftormgg
May force heav’iY's flath upon thy feeble form !
Think not I with with Satire’s blade to play,

And, charm’d with man’s difgraces, felfith fay,

«¢ Let folly root in Minifiers and Kings—

¢ While rank and thick like Aconite it fprings,

¢ Delighted on the precious load 1 look,

‘¢ And hail a harveft for the Musz's hook.”

‘ ®
Still to be ferious, PiTT, before we part :

Let Mercy melt the mill-fione of thy heart.4
How

* To avoid an ambiguity hete (for I have been queftioned about
it,) T mean the {weet-finelling ro/¢ of the field:, not Mr. George Reft,
of the Treafury. . ‘

+ I principally allude injthis place to the political charater of this
Statefman, which is rather marked with feverity. As for the domefic,

3 it
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How nobler far, for honeft famc to toil,

And change a Kingdom’s curfes for a finile !

Yet, if refolv’d to worry wigs and hair,

And, Herod-like, not little children fpare,

Say, (for methinks the land has much to dread)
How long in fafety may we wear the bead ?
Enough our necks have bow’d beneath the yoke;
Enough our fides have felt the goad and firoke ;
Then ceafe to make, by further irritation,

Our parience the folc rock of thy falvation.

gf late hath GrLort quarrell’d with thy fame;
Poor Przric CrepiT founder’d !—lame, guite laine—
Raracizy too oft extends her jaw,
Frefh whets her fang, and points her iron claw !
The arm of VENGsANCE drops not J/ightly down ;
Not quite a feather on a culprit’s crown—
Prorusion vilely fofter’d—Hoxour dead ;
ResentMenT's cye looks dangeroufly red.

it poffeffes fome traits belonging to the Jorry Gop. Even Parlia-
ment laft vear faw him enter the walls of St. Stephen, arm in arm
with his dear colleague and conftant companion Houngff Harry
Dunpas;: both fortunately conducted to the Treafury Bench without
a'fall, by the boozing, recling De1TY, where % Palinurus nodded at

“helm.”. . l ,
”"iﬁe " Bclievev
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Believeme, Pirr, not yetis thine the realm,

Not thize the thip, becaufe thou hold'ft the helm :
Suchis the voice of Trurn !—perhaps it wounds—
Friend to 1hyfelf and EncranD, heed the founds;
Sounds to alarm—and let not, though fevere,

The breath of ForLy bruth them from thine car.
Vain is rough blufter—vainly dar'ft thou fay,

“ Poh! danger I* 1 have met its trying day”—
For, ah! too often, boafiful of his wars,

Rank Cowarpice affumes the mien of Mags.

Dim though 15y beam, the Muse’s eagle eye
Bcholds a tempeft in the difiant 1ky ;
Dull though thy tympanum, ber nicer car
Catches a th{mder-growl from yonder fphere ;
She fees tharp Fate amid the gathering gloom ;
A cloud of vengcance, black with mortal doom ;
But darcs not name the MeLancroLy Forwm,
Whom Guivrt has mark’d the vifiih of the florm.

Now to be gay again-—fhould Famixe rife,
The meagre fpeéire, on a S——'s eyes,

% At the Old Bailey lately, in the affair of Mr. Horne TookE,
on the fubje& of Delegation, when Mr. Memory MIDDLETON was
beat sollow by the PriMe MiN1sTER.

Vor. 1V, E Aﬁd
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And fhould the groan of Briran’s bleeding wound,
Prefs on the thrinking ear—a killing found ;

Be whifiles blown, and bells of children rung;

The fav'rite little farthing ruth-light fung ;

Let dancing-dogs, delighting, form their ball,
Whips crafh, and grinding hurdy-gurdies fquall ;
While crown’d with chimney-fweepers on their way,
In deep-ton’d unifons the affes bray ;

Such as at Frogmore,* form’d to pleafe a Parr,

The true SusLime of Monarchs, a DurcH Fair!
And as again, on Frogmore's happy Green,

More fhowvs {hall gladdén our good King and Qucen ;-
Suppofe Duxpas and Trou (a Princely fport)

Play fome farce-charaer to charm the Court,

And boldiy run the gauntlope through a mob,

That execratcs, that damns the Powder job ;

Where Barbers, Hair-dreffers, Perfumers, throng,
To hoot and hufile as ye courfc along ;

Dafh with their powder-bags vour brains about,
With many a kick, and feoff, and grunt, and fhout;
Fach face with tallow and with dripping fmecar ;

And with hot pincers tweak each nofe and ear !

* A Villa near Wi;xd{or, belonging to the Queen.

4 This isabfolutely determined on, inthe Frogmaore Senate,
IlO !
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Lo! fhould it mifs the royal approbation,
I'll anfwer for the plaudit of the NaTION.

Such is the fong—and do not thou, fevere,
With treafon, treafon, fill a royal ear. i
A gentle joke, at times, on Queens and Kings,
Are pleafant, taking, nay, inffraélive things:
Yet fome there are, who relifh not the fport,
That flutter in the funfhine of a Court
Who, fearful forg might mar their high ambition,
Loofe the gaunt dogs of State, and bawl ¢ Sedition I”

E 2 FROG-






FROGMORE FETE;

aN

ODE ror MUSIC,

FOR THE FIRST OF APRIL,

VOULGARLY CALLED

ALL FOOLS DAY.

e Trah't fua quemgue Voluptas.”

4 T sarious things (fays Virair) folks delight ;™
And fo it really is in our great Nation |

In meannefs, avarice, fome-—revenge and fpite,
Dutch Fairs, mock charities, and oftentation,






FROGMORE FETE,

AN

ODE* ror MUSIC.

"TWAS at the royal feat} on FrocyMorE GREEN,
With Brirain’s gold, uprear'd by BriTain’s Queen ;
To charm a Court, a Princefs} turn’d fier head ;

At length deliver'd was her lovely brain,
And, lo! on Froemore’s happy, happy plain,
Wonders on wonders foon were brought to bed.

* The reader will, at the firft glance, perceive a refemblance be-
tween my Opr, and the celebrated Ope for 8t Cecilia’s day, by
Drypew, and know, perhaps, to which be muft yield the proference.
In fpite of all the praifes beftowed on ALEXANDER’s FEAsT, I dare
pronounce it, a'downright drunken Bartholomew-fair fcenc: the poe-
try, too, not fuperior to the fubje?; whereas the FrosMors Gara
was of the order of fublimity ; and as for the merits of my Muse on
the glorious occafion, (though, indeed, I could fay a great deal in
her favour) my good old friend, the PuzLic, muft decide.

1 “’Twas at the Royal Fealt for Perfia won.” . Drypsxw,

1 The Princefs Elizabeth,
E 4 Sublime
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Sublime the Pair of England fate !
Staring with moft enormous flate,
The family of OraNGE by their fide;
With all the pretty offspring round,
That firuck the mob with awe profound ;
Sweet StaTe, untainted by one grain of pride !

And bold befide them fat cach valiant Peer ;*

CarrmeaL, and courtly CHESTERFIELD, were there ;

Macmanvus, ftar-clad Sav’ss'ry, TowNsuenD, JEa-
LOUS,

"The Guards of England's Sovereiens—furious Fel-
lows !

With combs, puffs, powder-bags, their temples bound ;

In golden letters, Guinea Pics, around.

¢ Kines love mean company,” quoth EpMuND BURKE—

Making, indeed, with royal tafle thort work :

* ¢ His valiant Peers were plac’d around.”  Drypen.

“To the ignorant in punituation, this paflage may feem degrading ;
as though the Poet meant Meflieurs CarpmeaL, MacMmanus,
TowNsHEND, and JEALOUS, as a part of the Peers; whereas no
fuch idea was intended. I neverthelefs entertain a high refpe& for
thofe Gentlemen, as very ufeful members of fociety; yet cannot place
them /o bigh—it is fo aftonithing a leap from Bow-ftreet.

# ¢ Their hrows with refes and with myrtles bound.” Drypew,

But
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But thus K1nes bononr and exalt the Low !
How the like Gop that gives the golden day;
Who through a litrle hole can dart his ray,

And bid the dungeon with his radiance glow ;
Nay, from its filth, too, bid a vaposr rife,*
And make it a gay cloud amid the fkies !

But Pirt and GrenvinLe weee not there,
‘I'o whom a puppct-thow 1s dear—

Too ftmall decorum- on a certain debt,
Repell’d the Parr from royal fport,

Whofe want of manners put the Court,

Like four fmall Leer, indeed, vpon the fret.

No, no—the Cousins were not alk’d indeed !
Broad hints, though giv’n, by no means could fuc-
ceed 5

Nought could prevail, alas ! nor tears, nor fighs!

* Witnefs Lord Hoe-e--y, Lord A-----p, Mr. G. Resz, M,
H-----, &c. whofe origins may be traced (as Mr. Burke emphati-

<ully exprefied himfelf on a particular occafion) “to the favini/b mad-
S titude.”

1 Nota fingle card of invitation was fent from Windfor or Carle-
ton Houfe.  Violent were the r—1 difpleafures in the deginning ; bug
the Poet, in the true fpirit of Chriftiauity, hopes that he fhall not be
able to fay, like the Liturgy, “ As it was in the begimning, is noav,
wnd ever fhall be, world qwithout end,”

The
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The Zephyr, that fcarce moves the 4/y’s head,
As foon might lift OLp Oceax from his bed,
And dafh his wild of waters to the fkies.

Saunt’ring St. James's Park were feen the Pair,
While buftling F'rosmoRrE triumph’d in her FaIr.

And now, to charm our gracious QueeN and Krve,
Afcending on a public ftage,
The tuneful wonder of the age,

Hight IncLepon, began with bows to fing.

Of war he chanted—glorious war;

Of miliions, millions, fent afar,

-To aid of falling Monarchy the caufe ;

When, lo! the lofty Grear all fmil'd applaufc.

Now to the happy, finp'ring, courtly crowd,
“In melting melody he fung aloud,

A Tift of ev'ry Hanoverian hide;
Skins of thofc mighty men, by bullets bor'd,
Worth 'thirfy pounds a-picce to their high Lorp,
For whoe greas glory and defence they dy'd,

%

) Deax

'
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Dear is Hanoverian-fkinning !*
Money well is worth the winning—e
Fighting ftill, and fill defiroying ;
Hide-moncy is worth enjoying :
Cutting, killing, drowming, ftarving»
Soldiers’ {kins arc well worth carving.

And now the fwveet Trmornzus fang the Farr,

A la Chinoife, that brought fuch crowds to fare;
And bear the trumpery of the booths away :+-

And then to chai ity he pour’d the firain—

How Fouk a dcal by charity may gain,

And thus, with int’reff fair, themfelves repay !

* ¢« War, he fung, is toil and trouble;
¢ Hounour but an empty bubble;
¢ Never ending, fiill beginning,
¢« Fighting ftill, and ftill deftroying :
¢ If the world be worth thy winning,
¢ Think, O think it worth enjoying.” DrYDEN.

+ Booths were formed, and filled with trinkets of the Windfor
fliops ; purchafed by fomebody or other of the inhabitants of Wixpsor
at prime coff, and fold at FrooMoRE at about One Thoufand Pounds
per Cenr. Large quantities were retailed on the occzfion: for wbe
could withftand the temptation of carrying off a 2i::of MajEsTY,
which would crown the Poffeffor with eternal glory, and fipport a
charity ? '

And
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And then he prais’d the GreaT Mav and his Dawg,
From whofe deep heads the fcheme fo cunning came.

And now he chofe a plaintive ftrain—
The Essassy acrofs the main,

Of poor MACARTNEY, 4nd fad StavnTox, Knight ;
Forc'd, forc'd to enter, cheek by jowl, |
With hogs, dogs, jack-afles, Jenor—

The fad proceflion !—a tumultuous fight !

A Lorp and Knicur, difgrac’d, and tir'd, and
fretting,
Amidft the dufty hurlyburly fiveating—
Ah Embafly! to which we may compare
A drove of oxen fent to Smithfield Fair.

The pinions of Importance pluck’d,
Thrice to the carth their heads they duck’d ;
And thrice did they with bluthes rife,
‘With not a friend to clofe their eyes.*
Thus

* ¢ On the bate earth expos’d he lies,
 With not a friend to clofe hiseyes.” * Drypew.

" To thiis degrading ceremony of profiration’ before his Chinefe Ma-
jefty, it is faid, our Embafly fubmitted. But how could it be helped ?
N 4 Every
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Thus fuffer’d BriTisu Majesty difgrace,
So well {upported by the B——x Race !

At this the court of FroemoRrE figh’d—
And now he fang of more and worfe difgrace ;
Sang how the Emp’ror fhew'd an angry face;
Swearing the bold advent’rers thould be ty’d
To a cart’s tail, 4
Should they dare fail
To lcave the city in two days, poor clan!

When off they mov'd all mournful, beaft and man.

At this the Court of FroeMorEe dropp’d a tear;
For pity dwells with Q— and K— and Peer.

¢ Yet, O think,” the Songfter faid,
¢ Of the pretty finuggling trade !
¢ Court and CoBBLER this purfues;
 Smuggling, juggling,
¢ Juggling, fmuggling,
¢¢ Never mind the cuftom-dues,”

Every thing, to be fure, that could be devifed for the bonour and plory
of Great Britain, was attempted by dmbafflador and Co.; but beggars
muft not be choofers,

At
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At this the CourT refum’d the cheerful fimile;
For fmuggling cannot coxrtly folk defile:
Courts may {inuggle what they pleafc*—
Mob alone ExcHEQUERS feize.

And now he fung the kitle Box, -4 and old,
That caught the Soverrien's wild and raptur'd

gaze;
Which, oh! when oper’d, a fad flory told ;
Difplaying pot-bovks ! not a Bulf’s blaze.

What are rhymes to weffern Kings ?
Paltry, ftupid, jingling things: )

#* LapY H—xw—sse and her privaté Card.pariies know more of
this matter than the Poet. The fly no@urnal vifits of a certain
GrEAT Lapy's fedan-chair from the ... ... . are notorious.

+ A prefent, containing a fcrap of complimentary rbyme, manu-
factured by Kien Long bimfelf, in anfwer to the Latin Letter fent
by the Kive of Greatr Brirarn (but not of his own compofition)
to the EMreror of Curna. Poor Sir GEorGge STAUNTON was
made overfeer of the Latinity; but as the Knight had long forgotten
his propria quee maribus; the literary wigour of a German was em
ployed for the occafinn. . Are our Univerfities sTILL IN DISORACF ?
Will nothing but Goringen go down ? In the facred name of Litera-
ture, whet have our Princes imported from thence to afforsfb, that
cqulh 1ot have been given by CamsripeE and Oxrorp ?

N B, The verfes of Kign Love to his BroTuer King arc in a
i courfe of tranflation, and will be communicated to the Pusric in

due time.
Learning



FROGMORE FETE. ¢ B3

Learning is a Monarch’s fport—
Wispom never goes to Court.

Now came a groan, that feem'd to fay, “ A p-x
¢ On all the jingle of th’ old Driv’'LER’s Box 1”

Of taxes now the fweet Mafician {fung—
The Court, the chorus join'd,
And filI'd the wond’ring wind ;

And raxes, taxes, through the garden rung.

Monarchs firfi of taxes think ;
Taxes are a Monarch’s treafure :*
¢ Sweet the pleafure,
¢« Rich the trcafure;”

Monarchs love a guinea’s chink.

And now to Avarice he tun'd the firain,
That fuck’d the Nation like a {punge—

And now to DissipaTion’s madding train,
Who in diftrefs a PEorLe plunge;

* ¢ Bacchus’ bleflings are a treafure,
 Drinking is the foldier’s pleafure.”  DrYDEN.

What a poetical and fublime compliment to the military of thas
day !

®

A People
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A People that from ruin {carce can ’fcape—
And now the wide-mouth’'d Covrt began to gap:.

Gaping is the mouth’s difeafe,
When a fubject fails to pleafe.

Now to fad France his plaintive voice he tuny’d—
Sunk by the wicked Saxs-curorres {o low 3
Dealing poor DesroTism fo dire a blow !

When, mark ! the melting Avpiencr almofi fiooin'd !

The SoNGsTER now a graver fubject chofc—
¢ Who is to pay Performers that compofe
¢ This charming Fée of Frosmore!” were the
words :
With much furpritc,
And rolling eyes,
The Courr heard fyllables, that fiaLb'd like {fwords.

Now voices came—¢ Mine Gote !~—cnuft, enuff.,”—

« How! how! what, what? ftuff, INncLEvON, fiuff,
finft."—

¢ We pay! no, no! minc Gote, we haf more wit."—

« Go, go to Parliament—atk Prrr, afk Prrr.”

With
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With loaded fubjetts, ah} we fee
A Fack-afs in the next degree ;*
When foon appear’d the emblematic brutes,
With chimney-fweepers on their backs,
That kick’d, and fpurr’d, and la/b’d their hacks—
And well with fuch zame fools the trecatment fuits.

Off gallopp’d, for royal amufement, the Afies;

’Mid the haycocks they fcamper'd, and knock’d down
the lafles—

Girls fquall'd, the Court laugh’d, and the Jack-afles
bray’d

At the fight of the legs by the tumble difplay’d.

Now a CovrrLe+ leap’d down from :cheir ftate to the
PeANCERs,

Mousicians and Racers, TuNe-GrRINDERs and DAaN-
CERS §

Shaking all by the hand,} who, in compliment clever,

Roar’d aloud, “ Kings and Queens, Fun and Frog-

[Rad
.

¢ more, for ever!!

# ¢« The mighty mafter finil’d to fee,
¢ That Lewe was in the next degree.” DrypEN.

+ ¢ Tuars led the way.” Drypen. ,

+ His M v was verily the happicft Gentleman in the world,
and (fi licet parwis componere magna) was as merry 25 a (7r/g, vow-
ing repititions of tie Gara ; but by what fatality it has uot huppened,
not even the fagacity of the PorT is able to difcover.

Vor. 1V, F THS







THE

ROYAL TOUR,

AND

WEYMOUTH AMUSEMENTS;

A SOLEMN AND REPRIMANDING

EPISTLE TO THE LAUREAT.

PITT’s FLIGHT TO WIMBLEDON; an ODE.
Ax ODE To Tz FRENCH.
ODE 70 THE CHARITY MILL 1y WINDSOR-PARK.
A HINT 10 o POOR DEMOCRAT.
ODE 7o 7THE QUEEN's ELEPHANT,
THe SORROWS qof SUNDAY; awx ELEGY.

Aede
CxEsARIS iguidti res dicere. HoRAT.

Shame on thee, Pye | to Cxsar tune the firing 5
Be-rhyme his rawre, and Weymouth wonder= fing 3
$addle thy PEGAsUS at once—ride poft : ‘
o, ¢re thou fart'R, a thoufand things ate foff &

Fa






SIR, ’
I aALLow you virtues, I allow you literary talents ;
but 1 will not fubfcribe to your indolence : one little {fo-
litary annual Ode is not f{ufficient for 2 GreaT Kine.
Whatever things are done, whatever things are yaid,
nay, whatever things are conceived by micuTy PoTEN-~
TATES, is a treafure for the page of History. Blufh,
my friend, that a volunteer BArD fhould run off with
the merit of recording the wonderful adlions and fa-
pient fayings of Rovarty ! As foon as the MiLL of

CHARITY was ercted in Winpsor Park,

Lo! at the deed, thec Musk caught fire,
And fwell’d, with praife, the facred Lyre,
. Swect Lass! the could not for her foul fit ftill,
ImacinaTION, on the watch,
Op’d, for the fwelling flood, the hatch;
And, lo! to work, alertly, went ber mill.

~F 3 As
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As foon as the RovanL Jourwey to WeymouTn
xas annouriced, the fame Loyar Muse
Turn’d her brain’s pocket infide ott,
For poetry, to praife the rout.

No fooner was thc noble ELEpraANT from Arcor
prefented to our 4c/ovd QuEEN, and moft eeconomi-
cally;, and mofl gescroufy veturned om the Napor’s
hands; en sccount of his appesire; but the fame Muse

Began a tender mielancholy air;

Sung how he trudg'd, poor beaft, to PEckuam
Fair, '

And Sa1¥T BanrreLoMrw’s, to help defray

His fad expenits on the wat'ry way.

No fooner was a boat ordered by the omnipotess, all-
Seeling, all-bonefl; all-delicate, ali-coxflitutional, Lomrps
of the ....... on board Caprain Orack’s fhip,.
(even before fbe aame to ber mvorings) ot the other prefents
(fortunately without fiomachs!) from the feié knvwing
Nazos to het moft excellent M—--v, not to Mr. PirT,
and his Grace of Porzranp (for Minifters agc cy-
phers now-e-days) but leo, the Musk,

Attentive ever (o great Painchs,
To muflins tun'd her harp, and chintzes;
2 f And
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Anid prophefy’d of ev'ry fhawl;
That Se#W-—-e--~—a would £l them ail;
A circumfiance that aGually took place; making, we
prefume, a decent retars—the original coft, in India,
exceeding TEX TROUSANT poUNDs!!!

In future, then, my fricnd Py,

Let no man fay I hate dur Kines and Queexs,
Princes and Drawine Rooms, and LEvee ScEnEs 4
Defpife the bows and curtfics, whifper’d talk ;
I love the mumm’ry from my very foul :
Daily I fpread its fame from polc to pole—
‘What glorious quarry for the Muse's hawk !

Afk if the Man whofe heart the chaf: adores,

‘Wifhes annihilation to wild boars,

Or wolves fo hungry.—¢ No,"” the SPORTSMAN Cries—
¢ Long live wild boars and wolves! God blefs their

“ eyes!”

May; Kines exif—and Trirre pig with Kings |
The Musk defireth not more precious things-=

Such fweet mock-grandeur !—1o fublimely garifb !
Fgs Let's
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Let’s have no WasHiNgTons : did fuch appear,
The Musk and I bad ev'ry thing to fear—
Seon forc'd to afk a pittance of the parifh.

Such want no praife—in native virtue {trong :
"Tis folly, folly, feeds the Posr’s fong.

THE
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ROYAL TOUR,

AND

WEYMOUTH AMUSEMENTS.

PROEMIUM.

GREAT is of Harx-rowper the fale*—
Dowpas and Prrr have both turn’d pale ;
Yet CourTrERs cry aloud its want of merit.
CourTiERs have try’d with all their fpite
To fink it in OBLIVION’s might—
My Friend, the Pusric, keeps it up with fpirit.

# My ingenious Poem fo called; not Mr. PiT1'%s iapewions Tax
on thar fubjedt, which, we are well informed, fucceeds as miferably
in preduce, as reputation.

How
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How often we have feen a bullying Cloud
Attack the Sun, and quarrel too aloud ;
Spit, thunder, lighten, frighten the two polesy
Block up ev’ry avenue for peeping ;
On this fide now, now on that fide creeping ;

A fort of dirty malkin flopping holes !

Sometimes the worried glorious Gop of Day
Infifis upon a view, and fhows an eye;
Juft as a Mi~nacer, when fome fad Play
Is taken ill, and very like to die,
Kens through the curtain on the Critic Nation,
All hiffing. clatt'ring, howling out darmnation.

Thus Exvy, the vile hag, attacks my rthymes,

Swearing they fhall not peep on diftant Times ;
But violent indeed will be the tuffel s

1 deem myfclf, indced, a tuneful whale :

She fwears I am not upon fo large a feale ;
Ratﬁcr a wrinkle, limpet, paltry muffel,

Clinging to hcavy rocks, or wooden things.

Meaning my loyalty, perchasce, to Kings.

The
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The Puzrwic feems to likc my Brats,

Begot, indeed, with little pain—
Whether it turbot gives, or {prats,

Behold another to maintain !
Thus, then, I caft it on that Sea the Town :
I true, it fwims; if fpurious, let it drows.

ROYAL
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SEE! Cmsar’s off! the duft around him hovers,
And, gathering, lo, the Kine of GrLory covers!
The royal hubbub fills both cye and car, -

“And wide-mouth’d WoxpEr marks the wild career.
How like his golden brother of the tky,

When Narure thunders, and the fiorm is high ;
Now in, now out of clouds, behind, before,

Hec rolls amid the elemental roar.

Hcav'ns! with what ardour through the lanes he
drives,

The country trembling for its tenants lives !

Squat on his fpeckled haunches gapes the toad,

And frogs affrighted hop along the road :

The hares aftonifh’d to their terrors yicld,

Cock their long ears, and fcud from field to ficld ;
The
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The owl, loud hooting, from his ivyrufthes ;
And fparrows, chatt’ring, flutter from the buthes:
Old women, (call'd ¢ a pack of blinking b—-s,”)
Dafh’d by the Taunp’riNG LicuTHORSE into dirches,
Scrambling and howling, with poft—rs pointed,
Sad pi¢turc ! plump againft the Lorp’s AxoiNTED.
Dogs bark, pigs grunt, the flying turkeys gobble ;
Fowls cackle; fereaming gocfe, with firetch’'d wing,
hobble ;
Dirc death his herfes hoofs to ducklings deal,
And goflings gafp beneath the burping whecl.
Thus the great Aow, when he ruthes forth,
With all his winds, East, Wesr, and Sovrh, and
NorrH; )

¥lutter the leaves of trees, with wocful fright,
Shook by his rage, and bullied by his might ;
Straws from the lanes difpers’d, and whirl'd in air,
The bluftering wonders of his mouth declare.
Heav'd from their decp foundations, with dread found,
Barns and old houfes thunder to the gmund, '
And bowing oaks, 1 ages rooted firong,
Raoar through their branchesas he fweeps along.
He hreakfafts on the road, gulps tea, bolts toaft ;
Jokés with the waiter, witty with the hoft ;

Rung
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Runs to the garden, with his morning dues ;
Makes mouths at CLoacinA’s ; reads the news.
Now mad for fruit, he fcours the garden round ;
Knocks every applc that he fpies, to ground ;
Loads ev'ry royal pocket, feeks his chaife ;

Plumpsin, and fills the village with ainaze.

He’s off again—he fimokes along the road !

Purfue him, Pye—purfuc him with an ode :

And yeta pafforal might hetter pleale;

That talks of fheep, and hay, and beans and peas ;-
Of trees cut down,* that Ricumonn’s lawn adorn,
To gain the pittance of a peck of corn.

He reaches WeymouTh—treads the Efplanade—
Hark, hark, the jingling bells ! the cannonade !
Drums beat, the hurdigurdics grind the air ;

Dogs, cats, old women, all upon the ftarc:

All Weymours gapes with wonder—hark ! huzzas !
The roaring welcome of a thoufand jaws !

O Py, fhalt Thos, ArorLro’s fav'rite fon,

Inloyalty by Perer be outdone ?

* Great has been the maflacre among the furdy oaks, to make room

for the courtier-like pliability of the cornffalk, that brings more griff
to theRovar M,

How
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How oft I bear thy mafier on my back,

Without one thimblcfull of cheering fack ;

While thou, (not drunk, I hope) O Barp divine,
Oft wett'ft thy whiftle with the Musg’s wine.

O hafte where proftrate Courriers Manarchs greet,
Like cats that feek the fun/hine of the firect s

Where CresTERFIELD the lively {paniel fprings,
Runs, leaps, and makes rare merriment for Kings
Wherce tharp Macmanvs, and fly Jearous, tread,
To guard from Tresacu'rY’s blow the Royal Head 3™
Where Nunx and Barger, 4 filent as the mouie,
Steal, nightly, certain goods to Glo’fier Houfe.

O fay, fhall C.zsar in rarc prefents thrive ;

Buy cheaper, too, thanany man alive;

Go cheaper in excurfi ons ou the water,

And Lavreat Pye know uothing of the matter ?

* De it recollefted with horror that a flone was flung at our befor ed
Sovereign in St. James's Park, endangering his life; yet an impudeat
Rbymer thought erberwife ; who, on the occafion, had the audacity to
write the following Epigram

Talh no more of the lucky efcape of the bead,
From a flint {fo unwittingly throwa :

T think very difi"rent---with thoufands, indeed,
*Twas a lugky efeape for the fone.

+ Two tradefmen who repair conftantly from London ta Wey-
meaaith, when Royalty deigns to vifit the fpot.

¢ . Adls
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A@s that thould bid his Pozt’s bofom flame,

And make his {pendthrift fubjects bluth with fhame.

What though Tom WarTon laugh’d at Kings and
Queens, :

And, grinning, ey'd them juft as State Machines ;

Much better pleas’d (fo fick of royal life)

To celehrate *Savrre Puven and Puncn’s wife !

I grant thee deep in Attic, Latianlore ;

Yet lcarn the province of the Muse of yorf:: '

The Barps of ancient times (fo Hist'rY fings)

Eat, drank, and danc’d, and flept with mighty Kines,

Who courted, reverenc’d, lov’d the tuneful throng,

And deem’d their deeds ennobled by a fong. .

Lo, PirT arrives! alas, with lantern face!
¢« What, he, Prrr, he-~what, Pirt, h®, more
“ difgrace "

*¢ Ah, SirEe, bad news! a fecond dire defeat !
* VENDEE undone, and all the Crouaxs beat !

“ He, he—what, what »—beat, beat 2—what,
“ beat agen ? ]

* Well, well, mere money-raife more men, more

“ men,
G « But
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“ But mind, Pirt, haz—mind, huddle up thc‘né"*fm

¢ Coin fomething, and the growling land amufe:

“ Make all the Sans-culottes to Paris caper,

 And Rose fhall print the vit'ry in his Paper.

¢ Let’s hear no more, no more of Cornifh tales—

“ Ifha'n'trefund a guinca, Prrt, to WaLEs:

¢ I can’t afford it, no—1I can’t afford:

“ WALEs coft adeal in pocket-cath and board.

“ Pirr, Pitr, there’s Frost, my bailiff FrosT—
“ fee, fee!

¢ Well, Prrr, goback, go back again—Db’ye, b'ye:

¢ Keep Lonpox flill—no matter how they carp—

« Well, well, go back, and bid Duxpas look fharp.

¢ Muft not lofe FRaNcE—no, FrRaANCE muft weara
¢ crown :

¢ If France won't fwallow, ram a monsrch dowwn.

“ Some crowns are {carce worth Sixpences — he,
“ Prrr?—-"

The PreMier fmil'd, and left the Royar Wir.

Now Frosr ‘approaches—¢ Well, Frost, well,
“ Frost, pray, '

¢ How, ’hbw.wcnt theep a fcore 7—how corn”and
¢« hay?” ' - .
4 An't
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« Kn't pleafe your Majefly, a charming price:
¢ Corn very foon will be as dear as fpice.”

“ Thank God! but fay, fay, do the poor com-
plain ?
“ He, ha, will wheat be fixpencee, Frost, a grain 2

““ 1 hope #oz, Sirc; {or great were then my fears,
“ That Winpsor would be pull’d about our ears:”

* Frosr, Frost, no politics—no, no, Frost, no:

“ You, you talk politics! cho, oho !

“ Winpsor come down about our cars! what,
¢ what?

“ D'ye think, ha, he, that I'm afraid of that?

% What, what arc foldiers good for, but obey?

«« Macmanus, Townsenp, Jearous, be, hx, he ?

¢ Pull WinDsor down? ha, what ?—a pretty job !

“ Winpsor be pull’d to pieces by the mob !

¢ Talk, talk of farming—that’s your fort, d’ye fee

“ And mind, mind, politics belong to me.

“ Go back, go back, and wafch the Windfor chaps;

“ Count all the poultry ; fet, fet well the traps.”

Ga $¢ Sce,
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¢ See, fee! fee! Stacie*—here, here, StacE, héte—

 Going to market, Stacie ¥—dear, dear, dear'

¢ I get all my provifion by the mail—

“ He, moncy plenty, Stacie ? don’t fear jail.

“ Rooms, rooms all full ? hee, hae ? no beds to fpare ?

“ What, what ! give trav’lers, ha, good fare, good
“ fare?

“ Good fign, good fign, to have no empty beds !

% Shows, fhows that people like to fee CrownN'D

« Hrpanzg,”

The Mail arrives ! hark ! hark ! the cheerful horn,
To MajesTy announcing oil and corn ;
Turnips and cabbages, and foap and candles ;

- And lo, each article Grear Casan handles !
Bread, checte, fait, catchup, vincgar, and muflard,
Small beer, and bacon, apple-pye and cuftard :
All, all, from Wixpsor greets his frugal Grace,
For WrynmouTh is a d-mn'd expenfive place.

SAL'SB'RY appears, the Lord of fiars and ﬁring’s :
Prefents his poem+ to the 42 of Kings.
' S . GREAT
#* The honeft Mafier of the Rovar HorEer,

+ This high Lord is really a igh Poet. "His Journey to Weymouth,
which I was hoxribly afraid would have foreftalled mine with the
Public,



THE ROYAL TQUR. ' 85

GriaTCmsar reads it—feels a laughing fit,
And wonders Sar’se’ry thould became a wit,

A batch of bullocks! fee Great C&sAr run:

He fiops the Drover—bargain is begun.

He feels their ribs and rumps—he {liakes his head—

¢ Poor, Drover, poor—poor, very poor indecd.”

Casar and Drovzer haggle—diffrence {plit—

How myuch ?>—a fhilling ! what a royal hit !

Aload of hay in fight! Great CEsar flics—

Smells—fhakes his head—¢ Bad hay—four hay—"
he buys.

¢ Smell, CovrTowN—I{mell-—good bargain—lucky
load—

% Smell, CovrTowN—I{weeter hay was never mow'd.”

A herd of fwine goes by {—“ Whofc hogs are thefe ?
¢ Ha, Farmer, ha?”—“ Yours, Mecafter, if yow
« pleaze.”
“ Poor, Farmer, poor—lean, loufy, very poor—
« Sell, fell, ha, fell ?”—Ifs, Meafter, ta be zure ¢
“ My pigs were made for zale, but what o’that ?

Public, will make its appearance foon, and, I am informed, isto be
enriched with reyal annatation. -

G 3 “ Yow
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¢ Yow caall mun Jean ; now, Zur, I caall mun vat—=
¢ Meafter, I baant a ftarling—can’t be cort’;

 You think, agofh, to ha the pigs vor nort.”

Lo ! Casar buys the pigs—he flily winks—

“ He, GwiNN, the fellow is not caught, he thinks—
¢ Fool, not to know the bargain I have got !

“ Hae, GwiNN-—anice bargain—lucky, lucky lot !"

Enter the dancing dogs ! they take their fiations;
They bow, they curtiy to the Lorp or NaTioxs.
They dance, they fkip, they charm the K— of Fun,
While Courtiers fec themfelves almoft ourdone.

Lord PavrLeT enters on his hands and knees,
Joining the hunts of hares with hunts of fleas.*

Enter Sir Joszpn ! g]z;dd’ning royal eyes *

What holds his hand ? a box of butterflies,

Grubs, nefts, and eggs of humming-birds, to pleaft ;
Noots, tadpoles, brains of beetles, ftings of bees.
The noble Prefident without a bib on,

To fport the glories of his bluthing ribbon !

* The Earl has won the Royal finile, and is made a Lord of the
Bedchamber ; but as capricious inconftancy is a prominent feature
in the Brunfwick fanily, a royal frown may beatno great diftance.

'sma' : Tl 1€
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The Fithermen! the Fithermen behold !

A thoal .of fith! the men their nets unfold’;
Surround the fcaly fry—they drag toland:
‘Czsar and (o, ruth down upon the fand ;
The fithes leap about—Gods ! what a clatter !
Cizsar, delighted, jumps into the water—
11e marvels at the fith with fins and fcales—
He plunges at them—{eizes heads and tails ;
Enjoys the draught—he capers—laughs aloud,
And fhows his captives to the gaping crowd.
He orders them to Glo’fter Lodge—they go :
Butare the Fifhermen rewarded !(—NO ! ||

C.aosar fpies Lady CaTncart with a book ;

He flics to know what "tis—he longs to look.

¢ What'sin your hand, my Lady? let me know.”
« A boak, an’t pleafe your M ¥, ¢ Oho!

“ Book’s a good thing—good thing—I like a book,

“ Very good thing, my Lady, let me look—
“ War of Amcrica! my Lady, hae?
¢ Bad thing, my Lady !-—=fling, fling rba: away.”

A Sa1vor pops uponthe Royaw Pair,
On crutches borne—an obje& of Defpair:
G 4 « His
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His fqualid beard, pale cheek, and haggard eye,
Though filent, pour for help a piercing cry.

¢« Who, who are yox # what, what ? hae, what are you?”
% A man, my Liege, whom Kixp~Ess never knew.
“ A failor ! failor, ha? you've loft a leg.”

“ I'know it, Sir—which forces me to beg.
¢ I've nine poor children, Sir, befides a wife—
¢ God blefs them ! the fole comforts of my life.”

«¢ Wife and nine children, he?—all, all alive? .

¢ No, no, no wonder that you cannot thrive.

¢ Shame, fhame, to fill your hut with fuch a train !

« Shame to get brats for orhers to maintain !*

« Get, get awooden leg, or one of cork:

« Wood’s cheapefi—yes, get wood, and go to work.

‘¢ But mind, mind Sailor—h, hz, hae—hear, hear—

“ Don’t go to Windfor, mind, and cut one there : ‘

¢ That's dangerous, dangerous—there I place my
“ traps— ' ‘

¢ Fine things, fine things, for legs of thieving chaps :

* Is not this farcafm as applicable to thrones as bowels ?
3 , ¢ Beft
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<¢- Beft traps, my traps--take care--they hite, they bite,
¢ And fometimes catch a dozen legs a night.”

* Oh! had I money, Sir, to suyaleg!”
* No money, ha? nor I---go beg---go beg.” -

How fweetly kind to bid the cripple maump,

And cut from other people’s trees a ftump !

How vaftly like our kind Arcrpisgor M--rE,*
Who loves not beggar tribes at Lambeth door;

Of meaner Parfons bids them afk relief--- »
There, carry their coarfe jugs for broth and beef'!

“ Minc Gote! your Mafhefty !---don’t hear fufh
¢« ftuff';

¢ De Workhoufe always geefs de poor enough.

¢ Why make bout dirty leg futh wond'rous fufs ?---

% And den, what impudence for beg of Us!

* Qur tender Metropolitan, as well as the delicate fendbility of
M=rs. M---g, are really tired with the number of poor creatures who,
three times a week, have, from time immemorial, claimed the chari-
table donation of broth and meat from Lambcth Palace. It is pretty
well known that a firong application has been made for the removal of
this suifance, but hitherto without fuccefs.

« I’n
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« In Strelitz, O mine Gote | de beggars fkip :
¢ Dere, for afharity, we geefs a whip.

¢ Moncy make fubjeéts impudent, T'm furc---
“ Refl;e& be always where de peepel’s poor.™

3

¢ How, Sailor, did you lofc your leg ?---hir, hae

« T loft it, pleafe your Majefiy, at fea,
¢ Hard fighting for my country and my King.”

¢ Hz, what ?---that’s common, very common thing.
“ Ha ! lucky fellow, that you were not drilld :

.« Some lofe their heads, and many men are kill'd.

¢ Your parith? where's your parith? ha---where,

¢« where ?”

¢ I ferv’d my "prenticethip in Mancheficr.”

¢« Fine town, fine town---full, full of trade and
¢ richcs--:-

¢ Hew, Sailor, hee, can youmake leather breeches ?

¢ Thefe come from Manchefier---there, there I got
“’em!”

On which GreaT Czsar claps his buckfkin bottem.

# Muft not cncourage vagrants---no, no, no---
« Muft not make laws, my lad, and break ’em too.
¢« Where,
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¢ Where, where's your parith, ha? and where's
¢ your pafs ?

v Well, make hafte home---I've got, I've got no
“ brafs.”

Now to the EspLanape a feat is borne,

To eafe the Q---n's {weet bottom and her corn ;
For cornsare apt ¢'en Majefly to bite,

As well as on poor toes to vent their fpite,

Around the gracious Q---- of England, lo,

Dawmes of the BepcuaMBER, a goodly row!

Moab pafling by, of Majesty fo fond,

Dipping, like ducks, their noddles in a pond.

How would this fight of StrEL1TZ charm the foul ?

A bfty land, although a fpider hole !

Avaunt, all FraiL-oNgs, from the Q.—'s chafte
VICW

Porrution taints the air with fuch a crew }-

Darce ye approach ? full foon ye meet refifiance ;

ImHoOFF’s pure wife fhall thove you at a diftance :

The East’s proud Empress, who, with di’mond
wand, |

Can vifit the firft Lapy of the Laxp;
Nay,
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Nay, more, the chronicles of truth aver,
Can make the Lanp’s First Lapy vifit ber ?

She comes! the Majesty of this fair Ifle

Greets MistrEss ImporF with an cll-wide fmile ;
Bids her partake the radiance of a Crown,

And, on the fear of Innocence, fit down.

Lo ! downfhe fits! the mob, all envying, views,
As MistrEss Imuorr whifpers Indian news.

-

The StapTHOLDER ! he joins Queen Charlotte—obump
Falls on the feat of Royalty, his rump!

Peace to his fpirit ! he begins to doze !

He fnorcs ! heav’ns blefs the trumnpet of his nofe !

So great is folly, that the world maybap

Shall, grinning, point at Hoocen MooGEN’s nap.
Princes of Europe, pray exclaim not ¢ fhame !
Go, for Mankind’s repofe, and do the fame.

My Lapy H
Deep laden, like a camel, ora barge.

What's all beneath her petticoats ?=——Shawls, chintz—
Why fhould the Mufe, indeed, the matter mince ?
Muiflins the richeft, of the fertile Eaft.
‘%o, back fhe moves again, to be undreft !

E appears ! how large!

At



THE ROYAL TOUR. 94

At Glo’fier-Lodge, upon the bed fhe fquats,

To drop the lumber, thawls, and broider’d brats ;
Where England’s happy —— her fteps purfues,
Attends the labour, and turns accoucherfe.

Hak! Caesar and thelittle children talk;
Together laugh, together too they waik :

The mob around admire their pleafant things,
And marle that children talk as well as Kings.

H fpécds :
He catches up a {core of books, and reagds—
Learns nothing—fudden quits the book-abode—
Orders his horfe, and fcours the Dorfet road.
He’s in again! he boards the barge—fcts fail—
Jokes with the failors, and enjoys the gale :

And now to Deramort’s the M.

Defcants on winds and waves—the land regains,
And gives the Tars juft norhing for their pains f

For, what a bore that Kings their flaves thould pay f
Sufficient is the bonour of the day !

Now fprings the Sov’reren wildly to the feas—
Ruthes intrepid in—along to knees !—

Old Nerrune, jealous of his world, looks big—
And bluft'ring Boreas blows away his wig.

O Pxz?
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- O Pye ! amidft fuch doings canft thou flecp #
Such wonders whelping on the land und decp !

So nobly form'd to deck th’ hiftoric page,

Aftonith man, and fwell the Muse's rage !

Thus, thus I fing of Royalty, unpaid ;
In Courts obferve, and follow to the fhade;
And mean, God willing, fince thox wilt not writc,
"To give each word and action to the light;
With daily deeds my voice fublimely raifc,
And found wife fpecches into diftant days.
.

In fpite of low Democracy, the Brute,

Kings fhall at length regain their lof repute.

The poor funk FaLcox, robb’d of ¢v'ry plume;
That fnaps the ground, and mourns his humble doom,
‘With pow'rful pinion foon from: carth fhall rife,
Mix with the folar blazc, and fweep the fkies.

Such fhall be done, if pow’r the Barp can boaft,
'Who deems the breed 100 precions to be lofi.

And fince Avcustus deign’d with Bards to dine,
And, bleft with Bards, Mec&~as drank his wine ;
O Iet us hope that mighty modern Kings

May ceafe to clafs the Bards with valgar things,
And
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And of the Tungrur Trise think fomewbat higher,
Than Newgate's Bellman, or a Country Cryer I%
Should this rare @ra rife, and Brunswrick’s GRACE
Revive the drooping glory of his race;

How happy at Saint James’s, my fricnd Py,

At Buerinciuasm and Winpsor, 7hex and 1,

T'o fee fair Grxius re-affume her reign ;5 »

.

Durryess and Avarice expell’d the feene
iifplay,

The fat’ning Barops their laurell’d fronts «

And proudly trivmph over Hogs and HHay !

Once more, then, lef me beg thee, luzy Pyry

To follow Mowarcus wherctoc'er they fly -

When from the lofty pinnacle of thrones,

They fiuk. to tread, with vulgar folks, the fiones;
To Weymouth waves, and fands, and fhops repair;

Dafh country Joawswith drcad, and Buypgixs feare:

* Never were the Awdu, alias PorTs, in more difefteem than at
the Court ot the Brunswicis, Homer, finging of {uch as were the
greateft favourites ot ancient Monarchs, mentions Tnrnpa Kexwr, Tine
Tora Au;wr, and Mash., 7. e. aDocTur, a House-CaxrPENTER, and
2Conjuror. Thefe our beloved §—m—n, following this claffical
example of antiquity, has noticed and recommended : Doctor WiLLts,
to Parliament; Str Wirriam Cuamsegs, to the Comptrollerfhip
of the Board of Works; and Sicwor PingrTI, to the Patronage of
all the wifr of the Metropolis.

v

For
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For ever trifling, and for ever bleft,

In laugh, and hop, and fkip, and jump, and jeft—
How like the ruftic boy, the fimple Tuixe,

Who only wifh'd to be a mighty King;

(So meanly modefl was his pray’r to Fatc)

To eat fat pork, andride upon a gate !

Mr.



M. PITT’s

FLIGHT 1o WIMBLEDON.

JUST as I prophefy’d !-—the fiorm begins !
And thou art off—for WimsLepon, I ween,
To hide thee there for all thy conrtly fins,

So complaifant indced to King and Qugex !

Loud was thy window’s crath—a thow’r of ftones
Pour’d in thick vollics from the angry Mos.
How the rude pebbles fought thy vanifh’d bones !
And cry’d aloud, ‘¢ Where is the fcllow’s 4nob ¢
But difappointed, on the carpet {pread, '
They griev’d they could not rattle round thy head.

DﬁNnAs's hay-loft, foon, 1 gucfs,
In fecrecy wilt thou pofiefs ;
Or elfe another fecret namelefs place—
Vor. IV, 13 A foweat
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A fweet afylum from the rage
Of {uch as defp’rate battle wage )
With men who plunge the Nation in difgrace.

This was a terrible affair !
Undoubtedly it made thee flare!
Indeed I think that thou wert right,
To afk the {riendfhip of a flight.
Alas! when Daxncer his fiern form reveals,

There's really wifdom in a pair of hecls !

Since not a foul dares ope his jaws

To plead, O Prrr, thy awkward caufc,

T'll be thy Counser, Man, to bring thec off :
Not fave thy repulation—no—
That’s an Herculcan work, I trow;

Thy name muit bear, indeed, th’eternal fcoffl

Come from thy hay-loft, then, or thy retreat,
Where Croacina keeps her filent feat,
And lct me lead thce to the ProrLe’s cye.
Kncel down before them—own thy heavy guilt,
For meanncfs and King-flatt'ry—ircafurc {pilf,
And other fins too glaring to deny.
This
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‘This then be thy confeffion, Prrt =

€<

«€

AYS

€
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<
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Alas!.by mad Ambition bit,

And grinding hunger, too, I needs muft fay ;
¢ Where fickle ForTuxE loves to fport,

¢ T fought the region of the Courr;

But Conicience damns, alas! the idle day.

¢« J bawl'd Reform with Ricamonn’s Lord,

< But never meant to keep my word.

Our bawlings frighten’d the Grear Max and Wo-
“ OMAN;

« With patriot threats we forc'd our way ;

« And, while 'twas funfhine, made our hay,

A trick with Statefmen by no means uncommon.

“ Ye gave me credit for my cries,

¢ And, gull’d, with pleafure faw me rife ;

Tho’ foon, too foon, ye mock’d the royal choice ;
“ Too foon I read in ev'ry face

¢ The hifi'ry of a fad difgrace,

Hecard exccration load the gen'ral voice.

LN
*

The breezc of popularity foon dy’d—
Soon ebb'd of Fame, alas! th’inconftant tide:
H=2 ¢ Yet



100 MR. PITT'S FLIGHT TO WIMBLEDON.

(44

[13

(13

(13

(11

€

é

-

[11

-
-

1

[43

Yet held T places in the people's fpi‘tc ;

¢ Agreed, amongf(t my other fins,

¢ For curfed Hanoverian fkins ;

Agreed for Gallic Defpotifm to fight;

Agreed to pay th’Apothccary’s bill,

And load, with your good grift, the Royal mill.

Whifper'd the Nation’s purfc was all their own ;
¢ That fubjects were rank rafcals to complain;;
< Who, filent, ought to bear their galling chain;,

Aud fwore rebellion lurk'd in ev'ry groan.

I own the Royal barns are full of corn ;
The fincti, fatteti beeves the land adorn ;
The fairelt theep in Windfor ficlds are feen -
*¢ Increafe on evry acre fmiles,

« The richefi 'mid the Queen of Ifles 1 —

Ail thefe belonging to our K. and Q.

¢ But what can T ?—I dare not fpeak—
‘¢ Idare not fay the People fyucak,
And fullen Jook, and threat, and fwear, and cry ;

“ "Tis avile.thame the rcalin thould ftarve :

+ f% Why thould not they have fowls to carve ?

s

Although he is, forfooth, fo wond’rous high.
« We
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* We put him there—ave give him all his money—
*¢ *Tis hard the bees fhould want a little honev.

“ R p fhall out, the man of leathern guns,
“ Whom Brav'rRy fcorns, and beauteous ScIENCE

¢ fhuns ;
“ Whom feeming idiotifm and madnefs rules 5
¢ The verieft laughing-fiock of verieft fools.
¢ 11 y no more fhall drain the heéic State,
“ And fuck, the leach, the Empire to her fate.

~

¢ Lo, from the fcat of Justice will T fiweep
“ The rur-cLap Rocur, rcnown’d for ficaling

“ ihccp.*

-
-~

I blufh to think T help’d the wars of Kings,
¢ And, meanly crouching, made a royal pother.

“ I now think Princes very fo-/o things;
“ The onc half cheats, and arrant fools the other,

* Whether this notorious and lofty Limb of the Law will be
nanged or not, even the prophetic powers of the .¥ufe cannot fore-
tell ; bur that a feore of ftolen flicep, which the owners {wore to,
were in this fellow’s pens, exhibited for fale lately at a country fair,
is a fact that admits of no contradiction. Many bets are pending ;
apd the odds, as well as the Japes of the country, are an the rape.

Hg “ Een
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¢ E'en to the tunc the choofes, let her dance;

“ I'll cram no defpots down the throat of I'rANCE.

“ T own myfclf, alas! an arrant fool,,

¢« Not to fufpeét and look that Pruffian through :
“ Yet to Hyrocrisy I went to fchool

“ But, hang the fcllow, ¢hc was Yorkfhire

“ 100,

When ot of place, then right is Siate reforn—
® Oh! venal Parliaments are curted things :”
But, when iz place— ¢ Don’t, don’t provokc the
¢ florm;
« Why alter, why difpleafc the bef of Kings 2™
Such is the creed of all the Courtier train ;

Rocks of our hopes—the Imps that we maintain,

¢ As fharks and whales pick daily a good difh
“ Trom all the dainty under-world of fifh,

“ So Tyrants, at a moft ungodly rate,
¢ For human dithes, daily, hourly, prowl;
¢ And, as the weazcl fucks the eggs of fowl,

¢ They, greedy, fuck that larger egg, the StaTe.

¢ But
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“ But no I'uchf'maﬁcr will I ferve,
<« Not Miftrefs, chrifien’d K— and Q—;
“ Who, whilft their plunder'd fubjeés ftarve,
¢ Are, ‘midft their hoarded millions, fcen,

¢ The Peorre’s Servant, till by Fate o’erpower’d ;
¢ By G— that Peorce fhall not be devour'd !”

Thkus if thou fweareft—hear me—by our fkins,
Which yet our bafiinado’d backs retain ;

Gen'rous, we'll wipe out thy old fiore of fins,
And yicld thee fuff'rance to begin again.

Thus if thou fweareft, and wilt fin no more,
A pardon fhall be thine—our anger o'er.

Iced not the wrath of Kings—the Nation made 'em--
The PeorLe put on board their backs their honors ;
And fhould Kings forfeit their efleem, the Doxors

Can (if I err not) in a trice #nlade "¢,

‘Such, Pitr, is my advice—but thou art proud,

Although, o lately one of us poor crowd,
Crawling, by mean degrecs, o thire high ftation :
H 4 Thou
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Thou canft not well remember thy old rags,
Or thou hadft bcen more {paring of thy brags;
Infulting thus a much too generous Nation.

Lo, thus the L.ap in bafc Saint Giles’s born,
Bleft with a barrow, firit begins to bawl;
Where Poexty, ah! exalteth not her horn—

Potatocs the poor barrow’s little all.

At length, fuccceding by a lucky cry,
And Forrune's fav'ring fimile, the Lad can buy
A bafket !'—nay, two batkets for his barrow ;
To which he hangs the bafkets with much pridc,
With endive, celery, and greens befide—
Yes, with mucl pride, that warms his inmoft mar-

TOW~——

‘With all the gaping encergy of fong,

Proudly he rolls his wioLE EstTATE along’

AxsrTron {iill infpires his panting heart ;
And now fublime he rifes to a cars,
Butsnot without a Jacxass, let me fay:
S A Jack
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A JAck is harnefs'd—on the cart he mounts—
Looks round—elate, his cabbages he counts,

And triumphs in his ParrxrRr’s Brudenell-bray.
Ile flops not here—AmzrT:oN goads his foul
To bid his orb in lofticr regions roll.

In Covent-GArpEN, lo, a fhop be gains;
Pines, nc@'rincs, plums, aud apricots, and peaches,
Bchold ! his laudable ambition recaches ;

And now the Jack-afs and the cart difdains.

An Af¥'s ditty wounds his zicer car,

Bringing to mind his Jate and humble fphere :
Archibithop-like, he fow'rs within his fiall—

Looks on the barrow, cart, and bafket crew,

With all the confequence of man, afkew,

And, for a pack of beggars, damus them ol

ODE
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TO

THE FRENCH

. -

OH ! with what frcedom have ye treated Kinos !
Say, did not ye equip their backs with wings,
Yet cruelly cut off their heads for flying ¢
Alas! 1o lately did ye Kines adore !
Now ’tis a wolf, a lion, a wild boar—

A hypocrite, a thing of theft and lying.

Wlat folly to create the hungry Kite,
Yct quarrel with his appetite and claws;
Or grumble at the Tiger’s ravenous bite,
Yet give the favage fuch a pair of jaws !
For cver are ye plung'd in mad extremes !

Let Common SensE, then, roufe you from your dreams.

GraNDEUR, | own, feems much increas’d in fize ;
Much gaudier too her drefs to mortal eyes.

The
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The lofty Lords and Ladies of our Ifle,
Enough to make a grave old Tom Car fmile,
Mutit ev'ry thing, forfooth, in fiyle enjoy 3
And if to Margate Doctors bid them go,
By fea, to purify from head to toc,
Tuarn up their dainty nofes at a Hoy
@
“ Fol! ina Hoy, the filthy thing, embark !
¢ Loaded with beafts of all kind—Noah's Ark ™

So nice! that, had they by good chance been horn
When Caprary Noawn put his wife on board,
‘With all his other live flock, they had fworn,
To go together boldly to the Lorp
That is to fay, be drown’d '—bid life adieu,

Sooncr than fuil with fuch a ftinking crew.

(et let me add—not all the GreaT are #ice ;
Not all by Pripvx arc tainted, the vile vice—
No ! witnefs our good K— and our good @—,
Lord love 'em '—our moft humble Q— and K—.
Can, gracious, floop to any little thing,

However humble, #ot however mean.

Heav'ns
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Heav'ns blefs their pretty, goodly,. greafy Graces !
I've feen them bolt fat baeon at the races ;

On Afcot courfe, devour fuch loads of ham,

And wath it down, fo dainty, with a dram /!

How fimple! like to many an ancient King,
‘T'hat roafted royal dinners h,y a liring,
And turn'd the royal rapier to a fpit:
Though full of magnanimity, could ficop ~
T'o boil, in their grand helmets, beef and foup,

Aund eat from thence, fo great their faving wit !

When good Prince — deign’d vifit our fmall lile,
Grand foul ! he came in very bumble fyle—

Cut nv huge figure—made no mighty <Jufh
Two thirts belong’d unto the princely lad ;
*T'was all the linen treafure that he Zad,

Which poor old Morser Davies us'd to wath;

Goopy of Ricumonn ! Mother to the Man+
Who ftrikes with rev'rent awe the Erox CrLax.

* The name of this young Strelitz man, or Privce, is ablolutely
forgotten; bur he is, or was, full brother to our moft 'grm.f-u.
QUEEN. '

t Dr. Davies, the prefent Provoft of Fton College.

2 “« Beur
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‘ Dear Prince,” quoth MotreEr Daviss, “ many 4
€ time ‘
¢¢ The lad in linen was fo wond'rous fhort,
¢ I've made 'n wait until I clean’d the grime,
¢ To make ’n, like a Chriflian, go to Court.

“ Yes, on my thorn there, many and many an eye
¢ Hath feen his Hovor's linen put to dry ;
« But foon, indeed, t’ increafe his little ftore,

¢ His SisTer, Mapav, made a couple more.”

But to return—folks thought firange things of yorc,
When no abfurdity Berier could fhock ;
When Gossie Prejupice put in her oar,

To fcull the fimple mind on Error's rock.

What thoufands thought that Kincs and Queens eat
goid!
That beef and mutton was too-coarfe a fare ;
And that their badies were fo finely fould,
They breath’d a fluid éeyond valgar air.

Could not conceive that air o grofs and commmon,
Emc}iug a dog’s, and cat’s, and monkey’s nofe,
Inflated
4
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Inflated a Queen’s lungs, fo great a woman ;
Or King’s, whom fuch rare particles compofe.

Yes! ’tis confefs’d that FOLpY rul’d Mankind—

"T'was once the fame with me, the Barp, I find.

1 grant that I, in lifc’s more early day, |

Deen’d Kinas young God-almighties—form’d for Sways;
The Universg, fee finple—all their own:

Tho’ now I think the PropLE claim a right

To fomcwhat rather, largqf than a mite ;

Nay, that we thould e’en balve it with the TaroxE.

Fery'd, ¢ Noug’t;t's little which ¢reaT Kings ap-
¢ oprove:

*¢ Kings turn, like Mrpas, all they touch to gold—

 Witnefs Lorp HAWK's®’RY, furi’d, byRoyaL Love,

““ From Jeakinfon, a clod of meaneft mould.”

What is there in a fog # * Lord! nought!” ye cry.
To me a fog was once important—why t .

- Cxsar with glory cloth'd the fog, T trovr—

Ah! how ?—Rcad, read the ftory, and ye'll know.

CAESAR
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CASAR axp 1HE FOG.

Czsar, upon a fummer’s golden day,
Got carly from his bed to fmell his hay,

And fee if all his fowls were fafc and found;

And likewife fee what traps had legs and feet
Belonging unto men who wifh’d to treat

Their chaps with chicken on forbidden ground.

Enter a General (CarrenTER) low bowing,
Scraping, and, mandarin-like, nodding, ploughing,

(13

(43

(11

[19

With nofc of rev’rence fiveet, the humble grafs.—

Ha, General, hee? what news, what news in
“ town ?”

None, Sire.” — ¢ None, Gen'ral —Gen'ral, ha,
¢ none, none !”

¢ Nothing, indeed, O King, is comc to pas.”

Strange ! firmge !—what, what—fec nothing on
* the way?

« Hae, hae !” cry'd Casar, all for news agog.

Nothing, my Lieee—no nothing, I may fay,

“ .Enfécpting upon Hounflow, Sir, a fog.’

€« Fog
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¢ Fog upon Hounflow, Gen'ral ?—large fog, hre;
¢ Or finall fog, Gen'ral ?” — ¢ Large, an’t pleafe
¢ you, Sire.”
¢ Strange, vafily firange ! —what, large fog, large fog,
¢« pray?
¢ Yes, yes, yes—iarge fog, that I much admire.”

Cxsar and CArRPENTER now talk’d of wars,

Of cannon, hullets, fwords, and wounds, and fcars:
When, in the middle of the fight, the Kine

Sudden exclaim’d—¢¢ Fog upon Hounflow, he ?

-¢ Large fog too, Gen'ral *—well, go on, on, pray—
¢ Strange! very firange !==cxtr’ordinary thing !”

Now dwelt the Gen'ral on the batile’s raga,
Where mutkets, mufkets—guns, great guns, engage,
Red'ning with blood the ficld, and fiream, and
bog;
When, ruthing from the murd'rous feene of glory,
The Monarch fudden marr’d the Gen'ral’s fiory—
“ Fog upon Hounflow, Gen'tal —large, large
11 "
“ fog?
“ Yes, Sir,” faid CARPENTER unto the King.—
¢ Strange, very firange ! extr’ordinary thing !”

Yor, IV, I § - At
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At length the Gen’ral fini/b'd—lucky elf |~
With much politenefs, and much fweat and pain.
¢ Thank God!” the Gen’ral whifper'd to himfelf —

"

¢¢ Curfe me, if ever I find fags again !

Thus, then, I rev'renc’d fogs in former days,
Becaufe I worfhipp'd Kines; and though I ceaﬁJ

King-adoration, Kines fhall fhare my praife,
Although the gape of WoxDER may decreafe.

I fiar'd on Kings as Comets with amaze :
But now a deal diminifh’d is the blaze :

Kings are mcre tallow-candles, nine in ten,
Wanting a little /ruffing now and then:

Harbring a Ta1kr that plays a dangerous game;
Which if we did not watch, and firait purfue,
The fat is in the fire! and then adieu,

That greafe fo rich, the parent of the flame.

Nay, .worfe event from this fame Tw1£r appears !
Th‘%:"éoufe, at times, is burnt about our ears.
' Yet



ODE TO THE FRENCH. 115

Yet pray, Sirs, take a Kine from MisteR PrTT,
And calmly to the Sov'rE1cn’s will fubmit ;

And not, as ye have donc, on madnefs border
Nay, lifi tome, for oracles I tell—
Kixas for the ProrLz will do very well,

Like candles and their thicves, when kept in order.

12 ODE
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TO
YT HE MILL,

Erected in WinDsor PARK, for grinding Corn at &
cheap Rate, for the Poor.

Is4 ID, his M Y was very good !
Ready to facrifice his royal blood—

Yes, for the Poox, each precious drop to fpill :
And now behold the Corn is grinding down ;

Such is the glorious bounty of the Croww !
And, lo, in Windfor Park a ftately Mill |

Blow, blow, ye breczes—fafter, gentle gales!
Oh, for the Poor of Windfor, fill the fails!
Ecuam and StArves—not Brentford, that vile place,
o 13 . Whofe
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Whofe wicked imps in RovarTy’s defpite,
Rufh'd to the Royal gardens at deep night,
And foully murder’d half the Dryad race.

Blow, gentle gales; ye breezes, harder blow:
Or foon the charity will ceafe to flow :

Ships to Orp TrAMESs are pouring in with corn,
‘While Mapam Cexes whets her fcythe and hook ;
I hear the clanking found in every nook ;

The reaper’s fong already cheers the morn.

I faid his Majefly was good and great ;

And that the famifth’d Poor would have a treat:
And now, behold, they fatten on the flour!

Vile CaronicLe, I know what thou wilt fay—

« Why do not Monarchs give the flour away ?
¢ Why not a part of hoarded nillions pour "

Grind, gentle Mitr, and bring down all the bran;
The blacker "tis, the wholefomer for man.
k'

I know that faucy Englithmen will fay,
¢ Why will not Monarchs gize their beef away,
« While Famixs’s face ftares forth from ev'ry door ?
« How
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< How, with an cafy heart, can Monarchs keep
¢ Such droves of cattle, and fuch flocks of fheep,
« While Huncer gnaws the vitals of the Poor "

Grind, gentle MiLL, with fpeed, the corn away;
Nor heed what envious, jealous, people fay.

< Why,” crics the Mob, “bejewell’d fhines the Q----,
¢« While Poverry appears with fallow mien ?

¢ All know the millions—'"twas from #s they came ;
¢ To thine, while thus we fuffer, is a {hame.”

Worms ! know ye not that HanovEr is poor,
The fav'rite fpot of our meft gracious K---
And thall no guincas, O ye fools, go o’cr,
Where all our PrRINCES drank at Wispon’s {pring ?

Grind, gentle MiLL—nor lct one grain be lofi :
Well knows the Monarcu what a buthel coft.

Is not poor STRELITZ very poor indeed,
That gave this Nation a mofi gracious Q.---
And, O ye Roeuxs, in Hifiry thall we read,

That guineas never werc in Strelitz feen ?
14 . Inform
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Inform me, fools, what jewels can go there
To match the goodly JEWEL fent us bere ¢

Fools! tvas not Hesse as poor as a church moufe,
Till good AmEeL1a fent her thoufands o'er ?

At once lank Povexty forfook the houfe,
And, ’fiead of fraw, a carpet grac'd the floor.

In thee what fomblance unto K---s I find,
Not Byitifb, butto Foreizn K---s, I truft;

Who of the fimple Poor the faces grind,
Juft as thou grindeft cv'ry grain to duf.

Grind, gentle MiLy, with all thy kind endeavour !
O grind away !—for better /ate than never *

* This mof afienifbing Charity foon expired. The children of
Famine pogred in too plentifully upon the Royal munificence ; whiul

very foon mutt have reduced Majefty to the fame moft pitiable fitua
tion !

A HINT
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TO A

POOR DEMOCRAT.

SAY not unto a K---, < Thou fool !"—For why 2
*Tis unpolite—though pofibly no lie:
The f{peech, too, blights PREFERMENT’S opening
bud.
Make Monarchs and Dame Wispom near relations,
And all the VirTuEs too—fuch kin-creations
May work thy temporalitics much good.

Laud, to each word, however weak, be giv'n,
.
And let each earthy action fcent of beav’a.

To cry « Thou fool!” were foolith, let me fay;
Becaufe Kings have fo much to give atway— .
4 Steps
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Steps to PrREFERMENT arc compos'd of flatt'ries
So eafily ye fcale her lofty walls,
Juft as ye mount the fummit of St. Paul’s—

But truths { — aye, what are truths!—oh! fatal

batt’ries

Or if we change the figure, fatal ropes,
That of AmsiTion hang the lofty hopes.
Truths thould be only fpoken of the Devil
Tho’ that's ungrateful too, and eke uncivil.

#
<« But haft not Thox (exclaims the man of fplecn)
« Taken firange libertics with K--- and Q---- 2
< Laugh'd at Inorarry who hugs a throne ?”
Well! grant my want of revrence for a Crown :
Equal to bim is Forrune’s finile and frown,

Whofe modefi tecth can deign to pick a boxe.

My paflions are the children (cafy cicatures)
Of :\IODI‘,RATI'ON ! hoafi the Moruer’s features,
And Morner's chafie fimplicity, the dove;
Can fleep upon the humble fod, and fwill,
With great good glee, the valley’s lucid rill,
“And batten on the berries of the grove.
1 Louk
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Look at yon groupe of fucking pigs—how bleft !

. What makes them fo ?—clean firaw to form a nefi!
So flight a thing thcir happinefs compofes !

What dialogue ! how arch they fquint abour !

Now bury their fweet heads—now pull them oz,
And tofs the wifps fo white upon their nofes.

Thefe pigs are juft my paffions, that can draw
Mirth and contentment from a fimple ftraw.

7hy paffions are of lofty wing perchance, #
Pant for the ortolan and wines of France;
Unblett, if ven’fon turn not on thy fpit;
Unbleft, if turtle fmoke not on thy board.
Go then, and flatter BriTax’s micuTY Logp,

Kncel to Duxpas, and proftrate fall to Pirr.

ODL






TO THE

ELEPHANGT,

Jafl arvived from BENGAL, asa Prefent from the NABoB

of Arcot 7o HEr MAjJESTY.

PoOOR fllow! thouart come, butcome in vain;
And mayfi as well, methinks, go back again!

Thy meat and paflage give our Court the fplecn :
Dear, verydear, is now all fort of mcat ;
And all fuch lucklefs prefents as can eaz

Have found no favour yet with K--- or Q---,

Now hadfi thou been a diamond (no bad fize,)
Or pearl, or ruby, how the royal eyes
Had
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Had idoliz’d thee ! gloried to behold !
Rather too bulky for a brocke, 1 fear,
Or pin, or pretty pendant fer the ear---
But then thou wouldft have been cut up and f/d.

Yes! thou hadft thcn been welcome--but, alas!
Since nought but fle/b and blsed! then munching grafs,
And what is moft infufferable, cors ;

Such fad expences never can be borne.

Of Winpsor, Rieamoxp, Kew, the helplefs Poar,

Whofe plaints have made the Royal eyes run o'er,
Live on their gracious bounty ev'ry day:

For them their Graces ope their golden bags ;

To good warm broad cloth change their dirty rags,
And round their hovel cafi a royal ray.

Scek then thy glooms again, anddufky loves---

The Great Mogur perhaps of Eaftcrn groves,

A crying fin, O ELEPHANT, is thine---
Thy flomach form’d on fuch a monfirous feale !
E'en StreLITZ people, who in éaﬁng fhine,
Not quite like hee with heavy loads regale.
Yet not to StreLrrz be deny'd applaufe :
ﬁW&de are their mouths, and fack-like arc their maws.
o Yt
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Yet if refolv'd to live with Queens and Kives ;
While meat anddrink arc fuch expenfive things;
Pull out thy fiomach, cut away thy fnout,

And try, poor fellow, try to live without.

127
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SORROWS or SUNDAY;

»

The intended Annibilation of Sunday’s barmlefs Amufements,
by three or four moft outrageonfly-zealous Members of
Parliament, gave birth to the following Elegy. Tke
Hiut is borvowed from a fmall Compofition, entitled,
€ Thke TeARs of OLp MayY-Dav.”

MILD was the breath of Morn : the blufhing iky
Receiv'd the lufty Yours with golden hair,
Rejoicing in his race, to run, to fly;
As ScripTurke fays, “ a Bridegroom déhonnaire;”

‘When,

g

Vor. IV.
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When, full of fears, the decent Suxpav refe,
And wander'd fad on Kenfington’s fair green :
Down in a chair the funk with all her woes,
And touch’ d thh tcnder fympathy, the fcene.
R ‘

“
& . J‘\‘ '.,". * ‘. LN S \-r;

«¢ O hard Sir Riciranp Hiwg )" exclaim’ dthc DAME;

¢ Sik Wirpsasm Ddoggey, cruel man !” quoth the;

¢« And MistER \"Vuunroncz, for thame ! for
¢ ﬂmmc‘

« To fpoxl my htﬂe weckly Jubdec

b .

« Ah! pleas’d am I the humble FoLx to view ;

* Enjoying harmlefs talk, and fport, and jeft ;
« Amid thefe walks their footfteps to purfue,
¢« To fee them tmiling, and fo trimly drefl.

< Since the Lorp refled 61?%(: Jeventh day,

¢ Which fhoweth that OMNIPOTENCE was #ir'd ;
¢ As Mosks, in old times, was pleas'd to fay,

¢ (Ahd Mdsr_:s was 'moft ‘certainly Qz'izﬁ)z'r’d i)

 Why fhould not Man, too, refl ?™ # No !I” crics Sir
£ Prex s
% At BroTHER KeWLAND'S let lim knock s
¢ knees,
Pray;
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t Pﬁy, fwegt_; and groan; of this.damn'd world be
o fick; =
« Of rangy morals crack the lice-and fleas;
t Break Si's vile bones---pull Satax bythe nofe;
¢ Scrub, with the foap and fand of Grace, the foul;
¢¢ Give UNBELIEF, - the wretch, a rats-bane dofe;
< And ftop; with malkins of tich Faith, each hole :

“« Spit in foul DruNkENNESs's beaftly mug § .

« Kill, with fharp prayers, each offspring of the

“ DeviL ;‘ |

“ Give, to black BLasrrmy, a Cornifh hug ;
“ And box, with bats of Grace, the eais of Evir.”
) ,
Susax, the conftant flave to mop and broom ;

And MaRr1an, to the fpit’sand kettle’s art ;
Ah! fhall not they defert the houfe’s gloom,

Breathe the frefh air one moment, and look fmart ?

Meet, in fome rural fecene, a Corix’s {mile;
With love’s foft flories wing the happy hour;
Drop in his dear embraces from the fyle,
And fhare his kiffes in the thady bow'r ?

-

K 2 ¢ No!”
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* No!" toars the HunriNepoNiaN Prigst—< No,
“ no !
¢ Lovers are liars—TovE’s a damned trade;
¢ Kifling is damnable—to hell they go—
« The DeviL's claws await the Rocus and Jape.

“ Afy chapel is the purifying place :
¢ There let them go to wath their fins away :
¢ There, from my hand, to pick the crumbs of
“ Grace,
* Smite their poor finful craws, and howl, and

*opray.—

How hard, the lab’ting bands no refl thould know,
But toil fix days beneath the galling load,

Poor. fouls! and then, the feventh be forc'd to go
And box the Devil, in Black{riars Road !*

IIea’x gloricth not in phizzes of difmay;
Haav'w takes no pleafure in perpetual fobbing,
Confenting freely, that my fav'rite day
\ay have her tea and rolls, and hob and 1 sb-
bing.

* The place of Mr, Rowland Hill’s Chapel.

In.
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In footh, the Lorpis pleas’d, when Man i3 bleft ;
And wifheth not his bliffes to blockade

*Gainft tea and coffce ne’er did he proteft,
Enjoy’d, in gardens, by the men of trade.

Swect 1s WaiTe-Conpuitr Hovse, and Bacnicee-
WeEeLLs,
Cuark Farm, where Privrose Hirrn puts forth
her fmile ;
And Dox SaLTERO’S, where much wonder dwells,
Expelling Work-pax’s matrimonial bile.

Lire with the down of cygnets may be clad !
Ah! why not make her path a pleafant track ?
¢ No !” cries the Purrir TerrorisT, (how mad!)
“ No! let the world be one huge hedgebog's
‘¢ back.”

Vice (did his rigid mummery fuccced)

Too foon would fmile amid the facredwalls ;
VENUs, intabernacles make her bed ;

And Parnos find herfelf anid Saix: Pavt's

Avaunt Hyrocrisy, the folemn jade,
Who, wilful, into ditches leads the blind :
K3 Makes,
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Makes, of her canting art, a thriving trade,
And fattens on the follies of mankind !

Look at Axcusisnors, Bisuops, cna Fait,
Denying hackney-coachmen ¢’en their beer ;
Yet, lo! their Burcrers knock, with e/l repaft 5
Witl: tarbots, lo! the FisumoNGEeRs appear |

The Porsoys howl with porter for their bellies ;
The Bakers knock, with cuftards, tarts and pies:;
CoxrECTIONERS, with rare ice creams and jellies ;

The Fruirerer, lo! with richeft pine fupplies !

In fecrer, thus, they eat, and booz~, and nod;
In public, call indulgence a d-n’u evil,

Order their fimple flocks 15 walk with Cod,
And ride themfelves an airing with the Devi/

PINDA-
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OR

PETER’Ss PORTFOLIO.

CONTAINING
TALE, ODE, SONG,
FABLE, ELEGY, PASTORAL,

TRANSLATION, || EPIGRAM, [ LETTERS.
WITH EXTRACTS FROM

TE.AGEDY, COMEDY, OPERA, &«

¢ Non fatss 4ff pulehra ¢ffe poimiar Qe Hox

To me, a suneful line js dear ;
And yet it only wins the car -
Verfes thould win the keart ton—drlcra furte =
Such verfes fure fuccefs commaad
The game is in the Poet’s hand-
SeapinLio, aad MaNiLLio, BasTo, Puityn,
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READER,

PLEASANT and numerous are the volumes in ana;
viz. Scaligeriana, Thuana, Huetiana, Menagiana, Chavre-
ana, Carpenteriana, &c. to which 1 have added, for
thine amufement, Pindarians. May the fpirits of
Chaucer, of Shakefpeare, ‘of Cervantes, of Rabelais,
of Sterne, of Fontaine, of Tibullus, of Horace, of
‘Martial, of Theocritus, and my great old Coufin of
Thebes, have cntered my Portfolio, and animated
my leaves !

Ah! may no eye wax dim upon my page ;
The lid, all heavy-laden, dully clofing;
The drooping head, as though from palfied age,
Reclining lumpith on the breaf, and dozing;
While
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‘While from th’ ungra(ping hand, tremendous found,
The poor forgottcn volume greoets the ground !

May no faftidious Critic be able to ﬁty of my lucu.
brations what the blafpheming Dr. Johnfon, with his
oracular and growling pompofity, afferted of the fub-
lime Ofiian—*¢ that as good a thing might be written
¢ by many men, many women, and many children !

Griev'd fhould I be, could my poct:dpawn
. . Produce o melancholy, damning yawn. -

0. let me fecl the Mufe’s warmtﬁ divi;lc !
‘Perdition {eize a foporific line ! ‘

Ne'er may the leaden iymber load my bram '
Avaunt the fleepy verfe ! confound the fong
That dragging, heavy, fnail-like, crawls.along !

Ozriviaw, bid thy mud o'erwhelm the firain !

1 hate it, as old SvuFrLe I abhor;
The Parfop who, with one unvarying tone, © -
Bets all the jaded audicnce in a ﬁwre—- .
Such the firong opiate of his drowdy drone.

Nor,
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Nor, O ye Pow'rs of POES':beC';ﬁnE: w0
The roaring, bluft'ring, mad, -and bullying:line,
As though the Mufes all- were lying-in
Of fome wild Calibani/h,. mountain form ;
An earthquake, or volcano, ora ftorm,
So huge the found, fo horrible the din,

Nor let me prove fo pampoufly obfcure—
A mode of writingl'dctc[i', abjure ;

With ftiff inverfions the poor fenfe to tkreen
From ev'ry achingbrain, and poring eyc,
Andina rage to make the reader cry,

¢¢ Why, what thedevil can the booby'»mcan ?
¢ Thus, too, with epithets to cannonade us,
¢ Asif the beaft were vomiting a Gradus I

Let me not a& the goofe, fereaming and waddling,
Poking his filly head, in mudpools paddling ;.

No !—with a lofty pinion let merife ;
IFace with an eagle wing the folar beam,
Drink with undazzled gaze th’ effulgent fircam,

And with the ruth of whirlwinds fweep the fkies;
Thence, in an inftant be the humble Wren,.
Twitt'ring his love-notes fweet to Mifirefs Hen.

O VEr-

w
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O Versatinire, I hold thee dear !
The Proteus power be mine, to take each fhape;
Skip like a Will:o’-whifp—be here, be there—
Now the grave moralift, and now an ape.

Now roar the favage of the Lybian fhade,
Where Horronr liflens to the fhrieking ghoft ;
Now Pompey in BeLivpa's bofom laid,
Or whining, pawing for a piece of toatt.

Now roll the Moxarcy of the fformy Deep,
The floundering terror of the finny racc ;

Now the flim eel, of ponds fo lucid, creep ;
Now lcapa falmon, and now glide a plaice.

Thrice happy change of foul-delighting fong!
This were my talent, bleft would PEter be!
But who, alas! is thus divinely ftrong ?
~ SHAKESPEARE, that envied pow'r I mark in TREE.

Let me inform thee, Reader, that no order will be,
obfervéd” with refped to' the various picces. Thou
wj}t reccive them as they. leap from the Portfolio; fo

‘#&at there will fubfift as little connection between one
" and
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and another, as between Lapy Mary.and the Gra-
ces, Lorp TH---«w and the Lawfs‘ PraveRr, Sic.
Nor MarcHzst. and ‘CREATION, Sia’ Jokern Banks
and Parvosoruy, Six WiLLiam Hamirtox and the
Sccrets of Mount Vrsuvivs, Juoce K. and a whole
Borrie or Port, Jupse B.and REPRIEVE.

Various will be the fubjets of the Muse. Qde,
Flegy, Fable, Tale, Ballad, Epigram, &c. a Ver-
fion, at times, of parts of the vencrable Claffics,
whofe fpirit has been but feebly transfufed through

our modern languages, will be given;

Whofe oaks (o lofty (what abomination !)
Are chang'd to paltry broomflicks, by TraANsLA-
TION : ' ,
Their pyramids, a little village fpire;
Their fkies, blue paper ; their car-rending thunder,
With 'lightnings darting danger, blazing wonder,
A poor coal coftin bouncing from the firc;
Their citics, emmets nefis—a {pider’s hole !

Their mountains, what ?~—the manfion of the mole.

Too oft the rofcs of th’ Athenian vale
Refign their bluthes for a deadly pale ;
1 An
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An Attic fun-converted in a trice

To a duall torpid cake of fhiv'ring ice !

A rill their occans that no longer roar ;

Their ftorms, a wind's fmall shiftle through a door;
The fun-clad eagle, aweak flick’ring bat ;

And Afric's royal brute, a fueaking rat:

The Texvrr Passion will make a prominent
figure on tle, canvas; and why not, as it is one of
the moft prominent features of Naryre.? Whois there
that has not facrificed to the aAmMorous GoppEss?

When dew-clad Evening’s modeft bluthes fade,
And NaTvre finks amid the deep’ning fhade,
. And Larzotr paufes qh the fﬁ‘inting light ;
When bectles lann, and batsin circles fkim, .
When hills and hamlets, trces and tow’rs, grow diny,
And Suepck fieals upon the gloom of night;
With j joy I trcad the fecret gtove, |
To mect the idol of my love.

What a monﬁcr, who never felt the Sorr ExotioN!

Ah! whence art Taov, of wealth the flave ?

A\ﬁo feek the haunted gloom, the grave;
s

.2 Whofe
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Whofe eye, on Money taught to roll, -
Admits not Beavury to the foul :
Fly thou the day, who feorn’fi the Farn,
For thou wert born an imp of CARE.

But who art Trou, with anxious eye,
With panting hope, and melting figh,
Who biddefl tempting gold depart,
And only woo'ft the Virgin's beart #
Go Tror where BeEavTy holds her throne ;
For blits was form’d for thee alonc.

Neat to the Contemner of the charming Sex, is
the Savage who abutes it.  Poor MaRr1an! fweet is

thy fong of ferrow !

MARIANs COMPLAINT.

Since truth has left the thepherd’s tongue,
Adieu the cheerful pipe and fong ;

Adieu the dance at clofing day,

And, ah! thehappy morn of May.

How
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How aft he told me I was fair,

And wove the garland for my hair !
How oft for Mariax cull'd the bow'r,
And fill'd my lap with ev'ry flow'’r |

No morc his gifts of guile I'll wear,
But from my brow the chaplet tear ;
The crook he gave in pieccs break,
And rend his ribbons from my ncck.

How oft he vow’d a conitant flane,
Ard carv'd on ev'ry oak my namc!!

Bluth, Covin, that the wonnded tree
Is all that will remember me.

Rich fragments of the Tracic and Comic Musk,
not forgetting the Musk: of BaLLap, ycept Opera,
will occafionally pour their corufcations through the
work.—Morcover will T prefent thee with delicious
feraps of Criticifm : thou thalt likewife have Apoph-
thegms—fo that a part of my labours may with pro-
priety be bapticd The Wispom of Prrer. The
Wifdom of SgJomon is well known. Plato and

Xenophon, the two famous difciples of Socrates, ga-
thered
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thered the good things of their fublime mafter, fan-
cying every fentence that dropt from his mouth, a gem
of incflimable value. Pythagoras uttered fage max-
ims for the benefit of pofterity. Nor did the good
Marcus Aurclius think it beneath his dignity to turn
collecCtor.  The Eaftern hemifphere glittérs with
apophthegmatic confiellations; and now behold a
Barp refolved toadd a ftar to that of the Wefi.

Readcr, thou thalt have more than all this. Thou
fhalt be prefented with fome of the Travels of the
Barp, who, like the Hero of the Odyfley, mores bo-
minum multorum vidit et urbes. But expe® no wonders,
as I am neither a MANDEVILLE, a2 PsaLMANAZAR,
nor an AByssiNIAN Bruce. Unfortunately I have
met with no ¢ dnthropophagi, and men whofe heads

do grow beneath their thoulders.”

How many Numbers I fhall offer thee, is a myf-
tery even to myfelf.—Should we not be eaten up by
the threatening and hungry Sans-culottes ; by the blef-
fing of Arorro and the Nine Lapigs, a handfome
volume or two may be produced ; angjto give thee my
fentiment on the Sans culoties fubjecét, I really think
we fhall #ot be devoured.

Vor. IV, L Howl
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Howl thyfelf hoarfe, wild War—of this fair IsLe

The happy natives fhall for ever fmile,

While by thy rage the kingdoms bleed around ;
Safe as the chirping birds amid the Oaxk,
That bids defiance to the tempeft’s firoke,

And keeps with ftern fublimity his ground.

ADIET,

PINDA-
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PROLOGTUE

TO 7 HE CRITICS.

NOW Winter gathers all his glooms,
And faintly Sor the world illumes ;
Weak wand'rer, fkirting pale the fouthern fky,
“ct f{quinting on the old blue road,
In fummer with fuch fplendor trod,

Now far, alas! above his wat'ry cye.

Well! juft as WiNTER comes, fo drear,
Behold the Man of Ruymes appear !

Much like the woodcock—Dbird too uften bit ;
When out are dogs, and fportfinen dire,
To try to fit him for the fire; ‘

Doom’d foun to turn, poor fellow, on the fpit!

L2

Lo,
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Lo, from his thelt'ring thade he vainly fprings !
With bleeding breaft, ¢rufh'd legs, and broken wings,
And fcatter’d plumes a cloud, and hanging head,
Down falls the emigrant, a lump of lead;

Soon fciz'd by Trav, expeéting much applaufe,
“Who, wriggling, brings the pris’ner in his jaws.

Thus may it moft unfortunately be,
‘Moft vencrable GREYBEARDS, with roor Mg
Condemn’d, for want of poetry and wit,

To turn, perchaunce, upon your piercing fpit !

Yet, Sirs, 1 thank you for all favours paf ;
Hoping, morcover, they won’t be the lef :

And, ﬂrs, whatever fate you may allot me,
Thanks, thanks, that bitherto you have not thot me.

So much to the lberal Crirics ;—what fhall T fay
to the uiiberal ?

Rake, if you pleafe, the kennel of your brains,
And poirr forth all the loaded head contains ;
“Ihfﬂlall not fuffer by it, I am fure ;—

W 4

Nay,
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Nay, my poetic plants will better thrive ;
Exalt their heads and fmile—be all alive ;
As mud is very excellent manure.

Brother Authors, attend unto the wifdom of Pe-
TER. Are the cries of the mulevolent and envious
againft you? Be filent, and let your works fight
their own battle.—Are they good for nothing ¢ Let
them die.—Poffefs they merit? They need not be
afraid. — Bid your minds then fit cauimly on their
thrones, amidit the hurlyburly of criucal attacks.

Go, take a leflon from the glorious Suy,
Who, when the clements together run
In wild confuﬁo;m—carth and wind and waler,
Looks on the tumult down without difmay,
Nay, bright and {miling—feeming thus to fay,
« Lord! Buﬁling Gentlefolk, pray what’s the

“ matter ?”

L3 HYMN
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HYMN
TO TEE

GUILLOTINE

DAU’GHTER of LiererTY, whofc knife
So bufy chops the threads of life,

And frees from cumb’rous clay the fpirit ;
Ah! why alone fhall GarLia feel
The beauties of thy pond’rous fieel ?

Why muft not BRiTain mark thy merit ?

Hark ! ’tis the Dungeon’s groan I hear ;
And lo, a fqualid band appear,
With fallow cheek ‘and hollow eye !
Unwaﬂhg, lo, the neck they bend;
w through thy pow’r, their terrors end,
i “And with their /eads the Sorrgws fly !

O let
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O let us view thy lofty grace j—
To Brrroxns thew thy bluthing face,
And blefs Reserriox’s life-tir'd train !—
Joy to my foul! fhe's on her way,
Led by her deareft friends, Dismay,
DEAT}!, and the Devir, and Tom PaiNg!

Be deaf, O Man, to the infinuations of Pride. It
is the poifonous weed of the heart, that fuffers not
a flower of beauty or fragrance to bloom near it.

Boaft not the antiquity of thy line; for, to thy
mortification, be it known, that the Famrry of Hoes

was created before thee.

What can the wifeff boaft ? alas, how little!

Then, Pring, be fparing of thy faucy fpittle ;
Nay, do not fquirt it in the bumbleft face :

The wheel of ForTune is for ever turning ;

Jox's birthday-fuit may foon be chang'd to mosraing ;
Nimrops become the vilims of the chace.

Yes, Pring, ] hate thec—canker of our natyre !
Why look contemptuous on a fellow-creature,
Becaufe it is a monkey or a pig?
L4 . They
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They too have gualities, or 'm mifiaken :
‘What man excels a hog in making bacon ?
What mortals, like a monkey, dance a jig?

‘What man, from bough to bough, like Jacko fprings?

Ingenious rogue ! who twifts his tail, and fivings?

Darc we defpifc, becaufe they cannot preach,
Forfooth, ungifted with the pow’rs of fpeech ?
That were a joke indeed to make a fony :
Al me ! what numbers of the human race
Moft fortunately had efcap’d difgrace,
Had Heav'~ forgot to give their mouths a fongue !

In vain I preach—PripE langhs at all I fay;
Refolv'd, the fool, to keep her diffant way.

Tae PROUD OLD MAID.

A winking, hobbling, crabbed, proud Old Maid,
Whofe charms had felt a heavy cannonade
From T1mz’s firong batt’ry,—to whofe lofty nofc
A rotten Wtatwn was a rofc,
Livid
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Liv'd in a country town—there fpit her fpite,
And dwelt on'Scaxvav’s ftories with delight.

Proud of her name (though poor) indecd was sur;
In gencalogies, an epicure;
Knew, to ahair, cach perfon’s pedigree,

I'rom that of {plendour, to the mofi obfcure.

Madam Grorc:xa Howarp was her name;
Au appellation always carrying fame,
As ev’ry Howarp kins with NorroLk’s DUKE;
Morcover, evry Camesery of our lle,
Cobbler, or chimney-fweeper, claims Arcyre;

And elte to Queenss’'ry doth a Dovaras ook ;

Boafting a certain portion of that blood,

Not to be wafh’d away by Noah's flood.

Cousin of Norrork, would fhe often nane,
When Conversation afk’d for no fuch kin;
Cousin of Norrork then watimely canie ;
Nay, by the Zead and fooulders was lugg'd in.

‘Thiz



154 PINDARIANA.

This Lapy, on a certain darkfome night,
From cards returning by a lantern’s hight
The lantern by her fervant Berry held,
Who walk’d before this Dame, to thew the way;
When thus it happen’d, fadly let me fay,
Such is th’ unhappinefs of blinking Eld—

As her two eyes fo dim could only flare,

And therefore wanted cleaning and repair ;
Againft fome head, ber poking head the popp'd—
Dafh’d with confufion, fuddenly fhe fiopp’d,
Drew back, and bent for once her rufty knee—
¢« I beg your pardon, Sir,” faid the.

Then follow’d Mifires BEtty.—* Blefs us, BeT,
¢« Tell me, who was the Gentleman I met ;
“ Whofe face I bounc’d “fo hard againfi with
“ minc ?”
BeT could not for her foul the laugh refit—
“ A Gentlesan !—a Jack-afs, Ma’am, you kifs'd;

¢¢ 1 hope you found Jack’s kiffes very finc.”

¢ An 45! with anger fwelling, fereech’d the Dame—

“ An 4fs!-=Lord ! Berty, I fhall dic with fbame !
. 4 “« Give
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“ Give me a knife—I'/! fpoil the rafcal’s note ;
“ Give me a knife—I'll run and cut his throat.
“ Berry, don't fay a word on’t—that, alas!
“ I curtfied, and afk’d pardon of an 4/ /”

EARLY
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EARLY PROPENSITIES.

How early Genivs thews itfelf at times!
Thus Porr, the pride of Poets, /i/p’d in rthymes;
- And thus the GreaT Sir Joseru* (firange to utter!
To whom each infe&-cater is a fool)
Did, when a very little boy at {chool,
Munch jpiders {pread upon his bread and butter !

* Sir Jofeph Banks, the Prefident of the Royal Society, who has
often declared this rare fact of himfelf, and who is fo improved in
power as to be able to devour an alligator.

INVI-
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INVITATION

TO

CYNTHIA.

COME, CyntHIA, to thy thepherd’s vale,
Though tyrant WinTer fhade the fcene ;
The leaflefs grove has fclt his gale,
And ev’ry warbler mourns his reign.

Yet, what to me the howling wind ?
Thy voice the linnet’s fong fupplies .

Or what the cloud to me, who find
Eternal funfhine in thy eyes ?

157

KISSES.
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K1S 8 ES,

Hafer. DEA.R Susaw, one kind kifs before we
part.

Sufan. Not the thoufandth part of one, Mr. Licu-
tenant, I affure you. Keep your diftance, pray, kind
Sir. Kiffes indeed ! I wonder what fool firft invented

the nonfenfc !
3

Hawfer. Nonfenfe ! —S8enfe, Sufan! rapture, Su-

fan!

S O N G.

When we dwell on the lips of the lafs we adore,
Not a pleafure in nature is miffing :
May his foul be in Heav’n, he defervid it, I'm fure,
- Who was firft the inventor of kiffing.

Mafter
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Mafier Apam, I verily think, was the man,
Whofe difcov’ry will ne'er be furpaft ;

Well, fince the {weet game with creation began,
To the end of the world may it laft !

[Catches Susax, and kiffes per.

1 DO



6o PINDARIANA.

I DO not love a Cat—his difpofition is mean and
fufpicious. A friendfhip of vears is cancelled in a
moment by an accidental tread on his tail or-foot.
He inftantly fpits, raifcs his rump, twirls his tail of
malignity, and fhuns you ; turning back, as he gocs
off, a flaring vindictive face, full of horrid oaths and
unforgivenefs ; fccmiﬁg to fay, * Perdition catch you'!
1 hate you for ever.”  Bat the Dog is my delight : —
trcad on 7is tail or foot, he expreflts, for a moment,
the uncafinefs of his feelings; but in a moment the
complaint is cuded. ” He yuns around you s jumps up
égainﬂ you; fcems to declare his forrow for com-
plaining, as it was pot intenticnally done, uay,
to make himfcll the aggreffor; and begs, by whi-
nings and lickings, that Mafier will think of it 1o
more, Many a time, when Ranger, withing for a
little fport, has run to the gun, fmelt to it, then
wrigaling hs tail, and, with eyes full of the molt cx-
preflive fire, leaped np againft me, whining and beg-
ging, have I, againt oy inclination, indulged him

2 with



PINDARIANA. 16t

with a fcamper through the woods or in a field : for
many a time he has left a warm neft, among the
fnows of winter, to flart pleafure for me. Thus is
there a moral obligation between a Man and a Dog.

Tur OLD SHEPHERD’s DOG.

The old Shepherd's Dog, like his mafter, was gray;
His teeth all departed, and feeble his tongue ;

Yet where'er Corin went, he was follow'd by Tray;
Thus happy through life did they hobble along.

When, fatigu'd, on the grafs the Shepherd would
lie,
For a nap in the fun—'midft his flumbers fo fweet,
His faithful companion crawl'd conftantly nigh,
Plac’d his head on his lap, or lay down at his
feet.

When WixTeR was heard on the hill and the plain,
And torrents defcended, and cold ﬁvas the wind,

If Cor1N went forth ‘midft the tempefis and rais,
Tray feorn'd to be left in the chimney behind.

Vor. IV, | M o« At



162 PINDARIANA,

At length in the firaw Zray made his 1aft bed ;
¥or vain, againfi death, is the ftouteft endeavour—
To lick Corin’s hand he rear'd up his weak head,
Then fcll back, clos’d his eyes, and, ah! clos'd
them for ever.

Not Iong after 77ay did the S'hephexld remain,
Who oft o’er his grave with truc forrow would
bend ;
And, when dying, thus feebly was heard the poor

fwain,

¢ O bury me, ncighbours, befide my old Friend m

NOT-
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NQTWITHSTANDING the general contempt of
poor Sternuorp and Hoexixs, of pfalm-enditing me-
mory, T do not deem them beneatl: the dignity of fome
imitation. I fear that too many a Poet of the prefent
day is affe@ed (if I may coin an expreffion) with
a szgf—pbobf;, or a dread of naturc and fimplicity ;
and, if I may judge from the diffcxlty of comprebend-
ing their meaning, they fancy OzscuritTy to be the
genuine parent of the Susnimie. In the following
Ballad I have endeavoured to fteer between the /o,
affumlng a little liberty with hiftorical truth refpefling
Jexny and the celebrated Aurp Rozix.

JENNY’s COMPLAINT.

The night was fiill and full of fear,
And all the world feem’d dead ;

When pond’ring on poor Robin Gray,
J went with fighs to bed.

M2 There,
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There, while my heart did heave with grief,
The moon, that wand'rer pale,

In at my window peep'd and fhin'd
So faint againft the wall,

I clos'd my eye in vain to fleep,
And figh'd < Ah! well-a-day !”

Tor then I dwelt on my dear love,
My buried Robin Gray.

As onmy arm [ lean’d my head,
All dreary and forlorn,

MMy hair did drink the briny tears
'That down my check did mourn.

Sudden a cloud, like ink fo black,
The moon’s pule face o'ercaft ;

The window fhook, and horror howl’d,
Amid the hollow blaft.

The oaks that proudly look’d on high,
Their lofty beads bent low,

And midft their mighty branches roar’d,
As if they {corn'd to bow.

3
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But, like a giant in his courfe,
The ftorm went ruthing on, ,

Scattering their limbs and leaves fo thick,

As heedlefs what was done.

Now thunder from the black cloud broke,

And terrified the night,

And lightnings, with a dangerous blazc,

Made all the darknefs bright.

But my poor bleeding heart forlorn
Did fink with no difmay,

Since often it had wifh'd to die
For dear auld Robin Gray.

Now did a fpectre form appear,
All aged, pale, and wan ,
And, by his vifage, I could fpy-
He was my loft auld Man.

Now on my bed-fide did he fit,
As harmlefs as a dove;
And though he had two hollow eyes,
They look’d with tend'reft love.
. M 3

-
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Forth
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Forth from their fockets then did ruth
Full many a drop of woe :

So from the cave or rugged rock
The pearly waters flow.

« Jefu!” I ery’d, and firetch’d my arms
To clafp him round the waift;

But nought of his poor {pectre drear
My longing arms embrac’d.

¢ Oh! Jenny (then he faid) in vain
¢ Thy arms would clafp me in;

¢ For Spirite, fuch as thou behold'ft,
¢ Have neither bones nor fkin.”

Full on his vifage did I gaze,
All hurried with furprife ;

And, cager to devour each look,
My foul ruth’d through my eyes.

Now did I firive to catch his hand,
That prefs'd fo often mine 3
- But 'twas in vain—'twas nought but air,
~ Which made my heart to piae. )
And
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And yet his hands fo thrivell'd were,
As made of fleth and blood *

But God knows beft what thould be done,
And God is very good.

¢¢ And art thou happy, then,” I cry'd,
<¢ In this thy prefent ftate >” :

He {mil’d like Angels then, and faid,
« God wecll hath chang’d my fate.

¢ Let innocence, O Jane, be thine,
¢ And peacc thall dwell with thees

“ And ;vhcn juft Heav’n thall call thee hence,
¢ With Robin thou fhalt be.”

‘With that he look’d a fiveet farewell,
And rais’d cach wetted eye ;

Then glided off, and, as he went.
I heard the kindeft figh.

# Adieu!” I cry'd, half choak'd with grief,
¢« Soul of my foul, adicu! ,
“ My bofom-throbs to leave this world,

¢ And thy dear flight purfue.
M4 “ But



168 , PINDARIANA. .

¢ But Robin, Robin, fiay awhile;
* Ah! ftay awhile,” 1 faide— . -
¢ As Jemmy is come home from fea,

¢ May I with Jemmy wed 2"

But Robin anfwer’d not 2 word,
But off his ghofl did go;

‘Which made me wonder—but perhaps
His ghoft had anfwer'd, ¢ No.”

Auld Robin’s kindnefles to me,
Whilft we in love did live,

Deferve more freams from thefe fad eses,
Than they have drops to give.

The evening that he fought his grave
Did wear a difmal gloom:
* And all who did the burying fee,
With cyes fo red went home.

The honeft tribute of their tears,
- I thought was fweeteft fame ;
.And when I die, God grant my bicr
Bo fprinkled with the fame !
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The harmlefs children, too, in bands,
Did pour their little fighs,

And on the coffin near the grave
They firain’d their wat'ry eyes.

And when into the earth below
His corpft at length was givn,

They look’d towards cach other’s eyes,
And figh'd, ¢ He's gone to Heaven.” '’

Then on his grave they fat them down,
And lifp’'d his name with praife,
Till all the little wights did wifh
To be auld Robin Grays.

ODE
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O D E
FOR

BOYS 4#4ND GIRLS.

. LOVE is a pretty paflion, to be fure;

And long, fay I, indced,. may Love cﬁdurc, L
Yet now and then to PrRungnce fhould it look—
Yes, take a little leaf from Wispom’s book.

Our boys, alas! begin too foon to figh,

Mourn the pierc’d heart, and lay them down to die;
Juft like expiring fwans, with tuneful breath,

Sweet rhyming in the agonies of death.

Too foon the girls abufe of pens the nib,
And pour their little groaning fouls on paper :
Love fhould not come till Time removes the bib;
Mifies thould learn to walk before they caper.

Love,



PINDARIANA. 17

Lovr, thovgh it dealsin fmefs, has many furs 5

It does not always furnifh happy hours, ‘
?utting us oft in difmal fituations: :

“The novelty fets people’s fouls a longing—

What thoufands to their rain thus are thronging | *
Indeed we fee the evil in all nations.

I fear Love does at times a deal of harm :
It keeps the world alive, it is confefs’d ;
So far, indced, Ilike the pleafing charm—
Yct, yet, through Lovs, what thoufands are dif-
trefs'd !

“ Give me,” exclaims the Yours, ¢ but heav'nly
“ kiffing,

< And lo, I feek nought elfe—for nought is miffing ;
¢« Let me for ever dwell on Crrokr’s lip 3

¢ On Crror’s bofom let me only lie;

¢ There pour in {fweeteft ecftafy the figh,
¢ And, like the bee, the honey’d treafure fip,

¢ T heed not fragrant wines, nor fleth, nor fith;

¢ CHLOE is all I want, and all I wifth !”

And thus again the raptur'd Nympu exclaims,
¢ Sweet arc of Lovr the fighs, and dear the flames !
“ Lovg
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* Love fimiles away the dark’ning clouds of life -
¢¢ Love feels no rains, nor ftorms, nor pinching cold :
¢ Love wants not fire nor candle, meat, clothes,

¢ gold 5 ,
¢ Avrw blis js center'd in that one ward—#ifz."

TRE



PINDARTANRA. 173

THER

OWL axp PARROT.

AN Own fell defp’rately in love, poor foul !
Sighing and hooting in his lonely hole—

A Parror the dear objeQ of his withes,

Who inher cage cnjoy’d the loaves and fifhes,
In fhort, bad all the wantcd—meat and drink,
Wathing and lodging—full enough, I think.

"Squire Ow L moft mufically tells his tale;

His oaths, his fqueezes, kiffes, fighs, prevail :
Porr cannot bear, poor heart, to hear him grieve;
So opes her cage, without a “ By your leave ;”

Are married, go to bed with raptur'd faces,
Richaords, and fo forth—ufual in fucli cafcs.

A day
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A day ortwo pats’d amoroufly fiveet ;
Love, kifling, cooing, billing, all their meat:
At length they both felt hungry-— What's for
<« dinner ?
¢ Pray what have we to eat, my dear ?” quoth Porr.—
¢ Nothing! by all my wifdom,” anfwer'd Owtr ;
« I never thought of that, asI'm a finner;

¢ But, Port, on fomething I thall put my pats—
® What fay’ft thou, DEARry, to a difh of rats?”

¢ Rats, Mister Owe! d'ye think that I'll cat rars £
«« Eat them yourfelf, or give them to the cats,” |
Whines the poor Bride, now burfling into tears.—
¢ Wecll, Porry, would you rather dine on moufe ?
* I'Il catch a few, if any in the houfe;
“ Thou fhalt not fiarve, Love, fo difpel thy fears.”

« 1 won't eat rats—I won’t eat micc—I won't:

« Don't tell me of fuch dirty vermin—don’t :
¢ O that within my cage I had but tarried !”

¢ Parry,” quoth Owr, ¢I'm forry, I declare,

«“ So delicate, you relith not our fare—

+ " % You fhould have thought of that before you mar-
L ried”

3 ' This
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This fable aptly alfo will apply

Te Frenchmen—Sans-culottes-men.—Ah! how ? why?

The French are changeful fellows, all muft grant;
Camecleons—but, ah! changing for the wprfe:

Poor ignorants, fcarce knowing what they want;
Bart’ring too often bleflings for a curfe.

All good, in one word, Noverty, they fec !

So ftrong within them is of change the leaveng .’

A Frenchman’s flutt’ring foul would feel ennui
F’en midft the blefled conftancy of Heaven !

AN
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AN

ANACREONTIC.

70 4 KISS.

SOFT child of Love—thou balmy blis,
Inform me, O delicious Kiss,

Why thou fo fuddenly art gone?

Loft in the moment thou art won?

Yet go—for whercfore thould I figh?
On DEL1a’s lip, with raptur'd ey,c
On DEeL1a’s bluthing lip 1 fee

A thoufand full as fweet as thee.

A PANE-
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A
\
PANEGYRIC o~ TEA.
By KIEN LONG.

WRITTEN IN HIS TENT, DURING A HUNTING EXCURSION, NEAR

MOUKDEN.

ME1HOA che pox yao
Fo-cheou biang tfie kié,
Soung-che ouei fang ny ;
San pin tchou tfing F4é.
Pong y tché kio tang,
Qu tché tcheng koang biué,
Houo heou pien yu bié,
Ting yen y cheng mié.
Zaé Ngueou po fien jou,
Vou. IV, N Tan
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Tan lou ty tchan yué,

Ou yun king tai pan

Ko ou, pou ko choué.
Fou fou teou lo ty

Ho bo yun kiang tclg:
Ou-tfuen y 4o 1fax
Lin-fou chang ché pié.
Lan ku Tchao-tcheou ngan
Po fiao Yu-tchouan kix
Han fiao ting fing leon.
Kon yué kan biuen tfué.
Foan pao tchen ki yu

9 fiao king fing ou kié.
Kicn-long ping-yn

Siao 1chun yu Ty.

A TRANS-
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A

TRANSLATION

OF THE PRECEDING

IMPERIAL PANEGYRIC ON TEA.

THE flow'’s Mebs is not fo bright,
And yet it gives the cye delight ; |
It likewife hasa charming fmell :
Thc‘pincs, too, are a pretty fruit,
That much indced my palate fuit,
And much in flavour, too, cxcel,

Get an old kettle, if you pleafe,
For fuch a thing is found with eafe,
That has three legs —and therefore thows
N2 y Its
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Its ancient fervices ;—then fill
With water, and what's beft, the rill,
The lucid rill, from mclted fhows.

Hcat in this kettle, to your with,
The water fit to boil a fifh,
Or turn the blackefl lobfier red;
Pour then the water on the tea,
Then'drink it, and ’twill drive, d've fee,

All the blue devils from your head.

Far from the toil of {tatc affairs

I fieal away, to drown my cares,
For which I take of teaa cup;

And then I fnap the rich Fochu,

Fine to the tafte, and to the view ;
And then again the tea 1 fup.

Now on the rare Mebé 1 gaze;
Now of the ancients, with amaze,
I think—and alfo with delight ;
And now upon the great Otse',
The befi and frugalift of mien,

- 'Who livid on pine from mern to niglt,

With
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With envy on this mighty man I think !
And then Idrink ¢
Then 1 crack nuts, and eat the kerncls too;

Then think on that great gard’'ner, great Linrov.

When, lo! T pafs from great Lixrou
To that great Prince, yclept Tcrao-TcHEOU ;—
Then upon Youv-rcuovan I ponder:
Thus do Ifit, and eat, and drink, and wondecr.

The firf, my fancy plainly fecs
Surrounded by all forts of trees ;
Now tafting kis rich fruit, now that o finc :
I'mark the fecond quaffing the rich water;
But, knowing very little of the matter,
Thank Heav’n bis vulgar tafte was ncver mine.

I hear, Thear the evening drum
Sounding aloud, *“ Go to bed, Tom "
Good me! how pleafant is the ftarry night !
Lo, on each difh, and filver fpoon,
And plate, and porringer, the moon
Peeps through my tent with friendly light.

N 2 Now,



182 PINDARIANA.

Now, thisis charming, I muft own;

My ftomach, too, fo cafy grown !

And now I'll take a nap—thus ends my fong,
Compos'd by me (a humble Bard) Krex Lone,

ODE
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ODE T0 COFFEE

IN THE MANNER OF KIEN LONG.

DELICIOUS Berry, but, ah ! beft
‘When from the EafternInd, not Weft;
Noughtricher is, Ithink, than thee :—
Into a roafter, with my hand,
1 put thee, and then o’er thec ftand,
And then I catch thy fimell with glce.

And now I thake thee round about ;
And, when turn'd brown, I take thce out
"And then I put thee in a mill;
And, when to powder thou art crufh’d,
Into a tin pot thou art pufh’d,
To feel the boiling fmoking rill.

N 4

183

And
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And now from my tin pot’s long nofe
The fragrant fluid fweetly flows ;
And now I put the lily cream,
And fugar too, the beft of brown;
And, bappy, now I gulp thee down,
Kceping my nofe upon the ficam.

On Hastings now my fenfes work ;

And now on virtuous Epmuxp Burke,
Who calmly let Sir THOMAS ’fcape :

And then unto myfelf I fay,

< Is honour dead ? ah, well-a-day !"
And then my mouth begins to gape.

Now on Sir Joseru Banks I ponder,
And now at his rare merit wonder,
In flics and tadpoles deep ;
And now to many a drowfy head
I hear the drowfy BLacpon* read,
And then I {all aflecp.

* Sir Jofeph's right hand, and Secretary to the Royal Society;
who has very often read the very refpectable meetings of the Royal
Society to flumbcr.

ODE
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O D E

‘W HEN Frarr'ry fings, AcE opes his eyes fo clear,
And claps fo brifk the trgmpet to his ear,
So wond roufly infpir'd he lifts, and fees !
When Fratt’ry fings, pale Coric’s pains are off;
ConsumeTioN pants not, but forgets his cough;
And Astuma’s loaded lungs forbear to wheeze.

Stung is the foul with FIve’s rope-oft'ring evils ?
FLATT RY’s a talifinan to drive the devils.

Sweet on the lift'ning ear of fiilly Nicur,
As warbling dyeth PaiLoMELA's fong ;
So on theear of man, with rich delight,

The lulling mufic flows from Fratr'ry's tongue.

Shew me the man, and I will thank thee for it,
Who fays, with truth, “ Poh! Flatt'ry ! I abhor it.”"—
"Tis
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*Tis a non-defcript—Dby Sir JoserH bred—e
A Sono monfler, born without a head.

FLATT'RY's 2 perfe&t mifirefs of her art;
With picklock keys to open ev'ry heart.

What mortal can withftand the fire of FLATT'RY 2.
No one! 'tis fuch a mofi fuccefsful batt’ry.

vo head, however thiék, rcfiftsits Thot ;
Yet each pretends to mock it !—what a fot !

SUSAN axp t™e SPIDER.

¢¢ COME down, you toad,” cry’d Susax to a Spider,
High on the gilded cornice a proud rider,
And, wanton, fwinging by his filken rope ;
¢ T'll teach thee to fpin cobwebs round the room ;
“ You’re now upon fome murder, Iprefume—
“ VU blefs thee—if I don’t, fay I'm no Pope.”

11'

4 Then.
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Then Susaw brandifh’d her long brufh,
Determin’d on a fatal pufh,
To bring the rope dancer to ground,
his {chemes of death canfound.

The Spider, bleft with oratory grace,
Slipp’'d down, and, fiaring Susax in the face,
« Fie, Susan! lurks there murder in zbat heart ?
# O barb'rous, lovely Susan! I'm amaz’d!
¢ O can that form, on which fo oft I've gaz'd,
“ Poffefs of cruelty the flighteft part ?

¢“ Ah! can that fwclling bofom of delight,

* On which I've peep’d with wonder mamy a night,
« Nay, with thefe fingers touch’d too, let me fay,

¢ Contain a heart of cruelty ?—no, no!

¢¢ That bofom, which cxceeds the new-fall’'n fhow,

‘¢ All foftnefs, fectnefs, one cternal May.”

¢¢ How !” Susax fcreech’d, as with diforder'd brain—
+ How, ImpupENCE! repeat thofc words again :

“ Come, come, confefs with honefty—fpeak, fpeak,
“ Say, did you really crawl upon my neck "

¢ SUSAN,
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¢¢ SusaN, byall thy heav'nly charms, Idid;
¢« 1 faw thee fleeping by the taper’s light ;
« Thy check, fo blufhful, and thy brealt fo

¢ white:

¢ 1 could not ftand it, and fo down I {lid.”

« You did, fwect Mr. Spider ? fo you faw I”

« Yes, Susan ! Narure'sis a pow’rful law.”

“ Arn’t you a murd'rer }” gravely Susan crics 3
“ Arn't you for cver bufy with that claw,
<« Killing poor unoffending little flies,

¢ Mercly to {atisfy your nafty maw 27

¢ But, Susan, don’t you fced on gentle Jamb 2
“ Pon’t you on pretty little pigeons cram?
“ Don’t you on harmlels fifbes often dine 7
¢ That’s yery true,” quoth Susax, ¢ truc indeed ;
¢ Lord ! with what eloquence thefc Spiders plead !
¢ Thislittle rafcal beats a grave Divine.

“¢ It was no fnake, I verily belicve,
“ Bul afly fpider that feduc’d poor Ev k.

¢ But
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« Butthen youare fo #gly."—¢ Ah! fweet Svg,

1 did not make myfelf, you know too well :
*¢.Could I have made myfelf, 1 had been yor,

¢ Andkill'd with envy ev'ry beauteous BrLre.”

« Heav'ns! to this Spider !—what a *witching tonguc!

“ Well! go about thy bus'nefs—go along;

« Al anitmals indecd their food muft get:

“ And hear me—fhouldft thou look, with longing
“ eyes,

“ Atany time on young, fat, luicious flics,

« Tl drive the little rafcals to thy net.

« Lord! then how blind I've been to form and fea-

« ture !
+ I think a Spider, now, a comely creature !”

VERSES
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VERSES

TO A

WHITE SATIN PETTICOAT,

Belonging to Miss MorLry M, but fpoil'd by the Author's ingd~
wertent Stupidity, inthrowing on it a Cup of Coffees

O FAIR proteéirefs of the fairel Maip,
How fhall the PozT for his crime atone ?
So lately bleft as thou, I'm fore afraid

I have no recompence to offer !—none !

But Morry parts with thee with pitying eye !
Then from this moment do not dare complain
Nay, morc—the Nymrn furveys thee with a figh-
Then boajl !—the envy thou, of ev'ry fwain.

THR



PINDARIANA, 191

THE

T I N K E R,

AND

MILLERs DAUGHTYTEHR

A TALE.

THE meaneft creature fomewbat may contain,
As ProvIiDENCE ne’er makesa thing in vain.

Upona day, a poor and trav’ling Tinker,

On ForTuNE’s various tricks a confiant thinker.
Pafs’d in fome village near a Miller's door ;

Where, lo! his eye did moft aftonith’d catch

The Miller's daughter peeping o'er the hatch,
Deform’d, and monftrousugly, to be fure.

Struck
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Struck with th’ uncommon form, the Tinker farted,
Juft like a frighten’d horfe, or murd’rer carted,
Up gazing at the gibbetand the rope:
Turning hisbrain about, in a brown ftudy,
(For, asI've faid, his brain was not fo muddy)
“ *Sbud! (quoth thc Tinker) I have now fome

¢ hope;

* TFortunt, the jade, is not far off, perchance”—

And then began to rub his hands, and dance.

Now all fo tull of love, ¢crjoy’d he ran,
Embrac’d and fqueez’d Miss Grist, and thus began:
« My dear, my foul, my angel, fweet Miss Gris,
“ Now may I nevermend a kettle more,
¢ 1f cver I faw one like you before !”
Then, « nothing loth,” like Eve, the nymph he
kis'd.

Now, very fenfilly indced, Miss Grist
Thought opportunity fhouald not be mifs’'d ¢
Knowing that Prunery oft lets flip 4 joy =
Thus was Miss Gr1sT too prudent to be eoy.
For really "tis with girls a dangerous farce,

To flout a fivain, when offers are but fearce.
Ske
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§be did not feream, and cry, “T'll not be woo'd ;
* Keep off, you finutty fellow—don’t be rude ;
5 I'm meat for your fuperiors, Tinker.”—No,
Indeed fhe treated not the Tinker fo.

But lo, the damfel, with her ufual fyuint,
Suffer’d her Tinker lover to imprint
Swect kiffes on her lip, and fqueeze her hand,
Hug her, and fay the fofteft things unto her,
And in Love’s plain and pretty language woo her,
Without 4 frown, or c¢’en a reprimand.

Soon won, the Nymru agreed to join his bed,
And, when the Tinker chofe, to church be Jed.

Now to the FaThEer the britk Lover hied,
Who at bis noify mill fo bufy plied,
Grinding, and taking handfome toll of corn,
Sometimes, indeed, 100 bandfome tobe borne.

© Ho! Maiter Miller!” did the Tinker fay—
Forth from his cloud of flour the Miller came ¢

¢ Nice weather, Mafler Mil!er-*-charming day—
« God's very kind"—the Miller faid the fame.

Vou. (V. 0 “ Now,
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Now, Miller, poflibly you may not guefs

¢ At this fame bufinefs I am come about:

"Tis this then—know, I love your daughter Bess :—
< There, Mafter Miller l-~—now the riddle’s out.

I'm not for mincing matters, Lord! d’ye fee—
1 likes your daughter Bess, and fhe likes me.”

Poh ! quoth the Miller, grinning at the Tinker,

 Thou doft not mean to marriage {o perfuade her ;

Ugly as is the Dev'] I needs mufi think her,

« Though, to be fure, 'tis faid, 'twas me that made
<« her.

No, no, though fhe's my daughter, I'm not blind :
But, Tinker, what hath now pofiefs’d thy mind ?
Thow'rt the firft offer the has m=t, by Gad—

But tcll me, Tin}ser, art thou drunk, or mad?”

No--I’m not drunk, not mad,” the Tinker cry’d,

But Bet's the maid I with to make my bride ;

¢ No girl in thefe two eyes doth Bet excel.”

Why, fool, (the Miller faid) Ber hatha bump!

And then het #0fz /—the nofe of my old pump.”

¢ I know it (quoth the Tinker,) know it well.”
. ** Her
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¢ Her face (quoth Grist) is freckled, wrinkled, flat;
 Her mouth as wide as that of my Tom CaT;
« And then fhe fquints a thoufand ways at once—
"% Her waift, a corkfcrew ; and her hair, how red !
¢« A downright bunch of carrots on her head—
¢ Why what the dev’l is got into thy fconce ?”

« Nodev'l is inmy fconce,” rejoin’d the Tinker ;
¢ But, Lord! what's that to you, if fire, Ithink her?

¢« Why, man (quoth Ggrist) fhe's fit to make 2
¢ Snow,
¢ And therefore fure Iam that thou muft banter!”
¢ Miller! (reply’d the Tinker) right! for know,
« *Tis for that very thing, a Snow, I want her.”

Q2 MELAN-
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MELANCHOLY

HerMIONE,
A SIGHING folitary form I roam ;
A tcaron NaTUurE's univerfal finle !
Thou GExivus of my natal hour, whofe hand
Pierces my moments with the thorns of woe,
When will the'meafure of my grief be full ?
‘When will the filent afp of hopelcefs love
Withdraw his fangof torment from my heart ?
How lately joy was minc '—but where is joy,
That cheerful pour’d a funfhine o’cr my foul ?
Gone! like the lafl, laft fun, to fink in night,
Narvre’slaft night, and gild a morn no more !

Enter CamiLra.
My lov d Hermione, I heard thy figh,
And Ieft my flecpto foften thy affliction.

N k.,
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Why killeft thou that gentle frame with weeping?
Sorrowing, thou feemeft to delight in woe,
And fecd exiftence upon fighs and tears,

HermionE,

Camilla, the dread filence of the hour
Suits but too well the colour of my foul.
NicuT, who fo ozhers brings the balm of fleep,
And happy dreams to foothe the peaceful breaft,
Pours on my wakeful eye, far diff"rent guefts;
The fouleft, darkeft demons of defpair.,
Lorn, atthe midnight hour, when all is hufh’d,
I wander refilefs; fadly now T fit,
My brimfull eyes for hours hoth motionlefs,
Swimming with woe, towards the pafling Moo,
Who on me, as fhe loncly glides along,
Cafisa pale beam of mclancholy light,
That fcems a ray of pity on my fale,

O 3 LIS
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THE

DRUID HYMN

ToO

THE SUN.

O SACRED fount of life to Arv!
Before thy glorious beam we fall,
And firike with raptur’d hand the lyre;
To thee we lift our wond’ring eyes ;
To thee the hymn of morn thall rife,
And blefs thy mounting orb of fire,

Chorus.

Hail to that Ors, from whofe rich fountain flow
Beams that illume and glad the world below.

Ufeen
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Unfeen by theec had Nature mourn'd;
No fmile her Athiop cheek adorn'd ;

Pale Nicur had fpread her fpeétre’d reign,
And death-like Horror rul’d the fcenc.

Chorus.
All hail the beams that Nigur defiroy,
And wake an opening world to joy !
Bright fpreadilig o’cr the Vast of gloom,
‘That chafe the fpecires to their tomb,

0 4 TV
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Té

C HL OE

CHLOE, no more muft we be billing—

There goes my laft, my poor laft fhilling:

Vile ForTuNE bids us part !
Yet, Cavror, this my bofom charms,
That, when thou’rt in another's arms,

I ftill pofle(s thy beart.

Forrunt's a whimfical old Dame,
And poflibly may blufh with thame
At this her frcak with me :
But thould fhe fmile again, and offer,
Well fill'd with gold, an ample coffer,
T'll {fend the key to Thce.

THE
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THE

BLIND BEGGAR.

‘W ELCOME, thou Man of Sorrows, to my door!
A willing balm thy wounded hcart fhall find ;
And lo, thy guiding Do my cares implore !
O hafte. and fhelter from th'’ unfeeling wind,

Alas ! fhall Mis’ry feck my cot with fighs,
And humbly fue for piteous alms my ear;
Yet difappointed go with lifted cyes,
And on my threfhold leave th’ upbraiding tcar ?

Thou boweft for the pity I beftow :
Bend not to me, becaufe I mourn difirefs;
1 am thy debtor—much to rkee I owe s
For learn—the greateft bleffing is to blefs.
P Thy
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‘Thy hoary locks, and wan and pallid chéck,
And quiv'ting lip, to fancy feem to fay,

¢ A more than common BeacAr we befpeak; -
¢ A form that once has known a happier day.”

Thy fightlefs orbs, and venerable beard, -
And prefs'd, by weight of years, thy palfi'd head,
Though filent, fpeak with tongues that my/ be heard,
Nay, muft command, if ViRTvE be not dead.

Thy fhatter'd, yet thine awe-infpiring form,
Shall give the village-lads the foften’d foul,

To aid the vi&ims of Lirg's frequent ftorm,
Ang fmoeth the furges that around them roll ;

Teach them that PoverTy may MEerrr fhroud;
And teach, that VirTuE may from Misery {pring ;

Flame like the lightning from the frowning cloud,
That fpreads on NaTuRE's fmile its raven wing.

O let me own the heart which pants to 4l
That nobly fcorns to hide the ufelefs ftore;
But loqks around for objects of difiref§,
And triumphs in-a forrow for the poor !

»

When
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When Heav'n on man is pleas’d its wealth to thow'r,
Ah, what an envied blifs doth Heaven beftow !
To raife pale MErrr in her hopelefs hour,
And lead Desronpence from the tomb of Woe r

Lo, not the little birds fhall chirp in vain,
And, hovering round me, vainly court my care;
While I pofiefs the life-preferving grain,
Welcome, ye chirping tribe, to peck your fhare.

How can I hear your fongs at SpriNG’s return,
And hear while SumMer fpreads her golden ftore ;
Yet, when the gloom of WinTER bids ye mourn,
Heed not the plaintive voice that charm’d before !

Since ForTunE, to my cottage not unkind,
Strews with fome flow’rs the road of life for me,
Ah! can humanity defert my mind ?
Shall I not foften the rude flint for thee?

Then welcome, BecGar, from the rains and fhow,
And warring elements, to warmth and peace ;
Nay, thy companion, 10b, fhall comYort know,
Who fhiv'ring thakes away the icy flecce.
And
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And lo, he lays him by the fire, elate ;
Now on his Mafter turns his gladden’d cyes;
Leaps up to grect him on their ¢hange of fate, .
* Licks his lovd hand, aund then beneath him lics.

A hut is mine, amidft a thelt'ring grove:
A Hennit there, exalt to Heav'n thy praife ;
There fhall the village children thew their love,
And hear from thee the tales of other days.

There fhall our feather’d friend, the bird of morn,

Charm thee with oiifons to opening day;
And there the red- breaft, on the leaflefs thorn,
At cve fhall {ooth thee with a fimple lay,

When Fare fhall call thee from a world of woe,
Thy friends around fhall watch thy clofing cyes ;
With tears, behold thy gentle fpirit go,
And with to join its pafiage to the fkies.

ANA-
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ANACREONTIC SONG,

70 MY LUTE.

‘W HAT fhade and what fiillnefs around !
Let us feck the lov'd cot of the Fair;
There foften her fleep with thy found,
And banifth cach phantom of care.

The Vircin may wake to thy firain,

And be footh’d, nay, be pleas’d with thy fong s
Alas! fhe may pity the fwain,

And fancy his forrows too long.

Could thy voice give a fmile to her cheek,
What a joy, what a rapture were mine !
Then for ever thy fame would I fpeak=
O mylute, what a triumph were thine !

204

Ah!
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Ah! whifper kind love in her ear,
And fweetly my withes impart ;
Say, the fwain who adores her is near;
Say, thy founds are the fighs of his heart.

A PAS-
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PASTORAL SONG.

FAREWELL, O farewll to the day,
That fmiling with happines flew !
Ye verdures and bluthes of May,
Ye fongs of the linnet, adieu!

In tears from the vale I depart;
In anguifh I move from the Far :

For what are thofe fcenes to the heart
Which ForTune has doom’d to dcf'pair?

Love frowns, and how dark is the hour !
Of Rarrure, departed the breath !

So gloomy the grove and the bow'r,
I tread the pale valley of DraTin.

I With
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With envy I wander forlorn,

At the breeze which her beauty has fann'd ;
And I envy the bird on the thorn,

Who fits watching the crumbs from her hand,

I envy the lark o’er her cot,

Who calls her from flumber, fo Lleft
Nay, I envy the nightingale’s note,

The Syren who fings her to refi.

On her hamlet once more let me dwell—
One look ! (the laff comfort !) be mine-—
O Preasure, and DeL1a, farewell!
Now, Sorrow, I ever am #hine.

TAX
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Tax not, O Parfon, the creaT AvrHor or Na-
TURE with cruelty to his creatures.

Too often doft thou impudently endeavour to put
off thy folly for his wifdom.

7hy anathemas are not bis anathemas; nor is b%
morality by morality. '

O think not, that, like the Lorp Mayor of Lox-
pon, he punifheth the fale of every article on the .
Sabbath-day except Milk and Mackarel.

GOOD FRIDAY.

Sir HarryY, a high priceft, and deep divine,
Ambitious much *mid modern Saints to thine,
On a Good Friday evening took an airing :—
Not far had he proceeded, ere a found
Did the two ears of this good prieft aflormd ;
Such as loud laughs, commix’d with fome fmall
fearing.

Vou. IV, P Now
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Now in an orchard peep’d the Knight fo fly,
With fuch a fiaring, rolling, frenzicd eye ;
Where, lo! a band of rural fwains were bleft P
Too proud 1o jorn the crew, he wav'd his hand,
Beck’ning 1o this unholy playful band—
Forth camc a boy, obedient to the Pricft.

“ What wicked things are ye all doing here,

¢ On this mofi folemn day of all the year ?”—

¢ Playing s 1kittles,” faid the fimple lad.

¢ Playing at fkittles |—Devils, are ye mad?

¢ For what #”— A Jack-afs, Sir,” the boy replics—

LS

“ A FJack-afs I” roars the Prieft, with wolf-like cyes :

“ Run, run, and tcll them Heav's will not be
“ fhamm’d—

¢ Tell them this infiant, that they'll all be dama’d.”

“ 1 wall, Sin Harry—ifs, 1 wull, Stk HARRY"—
Then off he fet th' important news to carry ;

To warn thicm what dread torments would enfiie :
But fuddenly the fcamp'ring lad turn'd round,
And thus, with much fimplicity of found,
¢ Sir ITARRY, muil the Fack-afs be damn’d too 2™

ODE
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T0 A

PRETTY BAR-MAID.

SWEET Nywmen, with tecth of pearl, and dimpled
chin,
And rofes that would tempt a faint to fin,
Daily to thee fo eonftant I return;
‘Whotc fmile improves the coffee’s ev'ry drop,
Gives tenderncts to ev'ry fteak and chop,

And bids our pockets at expenfes {purn.

What Yourn, well powder'd, of pomatmh fmelling,
Shall on that lovely bofom fix his dwelling ?
Perhaps the Watrer, of himfeli fo full !
Pa With
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With hee he means the coffee-houfe to quit ;
Open a tavern, and become a cif,
And proudly keep the head of the Black Bull.

"T'was bere the Wirs of Axna’s Attic age
Together mingled their poctic rage ;
Hcre Prior, Porg, and Appison, and STEELE ;
Here Par~eLin, Swrrr, and BorineBrOXE, and
Gay,
Pour’d their keen profe, and tun’d the merry lay,
Gave the fair toaft, and made a hearty meal.

*Twas bere, o'er fragrant coffee to unbend,
The Wirrs their epigrams fo happy, penn’d,
And bade in madrigals a CuLoE fhine ;
A Mira, a BELiNDA, and a PaiLis,
Who boafied rofes poffibly, and lilies,
Such as now deck that cheek and breaft of thine.

Nyues of the roguiﬁi fmmile, which thoufunds feek,
Give me another, and another fteak ;

A kingdom for another fteak, but giv’n

By tby fair hand, that fhames the fhow of heaven.

*

3 ! Give
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Give me a glafs of punch, O fmiling lafs,

And let thy lufcious lip embalm the glafs—
Touch it and fpread a charm areund the brim:

Health to thy beauties, Nancy, and may Time

Nc'er meddle with thy prefent healthful prime,
Thy ringlets fpoil, and eyes of di'monds dim,

Lo, from cach box thy lute-tun’d voice to hear,

Yourn nimbly turns him round, with wanton lecr:
Nay, wrinkled Ace himfelf, with locks fo white,

Findeth within a kind of baftard fire,

Whofe, mouth, poor cripple, watering with defire,
Opes toothlefs on thy beauties in delight,

How for thy lamb-like fleth he feems to hunger !

He fecls himfelf a pair of ages younger !

Tell me again, O Nywmrr, whofe happy arms
Arc doom'd, for life, to circle thofe bright charms,
And to that bofom give brave girls and boys ?
That Tucky lot, alas! will nc'er be mine—
A gaze, a fqueeze, perchance a kifs divine,
Muft form the bounds, O Naxcy, of my joys.

P 3 Yet
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Yet if rich faveurs, far beyond a fmile

So kind, thy Poet’s moments to beguile,

Thou wifheft to befiow !—in Lovs's name give ‘cm 3
And, thanktul, on my knees will T receiye’em,

ANA-.
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ANACREONTIC,

S ONG.

‘W HO dares talk of hours? Scize the bell of that
clock ;
Scize his hammer, and cut off his hands:
To the bottle, dear bottle, I'll fick like a rock,
And obey only PLeAsurE’s commands.

Let him firike the thort hours, and hint at a bed—
Waiter, bring us more winc—what a whim !

Say that TimE, his old mafter, for Zopers was made,
And not jolly Topers for him.

Py O MAN,
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O MAN, be not puffed up with the pride of off-

fpring, as the triumphs of Para are too often fmiled
at in fecret by wifer Mama.

ODE 1o » HEDGESPARROW,

NURSING s YOUNG CUCKOO.

Au, whining, anxious, reftlefs bird!
Thou art a fool, upon my word :
Now on the bufh, now upon the ground ;
Now hov'ring o'er my head, and faying
Such bitter things—now begging, praying,
Poor wretch, furveying me fo fharp all round.

Imploring me to leave the neft,
Wherc all thy deareft wifhes reft.

How bufy thou in catching grub and ﬂy,
As foon as dewy morning paints the ﬂcy ;
Now twitt'ring near the neft fuch firains of joy,
Emclaumng to the world a hopeful boy!

Great
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Great is thy triumph in thy fancied child !
Immenfe thy pride—thy ecftafy how wild !
Yet not one trait of thee doth he difplay :
Indeed thou never didft beges the youth ;
And more—to tell thee an unpleafant fruth,
His father will be here the Firft of May.

Nor fingular art thou—for, lo!
A little gamefome Knight zve know,
Who fofters children—Iloves them to difiraction
Shews them about from morn to night,
Drinking fuch draughts of rich delight
From ev'ry feature—fo much fatisfaction !

Sces his owr cyes, own mouth, ows lip, ows ear,
Ouwn nofe, own dimple, in each pretty Dear !—
But who’s the real parent }—Am’rous Joux,
Good-natur’d fellow, made them ev’ry one.

TO
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-T0

ANACREON.

G HOST of Anacrrox, quit the fhades,
And with tlicc bring thy fweet old Iyre

To praifc the firft of B;iti'fh‘ Maids,
Whofe charms will fet thy foul on fire.

But hold—"twecre bettcr keep away—
Of juftice muft thy harp defpair ;

Which fuited very well thy dz;y,
That faw no Damft] half fo fair.

THR
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THE
CAPTIVE QUEEN,

The Lines are fuppofed 10 be [poken by a Friend of the unfortunate

ANTOINETTE.

‘WITH radiance rofe thy morning fun,
Fair promife of a happy day;

But, lucklefs, ere it reach’d its noon,
The fiend of darknefs dimm’d the ray.

What though the brightefi gifts are thine,
And diftant nations pour thy praife ;
While, raptur’d, on thy form diviné

The eyes of Love and WoxpEgRr gaze?
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The voice of Jov, for ever mute,

Mutt yield to fighs that mourn in vain;
And Pity, come with {weeteft lute,

To footh thy forrows with her firain.

The Syren Hore, who won thy ear,

Mutft charm no more the dang’rous hour;
Thc warning voice of ravens, hear,

That croak thy doom on yonder tow™r.

Yet what is life, “mid Horror’s reign,
Where Mugper's triumph cleaves the fky ;

Where heaves with death the groaning feenc,
And dungcons loud for vengeance cry ?

Yet what is life to fpotlefs fame ?
And thine to lateft time fhall bloom—
The blow that finks that beautcons frame
Gives all the VirTres to the tomb.

ANA.
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ANACREONTIC

FIE, Sviviat why fo gravely look,
Becaufe a kifs or two I took ?

Thofe lufcious lips might thoufands grant—
Rich rogues that never feel the want.

So little in a kafs I fee,

A hundred thou may'ft take from me.

But, fince, like mifers o’er their ftore,
Thou hat'ft to give, though running o'er;
I fcorn to caufe the {lighteft pain,

So pr'ythee take them back again;

Nay, with good int'refi be it done—
Thou'rt welcome to take ten for one.

T
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To

T 1 M E.

O TIME, “tis childifh, lct me Gy,
To give, then take a grace away ;
The Damfel from her charms to fever,
So pleas’d to keep them all for ever.

When Cyxrtnta tires with conq'ring hearts,
And fays, “ O Tms, receive my darts;”
Her beautics are a lawful prize—

Then take the lightnings of her cyes.

Pluck all the rofcs from her cheek,
And root the lilics from her neck ;
Her dimples feize, her fmile, her air,

And with them make a thoufand fair.
4 : ODL
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FEALOUST

AVAUNT, thou fquinting Uiac, whofe lift'ning
car
Seizes on every whifper—whofc owl's eve,
When Nisor's dark mantle wraps the filent fphere,

Stares watchful of each fornm that pafieth by !

Thou I'iend, what bn;'ncﬁst haft thou here ou earth,
Diflention-breeder from thy very birth?
How much more of the ferpeat than the dove !
I cannot gucis thine errand to this world—
Bv thee is NaTURE topfi-turvy hurl'd !
And nearly rum’d the {oft Jand of Love!
Speak
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Speak I but to my ncighbour’s WirE fo £ind,
And fay, “ Pray how d'ye do, my deareff Ma'am @™
~ Behold, a tempeft fwells the bufband’s mind,
Who gives my fweet civility a d-mn :
For, lo, thy wickedncfs at once adorns
His trembling temples with a brace of horns.

The inftant thou behold'ft a married PaIrg,

Adieu, alas! the pleafures of the Fair !
Farcwecll, of Benepick, the wedded blifs!

Scarce canft thou let the honey-moon go by,

When, hark! the keen reproach -—the lady’s figh !
Dead the fond {queeze, and mute the chirping kifs !

« Watch him,” — thou whifper'ft in the woman’s
ear,
¢« Open his letters—pick his pockets, Ma'am—
¢« Somcwhat will be difcover'd, never fear;
« Something to dafh the monfter’s check with

¢¢ {hamec.

¢ Ken him amid the harlots at the play ;
¢« Nor let your cyes a fingle moment ftray s

“ He catches a lewd fquint if your’s are blinkers :
¢ Make
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« Make him look ftrait on, forward to the flage;
“ And on refufal, tell him in a rage,
“ You'll give. him,. coach-horfe.like, a pair of
“ owinkers." -

Vou. IV. Q « ANA-
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ANACREONTIC.

O FAR from me thofe lightnings dart !
On others bid thy beauty fhine:
Beyond the hopes of this fad heart,
I view that peerléfs form, to pine.

Whilft ev'ry fhepherd fings her praife,
*Tis mine of Sylvia to complain ;
Made a poor pris'ner while I gaze,
I feel in ev’ry {mile a chain,

ODE
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TO TRC

LADIES OF LNGLAND.

PeTER more than fu/peHeth, that a few Paffages of Lis Works have
given offence to his fair Country-women — PETER’s contritien
thereat, and wiolcat refolution.

LLADIES, I fhould be forry—griev'd indecd,
Could I once write what you would blufh to read;
But that fame Poet clepped Jean FoyTaine
Was verily the tafte and admiration
Of all the Ladies of the Gallic nation,
Quoted and toafted o'er and o’er again.

Q 2 ‘What !
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What! wound of Briti/h Maids the tender ear,
Who, when to Nymphs of other realms compar’d,
(And lo, on numbers have thefe eye-balls ftar’ d)
Are, as rich Burgundy to dead Small Beer !

Our Poct Pore, againft a naughty wword
Protefted—jfeeming too to fhut his door:
Pronouncing all obfcenity, abfurd—
That ribaldry was folly—nothing more :
Yet Mafier Pore, who Decency fo flatters,
Plumps boldly into certain wicked matters,
Now this I do diflike in Mafter Pore—
At gluttony a man fhould ncver bark,
On daintics, who is pleas’d his miouth to ope,
And guttling fwallow plates-full like a thark.

Mifs Heroisg, that warm young lafs, I ween,
Says things that cover MopgsTy with thame:
I muft confefs | never faw Nineteen

Pour fuch an Aitna forth of am’rous flame,

Aund lo again—thc Logk, the ravith’d Lock !
Tob oft the line gives MonEesty a thock

Warm
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Warm inuendos bid her blufhes rife ; -
Yes, often I've heard Moabpesty declare,
« That many a line indeed has made her fare ;
« She knew not where to look—where fix her

 eyes.”

The /7ife of Bath, and eke the lovely May,
Held language horrid for our chafler day.

Were PeTer now to fing in fuch a fiyle,

What Lady-mouth would yield the Bard a fmile ?
No !—frowns would fill their faces in its ftead.

And yet, ye Dames fo chafte, thofe tales are read—
I fce no lips with bluthing anger ope,

And cry, ¢ 1 loath the nafty leaves of Porr.”

Nay more, my dear young Mifles, and grave Dames,
Who read with fear my fongs of darts and flames;
Speak—is not PoPE an 7dol mid your books ?
Does not Saint Patrick’s Dean, fo void of grace,
Among your leathern fav'rites thew his face,
Whofe many a leaf fhould only lodge with
cooks ?

Q3 Since
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Since then the lightnings of the Ladies eyes
Knock not the mem'ries of thofe Poets down,
It firiketh me indeed with huge furprife,
That PeTer’s purer line thould feel a frown.

They wounded MopEesTY With verfe unchafte ;
Iwith a twig of Pindus fcarcely fruck her;
They firipp'd her naked—1 juft clafp’d her waill,

And delicately only touch’d her tucker.

Yet is there, is therc oze fiveet Britifh Prude,
Who will not read my rhymes—miftrufting harm ?
Let not my volumes on the Nymex intrude,
And ring to Cuasrity the wild alarm :
Make in her pretty panting heart a riot,
Demanding months to bring it back its quiet.

Tales of a Damiel kind, and fighing Lm:fer,
Holding of -Love’s choice fpice a little,
Mighks be indulg’d to warm Dame Narvse's Ker-
“ILB,

Bat not to bid it boil tempcfluous over.

Ex’'n Ace delightcth in an am’rous tale;

“Pve wanns lis infide like 2 pot of ale;
Thaws
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Thaws his cold heart, and makes it beat fo cheery !
His eyes, that, owl-like, wink’d upon the day,
Burfis open with a keen and twinkling ray,

And, lo! he hugs and kiffes his old Deary.

Why then forbid them ?>—fuch we myft approve:
And woe to mortals who are foes to Love!

As long as this our {yfiem hqlds together,

Love will ftand brufh, againfi all wind and weather.

Yet /hould my fav'rite Britith Maids and Dames
Refufe to read my rhymes on darts and flames,
And other pretty little trifling things,

The fount from which fuch nat’ral rapture 1prings ;

Ladies of Fraxcs, I think my fong
To yox in future muft belong :
Yes, yes, for yox the Dard fhall form the ftrain—
And then, who knows? it may be fo, Iwot,
I'be Dames may cry, ¢ Thofc Iflanders have got,
“ Ye Gods' an abfolute FoxTAINE.

+ Refufe to read him !—no, Heav'n blefs him !—no :
“ Lord! let Ins wild imagination flow—
Q4 ¢¢ Banifh
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< Banifh the Loves |—O what a Gothic fweep !
¢ The World at once, fo dull, would fall afleep !"

So help me, Grace! I ever meant to pleafe—
E’en now would I atk pardon on my Anees :

If aught I've finn’d, the ftanza muft not live—
Bring me the knife—I'll cut the wanton page,
Which puts my lovely readers in a rage :

But, hark ! theycry, ¢ Barbarian, we forgive.”

A thoufand thanks t'ye all, my charming creatures;
What goodnefs, kindnefs, reigns in female natures !

TO
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TO

CYNTHIA.

W HAT danger lurks in thofe bright eyes ¢
Lo, by their fire thy Poet dies :

Yet bravely let me meet my doom—
Anud fince to thee I owe my death,
I beg thee, with my parting breath,

To let thy bofomn be my tomb.

ANA-
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ANACREONTIC.

AH ! wherefore did 1 daring gaze
Upon the radiance of thy charms?

And, ventring nearer to their rays,
How dar’d I clafp thee in my arms ?

That kifs will give my heart a pain,
‘Which thy {weet pity will deplere :

Then, Cy~rHia, take the kifs again,
Or let mc take ten thoufand more.

HAPPY
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HAPPY art thou, O Man, who waft not born amidft
the luxuries of life.

Lucky art thou who cantt cat the Jimple fare ; whofe
nofe turncth not up at a boiled leg of mutton and
turnips, or bacon and eggs.

Health waketh with thee at morn, and accompa-
nicth the flumbers of night.

Art thou an Alderman, and putteft pounds of tur-
tle into thy paunch? thou devoureft an apoplexy.
Swallowefi thou hot fauces? thou gulpeft rhcumatifm
and gout. :

Say not wickedly, ¢ I will not repeat the Lord’s
*¢ Prayer, as it is bencath a Gentleman to pray fer
“ bread.” ,

Curfe not fprats and flounders ; peradventure {prats
and flounders might bluth to enter the doors of thy
gullet.

Deem thyfelf not undone, becaufe thou poflefleft
not more than thou oughteft in reafon to ufe.

I Fortunate
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Fortu,natg are thoufands in having never been fa-
vourites of ForTUNE.
ContexnT figheth not for venifon; fhe lifteth not

ber eye to heaven for turbot.

She hateth not the fight of the fun at dinner-time ;
but preferreth his radiance to the greafy light of a
candle.

Kead, and learn the inconveniences of luxury, from

a Dog.

Tue LADY’s LAP-DOG, axp rHE
COACHMAN.

€CuLok, a fav'Tite of a rich old Dame,
Was waftly delicate in all her frame ;
Could put down nought at laft, but nice #4-&its
Nay oft, with much folicitation too,
Ber Miftrefs was oblig’d to kifs and woo,
For fear poor tender Caror might have firs.

Fat was our Crror—like a ball of greafe ;
So round, afoot-ball quite, and fair her flecce.

Oft
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Oft on the Turkey carpet as fhe lay, ° -

And fleep o’cr CHLoE's eye-lids did prevail ;
"Twas very, very difficult to fay

Which was her bead indeed, and which her tail.

At length it came to pafs, that Caro’
Did fullennefs and ficknefs thow ;
So heavy, leaving off her wanton capers ;
Gap'd, firetch’d, and lethargy fthe likewifc thew’d, .
Was fick at fiomach, (may I dare fay fp-zw'd ?)
Aund feem'd, poor Dog, afflicted with the vapoxrs.

My Lady took her pining to her arms,

Hugg’d ber, and kifs'd her, full of fad alarms,
Fearing her poor dear little foul would die:

CHLoE was all flupidity and lumpith :

Scarce lick’d her hand—fo fullen and fo mumpi/f,
Nor fcarcely rais’d the white of cither eye.

The Coachman’s call'd—¢ O Jeuv, Curor'sill:
¢ Quite loft her appetite—fhe has no will
“ To move, or fay, poor foul, a fingle thing ¢
¢ Jenvu, what can the matter be—d’ye know ?”
¢ T think, my Lady, I could cxre Mi(’af Lo, —
¢ Dear Jexv, what delicious news you bLring!

2 ¢ Take
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¢ Take her, then—take her, Jenv, to your room, °
¢ And from her fpirits drivc this ugly gloom,
¢ And get her pretty appetite again.”
¢ O good my Lady, never, never fear;
¢ I underfitand her cafe—'tis very clear ;
¢« By heav'n’s affiftance, I fha'n’t work in vain.”

Now to his room the Coachman bore Mifs Bitcl:,
Who, looking back all wiftful, felt no itch

To go with Jenv—itill he bears her on :—
Arrivid, kind Jenv offers her a bone.

Mifs Curox in a paffion fecks the door:
In vain—'tis fhut—thc lays hcr on the floor,
And whincs—gets up, all refilefs—looks about ;
Watches the door fo fly, and cocks her ears ;
So pleas’d and nimble at each found fhe heary,
In hopes (vain hopes, alas!) of getting out.

Chroz, like lightning, riow refolves to pafs,
Bounce from her gaoler, through a pane of glafs,
And, by a leap, no more in prifon groan:
But, fearing fhe might fpoil her pretty chops,
Nay, break her neck, by chamber-window hops,
Curor moft wifely lets the leap alone.
. Jenvu
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Jenu now offer'd her a piece of liver

« Curor, do you love liver ?” Jenu faid-—
« The devil take,” fhefeem’d to fay, ¢ the giver :”
" So hurt the dog appear'd—then turn’d her head.

«“ Wecll, Crrog, wel—heav'n mend your proud di-
¢ geftion ;
¢ To-morrow I fhall afk you the fame queftion.”
The morrow (2h! a fulky morrow) came:
CuLrok fcarce flept a fingle wink all night;
Whining and groaning, longing much to dire !
Calling in vain upon my Lady’s name.

« Well, Cavrog, can you fatte your liver "—<No,

«“ No, thank ye, Jenv.”—¢ Leave it, pretty Curo.”
The day pafs'd en—no eating ? not a crumb.

Mifs Curok crawl’d about the room, fo fad,

Sulky, and difappointed, angry, mad ;

Now moaning, mow upon her rump fo dumb.
At times, around on barb'rous Jexv fguinting ;
Such looks ! not much good will to' Jeuu, hinting.

Another morning came—a liver meal—
¢« CHLOE, how ftands your ftomach ? how d’ye feel ?”
« Jenv, I will 7ot eat.”—JeRU goes out—

‘What
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What does Mifs Carox ?—With a nimble pace,
Runs to the liver, without faying grace,
Gobbling away, with appetite /o fout ;

For now the liver feem’d to meet her wifh,
And, not half fatisfy’d, the kick’d the difp !

Jenvu returns, and {miles—CnroE grows good ;
Takes civilly a flice of mufty bread ;

Rejedts from Jeuv’s hand no kind of food ;
Glad on a rind of Chefbire to be fed.

Jenu with Caroe to my Lady gocs,

And, triumphing, his little patient thows ;

Not once difcovering the coarfe mode of cure—
Jenv had loft his place then to be fure.

My Lady prefics Cavok to her breaft,
Half crazy, hugging, kiffing her—fo bleft
To fee her fav'rite CarLoe’s chang’d condition :
« Thank ye, good Jenu—Heav'ns, what fkill is in
“ ye r, ‘
Then into fruu’s hand fhe flips a guinea,
- Aad Jeav's thought a very fine phyfician. -

ODE
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TO THE

POET DELILLE,

PeTer kindly congratulateth his Brother Poet on his lucky delives
rance from a dungeon, and afketh him queftions concerning his
poetical feelings—Whether he meaneth to exalr ConvEnTION,
and dedafe posr BriTaiw }—PeTER advifeth the contrary, and
telleth the Poet unpleafant truths, with a witty comparifon.—Pe-~
TER painteth, with the pencil of a GrREaT MasTEr, the portrait
of a Frenchman, inwhich, impudence, infolence, ignorance, and
favage cruelty, form the predominant features.

THRICE welcome from thy dungeon, poor Ds-
LILLE !
Imprifon’d, much (I guefs) againft thy will,
By that unfeeling tyrant ROBERSPIERRE:
Vor. V. R " Set
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Set free from this fame dcath-encircled vault
By one (I fear mc!) not witlout a fault ;
In fhort—I mean as great a rogue, BARRERR.

Dead is all dalliance with the Mufe, I wonder :

The guillotire's high flood muft damp thy fire:
The ax, which falls upon its prey in thunder,

Mufi bid thee touch with trembling hand the lyre.

But Bards, like birds, can fldom ccafc from finging :
Yes, on the Mufc's bells thou maf be ringing ;
Thou it indulge the fafcinating chime,

Deaf to the oracle that cries < Don’t rhyme.”

Speak—wilt thou praife Convention for its poz’r,
Swear Britarx foon beneath its might muft cow'’r,
Jufi like the wren beneath the eagle’s wing ?

Say, no fuch thing.

However grating to a Frenchman s cars,
We Britons, 1 proteft, have no fuch fears:
France, tobe fure, is huge—our Ifland little—

Yet fpare upon our heads th' infulting fpittle.

The
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The colony of Teéth, though fmall,
Are little folks of refolution ;
And when npen thetr prey they fall,

Do a vaft deal of execution.
»

I doaffure thee, my inquiring eyes
Have found the lubbers of the largeft fize.

"Tis pleafant to behold a Frenchman gape
On the world’s map:

Aftonifh’d on his view to fee advance
Regionslike France !

Thus I prefume the folitary Mole
Deems the wide univerfe within his bole.

Yet let Monfieur, fo happy, prate away ;
*Tis pity undeceivethe popinjay.

Let the pert tripping prig pronounce with pride,

Barbarian, favage, all the world befide ;

It is his narrow nature—ceafe then blame :

In Africl bave feen on trees the apes

Mocking at man, with grins and antic fhapes,
Who of our fpecies thought the very fame.

R 2

243

But-
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But rhou fhouldft fhew more fenfe, my friend Ds-
TILLE :

Then pr'ythee takefrom mo n]!iﬂc pill;

Perhaps ’tis fomewhat bitter—never mind it -

It cureth puppyifin—I hopc thou'lt find it.

Pride not thyfelf becaufe a Freachman boru ;
Thy fame is then upon the bope forlori ;
Doom’d not far 4; ﬁa;xt ages to explore :
Lcarn to dejpife thy CouNTRY—'tis a fool,
Crucl, and of Hyprocrisy’s dark fchool,

Tyrannic, favage, rotten at the core. .

So much for Francc—forgive me, lucky Bard—
But Vice fhould cver meet his fair reward :

Yes, let me dragthe monfier from his den—
This trifling Ode perchance may roufe thy gall ;
If angry, bid thy rage on Fuflice fall,

The goodly Gopprss who now guides my pen.

TRANS-
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TRANSLATION

FROM

GALLUS.

AT morm, if Cyxtaia meet my fight,
*Tis fweet"Avrora’s bluthing light ;
And if ateve fhe crofs my way,

The fitar of Venvus darts its ray.

R 3 A SE-
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A SECOND ODE

TO THE

POET DELILLE.

Perzr propofeth very important queftions, and fufpecteth Mow-
s15vn Deriiie of an inclination to whitewafh the black faces
of Devils—PgrER giveth 2 fublime defcription of French Li-
berty—~PeTER putteth DELILLE in mind of NATURE’s niggard
allowance to every man of onc bead only, and of an inconvenience
arifing from the lofs of it, on account of the difficulty of procus
ring another——PET R fagely advifeth him to beware of BARRERE,
and think of a return to his dungeon-—l’nsx px&urefqucly dev
fcribeth the fupports of French Liberty~foretelleth the humbled
ftate of the miphty REForMERS—PERTER Objecteth not to.a general
intelletual illumination, but feemeth to think that a Frenchman’s
attempt muft produce only a national conflagration; PETER thus
fancying every Frenchman a mad Quixote—PE7ER again Kindly
inviteth his brother Bard to England, and concludeth with a famiag
trait of BARRERE,

IV HO that could fave his thip would fuffer wreck ?
#Who warble with a rope about his neck ?
Who in the Tiger's mouth would keep his head,
With pow'r to draw it from a place fo drcad ?

' Wea,
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#bo, *midft the Charnel’s melancholy glooms,
Would mingle with the refufe of the tombs,

With legs to bear him to the fragrant day,

From reeking bones, and Horror's haunt, away ?

And yet thy fong may ftay perhaps to blefs
A dark divan of Devils—yes,

Full of their deeds may flow the flatt’ring thyme;
Which fong may ftoutly {wear that ¢ Arnexs, Rowve,
‘¢ Ne'er rais’d to LiBer1y an equal dome,

“ So facred, fo ftupendous, fo divine !”

Yet what is it to Reason’s fober eye ?
A monftrous flaughter-boufe that taints the fky :
Within a day—perchance one LITTLE 110UR,
Thy courteous fong, which foothes the fwecteft found,
Turn'd by the people’s thunder, will be found,
All of a fudden, vinegarfo four ! |

What is the madding Mirriox's fhouting breath ?
Black Murper’s orgics—the wild howl of Dearn!
Then quit thy Country—ycs, difclaim thy mother -
Mind !-—on thy thoulders fitands one fimple head ;
Mind me, but ore—and when that one is fled,
"Twill puzzle thee, 1 think, to get anotker.
R 4 Since,
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Since, then, this head is nof yet gone,
Take PETER’s counfel, man, andkeep it on.
BarRRERE’s red paws arc rcady now to ftart ;

Perhaps to plunge in thy devoted heart.

Lo, at his voice (to SATAN's near akin)
The dungeon papes perhaps to let thee in ;
Opes his dark jaws, amid the fpeétred gloom,
Tor thee, a fecond time to raife thy moan ;
" Breathe the vain wifh, and heave the helplefs
groan-

Thou'lt be wcll furnifh’d both with #ime and room.

The columns of your Liberty, DEaTH knows,
Are cannon, fwords, and bayonets, and fpears;
The Anugels who this glorious pile compofe,
Hyzenas, Tigers, Jackalls, Wolves and Bears :
Inftead of adamant for a foundation,

The groaning carcafes of half the nation.

Dread, of Apversity the humbling pow'r—

Sharp are her whips of wire, and hard her bats :
What fad humility awaits the hour,

When Lorpry Liows grind poor mice with cars /

‘When
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When Jove’s own EacLE leaves his tky for bogs,

Cracks {nails with crows, and fcafls with croaking
frogs !

Yet this, you-wond’rous mex mufi do ere long,

If TrutH (who feldom fails) awaitsmy fong,

Yes, be illumin’d, rev’rend Ace and Yours;
With yox T'd tear up SupersTITION'S TOOt,
Dark Fiend ! who from the facred hand of Trvrn
Dares fnatch her torch, and cruth it under foot.
This were Dame WispoMm’s aét; but, let me add,

WispoMm and Francr are focs—for FRANCE s mad.

What voice to reafon can a Frenchmanbring ?
Go, bid with lullaby the tiger fleep ;
Bind with a fpider’s web, the whirlwind's wing;
And with the wren’s {mall plume, keep down the
Deep.

Wrap the black furge within thy hand, o wife,
And finother its wild thunder.on the fkies.

Prythee take counfel, man, and hafte away:
"Tis vaftly fafer, I affurc thee, here,

Since
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Since Murder is the order of the day,
And venom feeds the heart of black BArRrRERF

Barrere! who, when in h-ll he fhews his face,
Each frighten'd Dev’l at once will fly the place

FRON
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FROM
A N A C R E O N.

UPON HIMSELF.

ON fragrant myrtleslet me e,
And Love, my flave, the wine fupply.
T'no foon we feek the Stygian gloom :

Trvr flics- and, fincetod f& we go,
W hy idly bid the incenfe flow,

An-' fpill the juuce upon the tomb 2

Ah! rather let me quaft the wine,
And bid the roft my brows entwine,
While youth, while health the bofom warms—
Then pr'ythec. Love, delight my heart,
Erc Drarn difpatch his certain dart,
And bring a CaLor to my arms.
1 MAY
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M AY D A Y.

THE daifies pecp from ev'ry field,
And vi'lets fweet their odour yield ;
The purple bloflom paints the thorn,
And fircams reflet the blufth of morn.

Fhen lads and lafles all, be gay,
For this is NaTure’s holiday.

Let lufty Lasour drop his flail,

Nor wooldman’s hook a trce affuii ;

The ox fhall ceafc his neck to bow,

And Clodden yicld to reft, the plough.
Then lads, &c.

Behold the lark in cther float,

While rapture fwells the liquid note !
W hat

3
I~
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What warbles he, with merry cheer ?

¢ Lct Love and Poeasure rule the year.””
Then lads, &c.

Lo, Sovu looks down, with radiant eye,

And throws a fmilc around his fhy ;

Embracing hill and vale and fircam,

And warming NArvrz with his beam.
Then lads, &c.

The infedt tribes in myriads pow,

And kifs with Zephyr ev'ry flow'r;

Shall thefz our icy hearts reprove,

And tell us weare foes to Love ?
Fhen lads, &e.

PHIL-
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PHILLIDA's COMPLAINT.

WHAT has efiranged thy affeCtions from me?
What have I done, that I thould lofe thee ? But thou
art tired with the objec that loves thee ; poffibly, be-
caufe ber fole happinefs is founded on thine.

S O N G
When Nicur fpreads her thadows around,
I will watch with delight on thy reft ;
I will foften thy bed on the ground,
And thy check fhall recline on my breaft.

L3

Love heeds not the ftorm, and the rain;
On me, let their fury defcend :

"This bofom fhall fcorn to complain,
While it thelters the life of a friend.

W hat
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What tempts thee to wander away ?
To another, ah! doft thou depart ?
Believe me, in time thou wilt fay,

None e’er lov’d thee like Prineina’s heart.
*

Though refolv'd froma MovrNER to fly 5
To mem’ry thou fiill fhalt be dear:

The winds fhall oft waft thee a figh,
And the ocean convey thee a tear.

A THIRD
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A, T HI RD ODE

.TO THE

POET DELILLE.

The Lyric Barp proclaimeth the folly of the prefent French——Ad-
vifeth them not to harbour paflions degrading to humanity—Px-
TER, with avenderful fancy, pourtrayeth Prupence, and Pas
ston—2L7eR taketh the part of the late unfortunate Monarch
and his Queen, and endeth his Ode with a beautiful and apt com-
parifon—The Poet then illuitrateth the a&ions of the French by a
motft appofite Tale.

PDELILLE, the world from laugh can {earce refraine—
Moft Sampfon-like, ye've ruim'd a rare pile :
To fec you building thus, all hauds, again,

On anowl's face fo grave muft plant a fmile.

Sorrow,
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Sorrow, difcard thy weeds, and dry thy tears—
Piry, difdain t'embalm them with thy breath:
They’re finking !—lo, if aught like lifc appears,
"Tis Heavtw's flo/s rofe upon the cheek of
DeaTH.

Once happinefs was yours, my fricnd, indeed—
¢ We'll have no more o'nt,” mad ye cry'd, away!
¢ Change! change! we'll cut off the Great Nation's
head,
¢ And try what the huge Trunk will fay.”

Off goes the hcad—
The Nation’s dead !

Well, now 'tis done—the head is off—what then ?
Ye feem to ftare, like difappointed men.

Where was Dame Forgsieur ? Ah, ye filly folk!
And yet it is too ferious for a joke.

Since, then, the head is off; for FrREepom pant
ing,
What i8't ye look for = Lord, Dame Frrzpowm’s

" ¢ twanting ; ,
Vor. IV. S “ Into
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¢ Into a terrible miftake we fall—

¢ For Tyran~y's hardirons load us all !
Indeed! ye juft have found the fecret out !

Ye're wifer than ye were, good folks, no doubt !

Alter not things whenrul’d by Paflion—Why ?

Becaufe good Mapam PRUDENCE is not nigh :

Prupence keeps company that’s vafily fober 5
Prupenck is mildly-breathing, fmiling May,
So full of balmy bloffoms, all fo gay ;

Passion, the mad, wide-wafting, wild Oc10BER.

Prupence, a preity, pleafing, ftealing rill,
Winning with eafy lapfe its winding courfc ;

Passion, a torrent rough, from hill to hill,
Tumbling and tearing, drowning man and horfe.

PrUDENCE is alfo a frefh-water eel,
So calmly gliding through the liquid glafs :
PassioN, aporpus—tempefls at his heel,

Flound'ring amid old Oceax’s thund’ring mafs

Prupe~cr i that finall pleafing worm of light,
“The mild hedge-regent of the dewy night
A little moon to many an inxeét race,
4 Who
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Who by her filv'ry radiance find their way,
Nibble the faireft flow'rs, and fip and play,
Gazc on their loves, dance, ogle, and embrace.

PassionN’s a meteor, fhipping here and there ;
Hopping oc'r hedge and ditch, and fen, and pool,

Amidfi his wild, and fierce, and mad career,
Making himfelf indeed a downright fool

And after all, what is this thing of caper ?

A funple child of flinking mud and vapour!

Why fo enrag’d againfi poor Louis Seize,

Who, pliable, did every thing to pleafe 2

And why in league againfl his charming Queen,
Rrvence, and Mapness, Marice, Exvy, SrLegx?

REVENGE’s company for ever fhun:
Too much of danger frequently appears:
A kind of weak and overloaded gun,
Burtiing with hortid crafh about our ears.

Ridiculous the triumph will be found,
When, fora peuny's worth we lofe a pound.
The MonaRrcH cat a Lttle of the State—
But thould ye thereforc madly give him fan #
S 2 We
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We fhould net rage for ttifling matters,
And blufi’ring kick the world about ;
It thews the folly of our natures,
For a pin’s head to make a rout.

Lotd! grant a little fungus on the vine
And dlive, yiclding oil and juice and gladnefs ;
Who'd root up the whole tree for't 2 nought but
fwine——

"T'were idiotitm, ftupidity, and madnefs,

The following fimple well-known fiory thows,
What fud misfortune from fuch folly flows.

Tree ANIGHT ax»p ne RATS.

\ kxignt hivid inthe Well not long ago,

Lihe Knights in general, not o'erwije, 1 trow—
This Knight’s great barn was vifited by rats,
Inipite of poifun, gins, and owls and cals:

Like millers taking toll of the fwect corn,
Carous'd they happily from night to morn.
3 ’ lo,
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Lo, waxing wrath, thatneither gins nor cals,
Nor owls, nor poifon, could deftroy the rats ;
 T'll nab them by a fcheme, by heav'ns,” quoth he:
Soof his neighbourhood he rous’d the mob,
Farmers and farmers boys, to do this job;
His {ervants too of high and low degree 5
And eke the tribes of Dog, by found of hern,
To kill the rats that dar’d to tafie the corn.

This done, the Knight, refolv’d with god-like ire,
Ran to his kitchen for a flick of fire,

From whence intrepid to the barn he ran ;
Much like the MacenoNtan and fair Punk,
Who, at Perfepolis fo very drunk,

Did with their links the mighty ruin plan,

Now, 'midft the dwelling flew the blazing ftick :
Soon from the flames rufh’d forth the rats o thick ;
Men, dogs, andbats, in furious war unite——

The conquer’d rats lie fprawling on the ground ;
The Knight, with eyes triumphant, ftares around,
Survoys the carnage, and enjoys the fight.

Nt c'en Acnivyes faw, fo bleft, his blade
Difmifs whole legions to th’ infernal {hade!
S 3 ) But,
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But, lo! at length by this rat-driving flame,
Burnt was the corn—the walls down thund’ring came §
The meaning of it was not far {o learn—
When turning up thofe billiard-balls his eyes,
That held a pretty portion of furprife,
¢« Zounds! what a blockhead! T have burnt tie
“ barg I”

AZID,
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AZID,

OR THE SONG OF THR

CAPTIVE NEGRDO.

POOR Mora eye be wet wid tear,
" And heart like lead fink down wid woe;
She feem her mournful friends to hear,

And fee der eye like fountain flow.

No more the élve me fong fo gay,
But figh, ¢ Adieu, dcar Domanax.”

No more for deck her head and hair,

Me look in fircam, bright gold to find ;
Nor feek de field for flow’r fo fair,

Wid garland Mm}a hair (o bind.

S 4 “ Far
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¢ Far off de fiream !” [ weeping fay,
¢ Far off de fields of Domanay.”

But why do Azp live a flave,
And fee a flave his Mora dear?
Come, let we feck at once de grave—
No chain, no tyrant den we fear,

Ah, me! I hear a fpirit fay,
¢ Come, Azip, come to DoMaHAY.”

Den gold I find for thee once more,
For thee to fields for flow’r depart ;

"To pleafe de idol I adore,

And give wid gold and flow’r my heart.

Den let we die and hafte away,

- And live in groves of DoMaRBAY.

ze
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TO

C YNTHI A,

AH, what an envious rogue is TimE,
‘Who means one day to crop thy prime!
This were a barb’rous deed, I vow—
If thus the Tyrant can behave,
Lord, let us difappoint the knave,
And let me take thofe beauties noze.

THER
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rup
CRUELTY or. ENEAS

TO

QUEEN DIDO.

I FORGIVE Man almoft any crime fooner than bat-
barous ingratitude towards charming Woman. W hat
a bratc was the pioss /Hacas to his Misyress, the
beautiful and wunfortunatc QueeN of CarTHAGE !
How eafily a Poct of Vireiv's imagination could
“have given a tear to the cye, and a compaflionate figh
to the foul of his HEro, at parting with a Princefs
who had fo hofpitably entertained him, and fo com-
pletely made him happy; and thus, by adding a fhi-
ning, amiable, and confificnt #ait to his charater,
have rendered him an objedl of efteem inftead of eter-
mal condemnation! But let the bafe a@ion be re-.

B cordedt
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corded on the pyramid of Exgli/s poetry, as well as of
the Roman.

When good Aneas left the widow Dipo,
Mot infamous towards hgr was his carriage ;

¢« Madam,” quoth he, “all men would at as I dov—
¢ You will not fivear I ever offer’d marriage.”

« °Tis very true,” cry’d Dipo, with a figh;
Then from her eyes the tears began to roll ;

And then the mov'd from him, refolv’d to'die, -
And makea bonfire of herfelf, poor foul !

What did the pioxs Hero P—march’d on board ;
Fell faft afleep, and like acbull-frog {nor'd.

THR
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TH?

W O R L D,

"T'HIS werld's a charming world, I do declare-
The man. whao underflands it, 1 fuppofe,

May, with a modicum of fenfe and care,
Convert with eafe each thorn inta a rofe.

But folks become fuch ideots, or are born;
They change life’s fragrant rofe into a thorn ;
On ev'ry fmile of funthine, fling a cloud,
And then on erwel ForTUNE cry aloud.

©N
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oN

G E N1 U S8,

DEARLY 1 like to fee 2 Grxrus fpring,

Mark his rich plumes, and eye his foaring wing ;
But Dgarn too foon arrefts his eagle flight !

Notlong upon the meteor can we gaze—

From the dark element, the lightning’s blaze,
That breaks, and fudden fhuts in pitchy Night.

TO
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Toai

Y OU N G L A D Y,

wWITH

COLLINS's PQEMS.

AMID thefe leaves, where CoLvr1xs fhines;
Love boafls, alas! no golden lines;
From Love the Bard was free :
Whiat lofs! what pity, that his ey
{To give his heart the fwecteft figh)
Beheld no Nymph like thee !
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S O N G

FAREWELL to the fra grance of morn :
Trarewell to the fong of the grove—

I go from my Dewria forlorn ;
[ go from the Daughter of Love!

I was told that I ought not to gaze
On the Beauty by which I'm undone ;
But how could I'hide from their rays ?
What mortal can fly from the Sun &

FROM



gz PINDARIANA.

FROM ANACREON.

ON WOMAN.

D AME Narvre, from her flore, fo Kind,
To bulls, the guarding herns affign’d,

And arm’d with hoofs the bounding fteed ;
Teeth to the lion's jaw the gave;
Fins to the tenant of the wave ;
*And cloath’d the little hare with fpecd.

But what fhould Narture grant the Famr ¥
Grant !—BeavTy's fafcinating air :

With this the CamarmEeR takes the ficld,
And bids the weorld to Womay yield.,
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TO

NANCY or Tue ROSE.

O NANCY ! wilt thou go with me,
And all the Poet’s treafure fee,

My garden-houfe, my temple-rooms?
There fhall 1 dwell on thofe black eyes,
And pour my tuneful foul in fighs,

And catch thy panting breath’s perfumes.

Will Nancy quit the noify bar,
And founds that thus with mufic war,
Of vulgar Coachman, Drayman, Porter;
That I may prefs thy purple lip,
And Lovg’s delicious nettar fip,
And in his prettieft language court her ?

Vor. IV. T Ah!
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Ah'! Nawcy, now I hear thee fay,
 Lord blefs us! I'm the youthful May,
« And you are Autumn, Sir—SEPTEMBER ;
« And therefore we by no means fuit.”
Dear Naxcy, that's the time for fruit,

Thou furely oughteft to remember.

Then bleft together let us wing—
Love only bboffoms in the Spring. %

FROM
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FROM ANACREON,

HASTE, Ict the rofes bind our hair,
And mergy jefi and laugh prepare §
Bchold a blooming Maip advance !
She waves the fpear, with ivy bound,
And to the lute’s enchanting found,
With tempting foot, begins the dance..

And, breathing balmy odours, lo,

A youth, whofe locks luxuriant flow ;
The lyre he fweeps, and fwectly fings,
Accordant to the tuncful firings.

Aund fce, to mingle in our joy,

With golden locks, the Paphian Boy ;

And Baccnus too, with beautecus mien ;

And Her, of all the Loves the Queen :—

They come in pleafures to cngage,

That gild with fmilesthe gloom of Age.
T2

275
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O D E.

A NEW, AND MORAL, AND SERIOUS THOUGHT.

How diff rently, at diff 'rent times,
The felf fame objeéts firike our fenfes !
Thus f‘a)s Sir OracLE, the man of rhymes;
And thus, to prove it, he commenccs.

Swect are the bluthes and the fmiles of morn,
The fong of birds, 'and dew-befpangled thorn,

. To fwains whofe hearts arc perfe@ly at cafe :
Sweet arc the fplendors of the golden ray,
To fwains prepar’d to take their early way

- To hill and vale, and wander where they pleafc.

But not to fivains the morning finile is fweet,
Drefl’d out in irons—doom’d, ere noon, to gréet

The ropeand tree, that much their fpirits flusry ;
2 o They
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They fee, with very, very diff 'rent eyes,
The fun in all his golden robes arife,
And wifh him not to travel in a hurry.

Sweet 1s the Parfon’s note to fwaiﬁs at church,
Who, 1ull’d to flumber, lecave him in the lurch;
Whom ncither manners nor religion check :
Yet, ah! moft terrible would be, T wot,
That Parfon’s folemn admenition note
To thofe fame fwains with ropes about the neck.

T 3 SONG.
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S O N G

‘WHEN bleeding Narure droops to dic,
And begs from Heav’n th’ eternal flecp,
Hard is the heart that cannot figh,

And curs'd the eye that {corns to weep.

How rich the tear by Prry fhed !
How fweet her fighs for human woes !
-They pierce the manfions of the dead,
And foothe the fpe€ire’s pale repofe.

SONG
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O CRUEL Maid, adicu! adicu!
Thy lofs I ever thall deplore;

A thoufand griefs my path purfue,
And joy fhall gild thy path no more.

Loft to the world—of hope bercft—
I view my fate with fircaming cyes—
By Love forgot, by Frinpsuir left,
By all deferted but my fighs.

'1'4.'
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MODES or COURTSHIP.

O Love, thy temple isa crowded Inn—
And, ah! how various are thy ways to awin !

DEVONSHIRE-HOB's LOVE.

JOANNY, my dear, wut ha poor Hos ?
Vor I'nt upon a coortin job—
Gadfwunds ! Ifs leek thee, Joan;
1’d fert vor thee—Ifs, that Ifs wud ;
1fs love thee well, as pigs love mud,
Or dogs tg gna a bone.

W hat thoff Ifs ban’t fo hugeous fmurt,
Forfocth lcek voaks that go to curt;

Voakes zay I'm perty vitty :
' Lord,
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Lord, Joan, a man may be aglive,
Ha a long pufs, and kep a wive,
.That ne’er zeed Lundun zitty.

A man may ha the beft 0’ hearts,
Although no chitterlins to’s fharts;

And lace that gentry uze;
Theed'ft vend me honeft—1Ifs, rert down,
Altho’ thee hadfn’t got a gown,

Ner frockings vath ner thooze.

Now, Joanxy, pr'ythec dant no;'v blith ;
Vor zich, Ifs wudd’n gec a rith :
Dant copy voakes o’ town :
No, Joaw, dant gee thy zel an air,
And ren and quat, juft leck a hare,.
And think I'll hunt thee down.

No, that’s dam voalith, lct me zay;
No—dant ren off, and heed away,
Leek paltriges in ftubble:
No, no, the eafieft means be beft ;
1fs can’t turmoil, an looze one’s reft ;
Ifs can’t avoard the trouble.
Now,
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Now, Joaw, beleck, thee waantft to know
About my houze-keppin and zo,
Bevorc thee tak’ft the nooze—
Why vleth an dumplin cv'ry day;
But az vor Zurday, lct me zay,
Wec'll ha a gud vat gooze.

Zumtimes wc'll ha a choice fquab-pic;

And zum days we wull broil and vry,
And zum days rogft, ye flut;

An az vor Zyder, thee fhat guzzlc,

Zo much, Joaw, as will tire thy muzzle,
Enow to fplet thy gut,

Now break thy meend, zay “ dun, ‘an dun;”
I'll make thec a good hufband, mun;
And Joaw, I'll love thec dearly;

Ifs waant do leck our neighbour Fraiz,
That huffth his wive, and kickth her tail,

And drathth her juft leek barcly.

, jomgv,ulfs now have broke my meend ;
o fpcak, and Igt the bifnefs cend, *
‘ S And
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And dant ftand fhilly fhally ;

But if thee wutt'n—Lord, lay’t alone;

Go hang thy zel vor me, mun, Joan,
I'lf curt thy zefter Mally.

283
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TOM axp DOLLY.

STABLE CANTATA:

RECITATIVE.
AMIDST his firaw, as Tom, a ftable-fwain,
Did fiveep and figh, but fwept and figh'd in vain ;
Dotry, the Cook, peep’d in upon her "fquire,
And begg’d a wifp of ftraw to light her fire;
Towm gave the wifp, and, leaning on his broom,
Thus woo’d the fquabby Nymph of Bacon-bloom.

AIR.
O Dorry, not a horfc nor nag,
Of which my fiable loud may brag,
Can boafl a hcad like thine;
Nor has a faddle got a fkin
? 5o fleek as thy fweet check and chin,
Or doth fo nobly fhine.

But
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- But thou art off, ’tis plainly fcen—

Yes, Dotry, I have loft the rein,
‘Thou mifchievous contriver :

To gall, alack ! my panting heart.

Y'm fure thou art rcfolv'd to part,
And marry Dick the Driver.

Well, DorL, I cannot bear it long,

Love fiicks into me like a prong,
And fets my. fides a bleeding :

I tell thee, Dorvry, without fibs,

Thou haft fo curricomb’d my riby,
That I am off my fecling.

QuEeenN of the dripping-pan, O fay,

How canft thou hear thy Tromas bray,
Nor one kind anfwer utter ?

How canft thou fee thy Stable-"Squire

Roatfi at thine cyes, like beef at fire,
Nor melt away like butter ?

But thou art grown fo proud of late;
Thou cutt’fi upon me like a plate ;
As fh8rt too as a cruft ;

283

And
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And then, with fucha feornful eye,
Thy fhoulders rais'd by pride fo high,
All like a turkey trufs'd.

Sug, drive the Driving-dog a\\}rdy 3

Give my ftarv'd Love a lock of hay,
For I'm in woeful danger ;

But if thou wilt not with me dwell,

Horfes, and faddles, all farewell,
Brooms, hay-loft, bin, and manger!

RECITATIVE.
Towm having finith'd in a difmal tone,
VViﬁ’d his two dropping eyes, and gave a groan ;
Then, fighing, faid it wasa cruel thing,
Thus like a difiiclout his poor heart to wring.
The NympnH, as carclefs of the hole (how fhocking ')
In Tow’s poor Dbleeding beart as in her flocking,
Low curtfying to her folemn, fighing {wain,

Return'd, with egual fweetncfs fraught, the firain.

ATR.
Dear Tromas, 1 pity thy love:
But, TroMmas, thou wilt not expiie -
Like a ladle of dripping ’twill prove,
' ’I‘W hat I ﬁ'cqucmly fling on the fire.
4 ; It
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It makes a moft wonderful blaze,
And frightens the chimney, no doubt;
Sets the family all in amaze;
. But, Tuomas, it quickly goes out.

Before we were married a year,

© Mighty Love, he would lofe all his forces ;

And the mufical tongue of thy Dear,
Would yield to the neigh of thy horfes.

1 belicve that thou thinkeft fincere,
This fweet paffior would laft all thy life;
But too many can tell with a tear, .
They have thought the fame thing of a wife.

Too often we find, to our coft,
That the Passions are cafily cloy'd ;
That the objet which pleafesus moff, -
Is the objelt that ne’er was enjoy’d.

Love-matches may do very well,

In worlds where folks never waint meat;
But in this, tis with forrow I tell,

We are looking for fomewhat 70 ear.

Dear
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‘Dear Tromas, then let me alone
To my roafting, and boiling, and carving;
I don’t like to hive on a bowe— A
Lord! nothing’s morc difmal than ferving.

»
To thy ftable then flick all thy life;
That will bring thee thy meat ev’ry day :
A houfeful of brats and a wife !
~'What would they >—uwhy take it away.

SONG.
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O NYMPH ! of Fortune’s fmiles, beware,
Nor heed the Syren’s flatt’ring tongue ;
She lures thee to the haunts of Ciry,

Where Sorrow pours a ceafelefs fong.

Ah! what are all her piles of gold ?
Can thofe the hotls of CArL controul ?
The fplendor which thine eyes hehold.

1s not the funthine of the foul.

I'o love alone thy hownage pay,
The Queen of ¢v'ry true delight :
Ier fmiles with joy thall gild thy day,
And blefs the vifions of the night,

Vor. IV, U SEA



490 PINDARIANA.

SEA COURTSHIP

Susax.
MADAM! Madam! I have juft received a poetical
BiLLEr-poux from my furious Sea-Caliban; impu-
dence and humility, refolution and weaknefs, hope
and defpair, forming the fum total. Permit me to

read it.

HAWSER 10 SUSAN.
Mifs Susan, Ithink it in vain
To groan any merc for that face ;
Your behaviour hath prov’d it fo plain,
That to others I give up the chace.
Very wifely refolv’d, Mr. Licutenant.

About Love, I fhall make no more pother—
You know that I'm not very rich ;
Y‘,cf'xl"d man you as well as another,
And fiick to your timbers like pitch.
Nice flicking-plaifier indecd !

i Iam
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I am out in my reck’ning, ’tis clear,
As your frowns and your cruelties prove—
Since I thought to have anchor'd, my dear,
In your atms, that fweet harbour of love.
Very elegant, tender, and metaphorical!

And though you fo {cornful are grown,
Let juftice be done, by the Lord!
You're a fmart little frigate, I own,
As a feaman would wifh for to board.
Thank ye, My. Lieutenant (curtfies.)

Yet, Svsan, before we depart,
And I beg thou'lt not take it unkind,
Since your facers have refior'd me my heart,
If T give thee a picce of my mind.
By all means, Mr. HAwSER.

Inftead of my tears and my fighs,
Which you, laughing, cali’d Love’s water-gruel,
Could gwineas have rain’d from my eyes,
By G— thou hadft never been cruel.
Impudent rogue !

U2 Amnd
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And yet, fhould the wind chop about,
And thy mouth ceafe this d-mn’d fqually wea-
ther,
Let us fend for old Taumr-cusHION* OUL,
And fwing in a hammock together.

Newver, never, indeed, poor fivain.

* The Prieft.

DAPIINE,
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D AP H N E

OR THL

SONG OF THE SHEPHERDESS.

FAREWELL the beam of carly day!
Cold on the cye the valley fades;
The riv’let mourns upon its way,
And fpectres feem to haunt the thades.
Thefe eyes, alas! no pleafure fec,

Since Covrin’s love is chang’d from e,

Adieu the crook he gave my hand !
Adieu the flow'rs that deck my hair !
Go, doves, and leave your filken band,
Since DAPHNE is no longer fair,
Thefe eyes, &c.

U3 Let
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Let nought by Darune be pofleft—
The myrtle-wreath that binds my brow ;
The knot of love he gave my breaft,
Deep bluthing for his broken vow.
Thefe cyes, &c.

Let all his tokens meet his cye—
From Daraxe all his gifts depart ;
And let me fend with thefe a Sigh,
To tell him of a broken heart.
Thefe eyes, &c.

MADRIGAL.



PINDARIANA, 295

M ADIRTIGA L

AH! fay not that the Barp grows old—
For what to me are pafling years ?
I feel not Agr’s palfied cold—
To-day like yefterday appears.

When Beauty beams, the world is gay!
What mortal is not then alive ?

Thus kindling at its magic ray,
Fourfcore leaps back to rwenty-five.

U 4 ODE
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O D E

W0 MICE IN A TRAP.

SO, Sir, and Mapax, you at length are taken,
After your dances over cheefe and bacon,
And tafting ev'ry dainty in your way ;
Now to my queftion anfwer, if you pleafe—
Spcak, did ye make the bacon or the cheefe ?
What fort of a defence d’ye fet up, pray ?

Thus at free cofi to breakfaft, dine, and fup!
F'en mild Junee BurLer ought to hang you up,
So full of the fiveet milk of human nature !
What fort of fate, young people thould ye choofe ?
In purling fircans your pretty mouths amufe,
Or ﬁ‘Cfl the cat’s fond jaws, that for ye water?

Ifee
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I fee you are two lovers by your cycs ;
I hear ye are two Jovers by your fighs :

But vwhat avail your looks, or what avail
Your fighs fo foft, or what indeed your tears,
Or what your parting agonies and fears,

Since Death muft pay a vifit to your juil

Ay, you may kifs and pant, and pant and kifs,
And put your pretty nofes through the wire;
Ay, peep away, fweet Sir, and gentle Mifs
No more the Moon fhall mark your am’rous fire,
Around the loaded pantry pour the ray,

And guide your gambols with her filver day.

Your prifon-door now, culprits, let me ope—

Now, now! you're off | itisa lucky hop.

Ye're in the right on’t, niuble nymph and fwain ;
Go, rogucs—but if once morc I catch you
here !—
What then? what then /—why then, 1 firongly
fear,

Ye little robbers, you’ll efcape again.

Thus
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Thus let me imitate Jupce BurLer’s deeds,
Beneath whoit {rnience fcarce a felon bleeds ;
Who, as the fur of foxes trims his gown,

The hand of MEercy lines his heart with Dows.

THE
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THE
MISZER
AND

THE DERVISE

THE Mifer Suerp1 on his fick-bed lying,

Affrighted, groaning, wheezing, praying, fighing,
Expe&ing ev’ry hour to lofe his breath—

Enter a Dervise—¢ Holy Father, fay,

“ As life feems parting from this finful clay,

¢« 'What can preferve me from the jaws of DeaTu i

¢ A facrifice, dear fon—good joints of meat,
¢ Of lamb, and mutton, for the PxiesT and Pooxr ;
* Nay, from the Koran fhouldft thou lines repeat,
“ Thofe lines may poffibly thy health reftore.”
¢ Thank
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¢ Thank ye, dear Father! you have faid enough ;
“ Your counfel has already giv'n me eafe :
 Now as my thecp are all a great way off,

s« I'll quote our holy Koran, if you pleate.”™
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D E L I A.

DELIA, thou really doft not know thy worth—
Narvre has made a very idle blunder,
To give thee rofes, lilies, and fo forth,

Eyes, dunples, merely to excite our wonder.

See other girls, of far inferior charms !

Behold them fpreading through the world alarms,
With not one quarter of thy ammunition ;

Dark’ning the dangerous air with dreadful darts :

Transfixing Lovers’ livers, heads, and hearts,

Putting the beaux into a fad condition ;

Whilft thou, fo idle, mak’ft not Mux thy game,
As though the creature were not worth thy aim.
But,
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But, .Der1a, come—on me thy prowefs try

Let loofe the lightnings of thy coal-black cye;
Attack, purfuc—I like the dangerous firife—

Sweet Nymph, ’tis ten to one thou lay’ft me low ;

Yet do not £ill me, my dear gencrous foe,

But make me pris'ner to thy arms for life.

SONG.
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S O N G.

‘W HERE ForTuxE reigns in fplendid pride,
What madding thoufands crowd her fhrine !
With fiwveet Simplicity their guide,
O Love, how few rcfort to thine !

Yet when of Forrune’s fmile poffefs’d,
The figh for ozker days they pour ;
Some fecret forrow ftings the breafl,

And languor-loaded crawls each hour.

But Love’s pure joys unfullied laft ;
His vot'ries tafte a blifs fublime,

Sigh to regain thc moments paft,
And wifh to clip the wings of Time.

SUSAN.
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Susax.

‘/“ ITAT a pretty hurricane about our cars! 'Well !
thank Heaven, and our good old fhip, for Lis holding
his head fo long above water, we are not got down

into Davy Junes's locker.

S O N G
Good Lord! when I think of the ftorm,
And, old NerruxE, thy horrible fpleen,
That endcavour’d to make of this form
A feaft for the fith at ninetecn !

It had giv’n my poor heari fome alarms,
As well as fome griel to my fpark,

To have found, that, infiecad of Akis arms,
I had #ill'd up the mouth of a jbark.

Dear Nrrrryre, a Sweethieart is mine—
Not a handfomer Excoranp poflefies :
Shouldit thou bury thefe limbs in thy brine,

They will lofe a whole world of carcflus.
O,
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Oh, afford me one glance of my lover—
Oh, grant but one kifs from my fwain ;
Thou fhalt drown me a thoufand times over,

If ever I truft thee again.

Vor. IV, B ¢ "~ SONG.
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5 O N G.

Y'ROM e, fince Hore hath wing'd her way,
To yicld to luckier {wains delight,
Ah! will not ConmrorT lend a ray,
' To gild my bofom’s dreary night ?

Yes! yes! tofoothe my burning breait,
As far from Dzria’s form 1 rove,

T'll boait that once this heart was bleft,
And tell the ftory of my Love.

™S
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O Venus, wherefore is my figh
To DeL1A’s beauty breath’d in vain ?
Ah! why her cold and clouded cye,
That fun-like fhone upon her fwain ?

A time there was, when thou wert kind,
And gav'ft fuccefs to ev’ry pray’r ;
When ev'ry figh was fure to find
A figh congenial from the Fair.

A time there was, when DeL1A’s Lreaft,
At all my griefs, with grief would glow

The Nymrx would lull the ftorm to reft,
And foothe with ev’ry charm my woe.

X 2 Yet
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- Yet, Venus, wherefoe’er the flies,
To Der1a all thy blifles give :
 Inme a fingle thepherd dies,’
In ker, behold, a thoufand live !

EPITAPH.
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EPITAP H

O THOU, remov’d from this world’s ftrife,
Whofe relicks here below are laid,

May Peack, who watch’d thy harmlefs life,
In death protet thy gentle Shade !

Yet not alone around thy bier,

Thy CuiLbren’s fighs unfeign’d afcend ;
The mourner Prry drops a tear,

And VIRTUE weeps a vanifh'd friend.

X 3 ODE
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O D E

TO A

COUNTRY HOYDEN.

DEAR Dorvy, flay thy fcampering joints one mi-
nute,
And let me afk thee, mad-cap Girl, a queftion—
Somewhat of confequence there may be in it,
That, probably, may’nt fuit thine high digettion.

Pray what's the mecaning of the prefent glee ?
To ride a nannygoat, orafs, or pig?

Or mount an ox, or ride an apple-tree,
And on the dancing limb enjoy a jig ?

Pcrhaps thou art infe@ed with an itch
To plague a poor old Crone, baptiz’d a Hitch,
To finoke her in her hovel—kill her cats,
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Or lock her in, and rob her garden’s peas,
Kick down thelame old granny’s hive of bees,

And break her windows in, with ftones and bats.

Perchance, torob an orchard thou may’ft long,
Or neighbour’s hen’s-neft of its eggs, or young;
Nay, fteal the mother-hen to boot :
Perchance thou haften'ft, fond of vulgar joys,
To tumble on the haytocks with the boys,
And let them take, at will, the fiveet falute.

Thou makeft a long face, and anfwer’ft thus—
¢ Lord, then about a #rifle what a fufs!
< As though a body might not ride a pig,
¢ Or nannygoat indeed, or ox, good me!
“ Or our old Neddy,* or an apple-tree,
¢« Juft for one’s health to have a little jig!

¢ Or where’s the mighty harm, upon my word,
« In taking a few eggs, or chicks, or hen?

¢¢ The farmers can’t be ruin’d by’t, geod Lord !
“ Papa fays that they're all fubflantial men.

* A name frequently given to a Jack-afs.
X 4% “ Qr
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« Or where’s the harm to ride upon a gate ?
“ To fuub one fo, indecd, at fuch a rate !
¢ I've tumbled from the trees upon the fiones,
And never broke, inall my life, my bones:
¢ See, Sir, I have not one black fpot about me !

-¢ "Tis cruel, then, for rotking, thus to flout me.

Or where’s the mighty crime, I wonder, pray,

¢« With Coufin Dick to tumble on the hay ?

¢ Juft like a Baby with her Doll you treat one!

*¢ Marry come up ! why, Coufin Dick won’t eaz one ¢
¢ And then, forfooth, what mighty harm would come,

¢¢ In having bits of fun with Coufin Tom ?”

Dovry, thy artlefs anfwers force my finile—
I rcadily believe thee void of guile
My lovely girl, I think thou mean’ft no harm:
But had I daughters jufl like thee, let loofe,
I verily thould think myfelf a goofe,
To mark each colt-like lafs witkbout alarm.

Dovw, get thee home, and tcll Mama, fo mild,
So fearful thata frows would £l her child,
That not ev’n birch to kill that child is able;
~ And
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And tell thy Fatker, a fond fool, from e,
To look a little tharper aftcr thee,
Clip thy wild tongue, and tie thee to the table.

TRE
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THE

GRAVE or EURIPIDES.
AN ELEGY.

Suppofed 1o be fpoken on the Spot.

O THOU, whofe deeply-piGtur'd fcenes of woe
From Grecian eyes could force the pitying thow'r !

Permit a Straxcer’s figh unfeign’d to flow—
Indulge his hand to firew the fweeteft flow’r.

I know I fhall not by thy Suape be fcorn’d,
Who boaft my birth from Arsron’s free domain;
‘Where Nature’s foul, like bine, in SHAKESPEARE
mourn’d,
Where MivTox’s genius pour'd th*immortal ftrain.

] R th
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Yetlo, a race of this degenerate age,

Sons of thofe Sages, Heroes, Bards, whofe name
Gave fplendor to the fair hiftoric page,

Forgets the glory of the Grecian name.

I mark you, fon of Athens, with a figh!

Of Pow'r, of IenoraNCE, the abjet flave*—
Fear on his cheek, and mis’ry in his eye,

He wanders near thee, heedle(s of thy grave!

Where is thy fame? In Greeck no more divine,
It pours on Areiox’s ifle the radiant day ;
There, with a noon-tide luftre may it thine,

And gild my country with unclouded ray !

Each night retiring, as I whifper peace,
With cach adieu, thetear will fleal away ;

To think that Tiov the fong of Gods fhouldft ceafe,
And, dying, mingle with the meancft clay.

Though GrEekck forgets thee, yet on Fancy’s wing
From difiant Ansion will I oft return ;

Crown thy cold fod with all the blooms of Srrixg,
And envy the rich carth that holds thy #rs.

¢ The prefent inhabitants of Greece fully anfwer this defcription.

SONG
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SONG

TO

CY NT HI A

THE Youvrs by Love and Hors betray’d,
‘Who breathes his ardent vows in vain,
Learns to forget the feornful Maip,
And bravely breaks her galling chain.

»
¢« Tarcwell (hecries) a fruitlefs flame ;

“ A Nymph lefs cruel let me find ;
« The world holds many a blooming Dame ;
¢ An equal CaLoE may be kind.”

But, ah ! how hard the Lover’s fate,
Who feels the triumph of 7zine eye !
What Virgin fhall Ais fires abatc,
And foothe Jis bofom’s hopelefs figh ?
4 For,
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For, lo! the Lovss, to make thee fair,
Agreed with ev’ry charm to part;

And all the VirTuEs too declare,
They robb'd their own, to grace thy heart,



g8 FINDARYANA.

HYMN 1o LOVE.

SOUL of the world, and effence of delight,

Of thee1 think by day, and dream by night,
For I'm a bachelor—a good old maid !

- Yet now, O Love, apretty woman's {milcs

Could make me dance at leaft a dozen miles,
Without a ftick indeed, or horfe’s aid.

Such rapture from thy bloom, each moment feels !
Such mercury thou putteft in one's heels !
Did Jove prize charming woman, juft like me,

Of charming woman, we fhould find a dearth;
In beauty, what a defert there would be !
Scarce one fweet female to delight our earth.

And
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And then, O Cyxruia, whom thefe eyes adore;
Whofe form, and face, and mind, no rival know ;
Yes, thou fair Ma1p, to that untravell’d fhore,
To charm the TavNDERER, wouldft be doom'd
to go;
And leave, alas! thy fighing fhepherd here,

Who never wants a Musr when thou art near.

And now to thee, O Love, again I turn—
How canft thou hear an earthly ANGEL mourn?
A vitim to the vultures of Despair !

A witlefs victim to the villain’s (hare !

How fee vile Man, her virtuc undermine,

And bid the faireft form of NaTuRE, pine?
Why fuffereft Thou her bofom’s fofteft figh ?
How cantft thou, unreveng'd, furvey the MaIp;

Hear her foul’s grief, behold her beauty fade;
Nay, horror! the poor lamb-like viim die ?

Lo, poordeferted Jurra ! once haw fair ;
With cheek fo wan and pale, and fcatter’d hair;
Her.gentle heart by Love’s mad tempeft torn !
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She runs, fhe ftops, and wildly ftares around !
Now nails the eyc of thought into the ground !
Now, drown’d in tears, fhe lifts its beam forlorn ;

Pale as the moon, amidft the midnight frorm,
When rains and driving clouds her face deform !

She grafps the carth—the fod, her fingers tcar—
Now wearied, difappointed, to the fkics
She lifts her lids of woc, and plaintive fighs,
(Soul-picrcing found !) « Alas, he is not here !”
Rich pearls of forrow from their fountains firay,
Anddrop (too precious for the ground t) away.

“ How could he, cruel, give my heart a blow ?°
She moans—now {fits upon the bank and fings ;

Oft breaks her dirge with lengthen d fighs of woc,
And, paufing, mutters incoherent things.

Now plucking lilics from the fod, fhe cries,
¢ Sweet flow'ss, 1 once was innocent like you ;
¢¢ The tcar, alas! a firanger to thefe cyes—
¢ Wor bluth my check, nor wound my bofom
¢ hnew.”

Now
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Now with a fmile, and now with melting wail,
She whifp'ring tells of Corix’s Love the tale.

Again her mind is on the wing ! fhe fiarts !
Horr to her eyes, her eagle beam imparts !

Sudden fhe fprings from earth—+¢ Ile's there, he's
¢ there—

¢ I fce him pafs the flood—dear Corin, dear!

“ Thy Juria calls thee~"tis thy Jurra, flay—

*“ Thy Juria calls thec—~wherefore haite away ?

¢ Thy Jcrra loves thee—do not, crucl, fly;

“ Stay, or thy Juria’s heart with grief will die—

“ If danger urge, that danger let we fhare;

*¢ Thou muft not live unwatch’d by Juria’s care.”

Sweet wretch ! in vain her feet the phantom chace!
Wildly fhe plunges *mid the torrent’s roar—

She thricks ! her arms her fancied Love embrace,
She grafps the gulph—ah! foon to gra(p ne

more.

Loft Matp ! in vain the thepherds try to fuvd!
Breath'd is her fpirit in the whelming wave !
Vor. 1V. Y No
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No Ionger doom’d Lire’s biiter cup to tafic,

Behold Ler hours of woc for ever pafl !

Deaf to the fong of Frar1'rY, now, her car!
Deaf to a Demon’s whifpers once fo dear !

Cold too the bofom of the once warm maid !
The heart that fwell'd with Love’s delicious fighs,
Still, in its filent cell of darknefs lies,

And dim her eyes in DeaTr’s eternal fhade.
Thofe orbs that fparkling badc a world adore,

Ab, doom’d to fparkle, and to fiream no more !

Lo, on the bank her pale limbs ftrcich’d along,
Amidft the forrows of a rural throng!

A fight to firikc the voice of Rarrure mute,
And wake the tendereff firing of Piry’s lute !

Thee, thee, her murd'rer, Veneeancre foon fhall
find,

Sure blood-hound, trace thee in the weeping wind ;
Purfue thee where the Deserr grins with death ¢

For not to man again thalt thou return—

A fhrinking world thy Cain-like form fhall fpurn,
And kneeling curfe thee with its keenett breath.

3 Smote
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Smote and unburied, fhall thy carcafe lie :
Afar, affrighted fhall the vultures fly;

Of fiends like thee, a breathlefs fiend, afraid ;
Andlo, the frowning Gen1vs of the gloom
Shall thun the Sor1tupk that hails thy doom,

And bid cach favage feck a diffant thade.

Y 2 ODE.
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O D E.

’ - - -

Tisa Shange world we live in—but "twill mend—
As ov'ry body fays, ““the world grows wifer ;”

Yet cer tuin follies ne’er will have an end,

Of which I am a wonderful defpifer.

Is it not cruel, when, with all his flame,
Gewus performs a work, a man fhould bawl,
““ Toafk much for this trifle were a fhame ;

“ I know the fellow took #o pains at all ?

“ Pocts work nimbly, nimbly, now-a-days:

2

“ Give a good penny’s-worth, good MasTER Bays.

I dare fuy the fud Bookfeller, a L--E,

Or L--k-----x%, pour’d fuch unhallow’d founds
On M:rrox’s fhrinking ear, with lips profane,

Who bought th’ immortal Work for fifteen pouids %

¥

® The price attually given for the Paradife Loft !
£ Too
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Too many a ragged Brotler of the Lay,
Too many a far Hiftorian, ncver doubt it,
Have heard a Bookicller fo crucl fay,
¢ Pray, Sir,” or ¢ Ma'am, how lbng were you
< about it 27

Thou Beaft ! amid the fons of Wispowm plac'd,

Who, times of old, as well as modern, grac'd,
Could{t thou not caich a%ortion of their fire ?

Rolls not thine cyc upon their works each day ?

And canft thou, fromthem, #othing bear away,
To lift thy hog-like foul above the mire ?

Sorc troubled by the tooth-ach, Lus 1N ran
To get the murd’rer of his quiet, drawn ;
An Artift in an inflant whips it out—
“ Well, Master Svac—hee ? what bas T to pay >
« A thilling”—¢ Zounds ! a fhilling do ye zay ¢

‘With a long flaring face replies the Lou.

¢ Lord! why Izc did not veel it—"twas nort in it ;
¢ You knows ye wern't about it half a minute:
¢ To gee zo muck Ize curfedly unwilling—
“ Lord! vor atooth, but yefterday old Sror
¢ Did drag me by the head about his fhop
"« Three times, poor man, and ondy ax’d a fLilling.”
Y 3 SONGs
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5 O N G.

How chang'd is ;ny' Cerapon’s heart !
How alter’d each look of the fwain !
Now fullen he withes to part,
Who call'd me the pride of the plain,

Of late with what ardour he firove
Ev’ry hour that was mize to beguile !

How bhe griev'd if 1 doubted bis love !
And how bleft if he gain’d bui a {mile!

To me, he devoted his days;
And raptur'd on me was his tongue ;
Thus, Mornineg arofc on his praife,

And Evenixe went down on his fong.

Let
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Let me fieal to the defert and die,

Nor wound with reproaches his ears;
My repravf {hall be only a figh—

My complaint, but the filence of tears,

Y 4 EPIGRAM,
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EPI GR A M

SEE Crobio, happy in his own dear fenfc !
And, hark! the world cries, * Coxcomb in th’ ex-
“ cefss”
Now let me undertake the Fop's defence—
What man could ever be content with /efs 2

ANACRE
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ANACREONTIC

70 SYLVIA

HoW canft thou finile at my defpair,
And bid me other nymphs adore ?
Shew me a girl but Zalf fo fair,
And 1 will trouble thee no more.

Hide then that neck, and lip, and eye,
Since thus refolv’d to thun purfuit ;
For Love will follow, like the fly,

That always feeks the faireft fruit.

LISETTA.



330

PENDARIANA,

LI SET T A

IN the name of the great God of Love; how fhall I
difpofe of myfelf? Which of my fwains muft wear

the willow ?

O Vircins ! tell me.-how to choofe,
For I'm anovice on it—

Poor CoLin at a diffance weoes,
And fends his foul.in fonnet ;

While Lusix to no forms a flave,
Won't ftay to write for bliffes ;

But prints upen my mouth, the knave,
His wifthes with his kiffes,

If Luzin feize a rude embrace,
And Ibegin to clatter ;

The rogue ftares gravely in my face,
And afks me what’s the matter ?

Of
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Of kifles lately he ftole 1hree—
I thriek’d with might and main:

« Since ye don’t like them,” pert quoth he,
“ Lord! take them back again.”

* No, no, I won't,” fays I, * kecep off,
« They pleafe me much,” -1 fwore—

¢ Oh, isitfo ! cry’d he, * enough;
* Then, Mifs, you with for more.”

Poor CoLix turns, if I but frown,
All white as any fleece is!
Lugixy would give me a green gown,

And rummage me to pieces.

The one, fo meek and complaifant,
All filence, awe, and wonder,

The other, impudence and rant,
And boift'rous as the thundecr,

This begs to prefs my fingers tip,
So bafhful is my lover;

§hat favage bounces on my lip,
And kiffes it all over,

O Mo-
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O Mobssry, thou art fo fiveet !
Not wild, and bold, and teafing ;

And yet, each Sifter Nymph I mcet
Thinks boldnefs not unpleafing.

This 1s a wicked world!—O dear !
And wickednefs is in mc—
Though Mobesry’s fo fweet, 1 fear

That Impupexce will win me.

CQRIN’s
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CORINs PROFESSION,

OR THE

SONG OF CONSTANCY

N()VV, Joaw, we are married—and now, let me fay,
Though both are in youth, yet that youth will decay :
In our journcy through life, my dear Joax, I fuppofe
We fhall oft meet a bramble, and fometimes a rofe.

When a cloud on this forchead fhall darken my day,
Thy funfhine of fweetnefs muft fmile itaway;
And when the dull vapour fhall dwell upon thine,

To chafe it, the labour and triumph be mine.

Let us wifh not for wealth, to devour and confume;

For luxury’s but a fhort road to the tomb:

2 Let
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Let vs figh not for grandeur, for trufime, mv Joaw,

“Cic seeredt of cares owes it birtl to a #hon.

Thaon thalt milk our ene cow : and if fortuue purfue,

In goud tune, with her blefling, my JoaN may milk
teo :

I will till our fmall ficld, whilft thy prattle and fong,

Shail charm as I drive the bright ploughfhare along.

When finifh'd the day, by the fire we'll regale,
And trecat our good neighbour at eve with our ale;
For Joan, who would with for felf only to live?
One blefling of life, my dear girl, is to give.

E'en the red-breaft and wren fhall not feek us in vain,
‘Whilft thou haft a crumb, or thy Corix a grain ;
Not only their fongs will they pour from the grove,

But yield by example, fweet leffons of love.

Though thy beauty muft fade, yet thy youth I'll re-
member ;

That thy Muy was my own, when thou theweft De-
cember ;

And when Ace to my head fhall his winter impart,

The fummer of Love fhall refide in my Aeart.
ODE
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O D E

U G L I N E § S

DAUGHTER of HecaTtg, thou’rt undone!
Joy to my foul, thine empirce falls :
No more, thou hobbling, envious Crose,

Thy pow’r the female world appalls.

With finiles the Quren of Love appears ;
No longer trembling for the Graces:
No more thy rude attack fhe fears,
On faultlefs forms, and faireft faces.

BeavuTy will never lofe her prime,

Nor mourn her loffes, as of yore !
Defeated, too, thy brother TimE,

The Gob of wrinkle wounds no more.

See
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See AcE difplay her iv'ry rows!
Her lip preferves its purple bloom !t
Her bofom heaves with Alpine fhows,
And kiiles breathe the rich perfume !

The furrow’d cheek, and hoary head,
No longer now, as ufual, grect;
And, what our Grandmothers all dread,

The nofe and chin no longer mect.

True’s pow’r, the good old Grannics srave,
And, ogling, dart their am’rous fire;
Decline with graces to the grave,
And with the bluth of health, expire !

TR



PINDARIANA. 337

THE

TRAVELLER axp JUPITER,

W HAT wicked thoufands fooner would affront
(Such is of fin the wonderful increafe)

The fleav’n’s Eternal Runer—fie upon’t—
Than one poor brainlefs Jusrice of the Peacc,

Or CouxntrY 'Savirk, who nothing knows but doxies,
Harcs, A¢ts of Parliament, hounds, horfes, foxes!

Nay, further—which fhould fearcely be repeated—
(And, oh! that groundlefs were the Pogr’s fears!)
Gon by kis own fad fervants is worfe ircated,
Worfe than our Country Gentlemen by #beirs.

Afk of the Bifhops elfe, whofe humble fouls
Sweet Mercy melts, and CHariTY controuls.
Vor. IV, 7 To
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To cheat the Dev'l, at times, 1've no objeétion;
Not Heav'n ! ’tis fuch a villainous reflection !

A certain TRAVELLER, in ancient days,

When Gods and Goddeffes were thick as hops,
W’iﬂiixig, as he was beating the highways,

Yor fomewhat dainty to amufe his chops ;

Knclt down to JuriTer, and thus begane
“ O Jurerrsr, asI'm an honefi man,
¢ I'll keep my word, if thou wilt grant my pray'r;
“ Amidft my travcls, let me fomething find—
¢¢ Little or much, good, bad, of any kind,
¢« 1vow to thee, thy Godfhip balf fhall fhare.”

Then with grave fanétity he thump’d his craw ;
Much as to fay, ¢ Great Jove, my word’s a law.”

He had not walk'd a mile, before he found
A bandfome bug of filberts on the ground ;
At fight of which, his lips with raptiire fmacking,

-, Plumb down le fquats, and falls at once to crack-

e

To
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To cut my ftory thort, he crack’d and eat,
From cv'ry nut, each atom of the meat;
When gravely gathering up the thells, he cries,
« Jovg, facred have I kept my word—for fee,
“ The better half indeed I leave to thee,
<« The fbells, O mighty Ruler of the fkies !

*¢ There are they all, great Jove—furvey 'em :
¢ Shouldft thou fufpe¢t my honour—aeeigh ‘em '

Z 2 SONG.
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S O N G.

THE wretch, O let me never know,
Who turns from Prry’s fearful eye;

Who melts not at the dirge of Woe,
But bids the foul renew its figh !

O fay not with the voice of fcorn,
¢« The lilies of thy neck are fled,

¢ Thine eyes their vanith'd radiance mourn,
¢« The rofes of thy cheek are dead.”

Too cruel Yourn, with tears I own,
The rofe and lily’s fad decay ;

And forrowing wifh for rhee alone,
Their tranfient bloom a longer day.

Yet
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Yect though thine eyes.no longer trace
The healthful blufh of former charms;
Remember that each lucklefs grace,
O Couiw, fadeéd in thy arms!

34

ODE
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O D E
TO MY GOOD FRIEND

THE MOST MERCIFUL JUDGE

O ——, whofe fair heart fo full of | love,
Melts, fnow-like, on the victim void of hope ;
Whofe confeience ftretches like the fofteft glove,
To fave the fighing culprit from the rope !
To tkee, in VirTUE’s flouteft armour, firong,
Permit thy friead and Bard to pour the fong.

O let us drag the foes of man to day,

And hang them like 1by rats* upon our lay,
Murd’rers that firike the cheek of Horror pale !
Whofe morals give contagion to a jail.

* Hereby hangs a pretty little tale.
Iltumin’d,
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Hlumin’d, ah! too oft by ForTune's rays,

A pigmy wretch is fhewn in yon huge Houfe;*
Juftas the folar microfcope difplays

A mite, a flea, a bug, a dirty loufe.

A Jupce mayrife, defpifing NaTurEe’s groan;
A villain, in damnation funk fo decp;

That Vicg, black Vice, fhall nc'er be idle known,
But when the fur-clad montter falls aflcep !

Jutt as the hackney-coachmen curfe aloud

Kind Sor, who diffipates a threatening clond,
Dark-hov’ring, wifthing much his power to fhow,
And bid his deluge drown the world below ;

Juft as the reftlefs demon of the night
Lours on the maiden blufh of orient light,
And fkulks into the charnel's murky fhade;
A JupcE may rife, whofe fcow] fhall curfe the fmile
Of Justice, who fo long has bleft our Ifle,
And firike with ruffian fift the hewv’nly Maro.

* Weftminfter [1all.
7 4 \\’h{-rc
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Where is the JupcE, in murder only brave,

Whofe foul delights to feed the gaping grave;

‘Who on the convict’s pale check feafls his eyes;
Whofe heart-felt founds are Horre’s expiring fighs ?

Where is the happy PaTrox of the rope,
Whofte eyes on feas of blood would gladly ope;
Frefh hecatombs of carnage, cvery morn;
Whofe car could /ive on VirTug’s deepefi groan ;
Stretch ev’n to paiz to catch her lafi faint moan,

Poor writhing wretch, by every torture torn ?

There's no fuch damned Jupee—but lct me fay,

So foul a fpirit may difgrace the day.

Where is the Jupee, who, 'midfi hLis fhrinking vale,
Walks forth, ah! not to hear the turtle’s tale;

But with a happy, keen, and fparkling cye,

To fee the kite with fury tweep the tky;

Now in his iron talons bear along,

The lark which charm’d the fcafon with his fong ?

To fuch Dave NATWRE never yet gave birth—
But fieh a mifcreant vile, may cugfe the carth.
Where
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Where is the Jupee, who courts the gloom of night;

Charm’d with the owl’s and bat's and bectlc’s flight,
And fecs with ioy the fpcﬁmd band pafs by ;

With rapture liftens io their piteous wal, -

Now follows hard to cz‘m‘h tl\é mournful tale,

And forrows when the phantoms "fcape his eye ?

A Jupecg, like this, to bid poor NATURE meurn,
Was never yet, ‘thank heav'n! but may be born.

Where is the Junee who walks the foaming fhore
At midnight, "midfi the ruthlels tempeft’s roar,
When Fare and Horror ride the thundring
DrEer;
Who for the cormorant’s broad pinion fighs,
To mingle with the tumult of the fkies,
And join the whirlwind's wild refiftlefs {weep;

To hover o'er the darken’d fcene of death,
And triumoh i the feaman’s fhrieking breath ;
Charm’d -vith each mountain furge, for life that
" TAVES 5 .
Charmm'Jd as the arm of Fate, with cruel {hock,
Heaves the huge veilel on the groaning rock,
And rends it piece~meal, ‘micft a world of waves?
¢« There's
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¢ There's no fuch man, nor ever was,” you cry :
Sweet Jupce! dear dove-like ! fo fay L
But #ay there not a dev’l like this appear ?

Lire deals in monfters much too oft, I fear!

O Devon, parent of immortal men,
O fhould thy beauteous bofom prove a den,

To hold and fuckle fuch an Imp of fhame;
Know, to the Poet though thou gaveft birth,
‘With foul-felt ardour will I with thy death,

Renounce thy blafted foil, and change my name.

SyLvVIA.
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Svrvia.

DASHWOOD, I diflike your jokes on Matrimony :
you poflefs too much fenfe to treat with fo much levity
a ftate which the firft Philofophers hold facred. But
your jeit mu/f not be fpared, though ruin be the con-
fequence.  After all your pretty profeffions, I am not
now certain that your paffion is fincere—how am I {0
be convinced ?

Dasnwoop.
Fic, fie, thou charming infidcl !—liften.

S ONG.

Dear girl, I'm up to ears in love !
The fa&, a thoufand follies prove ;
Yes, yes, I feel the dart !
Well! now I'm wounded, give the cure;
Thou'rt not a cruel girl, I'm fure,
So try to eafe the fmart.
2 « Lord
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¢ Lord blefs us ! it is all a lie,”
1 hcar thee with emotion cry,
¢ I’'m ture there’s nothing in’t "
Indeed there 15, I'm fore afraid,
Nay, take the fymptoms, feeptic Maip,
That make it plain as print.

The inftant that I fce thee coming,
My heart againft my ribs keeps drumming,
As if to caper out ;
To make his congé at thy feet,
- Pronounce himfclf ‘thy flave fo fweet,
And fight for thee fo_flout.

From thofe dear lips, dclicious blifs,
If faucy coxcombs fical a kifs,

My eyes fo jealous roll : '
Afide, 1 call the puppies nzmes,
My heart is /Etna-like in flarnes,

Confuming to a coal.

I cannot bear to be abwe ;
I yawn, I figh, 1 gape, I groan,
And writhe as if' with pain :
Now
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Now on a fudden feize a book,
Juft half a minute in it look,
Then fling it down again.

Now ruminating wild, I walk,
Nod to myfelf, and fmile, and talk;
Now hunt for fomcthing loft ;
Now fit, jump up—now flare, now wink,
On fome deep problem feem to think—

Now vacant as a pofi.

Now feize the violin, and feratch
A half aglee, orhalf a catch ;

Now fnatch the bruth, and paint:
Now fling it down, and fcize the flute,
Now hum an air divine, now /Foot,

To make poor Musitc faint.

Now full refolv’d to vifit thee,
And take a focial cup of tea,
And give my heart a p]aﬁcr;
I draw my watch, not over caol,
Call him a little limping fool,
And bid him travel fafier.
Now
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Now bufiling round the room, here, there,
I try to find my hat, and fwear,
And wifh him damn’d, and dead;
Now raging from my inmoft foul,
I roar, “ What thief my hat hath fiole "
Then find it on my head.

Nay, nay, I'd marry thee, my dear—

Lovy's fymptoms now 100 plain appear ;
Therc's nobody can mifs it :

Yet if thefe {ymptoms are not love,

And this the paffion fail to prove,
Why. what the devil is it ?

O that [ did not love thee, girl,

And that my head, in this wild whirl,
Could keep a little fteady !

But 'tis in vaiu, alas! to preach;

Like drowning boys, I've loft my rcach :

My fenfe is gone already.

Yet, SyLvia, know, the fingle elf
Has only oue to ferve—viz. Seif;
But
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But when he takcs a wife,
A bundred maflers then appear ;
And what is very hard, my dear, -
His flavery lafts for Jife.

HYMN
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HYMN

TO

ADVERSITLY

THUS fung the Bard of old, and deem’d no foe/,
¢« Sweet arc the ufes of Apversity ;"
A Dame who kicketh from your rump your fiool,

And, favage, fhoweth not onc grain of mcrcy t'ye

Bids all your fancicd-deareft friends turn 1ail

Greets with wir'd whips, and bleffes with a jail,

O MistrEss of this wifdom-teaching pain,
With Pier’ry, GieseET, Famixg, in thy train,
Go knock, God bleis thee, knock at ot/ers” doers
By all my fav’rite Gops of profv and rhyine,
1 feel not thy philofophy fublime—
Go, feck the zcalot who thy {iripes imploies.

G
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Go, thunder on another’s houfe thy firife;
Snatch from a hufband’s happy arms a- wife ;
Blot from his foul each glimm’ring ray of hope;
Rack all his lovely daughters with difeafe;;
Poifon his fons, and, more thy rage to pleale,
Prefent the fainting father with a rope.

But let me keep wife, children, peace, and land,
And lcarn thy leffons all at fecond band.

My tafte is dull—yes, vaftly dull indced !
I hate to fce a brother mortal blced—

I hate to hear a gentle Nature groan, -
And, GoppEess, more efpecially my owa.

Yes, yes, Heav'n knows, my tafic is morc confia’d;
Preters the Zephyr to the bowling wind ;

Prefers too, fuch my ftar’s unlucky blunder,

One bour'sbright calm, to months of cloud and thunder,

Thou poffibly mayft be a good phyfician,
But certés doft not know my weak condition.
Blifiers, and fcarifying, and fpare diet,
Would fet my nerpous fyftem in a rioty
Vor. IV, A a Rich
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Rich cordial drafts would anfwer beft, I trow,
Made up by Messievrs HammersLy and Co.

Thinc iron fcourge would really aét in vain,
So apt am I to make wry mouths at pain ;

At difappointment much inclin’d to moan.
Whenever then, O Gopbpess, things we fee,
That with one’s nature fo much difagrec,

Methinks twere better they were let alone.

To tumble from a houfe, or from atow'r,

And break a Jucklefs brace of legs and arms,
Would make onc look moft miferably four ;

Yct are there men, who deem all thefe wo barms.

Then feek them, Goppess—Ifoulc them on thc ftones,
And for their goodly comfort, crack their bones.

If in a well-ftuff’d coach, well-overlet,
A broken leg, and thigh, and arm, I gct,
I am not, I confefs, of that pure leaven,
To crawl out onmy hands and knees, and fay,
Grace-like, “ For what 1 have recciv’d this day,
* 1 humbly thtnk thcc, O mofi gracious Heav'n!”
O Mittrele
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O Mifirefs of the terrifying mien,
The boatfwain’s deep-ton’d voice and brawny arm,
O be not within leagues of PeTER feen ;

Thy cat-o’-nine-tails cannot, cannot charm.

A ftupid fcholar, Goppess, I fhall be;
Thy converfations are too deep for me.

Yes, Mapam, you are too fublimea Dame
For PeTEr’s company, I fpeak with thame—
A little winning wench contenteth me,
*Clep’d ForTUNE, a good-natur’d {miling lafs,
Who confiant lights my pipe, and fills my glafs,
And makes my cv'ry day a jubilee.

This is the fweet companion for my money ;
Such is the little Syren I defire—

Thou art all gall, and fhe all milk and honey ;
"Tis at a diflance I muft thee admire.

A hawk-like appetite, and empty platters,
The bleak wind whifiling through a coat in tatters,
The flight of fancied friends, a foe’s abufes,
Are things for which my bowels do not yearn ;
For rot me, Mapawm, if I can difcern
One atom of their {everal earthly ufes,
Aaz MoRALITY
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MogravLITY may wear a ruffie fhirt,
I really think, and not his conifcience hurt— |
Moratrity may alfo like nice picking ;
For fince the great ALL-wise has giv'n us fowls,
Mankind were certainly a fet of owls,
To dare to place damnation in a chicken.

Moravrity, I ween, may go well dreft;
Keep a good fire, and live upon the beff ;-
Throw by his wheel-barrow, and keep a carriage;
Vifit the Op'ra, Mafquerade, and Play;
Drink Claret, Burgundy, Champagne, Tokay ;
Get fifty thoufand with a girl in marriage.

To cat from fplendid plate, or homely manger,
Methinks the foul is juft in equal danger.

Befides, 'tis late, O Gopbess, in the day—
I'm not a fubjeét fit for thee to flay ;

To {peak the truth, my ncrves too nicely feel—
Go, fearch the motley mixture of mankind ;
Some young cnthufiaft wild, thou foon mayft find,

Proud of thy whips, and glad to grace thy wheel.

So
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o~

So great for my ozwn perfon is my love,

And bard thy leflons, 1 can’t now begin ’em—
Befides, as I have hinted ju/fl above,

I'd rather regd Of battles than be in ’cm.

Aa g SONG
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SONG 10 SAPPHO,

AT length, O faireft Nymph, farewell |
Let fighs alone my paffion tell ;
With tears I quit thy arms :
Adieu cach eve of pure delight;
Adieu each morn with rapture bright;
Adieu thy brighter charms !

Where’er by Fate condemn'd to firay,

Where Prazsus pours the golden day,
Or flecps beneath the wave,

Thine image will my path purfue,

And ever prefent on my view,

Detain me ftill a.flave.

In
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In vain I roam~1 firive in vain
To break, O beauteous Maip, thy chain!
Yet why my fetters part !
Ev'n now thy fighs, my fighs approve ;
Ev'n now thy love, returns my love,
And yields me heart for heart !

Aag INVO-
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INVOCATION

8§7. CECILIA.

ON A LADY SINGING.

I)F.SCEND, O Gobpoess, from thy fphercs
And litten to a Brrrist Maip

A fivecter Sarrro warbles here,
Than charm’d of yore the Lefbian fhade.

Tet not like Sarriro’s mourns her firain,
Alas! with Love's defponding figh ;

To Deria’s beauty bows each fwain,
And owns the trifmﬁ)h of her cye.

oN
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ON THE

D EATH

OF 4
MUSICAL FRIEND.

A PASTORAIL ELEGY.

HoW bleft were the Nyaeus and the Swaixa,
When Lycipas join'd in the fong;

The chief, and the pride of the plains,
Who led all the PLeasures along !

Of late, not a valley was fair,
Not a grove gave a mufical found ;
The breeze feem’d a figh of defpair,
£nd Piry fat mute on the ground,

But
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But Nature (how fudden the change !)
At the prefence of Lycrpas fmil'd—
HravrTi was feen, through the valley to range,
And an Eden fprung up from the wild !

The throfile was heard in ihc fhade; ‘
The linnct enliven’d the grove,

And Echo, long banifh’d, {weet Marp,
Return’d with her ftories of Love.

Yes, cach fcene at his prefence was glad,
That fo lately with forrow was rent ;

And the voice of the MourNERr fo fad
Was loft in the fongs of CoxTenT.

Juft able to crawl o’er the fiyle,
And doom’d, ah! to labour no more,
AcEe would crawl from his cot with a fmile,
And a blefling to leave at his door.

But the SuerRERD for ever is gone—
Hark! his knell, how it faddens the gale !
Jor dies, and our paftimes are flown :
FATE envies the fmiles of our vale.
4 Now

-
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Now let MirTH from each hamlet retire
Co the region of filence and gloom:
Sure his dcathwmuﬁ our forrow infpire,
Since the VirTurs will weep at his tomb.

APOLLO
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A POLULO

*o0 THI

®

ANACREONTIC SOCIETY,

AT THE CROWN AND ANCHOR.

YE fons of AnacrEoN, liften awhile;
"Tis AroLvro, your friend, thatfends greeting—
Of your pleafures, we Gobps are in love with the fyk,
And are mad to be down at your mecting.

Father Jove with your founds is fo wond'roufly plcas’d,
That he fivears at our flars and our fharps;
With the fquawls of cach Musk he'll no longer be
teaz’d,
So commands me to break up their harps,
2 He
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He has quite put a ftop to poor Mowmvs's fun,
And forbid his jeux d'efprit to flow' ;
Thus our club is knock’d up, becaufe we're outdone

By the mirth of you mortals below.

Then accept my petition—a with mofi fincere 3
Let me join as the Laureate your throng ;

Though I cannot, like INcLEDON, ravith your ear,
I can give yon a pretty good fong.

As fur example :

SONG sy APOLLO,

A p-x on all forrow—on happinefs feize—
CArg, avaunt! nor our pleafures alloy :

Since Jove has giv'n paffions and objcéts to pleate,
The meaning is, Mortals enjoy.

Jove's a God of ten thoufand—the MonarcH, I
know,
Loves his bottle, girl, fong, and a jeft;
Has a monfirous regard for ckoice fpirits below,
And is charm’d when his creatures are bleft.
But
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But he’s vex'd when a fool takes it inta his head,
That he's loff, if he meddles with plesfure ;

And thinks, too, the fellow confounded ili-bred,
To refufe when he offers the treafure.

When a Zealot has turn’d up the whites of his eyes,
With long phiz, and z puritan firain,
I have feen the Gob laugh, and in fun, from the
{kies,

Make up mouths at the blochhcad again.

Then puth round the bhottle—Ilet cach give his fong ;
Wit, Humour, and Fricndfhip attend us;

And whilft for enjoyment our paflions are firong,
Let us afk not his Gowsaire to mend us.

Thus we'll revel, till Mornineg peeps inte our glais,
Then to fcenes of new rapture removc ;

T'o embrace with devotion a wifc or a lafs,
And be blefi on the bofom of Love.

ODL
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O D E

TO A

HANDSOME WIDOW.

SEE yonder cloud, that mopes with mournful fhade,
Black ! black, as though it never would be bright !
Sor, like a bridegroom comes, a jovial blade,
Clafps her with warmth, and lo, her darknefs,
Light!
The drefs of CLoup foon alters! for, behold,
Her gloomy Sables change to pink and gold !

DaveuTER of forrow, thus perchauice *twill be,
If I miftake not NATURFE, foon with thez.

Pale
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Pale as the pale rain-loaded lily’s look,
And languid as the willow o’er the brook,
Exalt once more that drooping form to joy ;
Too long the lute of Wog, with dying found,
And melting lullaby thine eye hath drown’d;
The trump of Rarrure fhould his voice employ ;

The fprightly Fippre roufe his fifter Dance,
Andbid thy cold heart glow with Love’s romance.

Thy lifted eyes oo cloguently mourn,
Deep-fwimming in the filent fount of tears !

And then thy voice fo mufically lorn,

- Accufing FATE’s too cruel, cruel theers,

Wakes all the foft emotions of my heart,

That fympathifing fain would mirth impart.

But gricf for Spoufcsflaﬁs not Ladics long ;
Yet very poignant!—ryes, though fburz, 'tis flrong,
‘When firfi the beft of huiband’s breathes his laft -
And if his all be left them !—what a ftorm
Of fighs and tears their beauty to deform !
Grigv fecms as ever he would ride the blaft.

Yet
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Yet foon, ’tis fuid, the winds of Wox are fill ;
And tears, from forrents, fink a prattling rill,

Think what a pair of fparkling éyes are thine,
And do not drown their Cupids in-the brine ;
And think too on thy pretty dimpled cheek—
Think of thy flaxen hair, whofe beauties flow
In broad luxuriance o'er thy breaft of fnow ;
And think too of that foft and polith’d neck.

Think of thy lips, that kiffes can impart,
So ready from their ruby beds to ftart !

Thus fpeak thofe lips, *“We will be kifs'd again.”
And in the fame fweet falcinating firain,

Thy polifh’d bofom fays, T will be prefs'd ;”
And then thy cheek, the lovelieft of our Ifle,
Exclaims, * I will refumc the cheerful fmile,

¢« My bloem fbal! make fome future lover bleft.”

O liften to thy locks from fafhivn hurl'd—

¢« We willlook chriftian-like—we w;'ll be curl’d;
¢« We will not imitate a cow’s firait tail:* *
Ver. 1V, Bb And
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And then thy all-fubduing taper waift,

So full of rich defires, and then fo chafle,
Wiiile others arc 1o marvelloufly frail—

“ I will be clafp’d by fome {mart fwain, I fay,

“‘ Not, like a cabbage-ftalk, be flung away.”

Thy heart too {peaks! « Though now, alas ! forlorn.
¢ There feems no reafon for erernal fighing :
* Owl-like, a /itrlelet me mope and mourn,

¢ Bat not be ever fwelling, groaning, dying.”

Hark! from thy hand, which thou doft wretched
wring—

¢ Give me,” (a finger cries)  another ring.”

Oh! canft thou hear it on fuch withes dwell,

And not indulge it with the bagarelle # -

Daughter of Grief, then hamper not thy charms,
Who, really grown rebellious, pant for arms ;

Give way then to the roving mutinecrs—
And thouldft.thou fay, ¢ Lord! who will zake ’em in 2"
Truff ipe, TIJ entertain ‘em, ev'ry fkin—

My hofom's apen to the pretty DEAR‘S.‘

ODE.
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PrTer defcanteth on the precarioufnefs of Life, witheth to be at lug
own difpofal, and fheweth no obje&ion to an emendation of Na-
TURE.

AH! this our world’s a world of fad mifhaps !

Befet with Dratr’s uncomfortable traps |

Hard fqueez'd we fometimes get away to groan : |

Now half the body's in the fpiteful gin,

And now th’ unlucky tail, to make us grin,

So that we dare not call our fouls our gron.

I do not like enzails—I hate controul—

Jove! give me the jee Simple of’ my foul;
Around this fyftem let me range at eafe,
To ltay, or quit it, whenfoe’er 1 pleafe.

Amid the wonders of CruaTion’s field,
Strange ! that Existexce fthould to rrifes yﬁg}d!
Behold that promifing Herculean Boy :
Bba A Zcphyr
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A Zephyr o his infant cradle blows ;

Lo! out at once Lire’s little candle goes,
The flame too of a parent’s hope and joy.

Thus thall the poor mean folitary worm
Kill, in the acorn’s Kind protedting ccll,
The finall oak-embryo, that had mock’d the ftorm,»
And fmil’d upon the fulphur'd flath of hell;
Had pufh’d its roots where EArta’s deep centre lies,
And with its tow’ring branches brav'd the fkics.

"Tis a firange world we live.in, to be furc;
A world of wounds, I fear, withouta cure!
Dame Nature feems a fad unnat’ral Mother :
Mecthinks ’tis hard, one animal fhould dic,
Groan out his laft, and ever clofe his eye,
To trcat with life and rofy health anotlcr.

"Tis firange indeed ! yet true, though pafling ftrangc ;
Where'er the foot orcye of man can range,

This munching, mad, devouring fyfiem rcigns !
O could our mortal palatefeed on rofes,
As on their dainty effence, feed our nofes,

This world were then a pleafurable feene.

: "Tis
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*Tis murder, murder, now, from morn to night\!
Look at a fimple aék that yields delight— i
The Ploughman toiling through -his fallow'd
ground :

Happy he turns the glcbe for vegetation—
Yet in this a¢t how many a harmlefs nation

#Of worms, poor reptiles, feel the grinding wound !
Whilft roeks, and crows, and magpies, hop behind,
Alert and greedy, gobbling all they find !

That 'tis a good world cannot be contended—
I with "twere mended.

Bbj OSGAR’s
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OSGAR’s PRAYER,

ELFRID, the beautiful daughter of OscARr, was a
captive amongift the Druids, and defigned as a facrifice
to the Gods.—Amidft a ftorm of thunder and light-
ning, he goes to the Druid mountain, in order to pro-
cure, by his fupplications, and an offcr of his own

life on the altar, his daughter’s liberty.

Oscar.
Ye winds, that warring thus, around me rage,
Ceafe your rude thunders on the wretch who dies ;
Poor is the triumph o'er defponding Ack,
Whofe cnergy is ohly in his fighs !

Yec forked lightnings that around me flame,
Ye mark two languid eyes, that weep and pray ;
Once, q.pégé?ikc: you, high-kindling fhone their beam,
’Tﬁié@i‘m, and dark MisrorTUNE, dimm’d their
o ray.
Forbear,
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Vorbear, alas! to thwart my way forlorn,
Wet with the falling tcars of fondeft love;
For life, 1 hear a captive Daueurrr mourn,

And court compaffion {rom the Druid grove.

My feebly bending form, and fcanty hair,
Grown white with grief, my tender caufe thould
plead ;
Wakea {mall pity on my deep defpair,
And bid the Druids fiay the bloody deed.

If, on their hearts, my forrows nought avail,
What, without Evrrip, life, poor life, endears?
Then kill me~then’tis Mercv lulls the wail,

Of one who counts.th~ moments by his tears.

To the Druids.
Stxrs of high knowledge, lo, a grief-worn man,
Whofe only daughter is Lis foel’s delight |
For her a father woe-begone and wan,

With horror darkens ¢’en the Thade of night.

Fartuers of virtue, why tLi: long delay ?
O leadl your willing victim to the fhrine «
Quick let me clofe thefe eyes upon the day,
T'hat, Ewrrip, light may beam for ycars on thine.
Bbhyg Hafie
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Hafte with the knife of fate, ye Draid bands;
And thus, my daughter’s prifon-door uubar ¢

Forbear to bind with cords my wither’d hands
To fruggle, were with ELPrID’s life to cwar.

Her eye will drop a pearl on Oscar’s tomb;
Her fighs be balm where’er my urn is laid—

Thofe lct her give, and I will blefs my doom ;
I afk no happier offcring to my Shade,

Farrers of knowledge, why this long dclay ?
Speak, am I not a viétim for yon fphcre ?

When from your holy mandates did I ftray,
And drew from VirTuk's waunded eye the tear?

When did I ceafe your temples to adore ?
Or view’d unaw’d the Druid’s ancient fire ;
Thete rocks, thefe Idols, I confefs’d their pow’r,
And rev'rent fung their wonders 1o my lyre.

When wasthe faith of Oscar known to fail ?

‘What injur’d fpirits of my flights complain ?
What {pecire, ‘midft the thunders of the gale, -
On Osear mournful call’d, and call’d in vain ?

Have
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Havc I not walk’d with many a fheeted ghoft,
"Midft the dread filence of the midnight gloom ;

On moonlight mountains met the haggard hoft,
IHow wild! with all their horrors from the tombh ?

Shruuk Pryury,’as crawling from the grave,
Nc'er left with forrowing downcaft eye my door:

Thanks to the Gods, who wealth to Oscax gave,
And taught its happy worth, to help the Poor.

A daughter’s virtues are my only hoatt !
A fweet fimplicity, un{poil’d by art:

Lo, with my Evrerip’s life, a world is loft
All, all forfakes me, but a breaking heart.

O fpare the terrors of a blamelefs Maid ;

And let my fufferings her dear days prolong :
O! be tlefe limbs along your altar laid;

O’cr bleeding Oscar hymn the vi€im’s fong,.

The figh that wafts the parting foul away,
Retires from others with unwilling flight—

With joy, my {pirit fhall defert its clay,
And blefs you Dru1ps for the cruel rite.
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Let not my Evrrip fee my blood-ftain’d hair,

Nar check o pale, whicl faves her precious breath ;
A fcenefofad, her gentle nature fpare :

Her wounded heart, fo foft, would weep to deatir.
Yet would my Evrrip fee no frown appear,

As fullen, forrowing for the lofs of life:
I'll teach my languid cheek a fmile to wear,

And fhow its triumph in the tender firife.

Enough of woe, her drooping firength will prove,
When cold beneatl the lonely turf I lie:

The bleeding bift'ry of a parent’s love,
Will often dim the cryfial of hereye.

Ye Gods! when dead, permit my ghoft to roam,
Peace to her turtle bofom to impart ;

To guard from pining thought her tender bloom,
And foatch from Wor's o’crwhelming floods her

heart.

Thus, thus, attendant be my watchful thade,

Till Farg, commanding, feal her dove-like eyc;
Then let me fondly clatp my darling Maid,
~ "And add another glory to your fky.

4 - O deal
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O deal the blow, and ELrrip’s form releafe!——
He faid—the melting Druids heard his pray'r; -
Rever'd his virtues, bade him go in-peace,
And to a father’s fondnefs gave the Faix.

DELIAg
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D E L I A:

PASTORAL ELEGLY

1.0, the pride of the village is dead !
Lo, the bloom of our vale is no more !

Now Sorrow fitsdumb in the thade,
‘Where RarTure oft carol’d before.

Like the Morn, fhe enlivcn’ﬁ the groves ;
Like the Summer, gave life to the fwain;

For her fmile was the feat of the Loves,
And her voice the fweet fong of the plain !

O Det1a, divine is thy name!!
Thy merits we all fhall revere ;

We fhall dwell with delight on thy fame,
And think of thy lofs with a tear.

Ev'n
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Ev’n our children thall 1ifp in thy praife !
Their Inftruétrefs thall Innocexce be;
Who-'thejr litfle anibitinn fhall meife,
To refemble a Fair-one likc Thee.

Though lodg’d in a Church-yard fo drear,
Which the yew-tree furrounds with its gloom
Thy virtue a fun fhall appear,
And thy graces be flozw’rs on thy tomb.

MADRIGAL.
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M. A DRIGA L

How fweet is every thepherd’s fong !
How fair the vows that load his tonguec !
His foul with every figh expires,

His bofom flames with furious fires !

This ev'ry day we feem to fee ;
But when will Love and Tgpru agrec ?

When fpiders, for the harmlefs fly,

In filent ambuth ceafe to lic;

When foxes keen with poultry play,
And from the lambkin run away ;
Then may the world with wonder {ee,
That Love and TruTH at laft agree:

SONG,
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S O N G,

BEY SYrLVI 4

WieNara my Shicpherd told his tale,
He dronp’d and languith’d, lool’d and figh'd;
© Good leavn,” thought I, and then turn’d pale,
¢ How often men for love have died I
"
Then pond'ring well, thoughtI again,

¢ "I pity kill fo fweet a fvain !”

With fich a warmth my hand he preft,
My heart was fill'd with wild alarms,

That bouncing, bouncing at my breaft,
Cry'd, “ Take poor CoLIN to your arms,”

And then my rongue began its ftrain,

« "Tis pity kill fo fiveet a fvain!”

Now
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Now Wisnes rife, his caufe to plead,
The mutineers, in faucy bands,
And roar, ¢ For thame to firike him dead,
And have a murder on your hands !”
* Wisnes, you're right,” quoth I, < ’tis plain-
¢ What then ? #/kat then ! 1 fav'd the {wain.”

ODE
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ODE

O THOU, bright Ruler of the day,
To whom upnumber'd millions pray,
And, kneeling, deesa thee all divine;
Fiterhal foc of inky NicHr,
Who putteft all her imps to flight, .
" Receive the Poer’s grateful line.
I own I love thy early beam, *
That gilds the hill and vale and fiream,
And trees and cots and rural "ﬁsirea s
And, happy, ‘mid the vallies’ fong,
1 liften to the miinftrel throng,
And, thankful, hail thy genial fires.
Vou. IV. Cec : Yet
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Yet lo, the Lords of this huge place*®
Care not three firaws for thy bright face,
Nay, thy rich lamp with curfes load ;
‘When thou gett'ft ﬁp, they go to bed
And when the nightcap’s on- #hy head,
They ftare, and flit like owls abroad,

Yes, yes, indeed they oft proteft
That thou’rt a moft intruding beafi ;
And lo, in triumpb thus they fay,
¢ Behold our Navy, Britain’s pride !
¢ From pole to pole our veffels glide,
¢ And fail as fafc by night as day

s¢ W amr.wé a ﬁ'mt,» of flavour fine.?”

Exclaim the Gruar-—¢ behold, the pine
«¢ Is better warm'd, by“ coal and tan:

« Not cv'n ta éne exotic plant .

¢ The fun a perfed tafte can grant—
“*Deny the ftubborn fa®, who tan 7

The f‘ooiﬁcn too, with x‘vinkfmg eyes, .
Abufe thy, jonruey up the thies; . | .
Mﬁz curs Pofiillions, Mefdanes: «Cooks-- ‘

:{‘ ‘.. % Léndon.
1 - < :Content
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Content to lic a-bed all day,
They hate, alas! thy rifing ray,
_And curfe thy all-obferving looks.

Vex'd to their houfes to be driv’n,

The GrEeAT retire from rot;ts, their heav'n,
And break up in a horrid paiﬁon,

Andcry, “ In times of old, indeed,

“ The taflelefs world a fun might necd,
 But now the fool 1s out of fz'xfhion.

“* About hisbufinefs let him go,
« And light on other fyftems throw,
“ Viulgars! hat never wax-lights handle!
¢ Nay, while a mution light remains,
“ A fun with us no credit gains,
“ But yields to ev'ry farthing candle.”

Ccz iue
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Tus QUEEN or FRANCE 1o uer CHILDREN,
Fuf before ber Execution.

AN ELEGIAC BALLAD.

F'ROM my prifon with joy could I go,
And with fmiles meet the favage decree,
Were it only to fleep from my woe,
Since the grave holds no terors for me.

But fromyou, O my children, to part!
Oh! a coward I melt at my doom; -
Ye draw me to carth, and iny heart
Sighs for life, and fhrinks back from the tomb.

Lifi, Lift not to CaLuMnY’s lie,
For I know not of guilt and its fears;
And when at my fate ye will figh,
My ghoft thall rejoice in your tcars.
4 In
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In bleflings, ah! take my laft breath!
Dear babes of my bofom, adieu !

May the cloud be difpers’d by my death,
And open a funthine for you !

389

TOQ
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TO A LADY,

WIIO0 WISHED NOT TO BE ADMIRED.

AH, foolith Deria ! fince you hate

That people of your charms fhould prate;
Give me that face, that air divine,

And in exchange accept of mine.

Thus fhall I gain my heart’s defire,
And fet a raptur’d world on fire—
Zow'll too be pleas'd, (no longer doubt ye)
As folks wan’t fay one word about ye.

SONG.
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S O N G

DEAR PsiLrina, do not my patlion deipitt 5
Ah! wherefore difdain all my vows and my fighs ?
Can cruelty dwell with the dove ?
O PuiLuina, think not I mean to deccive ;
Whatever Iicll thee, with fafety belicve ;
For Trutn is the daughter of Love.

Of beauty and grace thoun haft got fuch a ftore;
The cyce that beholds thee, at once mult adore ;
Nor wifh from thine altar to rove :
'Diﬁruft not, I1begthee, the pow’r of thy finile;
The Swain who now woocs thee, is void of all
guile;
And Trutnis the daughter of Love.

Ccy Yet,
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Yet, Parnripa, let me confefs in thine ear,

] would fly from thy charms, which fo much I revere,
But their magic forbids me to move :

And yet, as inconflancy governs the Fair,

Perhaps thou mayft fimile, and thus end my defpair;
Hork too is the daughter of Love.

ODE
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O D E

ON

FRENCH TA4STE.

"Tis laughable to fec a Frenchman fivell ;
Proud of his tragic Idol, PierrE CoRNEILLE,
Baptiz’d, forfooth, LE GRAND !
But our fop neighbours fee things with frange eyes!
Alas! SusLiMiTy ne'er left her fkies,
‘To take a Frenchman by the hand.

It is, indeed, avery diff"rent DAMEw—
A meretricious, noify Lafs, I ween

A bouncing Giantcfs, with eyes of flame,
And fuch a daring and Medufa micn !

Trick’d
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Trick’d out in flaunting lace, and fiiff brocade,
With cabbage-rofes loaded, glaring, vaft!

Such is the Frenchman’s foug-infpiring Maid ;
The name of this bold Brobdignag, Boms.asT.

SusLivITY's a fweet, majeftic FaIr ;
So fimple in her form, and fpecch, and paces ;
So elegant her manners and her air—

A Juno drefs’d by all the cafy Gracrs,

TO
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TO TIME.

AN ANACREONTIC,

CoME hither—pr’ythec hafie, old Ting,
And fce what joys amongft us reign ;

‘The bottle, Music, girls, and rthime,
And FriexpsHir’s foul, delight the fcene,

Then hither pr'ythee; Time, repair,
And tafte the pleafures, Gons thould /fare.

The Tufcan juice profufely flows;

We fing of Love, and DgLr1a’s charms;
When MorNING warns us to tepofe,

We clafp a fav’rite in our arms.

Then hither, &c,

Ah,
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Ah, could our joys for ever laft !
But, Time, thy minutes fly too faft :
Yet wouldft thou pafs one evening here,

Thou'dft make cach hour a thoufand year.

Then hither, &ec.

SONG
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S O N G.

Y E centiL 'Savinss, give over fighs,
To gain regard in ladies’ eyecs,

And make them doat upon ye;
For Love has long been kick’d to doar,
Becaufe the little God is poor—

Who's welcome without money ?

Try, gentil Sirs, a diff rent fcheme ;
For truly ’tis an idle dream

To woo with words of honey :
Change (if ye with their bearts to fix)
Four kearts into a coach and fix,

And coin your fighs to money !

e
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TO TRE

NIGHTINGALE

LLONE Mustrzr of the moonlight hour,
Who charm’l the filent-lift ning plain,
A haplefs Pin.crim treads thy Low'r,
To hear thy folitary firain,

How foothing is the fong of woc,

To me, whom Love hath doom’d to pine!
For, 'mid thote foynds that plaintive flow,

I hearc my forrows mix with thine;

DINAH,
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DI N A H,

oR

MY LADY's HOUSE-KEEPER.

JUST forty-five was Miftrefs Dinaw’s age,

My Lapy’s Houfe-keeper—Aliff, dry, and fage,
Quoting old proverbs oft, with much formality :

A pair of flannel checks compos’d her face ;

Red werc her eyes, her nofe of fnipe-bill race,
Which took a deal of fnuff, of Scottith quality.

Her finall prim mouth bore many a hairy fprig,
Refembling much the briftles on a pig:

She likewife held a handfome length of chin,
Tapering away to fharpnefs like a pin.

Iler
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Her teeth fo ycllow JLrnuvh decay befpake,
As every other tooth her mouth had fled ;

Thus, when the grinn’d, they feem’d a garden-rake,
Or fheep's bones planted round a flow'ret bed.

Her hair ('clep’d carrots by the Wrrs) was red,
Sleek comb’d upon a roll around her head’;
Moreover comb'd up very clofe behind—
No wanton ringlets waving in the wind !

Uppn her head a fmall mob-cap fhe plac'd,

Of lawn fo fiiff, with large flow’r’d ribbon grac’d,
Yilept a knot and bridle, in a bow,

Of fcarlet flaming, her long chin bclow.

A goodly formal handkerchief of lawn,
Around her feraggy neck, with parchment fkin,
Was fair and fmooth, with fiarch precifion drawn,
So that no prying eyc might peep within.

Yet bad it peep’d, it had cfpi;:d no fwell,
No lovely fwell——noa more than on a cat;
For, lo! was Dinan’s neck (I grieve to tell)
As any tombfione, or a flounder, flat,
Now
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%
Now on this handkerchief fo fiarch and white,
Was pinn'd a Barcelona, black and tight.

A large broad-banded apron, rather fhort,
Surrounded her long waift, with formal port.

On week-days were black worfied mittens worn:
Black filk, on Sundays, did her arms adern.

Long, very long, was MiftreG Dinan’s waift 5
The fiifl” ftay high before, for reafons chafle ;
A fcarlet petticoat the gave to view=
With a broad plaited back fhe wore a gown,
Of fiuff, of yellow oft, and oft of brown,
And oft a damatk, well beflow’r’d with blue.
Moreover, this fame damafk gown, or fiuff,
1Iad a large fleeve, and a long ruffie cuff.

Black worfied flockings on her legs the wore ;
Black leather fhocs too, which fmall buckles bore,
Compos'd of thining filver, alfe fquare,

i Ioldin.g a pretty antiquated air.

Voz,. IV. Dd Shrill
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Shrill was her voige, that whiftled through her beard;
And tuncs, at times, were mofl difcordant heard,

Harth grating on poor Jon~ the Footman’s ear :
Harfh grating on the ears of Houfe-maids 70,
Pofiillion efe, who curs'd her for d fhrew,

And Kitchen-wench, whom Mis'ry taught to fwcar.

All, all but Jenu, felt her pow’rful tongue,
Whofe happier ear was footh'd by fuweerer fong.

No company but Jenuv’s did the keep,
In horfc-flieth, and a coach, profoundly c_lecp;
My Lady's Coachman, fiocut, and young, and
ruddy ;
Great friends were they !—full oft indeed together,
They walk’d, regardlcfs of the wind and weather.
So pleas'd each other’s happinefs to ftudy.

For Frienpsurr, to a Zephyr finks a florm—
Turns to a pigmy, DaNcER’s giant form—
Nought cafts a dread on Frixxpsuir’s fteady eye -
Thus did the couple fcek the darkef grove,
Where SiLeNnce, and fwect MEDITATION, rOvVC;
Where Sor, intrufive, was forbid to pry. *
Greatly
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Greatly in fentences did fhe delight,
So pious! putting people in the right ;

And often in the prayt-book would fhe look-—
Where matrimony was much thumb’d indeed,
Becaufe fhe oft’neft here Gop's word did read,

The fweeteft page in all the blcfled book.

All on the Bible too did Dinax pore,

Where chafte Susaxna nearly was a wh—,
By wicked ELpERs almoft overcome :

King Davip’s aQions too did DiNax read,

A Man of Gop’s own heart—but call'd indeed,
A wicked fornicating rogue by fome.

Of Soromox, admir'd the much the Song ;

Could read the Monarch’s wifdom all day long—
And where’s the wonder! lo, the gallant Jew,

Of mortal hearts, the great queen Paffion knew :
Thus fung he of the fparrow and the dove,

And pour'd inftruction through the voice of Love.

John Bunyan read the too, and Kempis Tom,
Who plainly fhew'd the way to kingdom-come.

Dd:2 So
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So modeft was fhe, #fhe got turn’d away
Susaw the kitchen-wench, for harmles play
With Dics the Drniver—likewife harmlefs Dick.
Becaufe he tock frony Susan’s lips a kifs,
Becaufc 100, Svsan gave him up the blifs,
Without a {Lream, o faint-fit, or a kick.

If Jonx the Footman's eye on Lucy leer'd,
My Lady™s Maid, fhe watch’d him like a cat .
And if the flighteit word of Love fhe heard,
Quick in the fire indeed was all the fat—
Off were the couplc trundled—man and maid—
Joux for a rogue, and Lucy fer a jade.

If ¢'er the heard of fome forfaken Lafs,
Who Ioft, by dire mithap, her maiden fame,
At once fhe call’d her trollop, minx of brafs,

Strumpet, and ev’ry coarfe opprobrious name.

Small was the mercy Dinan kept in flore
For finful flefh~~the firalleft for a wh—.

-So modeff Dewan! if the faw two cats
Ogling and pawing with their pretty pats,
- Kiffing and fquinting love, with fiitking bops 5
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Fir'd at the action, what would*Divanr do?
Slip down her hand, and {lily take her fhoe,
Then launch in thunder at their am’rous chope

With Pigcous "twas the fame, and other birds—
All who made love, came in for bitter words ;
Poor fimple fouls, amidft the genial ray,
Whom fimple Nature call'd to fimple play ;
But Dinan call'd it vile adulteration,

A wicked, impudent abomination.

It happen'd on a day, that grievous crics,

By DixaH pour'd, created great furprife—
Ill, veryill, in bed, alas! fhe lay:

A dreadful Colic—her good Lady wept,

Gave her rich cordials—to her bedfidc crept,
When Dinan begg'd that the would go away.

Down went my Lady to the parlour ftrait,
Fearful that Dinax foon would yicld to fatc;
And full of forrow as my Lady weut,

Sighs for her Maid’s recov'ry, back fhe fent.

Dd3 Lo,
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Lo, Docter PesTLE comes to yicld relief—
He feels her pulfe—is folemn, fage, and brief;
Prefcribeth for the Colic—nought avails ;
On Dinan, lo, the dire diforder gains ;
Stronger and fafter flow the colic pains,
Fear, trembling, palenefs, ev'ry foul affails.

% Poor Dinan !” fighs each mouth around the room,
Join'd to a length’ning face of dread and gloom.

At laft, poor Drvan pours a death-like groan—

A ghotily terror feizcth ev'ry one :
My Laoy hears the cry, alas! below—

She fends for Doftor PesTLE—PesTLE firait

Runs to my Lady—¢ Doctor, what's her fate ?
“'Speak, is it death, dear Do&or, yes, or no?”

« Not death, but life, (crics PesTLE) fore'd that fquawl;
# A little Jenu's come to light, that's all.”

TO
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LET Sorrow feek her native night,
For why fhould mortals court the tear ?

Joy, Jov fthould wing each moment’s flight,
And Ecxo nought but rapture hear.

I'll gather wifdom from the dove,
And make my life a life of love.

While YourTs fits fparkling in thine eyes,
And lips arerich with many a kifs ;
Aloud the voicec of NATURE cries,
<« I form’d thofe charms alone for blifs :
“ Go, NymrH, learn \yifdom from my dove,
# And be thy life a life of lave.”

Ddg THSB
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THE

Y OUNG F LY,

AND THE

OLD SPIDER.

A FABLE.

IN this original and beautiful fable, the Porr al-
ludcth to the arts of Men, who, by flattery, &c. arc
confiantly laying fnarcs for INnocence. The Barbp,
moreover, {heweth that Prupence may fmile at the
machinations of a grcat rogue.

Frefh was the breath of morn—the bufy breeze,
As Pogrs tell us, whifper’d through the trecs,

And fwept the dew-clad blooms with wing fo light;
‘ 3 Puwsvus
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Pucezus got up, and made a blazing fire,
That gilded every country houfe and fpire,
And fmiling, put on his beft looks fo bright.

On this fair morn, a Serorr who had {et,

To catch a breakfaft, his old wasines net,
With curious art upon a fpangl'd thorn ;

At length, with gravely-fyuinting, longing cye,

Near him efpied a pretty, plomp, young fly,
Humuning her little orifons to morn.

“ Good morrow, dear Mifs Fry,” quoth gallani
CGrim—
« Good morrow, Sir,” reply’d Mifs Fry to him—
« Walk in, Mifs, pray, and fee what I'm about:”
¢ I'm much oblig'd t'ye, Sir,” Mifs Fry rejoin’d,
¢ My cyes arc both fo very good, I find, ;;
¢¢ That I can plainly fec the wholo, without.”

¢ Fin€ weather, Mif{"—< Yes, very, very fine,”
Quoth Mifs—* prodigious fine indeed "
¢ But why facoy ?” quoth Gri, “that you decling
« To put within my bow’r your pretty head 2"
« "Tig
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« "Tis fimply this,”
Quoth cautious Mifs,
* 1 fear you'd like my pretty head fo twell,
“ You’d keep it for yourfelf, Sir—who can tell :”

¢ Then let e fquceze your lovely hand, my dear,
< And prove that all your dread is foolifh, vain.”—
¢« I've a fore finger, Sir, nay more, I fear

¢ You really would not lct it go again.”

¢ Poh, poh, child, pray difmifs your idle drcad ;
*« T would not hurt a hair of that fweet head—
« Well, then, with onc kind kifs of friendfhip meet
113 me :”
“ La, Sir,” quoth Mifs, with {ceming artlefs tongue,
s« I fear our falutation would be long ;
4 So lving, too, 1fear that you would eas me.”
So faying, with a fmile the lcft the rogue, '
To weave more lines of death, and plan for prog.

MADRIGAL.



PINDARIANA.

MADRIGAL

411

‘W HEN Love and Truts together play'd,

So cheerful was the Shepherd’s fong !
How happy, too, the rural Maid !

How light the minutes wing’d along !
But Love has left the fighing vale,
And Truth no longer tells her tale,

Sly ficaling, fee, from fccne to fcene,
The watchful Jearovsy appear ;
And pale DisTrusT with troubl’d mien,
The rolling eye, and lift’ning ear !
For Love has left the fighing vale,
And Truts no longer tells her tale.

Ah!
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Ah'! fhall we fee no more the hour,
That wafted rapture on its wing ?
With murmurs fhall the riv'let pour,
That prattl'd from its cryftal fpring ?
Yes, yes, while Love forfakes the vale,
And TruTH 10 longer tells her tale.

10
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C H L O E.

FIVE thoufand years have roll'd away,
And yet ten thoufand blockheads fay,
¢« O Plecafure, thou’rt the devil :”
While NaTure bids them joy embrace,
They fling the blefling in her face;
Now this is moft uncivil !

But I'm not one of thofe, (thank heav'n!)
Ingratitude was never givn

To my good heart I'm fure; :
Would Cxror yield a thoufand kiffes,
Upon my knees I'd feize the bliffes,

And beg a thoufand more,

ODE
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O D E
TO A

COUNTRY 'S QUIRE

ON THE EVE OF HIS MARRIAGE.

GREAT ’Sauire! you are now upon the cve of
marriage,
And, O greizt "Savirg, I know you area hog;
Indecd fo fad a brute in all your carriage,
You'll freely give your wife up for a dog.

This day will yield aFg.m-o'xE- to your arms, |
Whofe dow'r are all the Virtues, and her charms.

Forc’d
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Forc'd by the frown of PoverTy to wed,
With deep regret, Ifec thunwilling Farr

Dragg'd from her Lover, to thy hated bed—
Sold by a cruel Parent to Despaix :

Scc her deck’d out by garifh, idle Arr,
To captivate thy vulgar, favage hcart,‘

And live a Tyrant’s_flave—a fervile wife !
How like the vi@tim lamb, in ribbons drefi,
Led from its vale and fport, fo lately blefi,

To lofe its fiveetly inoffenfive life !

Now, *Squire, I'll tell you how 'twill be cre long—
(O could the thunder of the Poet’s fong,
Preventing, dafh thine iron check with fhame!)
Thou'lt quarrel with her virtues, pecrlefs beauty !
Bid her, ¢ like fpanicls, underfiand her duty ,;"’

Upbraid her with the want of wealth and name.

Wilt fay the came a bergar to thy houfe ;
That through mere charity thou took’f her in ;
- o
Tell her the ¢ crawls about thee fike a loufe,

“ Eternally a torment to thy fkin,”

How
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How dares thy fancy nurfe the lying thought ;
How durf, alas! thy villain tongue declare,
"That, when to ther the beautcous Ma1p was brought,
Thy offer’d hand with bonowr cloath'd the Farr ?

Know, with the virtaes of the charming Maip,

Know, with her beauties thou'rt too well repaid ;
Ex'iz by a fiile, that all our envy draws :

Al! when fhe yiclded to thy lips her kifs,

And bofom viclds thee, (too fublime a blifs !)
The Incklefs Virciy barters gems for firaws.

At Tength thou'lt leave her for a wench—thy, Cook ;
She will enjoy thy cafh, and love.clad look ;

The turnfpit-baftards, to thine eye be dear—
Thy Wire, with {eetnefs bordering on divinc,
Pale wreteh ! in fecret folitude fhall pine,

Mourn to the wind, and drop the filent tear.

To heav'n, for help, fhe lifts the brimful eyc!
Kind Heav's refumes the gift its bounty gave—

With happy heart thou hear'ft the parting figh,
And drugken, madding, danceft o’er her grave.

Thy



PINDARTIANA, 417

‘i‘hy Cook-wench foon becomes thy proper mate,
And leaves thee foon for lads who clean thy fiables;

Nofes thee, pulls thine cars, and pounds thy pate,
And, with much juftice, on thee turns the tables.

Ma’am Cooxk fhall oft contrive to fee thee fRipping,
To hide thee from her rage, from room to room;
Urg'd by a ladle-fall of broth or dripping,
Or by the ffrong perfuafions of the broom.

To plague a little more thine aching head,

And keep thee, mournful devil, upon thorns ;
Shall take thy own Poftillion to her bed,

And, threat’ning, dare thee once to mention Aorzs.

Vor. 1V, Ee THE
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THE

COMPLAINT OF MIRZA,

TO
SELIMA, HIS MISTRESS.

[FROV THE PERSIAN.]

‘WIERE is the Nymph of Sardi’s green domain,
The Nymph, whom every Baid of Perfia fing-?
To find the wand’rer out, and foothc my pain,

Sweet bird of morn, to Mirza lend thy wings.

But wherefore feek the Nymph of Sardi’s vale,
Who fullen flies where Horar’s waters roll ;

Scorns all my plaints, that mourn along the gale,
And fcerns the furge of grief, that finks my foul ?

4 Ah!
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Ah! can that cheek where BeavTy's fummer dwells,
Retain a fmile, whilft Mirza’s forrows flow ?
Ah! can that heart, that every foftnefs fwells,

Forbear to heave on Mirza’s fongs of woe?

Come, likc the morn, pure virgin of dclight,
And, blufhing, chafe the cloud of Mi1rza’s fears:
Come, like the fun upon the dews of night,

And with thy radiance, fmile away my tears.

Eea HAWKING,
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HAWKING,
A B 4 L L 4 D,

MADE AT FALCONERS HALL, YORKSHIRE,

COME, fportfinen, away—the morning how fair *

To the wolds, tothe wolds, lct us quickly repair ;

Bold Tuvxprr* and Licuryine® arc mad for the
gamc,

And Dearuf and the Det e are both in a flame.

Sece, Backers,} a Kite!l—a mere tpeck in the fky—

Zounds ! out with the owl——lo, he catches his eye—

Down he comes with a fweep—be unhooded cack
Hawk;

Very foon will they both to the Gentleman talk.

.

* Natacs or two Hawks. + Names of Hawks
3+ The Yead alconer.

3 They're
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They're at him—he's off—now they're o'er him
again :

Ah ! that was a firoke—fee ! he drops to the plain—

They rake him—they tear him—he flutters, he cies,

He firuggles, he turns up his talons, and dies.

See, @ Magpie! let fly—how he flutters and fham-
bles !

tlow he chatters, poor rogue! now he darts to the
brambles :

Out again—overtaken—his fpirits now flag—

1lip ! hegives up the ghofi—good night Mifier Mag.

Lo, aHeron! let loofe—how he pokes his long neck,

And darts, with what vengeance, but vainly, his
beak !

Fgad, hc fhifts well—now hc feels a dcath-wound,

And, with THuxper and LiGRTNING, rolls tumbling
to ground.

Thus we Falconers fport—now homewards we ftray,
To fight o'cr the bottle, the wars of the day:
Andin honour, at night, of the chacc and its charms,

Sink fweetly to reft, with a Dove in our arms,
Eeg ODE
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ODE

TO

H E A L T K

Perer protefteth againft Phyfic,

SWEET Nymeu, of rofy cheek and fprightly micn,
Who, vagrant, playful, on the hills art feen,
E’er Sov illumines the grey world below ;
Now, doe-like, fkipping wild from vale to vale,
Enamour’d of the rills and frefh’ning gale,
From whofe mild wing the fircams of fragrance
flow.

O! 'midft thoft hills gnd vales contented firay—-
Thou wilt be ruin’d if thou com’ft away—
Doétors too much like man-traps lic in wait—
Thev'l}
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They'll tell thee, beauteous Nymen, ten thoufand
lies,
That they can mend thy bloom, and fparkling eyes—
Avoid, avoid, my dear, the dangerous bait.

Like the firff woodcock of the year,
The infiant that he dares appear,

The country’s up to kill him—dog and gun!
So when thou thoweft, Nymrn, thy rofy face,
I fec at once an Afculapian chace ;

And, oh! if caught, thou wilt not find it fun.

Lo, this proclaims he vendeth at bis thop
Rich immortality in bis dear drop ;
Another dire impoftor, bawling louder,

Swecars that it lodges only in bis potuder.

Thefe raggamuffins have the name of Quack,
Prepar’d to put thy beauties on the rack—

But then, the Regulars !—ay, what are they ?
The Regulars,l my love, arc Gentlemen,
Whom very jufily nine in ten,

I with an eye of no frall d&ad furvey.

Eeg The
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The Regulars in phyfic, I'm afraid,
And all th’ irregulars who ply the trade,
Are juft like men that form an army ;
Whichever at you lifts his gun, alas!
Will foon convince you what muft come to pafs—

The thot will very comfortably warm ye.

Indecd, the only difi'rence will be this,
Nor Quack nor Regular the mark will »ifs;
The art of killing they arc all {fo patin:
On broken Englith, fate by #hat you feek ;
By this, upon the wings of mongrel Greek,

And pye-bald Latin.

Then once mare let me bid thee, blooming Lass,
To kecp, like Babylon's grcat King, ar grafs,
And thon wilt find it not an idle notion :
"Tis fair, that I thould try to fave thy life—
And know that DeaTH is never half fo rife,
As when the country fwarms with pill and potion.

O blooming WaAND'RER of the breezy hills,
Beware then of thofe pBtions and thofe pills—
Be kiffes all thy phyfic, rofc-hpp d Hearrtr ;
Kiffes,
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Kifics, my eafy noftrum, nc'er are rife,
¥or ever prcgnant, lovely Nymrn, with life,

And fweeter when they are enjoy’d by fealth.

I’ve built a neat fhug cottage on the plain—
Pr'ythee drop in fome evening on by fiain,

kS
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TO

C H L O E.

CHLOE, 1live, and live for rhee alone ;
Truft me, there’s nought worth living for, befide -
Nought for thine abfence, Curor, can atonc,
Though Puaasus fhines, and NaTure pours her

pride.

Lo, ‘full of innocence the lambkins bleat ;
The brooks in fwecteft murmurs purl along ;
The lark’s, the linnet’s voices too, are fweet—
But what are thefe to Curar’s tuneful tonguce ?

With ev’ry balm, the breath of Zeruyr blows;
But thine can yicld a thoufand times more bliffes :
1 own the fragrance of the blufhing rofe,
g',,;‘ﬁut, ah! how faint to balm of Caroxr’s kiffcs !
Ye
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Ye Gods ! I mark thy frown, aud fcornful eye,
And now thy bridling chin of fcornI fee:

And now I hearthee, fo contemptuous, cry,
« What are my kifles, faucy Swaiw, to thee?”

True, deareft CHLOE—Yyet each kifs divine,
Which dwelleth on thy lip» fo very teazing,
Would quickly change its naturc were it mizne,

And rapt’rous prove—jfuperlatively pleafing !

Love is a generous Gop, and ’tis his pleafure
To fee the gold he gives, in circalation—
Then ceafe to board fuch guantities of treafure,

And be afraid to put him in a paffion.

Thy beauties fhould the angry God divide,
And throw amongft thy fex, ’twould be alarming ;
And not a little mortify thy pride, \
To meet, dear CuroE, ev'ry woman charming.

ODE.
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Prrer praifeth Conftancy.

Tw unfteady mind is my abomination ;
I curfe the whiffling and inconftant paffion :
Fromme, dear ConsTANCY, don’t, don’t depart—
I love the cooing turtle and her mate—
The Protcus MuTasiLrry I hate—
A Demon when he holds the human heart ;

A flutt'ring firaw, to wander fo inclin’d ;
Keeping the company of ev’ry wind.

Old cuftoms let us not exchange for new ;

They fit fo cafy—juft like an old fhoe ;

And let us not, as though from Wispom’s fchools,
Fancy our forefathers werc arrant fools.

E'en
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E'en in religious matters, folks love change ;

Scheming new roads to heav'n, they wildly range;
Hunting with nofes all {0 keen, about :

I likc an honeft conftancy in fouls,

In {pite of intereff, that our race controuls,
Turning, like pudding-bags, men infide out,

In Trcland, not long fince, th’ unlucky CaTTLE,
And that fad plague, call'd MurraiN, had abatile;
When Murrain prov’d a moft vitorious foe—
“For Ram and Ewg, "Savire Brir,and Mapam Cow,
And lufty Mister Boagr, and MisTrEss Sow,
Were by this rogue in multitudes laid low,

Numbers indeed refign’d their breath,
To fill the gaping tombs of death.

Now in the Parifh, ‘midft the MurrAIN’s rage,

Which all the Farrier’s fkill could not afluage,
Liv'd a good Prieft~—FATHER M‘SHANE ;

Famous afar for wonder-working pray'rs ;

Minding not fins onc pin, though thick as hares,
Safc were the fouls of the pfofanc!

One
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Onc Sunday he defir'd to fay his maffes,

Amidift the field—w] e beafts ef various clafles,
Infected by this Murrain, right appear:

His congregation follow’d, .0 ¢ fure;

Buorr, Cow, Pig, Sugre, furrounded bim for .-

Yielding his mailes an attentive ear.

What happen’d ? Difappuinted was the Dviv.
Fataer MSHANE’s good pray'rs defirvy'd the evil ;
Buwir, Cow, and SuEekp, fo hungry, graz'd the plains,
And Pies, half famifh'd, fell upon the grains.

In fhort, their healths and appetites return'd—
Faruer M Suane, what? laugh'd, while Satax

mourn’d.

Proud of his deed, the holy Father went
"To a rich Proteftant, with good intent,
To make the MurrA s from bis cattle fly ¢
“ FaTuer MSraNEg,” the Farme. cry’d 'n fcorn,
““ My catile all were Church-of- England born,
¢ And in that holy fai. 1 they all fhall dic.”

A LIT-
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LIYTLE SKETCH

0¥ A CLIRTAIN

MERCIFUIL s-» LITTLE JUDGE.

~— Hunc tu, Romane, caver;
Hie niger off

1.0, that be-periwigg’d black Knave in fearlet,
The robes deep-bluthing for their Mafier's fuul ;
Witl what .olemnity he fits, the varlet !
Withi what {fublimity his eye-balls roll |
\ ith what « grave pompofity he blows

What was been often pull’d—his wrean pug-nofe!

With what a fanétity pronoundcing death !

Tiow pleas’d “n feeret fwells the fatal breath !

Religion-cloath'd, cach fentence moves along,

While thirft for murder prompts the villain’s tongue,
Look
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Look at this j’z{a’ge-this fellow, out of court !
The very firft in Rocuery’s hawk-ey'd fchool !

A knave, committing crimes of ev'ry fort ;

- "To whom, Hyrocrisy’s an atrant fool.
¢ There’s no fuch Man,” the world exclaims.~—That's
true;
But fuch a Monfler, ev’ry day we view,

SIR
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SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS.

Is it not aftonifhing that the life of fo great a Man
as Sir Josuua Rev~orps thould not have been writ-
ten ? A Painter who poffeffed more of the charming
art than almoft any fingle Profeffor that ever exifted.

But ¥Fame proclaimeth Mr. James BosweLt to be
big with the biography of this celebrated Artift, and
teady to fink into the firaw !

Sec JouNsuN's angry ghott, ye Gods, arife!
Hec drops his nether lip, and rolls his cyes ;
And roars, “ O Bozzy, Bozzy, fpare the dead /
¢ Raife not thy biographic guillotine ;
¢ Decapitate no more with that machine,
« Nor frighten Horror with a fecond head »

VoL, IV, Fr * Frop
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“ From Rerxorps’ neck, the pond'rous weapon
keep:
“ Ceafe, Authropopbagus, to murder fleep !

There is a wonderful energy, as well as fonorguc
fublimity in this polyfyllabic expreffion of the Ghoft
of our immortal Moralift and Lexicographer, not ob-
vious to the misora fidera of literature. The word 4z-
thropophagus is a derivative from the Greck, fignifying
Man-cater ; and Mr. James BosweLw having regaled
moft plentifully on the carcafe of Dr. Jonxson, and
meaning to make as hearty a meal on the body of Sir
Jostiea Rev~onps, furnitheth the perturbed Speéire
with an appellative of fortunate propriety.

Jonxsox and Reyvorps, lo, for ever lofi !
Of no great man has Bozzy now to boafl ;
Of 1o vich table now ean Bozzy brag:
Indecd, like faded Beauties, he will fay,
** Exvy muft own I've bad my fhining day.”—
W hat wert thou —an illuminatcd rag !

3t what’s become of boaftful Bozzy now ?
Deep funk in mournful folitude art thou !
Amidft
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Amidft thy {mall tin-box, fo drear and dark,
No courted Genius cafts a lucky fpark !

Nothing to gild thy falitary {inder,

Save the rude flint and fieel of PeTer Pixnpar.

Ffa AN
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¥
E PITAUPH

ON A

FRIEND.

"THOUGH here in death thy relicks L,
Thy worth fhall live in Mem'ry’s eye ;
Who oft at Nigut’s palc noon fhall firay,
To bathe witlr tears thy lonely clay.

Here Pity too, in weeds forlorn,

Shall, mingling fighs, be heard to mourn ;
With Gexivs drooping o'er thy tomb,

In fasrow for a Brother's doom.

ODE
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ON THE

CHOLERIC CHARACTER.

PrreR reprehendeth Rartowar Creatunres, for their violent
Anger againft INANIMATES.

H APPY the man whofe heart of fuch a fort 15,

As holds morc butter-milk than aqua-fortis !
But, lord! how paffionate are certain folk !

How like the fea, refleing ev’ry form,

So placid {—thc next inftant in a ftorm,
Dathing againft the inoffenfive rock ;

Mounting towards the fkies with fuch a thunder,
As though it wifh’d (the lev'ler !) tolbr'mg under
Sun, moon, and ftars, and tear them into tatters—
Such paflions verily are ferious matters.

Ff3 Men



w PINDABRIANA,

Men in morality thould ne'er be idle,
But for thofe paffions make a ﬁa)ng curb bridle,

When lofty man doth quarrel with 2 pin,
In man refides the folly or the fin—
Not in the 4rafi, by which his finger’s fpitted—
For a fmall philofophy we find,
That, as a pin is not endow’d with mind,
Of malice call'd prepenfe, Pix ftands acquitted :

Thus then his aubwardnefs muft bear the¥blame,
And thus to perfecute the pin's a thame.
Many inanimates, as well as pins,

Suffer for others’ fooleries and fins.

How oft a drunken blockhead damns a poft
That overturns him, breaks his thins, or head ;
Whofe eyes thould certainly have view’d thecoaft,
And have avoided this fame poft fo dread ;

Whereas he thould have fpar'd his idle crics,
And onlv damn'd his own twe blinbline eves.

ok A little
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A Tittle Welehman, Welchman-like indeed,
Hot as Chian, that is to fay—

A Bachelor—and therefore ev'ry NEgb,
Was, for fubfifience, forc'd to him to pray :

This Bacugror, to fatisfy withall
His gullet,

Put into a fmall pot—indeed foo fmall
A Pullet,

The Pullet’s Bgs were not to be confin’d ;
So out they pok’d themfelves, fo fleek and white:
The Welchman curs'd her legs with wicked mind,
And pufh'd them in again, with monfirous fpite.

The Pullet liking not the Pot’s embrace,
So wery warm—indeed a hat'ral cafe, c
Pok’d forth her fhrmkmg legs agait, fo fair ;
With feeming much uncaﬁncfé, in ho{h
Objecting to her element of brot‘n, |
And w1ﬂung much to téke a little air.

The CA\IBRO~BR!TON waxing red aidhot, - _
And highly foaming tao, jutt like the pot,
Ran to the legs, and fhov'd them in once more;
Ffg But,
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But, lo! his caths and labour all were vain’;
Out pok’d the Pullet’s boiling légs again ;
Which put the Welchman's paffions in a roar ¢

What will not mortals, urg’d by rage and fin, do?
Mad at defeat, and with a dev’lith fcowl,
He feizes with ferocity the fowl,

And, full of vengeance, whirls her qut at window.

70
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TG

MISS HARRINGTON,

or

B 4 T H

€¢ ALAS, alas, I'velofta day 1”
Good Titus once was heard to fay,

And forely, forcly to repent it——
What was it made the Emp’ror groan ?
I'd give a good round fum, I own,

To be inform’d how "twas he fpent it.

Dear T1rvs, quickly leave thy tomb ;
Enter of IJarrincToN the room;
Whom Mousic and cach GRACE reveres—
TI'll antwer for’t, thou wilt not fay,
¢ Alas, alas, I've loft a day;”
But,  Gods! I've found Sfive bundred years !”

ANACREON
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ANACREON

TO
H IS LTRE.

SENT TO A LADY.

FAIN would I firike the harp to Kings,
And give to war the founding firings;
But, lo! the chords rebellious prove,

And tremble with the notes of love.

In vain I quarrel with my lyre,

In vain I change the rebel wire
Boldly I firike to war again,

But love prevails through all the firain.

Oh!
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Oh! fince not mafter of the fhell,

Ye Kings, and fons of war, farewell;
And fince the Loves the fong require,
To Venuys I refign the lyre.

t————

*Twas thus, O Nympn, with attic tongue,
The gay Axacreon pour’d the fong,
A Barbp belov'd by me :
And who the Por’s harp can blame ?
Pecrhaps old Greece could boaft a DaME,
With every grace like thee.

ODE.



‘K44 PINDARIANA,

PeTer modeftly, delicatelv, and tenderly, pleadeth againft the x-
ecfive Demages lately piven for certain illegal Liberties in Love.
matters.

A MAN may, in the cold dim cve of lify,
By way of fun-fhinc, take a pretty wifc,
To warm him, as King Davip did of yore ;*
Kifs her neat little finger, pat her cheek,
Toy with the fnowy beauties of her neck—
No morc !

Preventing thus cach Rake of fleth and fin
From impudently fiepping in.

Thus toying, mumbling, chuckling, thc old fool,
Who wanteth much the birch of Curip’s fchool,
Expedts his wife, fo foft, and fo divine,

* Here is a flagrant error of the Lyric Bard. It was not a awwife,
bet a pair of pretty black«eyed Hebrew lafis, whom the Monarch
chofe for his Jov.gg companions.

To
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To fancy cw;’ry fublunary blifs

In cv'ry toying monkey-trick, and kifs,
And round his neck, her arms with rapture twine ;

Juift like the fragrant pea, with blooms fo thick,

That curls her tendrils rotind a rotten fiick !

For bim to raife his hedge, and bar his gate,
Is nat'ral—fad is trefpafs on th' cfiate :
Ifor who, alas! can fit with filent eafe,

And fee a neighbour’s pig among his peas ?

But why fhould . ..... be afraid of horns,
Who married a poor {queal, flarv’d cat, for money ?
IHcav'ns! what thould put the Jupcx’s breech on
thorns ?
Where, for the wafps, alas! is Madam’s heney ?
“Tis fweetnefs tenfpts the infects from the fkies;
Gall needeth not a flapper for the flies.

So furious is this Juper againft Crim. Con.
That poor ApvrTErY is juft undone :
Afraid to write, or fqueeze, or wink his eye,
Nay, waft the foul’s foft withes on a figh !
Woe
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Woce to the wicked Cornz-faltors now !

Ten, twenty, thirty, forty thoufand pounds,
For bim to pay, who milks his neighbour’s cow ;
v Stzaling by night fo flily to his grounds!

¢ O '’tis fo vile, fo wicked an affair!
¢ Dreadful a neighbour’s honour to enfnare—
¢ Take his dear fpoufe without his leave, indecd!
¢ What ! of his bofom fleal the tender wife !
“ The pigeon to his feet, prolonging life,
« Of finking age the fwcet fupporting rced !

O that the law would make fuch doings death /**
Thus roars the jealous Jupeg, with thund’ring breath.

O...... ! rave not thus with anger pale,

But let thy fav’rite Justicw hold the fale:
What though we muft condemn the fmuggled blifs ;
Ten thonfand pounds are too much fora 4ifs.

THE
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THE

ADDRESS or THe FAIRIES

TO TRE
LADIES OF Reeww, IN CORNWALL:

LEFT ON THE DIAL-PLATE IN THE GARDEN.

L

Ye gentle Matps of Camborne’s Druid vale,
Admir'd and lov’d by all our elfin train ;
Your worth with wonder and delight we hail,

And pen, unfeen, for yoz the tuneful frain.

Beneath tl&l’c oaks our happy court we keep,

‘When Midnight rules the world with folemn fway:
While you, forgetful, fink to filcnt {leep,

We, bLlithfome, gambol ‘mid the moonlight ray.

~

Sweet
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Sweet is the fpot where INNoCENCE is feen-w
Dear is the valley wherc the VirTues dwell:
By fuch allur'd, we trip this dewy green,
Far from thefound of Riot’s favage yell.

Heavty, rr')ﬁ:-lipp’d Heavts, fhall crown your cryf-
tal rill,
And bid with ev'ry balm your Zephyrs blow ;
Unceafing fong fhall charm the echoing hill,
And PLeEnTy robe with bloom, the vale below.

Thus wing'd with joy thall glide your golden hours,
Till for yon fkics ye bid the world adien ;

And when at laft ye leave thefe blifsful bow’rs,
Your little weeping friends will wander tog.

OBERON,
Puck,
Brossowm,

MAB’&C.

e
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o
CHARLOTTE, -
oN

NEW-YEARs DAY

BEHOLD another year {ucceed !
But, CHarrorTE, thou haft nought to dread,
Since Time will ev’ry beauty fpare:
Time knows what's perfeé?, and well knows,
"Typuld take him ages to compofe
Another Damfel balf fo fuir.

© Vor. IV, Gg TO
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C Y NTHTIA

CYNTHIA, 1 own my heart is loft,
And dare confefs it with a boafi ;
It does a credit to my fighs ;
For who like tkee difplays a face,
Or who like thee abounds with grace,
Or {ports likc thee a pair of eycs ?

But, ah! ’tis folly to complain,
Becaufe I hear no fighs again,

A foft, a fweet return for mine :
Love is a Rogue, who bade me gaze;
And when he faw 7y bofom blaze,

Refus'd to raife a fpark in thine.

¢

HYMN
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HYMN

TO

§ I L E N C E

{O SILENCE'!! to our carth by Wispem giv'n,

Yet from the fafbionable circles driv'n

To breathing Zephyrs, and the limpid ftream,
Whofe murmurs fweetly foothe the thepherd's dream ;
For thee I often figh, but fighin vain,

When FoLLy fluns me with her neify train.

Oh! how I wifh thy prefence, when the ‘Sevire
Impertinently burfts inte my room
IIallooin%from the kennel's howl and mire,
And cafling o’er my day, a midnight gloom.

Yet if his fifler Phil. comes giggling in,
And talks of fathions, op’ra, ball, and play;
Mecthinks, my ears can bear the varied din,
Which forceth thee, mute Marp, 6 run away.
Gga Yet
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Yet ’tis not Joug I with thee thus apart ;

So much thy prefence glads, at times, my heart—

For when I clafp the Nymph, fo fair and young,
And fieal a fweet acquaintance with her i,
I wifh thee in the room at once to 1kip,

And gently take pofitfiion of her rongue.

CECILIA.
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C ECTIULTI A

CECILIA, as 'twas Chrifimas time,
Refolvihg on a flight fubline,
Prepar’d to pafs her holidays in heav'n :
* The Goppess then brufh’d up her wings,
Pick’d up her trinkets, her beft things,
Her harp, and fongs, and pen, by Puesus
giv'n,

When in rufth’d Music—¢ Madam, no,
¢ Indeed you muf not, /ball not go”—
¢ Poh! hold thy tongue (the Goppsss cry’'d)
¢ thou Ninny;
* Think’ft thou I'll quit dear Bats, my pride,
« And not an equal charm provide ?
¢¢ Thou ftupid creature, toforget Raprzini.”

Ggs SONG.

2
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3 O N G

AL, Derra! I will not complain,
That another is bleft in thy charms,

Yet allow me to exvy the Swaix,
‘Whom DiLia can take to her arms.

f confefs that no merit is mine-w
That of Deria | ought to defpair :
Since thy virtues, dear Maid, are diviae,
And thy form like an Angel’s fo fair.

On Farte let me fix all the blame,
‘Who thow’d me thy form of defire;
When I caught from thy beauty a flame,
"That only with life can expire.

Yet,
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Yet, ])‘ELIA, before | depart,
Ah! do not one favour deny 3
Though ForTuNE denigs me thy leary,
Let thy pity accept of its fgh.

Gga MADRIGAL.
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M A DI RTIGA L

SW’EET Girl, the man's a downright fool,
That afks for conftancy in love—
VARieTY's a charming fchool :
How nat'ral for the heart to rove !

A form like thine can never cloy—
And, lo, thygraces, what a plenty!

Then tell me, why thould ore enjoy
The beauties that fuffice for szenty #

AN
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AN

APOLOGY

Foz
INCONST AN C Y,

TO PHILLIS.

«« How "tis thou governeft above,

< I know not verily, O Love;

*¢ But to my grief, this truth I know,
¢ 'That Forry leads thy dance below.”

*Twas thus I fpleenful cry’d, when firft my heart
From thy black fparklers felt the ftinging dart -

In Jdifmal crape I drefs’d up many a ballad;
4 Mad
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Mad at four looks, Ilook’d for nought but fmilc,
Not dreaming once that vincgar and oil
Produc'd a fine cffect upen a fallad.

My wary wifdom now is on its guard,
And cv'ry day, I, PeTer, am prepar'd
To catch my little Syren out of humour:
A difappointment at a bald perchance,
Not franding up the foremoff in a dance,
‘Which forms a feaft for wide-mouth’d Mapam
RuMmour,
May give thee fidgets, put thee out of forts—
What ﬂi'ghted Lady loveth fuch reports ?

Grant that tl;ine eyes, with fullen clouds o'ercafl,
Let fall, alas! a hearty thow'r of rain-—
Soon will thofe funs (for long it cannot laft)
Pecp out with radiance on the world again,
When, lo! their beams will feem g great deal brighter,
My fpirits alio dancing ten times lighter.

Lifc is too mawkifh, if ’tis always fuveet ;

At times, a difappointment is a treat.

Some feout this doctrine—Pfha ! the vapid affes |

Yo1d, drown them in a hogthead of molaffes.
When
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When MajesTy was in a monfiraus paffion,

And grimly Tuvrrow thunder'd out d-ranation,

And Lzeps and Hawxse'ry join'd their jowls to:
gether,

Brewing, like witches of Macleth, fou! weather ;

1 cannot truly fay my heart was light :

Indeed the Bard found fomething like a fright ;
Indeed I trembled at the gathering gloom;

But when the cloud fo barmlefs pafs’d away,

My {pirits all fo {rolickfome and gay,
To dance their jig, had fearccly elboco-rov..

{ laugh’d at cach dark terrifying mien,

And mock’d the dread that ruth’d through cv'ry vein,

Yet, is it poffible, ye tuneful Nivg,
(Doubtlefs the thought the great AroLio fhocks)
That verfes vended by a Bard divine,
Can put his facrad legs into the ftocks?
Yes! and his facredhead into the pillory :
So fay the law archives of Lent and Hilary,

Some, Moderation kick, like fools, to door,
And wifh their paffions always in a roar.

Ab!



460 PINDARIANA.

Ah! would thofe madmen wifely time employ,
They ought to be econamifts of joy.

Too frequent and too violent a motion
Will tcar the beft machinery to pieces ;
This dotrine to young mafters is a potion,

A naufcous potion too to love.fick Miffes.

Beyond th' extravagance of thyme,
Beyond the flight of thought fublime,
I chace not bliffes thus beyond all meafure—
Rarrurg’sa fiery hunter to beftride ;
Indeed I with not madman-like to ride,
But,calm on that fwect filly, chrifien’d PLEAsURE.

Purrrrs, I will not akiays have thy fmile ;
At times, T'll give thee liberty to poar =
Such is my plan, the minutes to béguilc ;
Sometinis in heav'n, my love, “and fometimes ouf.
Variety aflords a zcQl to life—
But, nuun! we mufl not fay this to a wife.

HYMN
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HYMN

T0

Pr‘\ RENT of PLeasure, and of many a groan,
I fhould be loath to part with thee, T own,

Dcar Lire !
To tell the truth, I'd rather lofé a wif,
Should Heav'n ¢’er dcem me worthy of poffefling
That beft, that moft invaluable blefling.

Somc people talk of thee with much fang-froid,
As one too pitiful to be enjoy’d ;

But thou'rt a moft delightful girl with me—
A hundred thoufand pretty things are thine 5
Indced, of golden treafurc thew'rt a minc,

Thy manners greatly with my heart agree.

I love
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1 love thy fwect acquaintance from my heart ;
‘Will make a bargain with thee not to part,
Till T'ate thall firike our fyficm off its hingest
Confenting to a little gout fomctimes,
That fpoils my appetite to meat and rhimes,
Tholc very fharp memeato-mori twinges.

T thank thee that thon brought'ii me into beirg ;

The thing- of this our world are well worih feeiag,
And, let me add moreover, well worth feching ;

Then what the dev’l would people have,

‘Thefe gloomy hunters of the grave,

For ever fighing, groapmng, canting, huoceling?

I cannot rifc from thee as from a feaft,
As Horace fays, uti wonviva fatur——
No fuch mattec:
Pl anfwer for my fclf at cafi.

No, when it comes that thou and I mufi part,
Livg, I fhall leave thee with a fighing heart ;
Leave the warm precinéts of the cheerful day,
With lingring longing looks, fays Gray.

Some
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Bome with they never had been born, how odd!
To fee the handy works of God,
In, fun, and moon, and ftarry fky;
Though laft, not leaft, to fec fwcet Wowmans
charms ;
.Nay morg, to clafp them in our arms,

And pour the foul in love’s delicious figh,
Is well worth coming for, T'm fure,

Suppofing that thou gav’fi us nothing more.

Yet, thus furrounded, Lirg, dear Lirg, I'm thise;
And could 1 always call thee mie,
I would not quickly bid this world farewcll;
But whether here, or long, or fhort my fiay,
I'll kecp in mind, forev'ry day,
An old French motto, Pive lu bagatelle !

Before us Heav'n hath plac’d the tear and finile
Eachmay be won with very trifling toil—

But if therc be in nature fucl: a mule,
Who, willing with misfortune to be curfi,
Should, like anideot, madly choufe the firft,

In God’s name let him fuffer like a fool.

Misfortuncs
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Misfortunes are this lott’ry world's fad blanks ;
Prefents, in my opinion, not worth thanks:
The PreasyrEs are the twenty-thoufand prizes,
Which nothing but a downright afs defpifes.

oDE
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O D E

TO

ADMIRAL HOTH.AAN

THRICE happy man, on whom Duxvasand Pirr,
With ail the cuergy of human wit,

And all the pow’rs of facred truth befide,
Have laviih’d the wild torrent of their praife,
Dock’d thy bald head with Grory's brightefi rays!

Hafic from thy veffel with unwounded hide;

Thy «offil, which, like thee, "mid Wak's alarm,

Aud mig bty danger, met no migkty harm,

Ghreat 'Uagr, at once thy courfe for England fhape:

England, broad ftaring, quite upou the gape,

To meet the Vicror, by whofe arm, Dunpas

Declaves what wrfoas things have come to paty!
Vou. IV, H h Yet
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Yet as we bear thee through the fireets along,

Amid the flunning fhout, and howling fong ;
Suppofe a PaTrioT Sack thould crofs thy way,

And, cliiming filence, afk in manly tone,

¢¢ ‘What for thefe honours, Hormanm, haft thou done ?*
Hornam ! now what the devil wilt thou fay *

TROM
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FROM ‘THE PFRSIAN OF
EMIR JOHAD.

TO

rnE BUTTERPFLY

SWEET child of fummer, who from flow'r to flow’r,
To fip each odour, fport’ft on filken wing;

1 grect thy prefence “mid the golden hour,
Whilft with the birds the vales of SErDI ring.

{ fec thee perching on each rofe’s bloom ;

From fragrance thus to fragrance wont {o glide;
Now from the tender vi'let waft perfume;

Now fix’d upon the lily’s fnowy pride.

Though bleft art thou—my biifs is greater fiill ;
L kifs the bofom of the brighteft Fair !
The charms of Apew all my fenfes fill ;
And whilft thofe charms I prefs, herlove I fhare.
Hba2 But
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" But thoua mutual paflion canit not know ;
No fond endcarments can return to thee—
Whilit I, belov'd, with conflant rapture glow-—

Sweel child of fummer, comc and cnvy ne.

ODFI
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O D E

TO THE

LION SIIIP OF VAR,

ON HER RETURN WITH THE EMBASSY FROM CHINA.

DEAR Lios, welcome from thy monkey trip;
Glad is the Barp to fee thee, thou good Ship ;
T'hy mourntul enfign, half way down the fiaff}

Prosokes (I fecar me much) a general laugh!

What fad long phizzes thou haft now on board!
A high and mighty difappointed Logp !

And lo, a difappointed doughty Knicur,

W hote buds of hope have felt a horrid blight.

Say, wert thou not afban’d to put thy prow

Where Britons, dog-like, learnt to crawl and bow :
Hhg Where
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 Where Eqffern Majefly, as hift'ry fings,
Looks down with fmiles of fcorn on #Weftern Kings >

Ah me ! ’tis univerfally allow’d

That Eaftern Monarchs are prodigious proud ;
Unlike the hemble Monarchs of the Wefl—

Such kind and pliable and gentle creatures !

So placid, of their fouls, and fweet, the features ;

W here nought but VirTue is a welcome guefi

Your Eaficrn Defpots, in their lofty ftation,
Jxpect the cenfer of rich adulation
To burn for ever underneath their nofe«:
This incente hoafts a certain qpiatc pow’r;
Whofe plcafunt, ftupcfying, plenteous thow'r,
The optics of the underfianding clofes ;

Producing, too, a charming gaudy dream,
Tn which Kings think they hold the world’s eficem ;,
Think too, the confeience found, though full of holes»

And virtues, thick as herrings, in their fouls.

O Fuare'ry, thou attendant on Inanrry,
1 Liou meat, drink, clothes, and furniture of VANIzY,
"Tis crucl to attack a frelle head ;
Yecs,
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Yes, cruel—likewife let me add, a_fhame—
Who never makeft mention of its name,
Poor, cafy, gaping cuckoo, when *tis dead.

Once more to thee, O Liox, to retutn—
A fubject form’d to bid all England mourn !

O think upon thy Britons, how difgrac’d,
As to the palacc of Jeuow they rac’d,

So thabbily, fotawdrily array’d !*
The natives, with horfe-laughs, the tribe remarking,
While, grunting, kicking, braying, howling, bark-

ing,}
Hogs, dogs, and affes, join’d the cavalcade !
Not

* ] cannot but add to the obftacles which we received from the
curiofity of the Chinefe people, fome fmall degree of mortification
at the kind of impreffion our appearance feemed to make on them :
for they no fooner obtained a fight of any of us, than they univer-
fally burft out into loud fhouts of laughter.”—~Fide ANprrson's
Narrative of* the Brutifb Embafly 10 China.

+ Mr. Axprrsow fuppofes the clothes for the fuite of the Am-
baflidor were fecond-hand things puichafed from the fervants ot the
French Ambaflador LuzkxnEg, or from the Play-houfes---perhaps
from Monmouth-ftreet.

1 ¢ We found ourfelves (fays Mr. Anpersow) intermingled with
a cohort of pigs, afles, and dogs, which broke our ranks, fu/ as
Hhgy they
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Not Sravnrox, with his Doétor’s gown and cap,

Could from the populace obtain ove clap;

Nor poor Macarrnev, with his flar and rib-
bon e

Child-like, he might as well have had abib on !

Ah me! before he fail’d, a friend,

I told ye all how things would end.*

Tell me, who plann’d this filly expedition ?
That brain was furcly in a mad condition :

Say, was it Avarice, the lean old Japg,
Who, though half Afia’s gems her corpfc illume,
(Sov’s radiance on a melancholy tomb)

Can join with MeaN~Ess in her dirtieft trade ?

they awere, and put us into iriecover ble confufion.  All formality ot
procefiion, therefore, was at an end, and the Ambaflador’s palan-
quin was {o far advanced before us, as to make a little fwart runnmng
neceffary to ovetake it

% See my Epiftle to Lorp MacartNey, inwhich T prophefied
fomew hat wore than came to pafs, as the Embafly was bend fide not
literally Aogged; but, fays ANDERsoN, “we entered Pekin like
panpers, we remaiped in it like prifoners, and we quitted it like va-
grants.”

Who
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Who told our King, the embafly would thrive,
Mufl be the moft egregious fool alive—
God mend that Courtier’s head, or rather trath-
pot !—
Perhaps he ery’d, ¢ Upon the rich Hinboo
** Your glorious Majefty has caft its thoc,
« And Cuiva next, my Lizce, muft be yonr zui/fk-

”»
&€ 7,01.

ODE
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B UTTERUF L Y.

CHILD of the fummer's golden hour,
Who, happy, rov'ft from flow’r to flow’r,
Now fpoitive winnowing 'mid th” cxpanfc of air;
O welcome to my little field !
Each leaf of fragrance may if yield !
Yes, dwell with e, and Na1ure’s bounty thare.

No black Str Joseeu* with his et,
And Joxas b, whelm'd with duft and {weat,
Shall rudely chafe thee far from my protetion ;

* Banks. + Jonas Dryander, the Knight's fine guo ron.
3 Wild-
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Wild-leaping ev'ry fence and ditch;
So rank the Virtuofo itch,

#
_ For making a rare butterfly colle@ion.

Yet round thy paper-gibbet, laud woul® flow,
Amid the Knight’s brave breakfafte in Sono
With rapture thown to toafi-and-muflin Sages:
With #hee too, would the royal Journals ring ;
And ev'n thy pretty mealy painted wing
Employ defeription {weet, for fifty pagos !

Yet what, alas! is praifc to people dead 2
A panegyric on a lump of lead—

Precifely fo!
Ye Gods, then, let meall iy prales hear—
For verily 'tis wifdom to prefer

One grain aboze g o%;d, to a pound leluc.

Rare Cuirp of Ather, priythee then agree
To choofe the offer’d field, and dwell with e -
Here will I mark thee, ‘mid thy meals, how chafie!
So bufy on the flow’rs of golden hize, |
And filver daifies moift with morning dew,

How innocent, how funple thy repaft !
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Ah! diff'rent far, from Us who grofily lave
Our lips in beef and mutton’s fanguine wave !

Whilft 77, a race barbarian, cruel, fay—
From /og, too, form the dinners of the day—
From hog, that lodg'd of yore the Imps of evil !*
Intrepid He who ventur’d #4us to dine !
Methinks the man who drcamt of eating fwine,
Mulft really next have thought of eating devil.

# TThe hiftory of the herd of {wine is imiverfally known as well as
believed.

ODL
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O D E

OoN

M ODUERA4TION

¢ SOME folks are mad, and do not know it,”
Say~ fume one—1I forget the Poct 5
Aud verily the Bard was in the right.
Wild as a.puppy chafing butterflics,
The world hunts TransrorT with keen nofe and eyes;

Deceittul Lats, who often provesa bite !

‘L he calm, cool, philufophic hour;
'I'lc purling brook, the woordbine bow'r,

The grove's, the valley's fweet and fimple fong
Morn’s virgin blufh, and Evexnine's fetting ray,
(On more than half the world ate ¢thown wway,

Whofe joys muli likca whirlwiud pour along.

Calnly
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Calmly let me begin and end Lire’s chaptcgl;
Ne'er panting for a Aurricane of rapture:

Calm lct e walk--not riotous and jumping :
With due decorum, lct my heart
Perform a fober, quict part,

Not at the ribs be ever bumping, bumping.

Rarrrre’s a Cherger—often breaks bis girt,
bl
Runs off, and flings his rider in the dirt.

Lo, when for Gretna. Green the couple flart,
Love plays his gambols through cach throbbing leart :
Squeezing and hugging, kiffing, on they go;
Wild, irem the chaife, they pokc their heads to Jonw,
¢ Make hafte, dcar Joan, drive on, drive on, drive
on—

“ Lord ! lord! your horfes arc {o very flow |

And whilft, for Gretna Green, cach turtle fighs,
The Bracksmrru* foems an Angel in their eyes.

* Aloa Dsvive, who gamsa comfortable maintenance by making
matrimonial chains as well as horfe-fhoes.

But
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But when this BLacksmita has perform'd is part,
Poffeflion quells the tumults of the heart;

The heart with foaming blifs no more boils over}
Now leifurcly info the chaife they get !
They afk no John to drive, no horfc to fweat!

No eyes keen fparkle thows the burning lover ;

No kifles 'midft the jolting road they fhap;
CaLiA now takes a comfortable nap:
Down on her cheeks, her locks dithevell'd flow :
Not vafily fmooth, but muéh like locks of hay ;
ITer cap not much refembling Alpine fnow,
Shook {rom her rolling wearied head away.

The Yourn too, with his noddle on his*brcaﬁ;
His hair all carelefs, much in hay-like trim ;

As though fweet wedlock’s joys had loft their zeft;
As though a dull indiff’ rence damn’d the whim

With mouth half fhut, that heavy fecmsto fay,

¢ The devil take the Biacksuits and the day,

« Who tied me to thattrollop, now my wife, .

# Juft like a jack-afs to a poft, for fifet”

),

THR
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THE
PRAISE

OF

s 4 NECDOT1TE

BLESSED be the Retailers of Anecdote, who aflord
fo much pleatant and light food to the mind.  Blefled
more particularly be Mastier Jorn Nicuovs, com-
piler of the Magazine of guantity, and cke his wonder-
ful coadjutor Doctor (not Myfer) Ricnarn Govuen,
who Jo often giveth that old devourer Tive a vomit,
to make Lim difgoryge

A furbrlow of good QurrN Brss's tail ;

A taylor’s thimble, and a rufty nail.

4 Important
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Immportant is the ot trivial Anecdote of an extra-
ordinary perfon ; and when confecrated by Age, it
becomes invaluable.

Thus of himfelf fayeth the cclebrated Monficur
MEeNAGE, ohe of my great precurfors in edna, who,
il T may be in the fathion of alliteration, could give
dignity to a dunghill, gracc to a gutler, prettinefs to
a pirtiye, honour to a horfe-pond, and majefty to a
noutc. ¢« When [ boarded at Angers,” fays this ex-
traordinary man, ¢ the Miftrefs of the houfe guar-
relled with the Maid for the lofs of a pound of but-
ter, which, by fome means or other, had 1neaked out
of the way. The girl declared that the cat eat every
bit of it. The incredulous mifirets {wore it was falfe;
and, to be convinced, fhe put the cat into a pair of
feales; when, lo! the animal, To the maid’s confu-
fion, weighed only three quarters of a pound !”

¢ I 1 a fortunate thing (fays Mouficur MENAGE,
in another place) to be acquainted with celebrated
people.”  The fmalle ancedote of a man of confe-
quence, adds a pem to the treatures of Hifiory.
Adopting this idea, 1 fhall from tite to time commu-
nicate to my readers, pretty little ftorics of Great
People. T'o begin with his prefent Grace of Leeps,
who is Mufidan, Politician, and Poet—

Vou IV, - T1i "Twas
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"Twas in that feafon of the year,
When Oratorios fweet appear,
And human warblers, all divinely fing ;
Unlike the little birds, I wot,
Who clofe in frofi gnd fhow the throat,
And chant in (ammer only, and the fpring ;
that, being in the Green Room of Covent Garden, I
fiumbled on his Grace of Lrens, who, notwith-
ftanding his having heen the burthen of one of my
merry fongs, voluntarily and fmilingly addrefled #e
Burd, tbat is to fuy, me, the Lyric Perrx, O
TIOIHTHE. The unexpefledndSs of the falute pro-
duced a palpitation, mixed with a quantity of reve-
rénce.  “ When was you in Cornwall lafl ?” faid his
Grace, with a fimpegg.  “ About two ycars fince,”
replied I—¢¢ Pray w%cn was your Grace in that pro-
vince " ¢ Lafi year,” anfwered the Duke. ¢ The
Dutcliefs accompanied your Grace, 1 prefume ?”
quoth 1, in a pretty, tender, unprefuming, and win-
ning tone. She did,” rejoined his Grace, with the
woft affluble fmile, and conciliating manner, “ Go-
porpHIN s wilkdly fituated,” quoth 1. < If T mif-
fake not, Cdt‘nwull was made the fcene of the di-
l)’mesxﬁf the old Spanifh and Halian writers of ro-
mance,”
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mance.” ¢ Hem, hem,” rcjoined the Duke, witha
{mile and a nod, which feemed /o me, though intended
as tones and fignals of aflent, to imply morc jgnorance
than fuwowledge, which every GreaT MaN is too great
to confefs. His Gracc now turned the difcourfe to
Shakefpeare, and Dryden, and Pope, and fome mors
modern authors, with a preity volubility, and fome
critical remark, which, though not in the true fpirit
of Longinus, was really not contelaptible; for the
Duke is a bit of a Poet ; witnefs an unfortunate Pro-~
loguc or two, and fome furtunute amatory flanzas,
that won the heart of the Duchefs. Part of the na-
tural hiftory of a Poet is a defultery difpofition, leap-
ing from earth to hcaven in his frenzy., lIere the
converfe of the propofition took place; for, after a
fublime quotation from Sha¥f{peare, thc Duke
abruptly defeended to the humbler fubjeét of his
uofe 11!« How came you, Sir, in yow Ode, to at-
fack my nofe }” This was a thundering queftion;
for thou knoweft, Reader, if thou hafl perufed all
my lyrical lucubrations, that Lis Grace's probofcis has
been the fubjeél of a poctical fimile, ¢ My Lord
Duke,” anfivered 1, ¢ when your Grace, Lord
Jlawkefbury, Lord Thurlow, Lord Sidney, and

iz others,
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othe r+, your collcagucs in Adminifiration, took it inta
yourt heads to attack me, I thought a poor Poct had
aright to the laws of retaliation.” ¢ But why attack
my nofe, Sir, why attack my nofe ' The converfation
now tuok a turn to s Grace's knowledge of the
Poets, from whith he made many guotations, and
fpoke them with propriety :—on a fudden he guitted
the claflies, and reverted to his favourite and wounded
fecature—< But why attack my #o/. ? is there any thing
uncommon in my mofe 2 Ianfwered, that, at the time
mentioned it, 1 was not ces /wn whether he had a nofe
or no, as its exiftence was only faucred from seporz;
but that T Lzewo his Grace had peter, and meant to
employ it againit me with Aofility.  This anfwer pro-
duccd no reply.  The Duke ftood mute and fimper-
ing for a few minufcs, and then broke out on a fud-
den, I will introduce ye to the Duchefs.” We im-
mediately quitted the Green Room ann in arm, and
repaired to a S.tnge-box, that held her Grace and
Sifier, Mifv Awctisn. The intioduction was re-
fpectful, folemn, and awful—when, behold, the
Duke, unable {o quit hi. tavourite topic, turned the
folemnity of*the meeting into farce.—* My love,”
iquoth the Duke to the Duchds) <1 have been

afhing
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atking the Doctor what provoked him to attack my
#0/e?” Then turning to me, * Pray, Doc’ﬂ_or, what
provoked you to attack my nofe i Driven to the ne-
ceflity of a compliment, 1 replied that © had I feen
his Grace's nofe before 1 wrote the Odes, I thould moft
certainly have compofed a parcgyric on it inftead of a
Satire, as the nofc was really a very good noic indeed.”
The ladies fimiled, the Duke was pleaicd; I leaned
over the box, to fhew the audience into what good
company Fortune had thrown me. The converfation
grew more cheerful—feveral ingenious emprompiuy
were exchanged. At length I took my leave, with a
profound bow of thanks for the honours I had re-
ceived. His Grace returned my bow ; the ladies alfo
moft condefcendingly bowed to my bow ; and forth I
went, with exultation, to communicate this fudden
peripetie or change of fortune to all my acquain-

tances.

GentLE READER,

Wouldft thou not have imagined that the war
hatchet was buried for ever ? Such was my too credu-~
lous opinion ; but fronti nulla fides! The very next
public dinner his Grace gave, what did Le? He ex-

' Iij hibited
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hibited a Judicious account of our interview; ap-
plauded his own amazing magnanimity, wit, and
condefeenfion, and laughed at the Porr. Dathed
from the pimmnacle of my ambit'on, for T expected a
high plare in Adminifiration, and mortified by the
difappointment, I fat me down, and in the true fpirit
of forrow wrotc the following pathetic ftanzas.

Tt SOXG oy DISAPPOINTMENT:

AN FLIGIAC BALLAD.

HOPE whifper'd finc things in my ear;

I behiev’d bier, though trick is her trade :
She told me that ForTuNE was near,

Who had always behav'd like a jade.

Great names, little people aftound—
How "witching the title, Your GRACE lw
My Lotd Duke, Lady Duchef3, what found!
Big with honeur, and dinner, and place.
In
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It fancy I join’d the Duke’s table,
Where his Grace fo infiruétively chats;
Defpifing my garret, that flable,

My joint-fiool, and my penn’orth of fprats.

In fancy I jo&'d with his GrACE,
And felt a huge torrent of blifs—
Then Iﬂattgi'd the Duchefs’s facce,
And whifper’d love-ftorics to Mifs, *

In fancy his Grace I beheld,
Heard his mouth with found criticifim ope ;

That mouth moft delicioufly fwell’d
With quotations from DrypeN and Pors.

[}

In fancy I heard him aloud

Read his prologue fo fwect to his gucfis ;
Saw wonderment ftare from the crowd,

And rapture burft wild from their breatis.

Now T heard him delightfully thrum ;
Now in praife of old mufic a raver ;

Now HaxpzeL’s huge chorufizs hum ;
Now a critic on crotchet and quaver.

* Mifs Anguifh,
1ig

.

In
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In fancy a bonfire I blaz'd;
At my wit heard them call ont ¢ encore ;™
Whule the room with afionithment gaz’d,

Prepar’d ev'ry moment to roar.

But the Duke has feereted his face ;
Tothe Barn what a tcrrible blow !
And gone are the finiles of hiér Gracer,

And the finiles of cach Ancrisa ul-fo.

But I'm not deludad alone s
To another he fadly behav'd :
Doctor Jicneon, by prouunfes won,
Cut his curls from his pate, and was thayv'd.

Though the Do&or look’d finart with his lock~
Sublime tuo, and fwarthy, and big;

Ie was told, when a Bifliop, his flocks
Would expedét a full bufhel of wig.

A wig was accordingly bought,
As a cauliflow'r large, and as fair;
Where the barber too, bleft with goed thought,
Wove religion and pomp in cach hair.
4 In
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In fhort, ’twas fo folemn a guiz,
So form’d for concerns of the foul g
People fearce could decide on its phiz,
Which look’d witefi, the caxon or jowl.

But after this grand operation
Of clipping and wigging, I trow,
Sore baunlk’d was poor Cor’s* exaltation,

But wAy—none with certainty knew.

Some thought [ew’n with the ze/p was difpleas’d ;
But people may think as they lifi :
Others faid (with malicieufizefs feiz'd)

Heav'n hated the pride of the Priefi.

So the Doétor no Bithop was made,
Nor at prefent a Bithop is Ae;

Aund it alfo may fafely be faid,
That a Bifhop he never will /..

But the Duxk too is thwarted, T ween
Who looks zp like a hawk to the Crown ;
But, alas! our good King and good Queen

Have never vouchifaf’d to Jovk down.

¥ Con, i e. Confequential Jackfon—a conftant appellative be-
fiowed on him at the Univerfity of  Oxford.
Now
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Now to Duke and to Duchefs adieu ;
Adicu to my honours like-wife;

The vifion departs from my view,
And Horg, the falfe flatterer, flies.

My teeth too are robb’d of fweet picking ;
Ah tecth, to good eating attach’d !

And thus have I counted my chicken,
Poor blockhead, Lefore they were hatch’d.

THE
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CONVENTION BILIL,

AN ODE.

Qi profunim viegas, st arceo—
Favere linguis. Hor,

I hate the Mos—Avaunt the Fulgar Throng !
Be padiochs plac’d ot ev’ry BR1TON's tongue.
Pit 1’y Trunflasor,






TO THE

R E A D E R.

GrNTLE READER,

THE infufferable licentioufnefs of the prefent age,
with regard to political opinion, demands an imme-
diate redrefs.  As the freedom of difcuffion may be
the lots of a MiNistER’s Place; that MINISTER is in
the right to make ufe of his mof wvirtuous MajoriTy,
to bring in a Bill

Yor binding-to the peace the ToncuEe and Pen,
So hoftile to the peace of Courtier MEN,

who, as Pope fays of his fricnd Addifon,
—=¢¢ damn for arts that caus'd themfelves to rife”
Mess1evrs Prrr and Dunpas were no? pot-valiant

when they funbled on this Convention A¢t, whatever
the
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the world may think. The JorLy Gob, it is faid,
was for once forced to give place to the Gopprss yclept
Prupence, who has totally prefided over this Bill,
which wifely orders that a dozen men, likc a dozen bot-
!les of wine, thall not pafs from houfe to houfc without
a pErMIT. Convinced of the neceffity and wifidom of
our PREMIER’s political manceuvre, T join his fiand-
ard, and heartily votc to perpctual confinement the Pe~

That, with its lever nib of brafs,
Tries from his pow’r to heavé Dunbpas ;
And Tongue that, with its cruthing wit,

Treads, like an Elcphant, on PiTT,
By ScanpEr urg’d, whofc breath of flame
Melts the fair column of a NaME.

P. v

ODT.
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M. P I T 7.

ACCEPT a goxverT, Ode-compofing PETeR? ’
* The THUNDER-BCARING Birp of Britifh metre,”
Says FaMme, from truth not often known to wanders
To thee Jor’s war-horfc from Parnaffus, PirT,
A gentle Beaft, I knecling take the bit,
Likctam’d BucrprHALUs 10 ALEXANDELR
A Tlorfe to other Riders fo uncivil ;
Who rear'd, and plung’d, and kick’d them {o the

Devil.

Since Imprpexcr, affuming Frrrcnowm’s form,
Near Moruer Rep-cap brews the dangerous ftorm,
Afferbling fuch a formidable rout;
Loud
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Loud threat'ning, too, O Pitt ! in evil hour
T'o blow thee, like the goffamer, from pow’s ;

"1'is time, full time, methinks, to lonk about,

Say the full plan thou meanefl to purfie,

To curb of Liberty this upflart crew :

Our cyes are, hawk-lile, onthe tharpen’d gaze,
Pronounce how many men fhall meet together,
To camats our political foul weather, .

And thake their heads, in hopes of better days,

If not too pert—Thou great kerorming Maw,
How many wilt thou fufler in a clan,
"Fo groan their gricvance, whifper woeful tale,

Where the finall Tap-room pours its gin and ale ?

Srpirioxn lutks within a POKTLR-AVUG—

foke in a erass of ain the hnave lies lug!
Who Jimks, in rank rebelliondips his nofe !

1 like not Aealtis ! too oft they carry treafon :

Then let us cut at onee the rafcal’s weatand,

That dares to drink ¢ a Rope 1o Fanepos's

Foes 1™

And
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And if to News-parers thou turn’ft thine eyes
Hot-beds of treafon upon treafon rife,

Save Rosk’s—guiltlefs of all wit-pollution !
But, if fhecr heavinefs can aid a caufe, )
GeoreEr’s two Brats* fhall pound the Peoplc’s jaws,

As Jogs and lead do wond’rous execution.

>
Rebellion taints a whiper, oo, I think,
And wond'rous danger hides within a twink ;
Much in a frrg, and much in Afted eyes ;
But, if a groun efcape, a Monaxcu dies.

Avcusrus acted very fagely—for as

He lov'd two Poets, Vircit call'd, and Horacs,
He iflued proclamation, where, quoth he,

¢ Let no one Poet, upon pain of dcath,”

(And, Lord! how dangerous that fame lofs of breath!)
¢ Dare, if he values life, to mention Me.”

# Mr. GeorGe Rost, of the Treasvry, is the Proprietor of
two News Papers, mifiomeredthe TRuE BriTow and Suwn: the firfl,
pleafantly fabulous ; and the laft, never emitting a fingle Ray. They
are intended, however, as two frazen pillars of our fapgy Conftitu-
tion, acqainting the world with every motior of Majrsty. Gzorca
is really a charadler, and thould be brought a kitrle more fornward on
the polifical canvafs. To continue the metaphor, this Treafary Gen-
tleman has been kept too far in the back grownd. A hiftory of
Mfe, parentage, and education, would prove a domne boucke for t
Puzrrc.

Vou. IV. Kk It



498 THE CONVLNITON BILL.

It had a very fine ctfed, fays Fave;

F'en cats and puppies reverene’d Csar’s name !
Thus let cur Casar mounted be on high,

And no onc feke bis name in vain, but Pye.

Dehold the pale Cinxese ! tame flaves of Pow’r.
Who, at a Maxparin, in corners cow'tp
Dropping to carth the eye with awe-clad head s
While others yield themflves to panting flight,
Not vent'ring to turn back the fearful fight,
Teft 2 huge blunderbufs thould firike them dead !

Such fouls in Brrroxs may we hope to fec ?
Tlafte, hafie, the #ioes to tremble thus at Tugs'!
Oh! as in NozmaN WirLLiay's humbling day,
At eve, flall folemn Curpw’s found the knell «
And men, like babes, be forc’d to bed away,
Soon as they hear the monitory bell 2

When Majrsty to Parliament thall ride,
Ah ! may the Moxarch by the Mos be eye'd ?
And, if allow’d the bl ffing of a view,
hether with Alf an eyc, one eyc, or jwo ?
And

*

3
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And will not it be deem’d a durung thing
To ogle thhongh azm rg ghn Moy ing?
Anlwill not Rirewss ftont i Just «1 run,

And fivear the fpying-glafs a e w0 Gln ®

By thy fage countel, y hud pluwe,”

Like Daar Gore v, Gro ooomay travel on,
When, lo, of ennwfitya o ad,

A Peepiy, Tvom 1 fo n e window pose;

Thon oo™ but ctor e fabre's Giohe

Do i 1a iy Poorer to the dead.

A e hs M Yareory is fond of hunting,
fis i lus commany no more be fantinn !

AN vrer may beara vay dangerous biuth,
B roacre e, pull acleaves fiomthe frock ;
Dvasstan oy oYy ar Magpyy a blodk,

G ouoa dart, or pike-like pole may pufh;

Jacr hercu within his pocket hide his fliing,

And Cor < », s Taunch their lap-fiones at their King ;
Bince fust «  fien, by ambition horn,

Join Mujesty, and Waoor, and Hovsp, and Horx !

Kkaz2 And,
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‘And, when our Kixc to #zymout’: fhall repair,
_F orget not tho‘,u an order to the May’r,

When in the tub the Rovar Lire embarks,
T% rcad the Riot-act to frimps and fhurks !

And now may Gop your hearts, ye Britoxs, turn!
Your finsin fackc!gth and in athes mourn :
Without a figh, to MiNIsTERS fubmit—
Ye are but children yct, fo mend your ways ;
Sing to the Lord (th’ Excngaﬁm’s Lorp!) with
ptaiﬁ: ;
- And go to fchool, good boys, to Goopy Prrr.

Bat hark! a voice!— Ah, Pirr! thine arts are
“ vain ¢
¢ Britons dare fpeak, and, when oppres’d, complain ;
% To Mav the little privilege is giv'n:
¢ And, fhoulda MiscreANT curd it, (dead to fhamc)
¢ May Arprox’s Gen1us tear the Villain's frame,
¢ And fling it piece-meal o the fowls of Heav'n I

Wliep_cc is that folemn found, alas! declare:
The Grost of ALrrED bids a RoGUE beware.
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